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These poems were rejected by journals, editors, and sometimes by me.

I kept rereading them as reminders of my failures, and I used to say to them: You look so homeless, so cold, so miserable.

But don’t worry I will build a house for you.

I did not edit them to be accepted.

I did not change them to be accepted.

I kept them exactly as they were when they were refused.

I built a home for them.

I called it:

The Department of Rejected Poems

File: Unfit for Publication.

And that, too, is a work of art.

Oumayma

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Perfect Pop Girl
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​I wear mascara like an armor, I put some glitter on the bruise.

I love my lipstick louder than the bad news.

I said "Forever" like a cue to begin.

I walked offstage with my favorite songs.

Lovers look extra sympathy,

Making me forget the tragedy.

I come out in a hurricane.

I find my laugh inside the pain.

Confetti falling like Eve,

But dear, I love pretty alive.

​I mastered the art of singing high notes.

I write my poems in the vintage paper of my notebooks.

I stand in the ovations, I put a perfect style,

Hunting the curtain smile.

In the backstage, I cry in harmony,

Counting tears in four-four symmetry.

Cause baby, I sold the show;

I sold a pop girl they'll never know.

​Mirror, mirror in minor line.

Doing great, doing fine.

If I fall, my voice won't crack.

Today I'm the doctor of not looking back.

​I wonder if the glitter means I'm free,

Or if it just glitters the expensive misery.

One, two, three, four-four.

Wait, where am I?

Did I leave or did I lie?

Who created this script? Is this real?

Maybe I just forgot what I was supposed to feel.

​I'm counting beats, I'm counting cracks.

If I panic now,

I'm going to remember how to take a bow.

I don't fall through what to do.

Art hangs me straight, frames me as a smiling state.

​Five, six, seven, eight-eight.

Behave, breathe.

Keep the smile wider, don't let it escape.

Pop girl sparkle like Tanritte.

Make devastation look like occupation.

I walk the glittered aisle,

Denial after denial in nine steps.

​After the bow, I'm doing fine.

Mascara fades, also the lights fade to black.

I don't hear screams,

When I don't come back.
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A vintage Teacup
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And I felt like a vintage teacup,

in a brand new mansion.

Big pool, and dressing room.

And they say you know nothing;

you are nothing. Don't know how,

but I'm a writer. I wrote

a playing role.

​Slurry smile, big and thick.

The lady of red. The lady of politic.

The lady of maybe. The lady of red.

Dancing, baby. Let the music in.

Left them to daydreaming in red.

​I know you. I don't know them.

The lady of red. The lady of politic.

The lady of maybe. The lady of red.

Dancing, baby. Let the music in.

The lady of maybe, hearing her words.

​And I felt like a cinnamon girl.

The lady of maybe, all too well.

And I felt like a vintage teacup,

in a brand new mansion.

​Don't tell the person who knows many,

that the friend of all is a friend to none.

Blurry things smile, big and thick.

The lady of red. The lady of politic.

Dancing, baby. Let the music in.
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ARIA RI ARIA RI ARIAH

I’m afraid of me... of who I become.

ARIA RI ARIA RI ARIAR

Baby, talk about me

bad, and what?

You heard me. You called me.

Bad words

it’s me. Are you...

are you... are you

afraid of me?

ARIA RI ARIA RI ARIAH RI

If you won, it was fun.

Go north! Go west!

Forget what you learned,

forget what you tested.

Baby, talk bad about me

and what?

ARIA RI ARIA RI ARIAH

And I said, “What a mess?!”

I’m coming! I’m coming to my senses:

To Mr. Perfect Taste,

To Mr. Perfect Ideas,

To Mr. Perfect Man-child.

You look like my father...

but sorry

I saw my mother suffer.

I want... I want a better man.

You can’t stay tonight.

Go away.

See you on Mars... if you make it.

Let’s see if the man-child can get a space ticket.

ARIA RI ARIA RI ARIAH

Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!

Hello... hi... goodbye.

I’m afraid of me.
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L’Œuvre d’Art Vivante
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Dans chacun de ses gestes, une grâce infinie,

Elle danse à travers la vie, tel un papillon dans la prairie,

Son élégance attire tous les regards admiratifs,

Et fait battre plus fort les cœurs, captifs.

​Cette fille charmante, c'est une œuvre d'art vivante,

Un réconfort pour l'âme, un baume pour l'esprit errant,

Elle illumine le monde de sa présence étincelante,

Et dans mon cœur, elle reste gravée, éternellement enchante. 
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Good Morning
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Good morning, sunlight

Gently streams through

The curtains,

Awakening the world

With its golden hues,

So certain.

Birds sing their

Cheerful melodies,

Filling the air,

As we greet a new day,

With hope and love to

Share.
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Stony, wony, life and honey,

money in hand, money in bank.

Seeing the seller, saying:

"We accept number money,

not paper honey."

Wearing a hat? Me too.

A bad day? Me too.

Just asking for a bottle of water,

not an angry bird, a worker hater.

Stony, wony, life and honey,

money in hand,

money in bank

so funny.

The seller says: "We take the numbers,

not your papers.

Those are slumbers."

Stony, wony,

the future in cryptic money. 
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Statue Man
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"Men like that are busy, dear.

Don’t be dramatic,

don’t show fear.

Attention fades,

but the status stays."

Her mom say.
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