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SATURN’S YOUTH
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The marrow hums with violet static,

ash of uncounted suns pressed into bone—

yet still the skin remembers rivers,

the lean of shoulders against the sky.

A throat of glass—

words drift through like satellites,

half-shattered, half-born,

never landing.

He listens:

is it blood, or orbit,

this throb in the wrists?

Is the chest a chamber for storms,

or only dust rehearsing itself

in the echo of Saturn’s rings?

Desire folds like a spectrum,

colors no one names.

Every glance is an atmosphere,

a weightless tilt—

he wears it as a mask,

or a planet,

or nothing at all.

The body flickers:

once fire, once clay,

once alien salt

crushed to silence.

And still he wonders:

if he was scattered,

was he ever whole?

If he was starlight,

is he allowed to call it home?
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THE ASH OF MOONS
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Bones drift, pale satellites,

cracking the hymn of stone.

Ash scatters—

not an ending, only a rearrangement

of silence.

The orbit breaks open,

spilling its teeth,

dust howling into light.

Every fracture is a seed.

Every seed forgets its name.

What was held dissolves—

skin of the sky peeled back,

veins stuttering into vacancy.

Listen:

the shards keep singing,

though no one remembers the tune.

To vanish is not to die,

but to become atmosphere,

to wear the collapse as a crown.

Moons do not mourn their ruin.

They bloom in the dark.
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VEINS OF NEBULAE
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Scarlet rivers coil through vacuum,

shadows stitched with pulse.

What pours is not death,

but translation—

a language older than metal,

older than fire.

Every drop a ledger:

birth scrawled in salt,

pleasure humming in red light,

songs carved across the wrists of galaxies.

The wound becomes cathedral.

The cathedral becomes wound.

Worlds drift where blood is gravity,

where the skin keeps time

for the heart’s percussion.

Even silence shivers there,

caught in the tide.

And still the fluid moves,

through mouths, through scars, through hymns—

never finished,

never forgiven.

Without it, the stars are only stones.

With it, even ruins breathe.
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