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        I can feel it in my roots;

        I gave birth, in a nightmare,

        to unlovable things.

        They breed in my belly;

        tiny birthdays, every day.

        I am the undead mother

        to every single bit

        of black

        in this skin prison

        my lovers

        have choked on.

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        For the Caged Birds.

      

        

      
        If I can sing,

        so can you.
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      Tell me where it hurts.

      Deep    in    your    dermis?

      

      This world is full of victim

      shaming/blaming/DEGRADING

      

      & you can't quit scratching at that spot just above your ruby highways & back alleys.

      

      Where your blood slithers & whispers

      you brought this upon yourself.

      

      Tell me where it hurts.

      Deep    in    your    ribcages?

      

      I can see them there;

      the confessions caged inside.

      

      I hear them singing

      but you can't bear to listen.

      

      I'm here to tell you the truth that's roaring in the river  raging inside of you.

      

      Shake the shame from your skin.

      You   did   nothing   wrong.
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      Spring. This life is   n  e  w   for you.

      Re-branding starts now. Tick tock; the clock

      exhales midnight

      & new beginnings laugh track off your tongues.

      

      She said the us we were cannot survive the rest of Winter.

      So you kissed her & whispered lies into her hair.

      You did not know.

      You were so skilled at slipping

      knives in your own back, being shocked by it all.

      

      Her fingernails, peppermint.

      You cannot throw away your addict lips.

      She told you some poet warned

      her of making   h  o  m  e  s

      out of human beings,   she screamed

      to you that they were fools,

      & she begged you not to do the same to her.

      

      But you have. You cannot undo.

      

      Her birthday is carved into the tree

      in your backyard.

      You lit a candle & took her there

      at Midnight & new beginnings

      laughed tracked off your tongue.

      She cupped them to her chin

      & tried to inhale them.

      

      Summer. Some shine for Tuesday Morning.

      You changed your tie 27 times

      t  h  i  s     w  e  e  k   to match her eyes.

      They roll with the weather,

      with the pills at standing ovation on the bottom shelf

      of the medicine cabinet.

      They greet you every morning she does not.

      

      You threw away your forfeit vocabulary in 2004.

      You don't have words for this day. For her day.

      For tomorrow.

      Her phone facing down tells more truth

      than she can strangle.

      You will   n  o  t   q  u  i  t.

      

      On the third Monday this week you

      found her weeping into her cereal bowl over a man

      she never knew whose death has washed

      upon the shore of the 6 o'clock news.

      I'm dying every day, look at me.

      It's too early for this. New beginnings, my dear.

      

      You touch the tears on her cheek

      & think I want  to  be  the  reason she  f  e  e  l  s.

      She rolls with the weather,

      & I am nothing,

      the vane spinning in her wind.

      

      Fall. She wants to make love so often you divorced a

      steady pulse. The bedposts are bruised, you bought

      them a drink & laughed at your fortune.

      

      She is  a  l  i  v  e   again.

      

      She fingered your red hair

      & told you she never thought

      a ginger lover could make her come home.

      

      Her tongue is your favorite wine.

      She didn't show up for your last two dates.

      You found her at home once,

      

      laughing to your favorite

      Steve Martin movie,

      wondering why you

      had missed the beginning,

      

      next in her panties, liquid idle ankles

      hanging from the backyard swing,

      in cahoots with her phone,

      with a phantom,

      

      one finger, a warning, to stay away

      as she plotted & preened

      to someone she says she never knew.

      

      Winter. You are studying her.

      

      Behind the spine of her books

      & behind the curtain of the shower,

      & behind the eye of the door,

      as she undresses from the day

      

      & brushes her teeth & unwinds

      the slow coil of society's expectations

      from her neck, careful not to shake the rattle.

      

      You made her cum twice this week,

      she doesn't know you shaved your beard.

      

      The office temp brushed your shoulder,

      she looked you in the eye & you felt a shiver.

      

      Not this year, repeat repeat repeat it again...

      

      Your heart is beating in a burning building.

      She asked you not to do that to her.

      

      But you have.

      You cannot undo. You don’t want to.

      

      You tell her the us we are cannot survive the rest of Winter.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Five Minutes Baby

        

      

    

    
      His voice is like a beating drum

      & I want him to hum

      between my thighs.

      He is a prize I need to win

      because 80 years tastes

      bitter in this bite of mine.

      

      His sex means

      the crown balances nicely,

      though it doesn’t fit.

      It precariously balances

      on the head he

      pats as he grabs

      his scuffed boots

      & takes my sex sweat with him.

      

      Give me five minutes

      & I will

      show you just how deep

      you can fall into my

      nothingness.

      

      Give me five minutes

      & I will

      show you just how

      easy it is to unlove me.
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      No one tells you how to grieve

      the monsters.

      No one tells you how

      to make tears

      manifest into daggers,

      let them somersault into your own back.

      

      Your self-betrayal

      must be rewarded in unkind.

      

      At 4 am they found me

      chained to a neon lover.

      I needed more

      than the cards

      carrying condolences

      stacked so sorry high on my night stand.

      

      The zombie crowd

      fumbling after his hearse

      flayed me alive with switchblade eyes.

      

      They saw the billboard

      advertising my

      unique skills.

      

      WORST DAUGHTER ALIVE!

      BLAME DEVOURER!

      GUARANTEED TO LET

      YOU CUT HER OPEN!

      POUR YOUR ACID INSIDE!

      MONEY BACK GUARANTEE!

      

      At 5 am they found me

      with slit wrists

      & Society's open gullet,

      

      so they smiled.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          I Died but ATTENDED 
          THE FUNERAL

        

      

    

    
      I attended a funeral,

      too many

      years ago.

      

      My tenderness was

      too young,

      to be ripped

      away,

      so soon.

      

      I mourn her;

      & on Spring days,

      when I see the

      gentle flutter

      of a Blue Jay’s

      wings,

      

      I hope

      that somewhere,

      she is

      smiling.
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