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THE ROSE

‘The point-blank of all things touching lewdly, unstoppably, leaking radiance, aurora’ Spike

‘What makes The Rose so pleasurable is that femininity – and gender at large – is not fixed, nor starved, of its personal needs. In a world overflowing with suffering, there is no want too great, too “silly” (or maybe it is, but who cares?) for Reines’s narrator. It feels like a radical act of pleasure’ Hannah Bonner, The Poetry Foundation

‘Reines explores a realm of experience with grief as its trigger. Focused, intense, The Rose offers a trail that leads, if not to madness, to something that goes beyond rational sense’ Chris Kraus, author of Summer of Hate and Social Practices

‘Nothing is more humbling or unbelievable than the ordinary humanity of an icon. In The Rose, suffering is erotic and exhausting. Love is poisonous and miraculous. The world is abject and hilarious’ Jenny Zhang, author of My Baby First Birthday

‘The poems in Ariana Reines’s The Rose would rather bleed out vaginal vengeance in a sweet fuck obliteration than bow down to a cultural expectation that love is money, or vice versa. Violence’s iridescent glee hammers down. Sorrow is sorrow. Heterosexual love is seriously interrogated. The mother is dead. The Rose’s exquisite linguistic rendering gushes wildly with a ferocity (and sometimes a painful, necessary candour) that I, personally, need. I want what Ariana Reines wants – shelter in these times on this burning earth. What she offers instead is rigorous and rapturous companionship’ Dawn Lundy Martin, author of Good Stock, Strange Blood
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For the people underground




I


You should write about beautiful things. You should write about flowers.

—INÉS TALAMANTEZ





[image: A woman lies in bed while a horned figure stands beside the bed with its hands on the sheets.]
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Death has the Biggest Dick of All


Probably the reason women are still attracted to the devil

& will always be is that’s who fucked us

Originally

To get life onto this planet







Being of the future

With all the plastic you’ll know is in me

& all the rays

From other worlds

Streaming through my hair

I want you to know I too sometimes feel

An unnatural feeling

Electric

Humming in my head & inner ear

Nearly metallic

Like the static when you put on

What used to be called

A synthetic

Shirt







I feel like a bag of pork

A bag of trade

A meat knuckle, cold

A leg

I want to be hurt

For my swollen heart to be humiliated

Or rather I expect this

Dread or want it I can’t tell the difference

Or I have elided the difference on purpose

I want to be hurt & I organize this feeling

Because the age in which I live

Compels me to respect myself

It is my duty to do so

& even though our contemporary idea

Of liberation would allow me to display

My own abasement in “empowering” terms

Should I ever seek to display it

I am talking about something deep inside me

Not about the theory of how to show it

My longing, true & unliberated

Carceral & unlimited

Is a desire I do not slake

This desire has therefore become religious

Has become so by sheer force

By my refusal, almost identical

To devotion, to violate, with any approximation

My hunger






After coming he says when he comes with me it starts before it has started & goes on long after it finishes. Sometimes after we fuck he gets delirious & says childlike phrases that almost rhyme & approach poetic sense; his head seems to pivot on its axis &, twitching, he loses consciousness.

I can feel him hesitating to finish a compliment I want to receive in words, an energy I want to force him to force thru language.

You are going to give me this compliment directly, I say. & I steady myself to receive his words distinguishing me from every other woman he has ever known. It’s silly, I know. But.

I look in his face & he obeys.




Last night I told him I couldn’t tell if he was a combination of highly intelligent & slightly retarded or if he was simply kind of dumb, but that I had decided it was the former since that way of seeing him gave me intense pleasure: a sexual genius with a concupiscent void floating like a cloud of idiocy at the center of an otherwise powerful mind.




It may be that I suffer because I use men as muses & because the thought of my muse’s stupidity excites me. It means even naked with them I can protect my privacy. But such men are privileged because I give them my stupidity. I preserve my stupidity for them, & I fuck them like a mindless animal.
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