
Random 
Autobiography--
EXAMPLE 
 
I was the expected 
Valentine 
that arrived 
before I learned early 
that red socks 
are warmest. 
I’ve held a tarantula 
in my hand 
and felt the chill, 
the tiny hairs. 
Panned for gold 
at Garnet, Montana, 
a ghost town. 
No, luck. 
I’ve hear thunder 
in the depth 
of a snowstorm. 
I lost my 
first love 
and my pet 
canary, Pierre, 
all in one day. 
I’ve held  
a stunned finch 
in my hand, 
regaining his senses 
after flying into 
the front window. 
 
A girl,  
Natalie, 
hated me 
for no reason 
all through high 
school. 
My friends 
lost brothers 
in Viet Nam. 
My guardian angel 
used to live 
across the way, 
apartment 305,  
really red hair, 
 
a potter, 
a teacher. 
I’ve had some 

excellent teachers. 
I tell you sincerely; 
Gary, Indiana 
is an eyesore  
from a charter bus. 
And I have 
been cruel, 
cutting off heads 
and feet 
with my Instamatic. 
 
I saw Kennedy shot. 
I saw Kennedy shot 
over and over 
on TV, 
in the classroom 
in the third grade. 
I’m still innocent, 
though. 
 
I once screamed at  
my boss 
in anger, 
and have been 
falling-down drunk 
on Irish Mist. 
I once kissed 
an anarchist. 
I once suffered 
pneumonia. 
And only once 
ate a whole 
raw onion  
on a dare. 
Twice, I lost 
my baby bracelet, 
dainty gold chain, 
miniature pearls and  
little heart of gold. 
And twice 
I’ve driven through 
Gilroy, California, 
the garlic capitol 
of the world. 
We hopscotched  
until chalk lines 
scuffed and faded. 
I have landed 
more big fish 
than most men 
can say 

got away. 
I rolled a Pinto, 
Walked away 
unharmed; 
Count that 
one miracle. 
I’ve melted 
maple sugar candy 
on my tongue 
and warmed myself  
at morning campfires 
on many 
mountainsides. 
Once I talked  
briefly with 
Dennis Banks  
on campus 
at the U,  
I think. 
I bought a house 
when I was 
a single girl 
and I’ve often  
lost mittens. 
 
He found me; 
the husband 
I wasn’t looking for. 
Together 
we passed through 
the Manitou, 
the spirit 
that roams 
the waters of 
White Bear Lake 
after dark. 
Not fog. 
Not mist. 
More tactile. 
I will testify  
to Legend 
based on Truth. 
 
I’ve been scared 
by bears 
in the basement. 
I have stored 
small treasures 
in a cigar box, 
and flown 
kites in April. 

The smell of  
Coppertone 
brings back 
Monterey’s sandy 
beach, 
and I long 
to see Alberta’s 
Rockies again. 
I’ve felt the  
slow, dizzying spin 
of a car on ice, 
known deaf 
frustration, 
seen blackbirds 
gather. 
Just a toddler, 
I toddled 
toward a cliff 
but was saved by 
ruffled panties 
that Dad grabbed. 
Aurora Borealis 
has played for me 
more often than  
I deserve. 
I have shopped 
at K Mart. 
My silver baby cup 
is all banged up. 
I am 
licensed to practice. 
 
Mary Ann Larson



 


