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Contempt

 


It was loathing
at first sight

And the love
slipped through the cracks

Of my insistent
apathy

Your skin was
red- the way mine should have been

And your hair
was too much like

An onyx
fountain

Spilling from
your snowy scalp

And it make
your face look ugly

Like a
misplaced root

Or thorny vine,
brown and dying

Your eyes were
too moving

And you looked
through me

Like I was
unimportant

Like my beauty
was a footnote

Like a person
looks through glass

And never at
it

And you looked
through me

Again

Again

And one more
time

Until my
stained glass Virgin Mary

Didn't matter
anymore

And I learned
to love your ugly

From the inside
out

 


 


I Could Fall

 


I may bleed
imperfect

And the rust
upon my eyelashes

May be hotter
than the embers

Of the soul
they stand to frame

And my lips may
break the hymen

Of each promise
passing through them

And perhaps I
swallow up naiveté

And feel it
turning sour in my stomach

Ripe to vomit
up a voiceless word

Of truth
unbidden

I may find my
name

In being
amaranthine by the merit

That thorns
suffer after petals meet the fate

Of
disappearance

But I bleed

I blink

I speak

I kiss the
petals of a lotus

With my teeth
and swallow after

And my name is
found within me

As a pearl is
found

Within the
ocean

One oyster out
of millions

Holds my secret
firmly in its

Hardened
grave

 


 


Never I, No

 


I never
said

I never said I
was in love, boy

And everywhere
I turn I see

Your phantom
face steadfastly

At the corner
of my eyes

Set like the
painting of a wounded heart

And I am no
partaker

Of your misery
or sad eyes -No Judas here

I never
said

I never said I
was in love

Or that my
heart would be betrothed

Or that my
hands are locked

To yours at
joint or bonetip

Never I

No, never
wordlock passed my lips

In holy, living
matrimony

To a fantasy
played always through your head

I never
said

I never said
how much I'd love you

Never pledged
myself to speak it true

Or stand with
feet together

Arms held back
and hands crossed

Held with
thorns and nails all through my back

I never said I
was in love

That I was
prisoner

Or willingly
held down to where

Your fancy met
the ground

 


Illness

 


The fire is the
sickness

And the flame
distinguished promptly

Leaves the
taste of cure thereafter

In the
mouth

Upon the
scorched brick and scarred mantle

Among dust and
rock and ash

The heat of
fever

Is the illness
in itself

And flame which
once was thought to purify

Transports the
very essence

Of the unseen
pathogen

Like angels'
kisses

On the cheeks
of fallen men

And women
standing at the rock

Above the
ocean

With the
thought to join a freedom

Drowned, tied
down in oceanic weeds, and settled

At the bottom
of an unlit deep

The shiver is a
trace of heat unsatisfied

Of craving the
fatality

Of fullness'
sweet embrace

From tongue to
tongue

Dry branch to
suffering grass

High sun
through curving glass

To oil spilled
upon the ground

The heat is
deadly

But the life
thereafter

Is a fate far
more excruciating

Than forever
being silent

In the cold
Coffin of Christ

 


What Is It?

 


ｿQué es
lo

que causa
esto?

What is it that
causes this?

This unbid
fascination

Infatuation,
Each glance fuel to the flame

Instantaneous
addiction

Heat

Damnation

What is it
about your eyes

That set the
cobalt sky

Afire with
rage

And
disapproval

How you pale
it

With the
sunrise of your eyelids

And sweep the
light away

With the
setting of each lash against your cheek

ｿQué es
lo

que causa
esto?

The
imperfection of your cara?

La shade of tus
uñas

Your eyebrows
are so gorgeous

Like careless
brush-strokes

Of a lazy,
flawless deity

Who made a
vow

To raise you in
his image



Oh, the way
your pelvis curves

Is a solution
to my body's

Ache and
ail

Mon Dieu, but you are
beautiful

The way your
chest is wrapped within

Such blessed
limits

As the world is
wrapped within a sphere

And everything
we need is found within it

How your calves
are made two roots on which

Two upward
branches stand

Without a
trunk

You are the
Tree of Life

To my young,
lifeless hands

And in my
tongue is burning question

And in my jaw a
lustful passion

For the fruits
of your

Pale, veiny
branches

Are you pale
because of

This choice
powder?

Is the vice
your habit learned?

Then
earned?

Do secret
demons teach

To be
addicting

As an art
form

Or a subatomic
humming

In the voices
of your every molecule?

Is this your
active ingredient:

Craving

Lustworthy
infatuation of the throat and eyes?

Apologize not
for your aching beauty

But for absence
from my burning arms

Come to me, my
lovely

Scented bush
without a root

And I will set
a fire

To let loose
these fumes within us

 


 


Backbone

 


I had the
Sunset in my eye

And danger
coming after

My lips were
crescent beaches- bows of fleshy red

How fertile,
breeding life between them

And the cradle
of all civil life

Between the
creases of my tongue

And Summer in
the nudeness of my hips

These thighs
were starry pillars

And my crown
the kiss of sunlight

Feet sweet lily
night

And bliss of
world unheard of

And the
Backbone of this Queen

Was alabaster,
and of pillar upon pillar

Of saved ivory,
and disks of Eden

Carved from
Heaven's rafters

And so it was
that I was Timeless

Save the moment
I found sunrise

In the eyes of
my reflection

Save the moment
my great Backbone

Was made simple
to the gold of

Everafter's
Time Incarnate

Save the moment
my reflection

Had a heartbeat
of her own

 


Florida Weather

 


Our love is so
much like Florida Weather

Radical and
fragrant

With the manner
of a child

Untaught,
uncensored and

Omnipotent

But choking on
the force

Of air and
anger filling up his throat

And choking on
his tears, because his fury

Is the father
of his downfall

We hold our
kisses in

Like fireflies
in glass jars

But let our
words touch everything

Like
butterflies

The beauty is
in flight

And airy
touch

The rarity of
landing where we wish

And so it is
that we make wishes

On the
raindrops falling down and threatening to rust

My heartclasps
over

And still the
Sun is shining down

So potent steam
is rising from the puddles all around us

 


My Tongue And I

 


Be my tongue a
pointed branch

Or flaming
lotus

In the pupil of
an unlit night?

Be it glass set
in the sand

Or stinging
webs

Wove in unseen
places?

Are my words as
quick mosquitoes

Felt sudden

When the work
is done?

Or am I blind
to all my havoc

'till the dawn
is risen

Blatant and
alarming in my eyes

With the tail
of blame behind it?

Still,
apologies are mortal

Not as I

 


Muddledthought

 


Hey there

(Boy)

Slow down, and
let your silence to the talking

Don't you know
I think in stanzas?

Didn't the
sunlight ever tell you how the night sky comes in layers?

Blue, to red,
to blue, to black, to blue

To dark to
light, to bright, to light, to dark to where we're sitting

Twilight
somewhere in between

Don't you know
I dance on wind

Like ripples
dance on top of water

Moving back and
forth without a pulse to lend me definition?

I write letters
every season

About loving,
loss, and learning

The four can go
in any order

Recipient
irrelevant

Dear Lover,

I look back on
this love letter

And imagine
each stanza is written

With the same
heartbeat in mind

Feel Summer in
Autumn

You do not know
what it is like.

Slow down and
check

The tombstones
in my heart

And the names
engraved

The way the
letters fade away

Unread and
unimportant

Because graves
are interchangeable

It is dead

And is not
living anymore

Words are the
vehicles of

My mind and
heart

Colliding

They are
mangled, and afire

Neither ever
need recover

I have graves
aside for

Mornings
without chirping

And evenings
with starless, unhinged skies.

Where all I see
for miles and miles

Is emptiness,
and endless opportunity

Without a goal
to strive for

Don't you know
I think too quickly?

And my feelings
shuffle after

Dragged by
fetters and a stupid loyalty

Dear Surrender,
I have found you in his smile again. He makes my world to be a
splendid orb of untouched rainbows. He makes my feet to be the
bringer of great, winding streets of lilies.

Dear Discovery,
I have found you. He is foolish, and unpleasant to the touch. His
lips are made for words of cloudy unawareness. But the thunderstorm
is dormant until rain begins to fall.

And the pattern
is predictable

Same
formula

And just a
single variable

Same tombstone
with a new name

Every
season

Don't you know
I think too fast,

and feel far
faster,

than my soul
can truly bear?

The definition
of insanity

Is repeating
the process

And expecting
the result

To change.

Did the
starlight never tell you

I was born with
my head pointed toward the grave?

If insanity is
sinful

I am covered in
transgression

And I already
know which stanza I will write

This coming
season

 


A Few Good Men

 


They are
looking for a few good men

And I am
looking for the right one

Just one

Good enough is
never

What is
says

Unless the duty
was perfection

They say a good
man is hard to find
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