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Beauty smokes cancer diamonds,

coveted by her festering king.

as her sister Dear stumbles in

the cemetery, bleats like a choir

and farts blood and vodka.

An angel clutches the tramp 

and floods her house of cards

with bile, absinthe, and iron cages.

The ribbon crucifies the castle of

prophets with a rusted razor blade.

Heaven.  Brothel where boys vibrate 

in the rain like ombrophobes, bronzed

until the box of puddles drowns the altar.

Bells belch ash onto strangled doorsteps

howling chickens and crossing themselves.

We hope it goes no further...

Undated
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A pair of oversized pink souffles,

erupt from her cranium, hover

over carefully painted face.

Black outline of her hair is fire

in a torrent of chow mein noodles

An entry wound adorns her

bloody rose chest and her

eyes,  vacant,  long

after her soul has fled.

She is no woman again

but a gaudy trollop arrested

with her wrists restrained at her back.

Bends gender again and

laughs at their faces after.

Look pretty for the 

morgue, babe, and clench

your teeth as he rides you.

Dress hiked up a hundred

times like a wet peacock.

Jealousy's face and a gun

slam dancing into her

chipped nails and the cut,

where she tore the lid to the

saran wrap box.

Serrated edges and

hot wax

dripping

into the

cornflakes.
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dart away

you dare to not meet my eyes

around us

dancers drive like pistons

steaming

sweat, spit, angst, they secrete 

sweetly

as they thirst to bleed

not hard

to spot you in the thrall

black hair,

a shock of plaster-white face

sidelong.

shows me the smear my lips made

still taste

make-up, the memory comes

fumbling

drunken hands and lips

lingering

too long on artificial pale

dizzy

strobes cover my misstep

fucking

clumsy

frantic drones writhe like an

ocean,

around us, surround us, a boy

ravenous

cuts between us, hard, shirtless,

pierced naval

I know this one and I mouth

"later"

he takes it away, a vow, 

seize the dance.

Oct 9 1994
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Three times a month we share

this space, these antiseptic walls

colored to calm, you or me?

The walls between us are

colored invisible but i touch them.

Secrets pass from your eyes that

will never part your lips.

I conquer your dark to

make my light, like a mantis

devouring its mate, i make

your thoughts my own.

Reversed, I become your

patient without a whisper

from your hurt. Your hand covers

mine to pass the fire from me to me.

Walls are blasted,  mouths collide,

tongues explore where therapy.

can never take us.  Bodies open

in place of minds.

Nov  27 1994
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After eating, I bitch and force

him to retreat outside to smoke.

It does something to his face.

Makes it ugly.  "David

always squints his eyes when he drags."

I think, gripping my typewriter.

I have an old typewriter.

Ancient so I have to force

the keys back down when they drag.

Ink on my fingers.  "Come smoke

with me."  "Leave me alone, David."

Black smudges of ink on my face.

A scholar, I study faces,

each as different as a typewriter,

my excuse to ignore David

while he speaks, while he forces

conversation until a smoking

argument erupts.  I drag

myself outside to suck a drag

from his cigarette, scrunch my face,

and puke the acrid smoke.

I want to crawl into my typewriter

because he won. For his attention I force 

feed his ego.  I can only stand David

because he really knows how to fuck.  David,

I can't think without my dick so drag

me back to the bed, the fire, and force

the fear out of my face,

out of my typewriter.

He brags about fucking: "I smoked

him," he laughs.  He smokes

whenever we fight.  David's

smile makes me want to sell my typewriter

sometimes, and sometimes I want to drag

it in slow motion across his face

and feel his nicotine-stained teeth split from the force.

After the smoke clears, I don't need to be dragged 

into David's arms, his hypnotic eyes, his face.

I've forgotten the typewriter, replaced it with another force.

Apr 18 1994
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