
should we leave without you

i need to talk to you just a little bit more

didn’t think hatred would be so
hard to move

 a thick layer of fat on the
inside. doesn’t melt away with
the heat of love. 

i want it out
to evaporate under the glare of confidence 

i’ll spit every doubt 
even if my teeth turn grime 
in the process    

i’ll let go
do something special

i began to chat with

the penthouse poet

with the smell of my slick salt skin

radiating into the still elevator non-air

i stink of youth.

she gives me eight floors of anecdotes

i look her up her verses are chill and old

of winter, absent neighbors

later later i see her at the salon 

on our street i don’t say anything

turn my head and 

watch my fingers become rose-red

i chose red again

i feel beautiful
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wishing for the tremendous quiet
that will change me

strength of reality
fades when you don’t speak

it can curdle and get hard
like wintergarden rot

do i hate the wrong metaphors for healing,
i always tried to leak out the poison
or draw it out or have it evaporate
from my palms

buddha makes it seem so easy

i’ve written the notation for the 
dispersion of negativity, and am
seeking voices to sing it for me

how much do you care

reach out to someone who isn’t there

separate mutliple falls from heaven

with a comma

then confess

i’ve picked my enemies

lined up like sharpened pencils

attack them in small multiples

small enough

to change nothing
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