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I.

Dearest one, you must know
now,

before we say or vows,

that I'm a beautiful yet selfish,
hopeless "ism";

not a person, not a woman
wholly,

but an idea—a theory—of
one

trapped in extreme polar
schism,

a type of ever-shifting
prison,

a revolving, still-evolving (or is
it "devolving"?), distorted prism

(of my own making?).

Try not to judge me too
harshly.

You'll understand in time,
dear.

 


II.

You see, I've one foot firmly
sinking in the hopeless mire

that I call life.

The other foot is rooted in a
paradisiacal region of hand-painted orchids and enchanted
bowers,

where I aspire

to great feats of flowering
existence,

and where the dominant motif,
dear,

is my unabated, unabashed stubborn
persistence

as an elevated, even exulted life
form,

where the laws of life and love to
me—me—dear, conform.

It is the perpetual norm,

and no longer—thus ever
stronger—must I ride these or yours—or any—emotional
storms,

for they have ceased
altogether.

Forever?

Like us?

 


III.

Yet I am ever torn, ever straddling
these two borders:

living a life of
disordered

wants and fears.

(Yes, wants and fears.)

For instance, I'd have you spoon
feeding me sensual wishes

served on gold-plated
dishes

that I may know—truly know—for once
in my life complete indulgence,

as I profess my undying love to
you.

Wish after wish.

Dish after dish.

But beware, dear:

as you do so, I will entice you with
false promises of hopeless devotion—and sincerely mean
it—

then block my willingness to
understand

and empathize with you and
your emotions.

It is my wont, my devilish
paradox.

 


IV.

And when faced, darling, (may I call
you "darling"?) with the prospect of being avoided,

or if you suddenly become too
critical of me,

or even carp ever so slightly over
trivial, insignificant things,

I will know—literally know—that you
will soon be casting me aside for more fruitful
"springs."

Don't you deny it,
darling.

Really, now.

Really.

And that I simply can't
allow.

Oh, how sacred our vows.

I welcome them.

 


V.

And so, to avoid being
forsaken,

I will drive you away, to
withdraw unto myself,

a pathetic, frail shell of a
woman—

a place I know all too
well,

a place that has become my living
hell

and my self-destructive
sequence

that loops and loops in and on
itself, time and time again.

(Why can't I ever win?)

Yet safely protected from eventual
heartbreak

in the muck and mire

I suffer in silence alone

(my all-too-familiar
home).

But I do so seeking—still
seeking—very much needing an anchor,

my mate in this life of constant
turmoil and strife.

 


VI.

I am in a constant state of
emotional upheaval;

something in me is inner-directed
and wholly primeval.

I cannot—will not—see you from your
perspective,

as my perception—my belief, my
truths—are suspiciously selective.

(Darling, is there an emotional
detective?)

At my worst, I will attack you as a
mortal enemy.

I will not read how you are
feeling.

Pity that I never feel sated by
those with whom I form bonds;

ill-fated, ill-starred, perhaps I
turn on they whom I love.

Can you hear the plaintive cry of
the mourning dove?

She is I, as I am she.

Profound is my fear of
abandonment,

yet deep is my hope for
attachment.

I have an innate—or is
learned?—inability

to maintain relationship
stability.

And when I love, love (dearest,
darling, may I call you "love"?), I love intensely,
strongly,

wrongly idealizing my love to the
point of obsessive devotion.

And when you, dearest, darling, love
disappoint me,

I swing to the other
extreme

to protect myself from possible
rejection.

I strive to be near the one I hold
dear.

Is it you at last, dearest, darling,
love?

I have waited so long to find
you.

 


VII.

I find myself in love
again,

but it goes against my mental
grain

and causes me endless
pain.

Speaking of which, as I cycle
down,

I confess, with a deep-furrowed
frown,

to bouts of bodily
destruction,

just as I go weeks without
eating,

defeating the greater purpose of
hope.

Ah, why must life be such a slippery
slope?

 


VIII.

I confess, darling, as of late, I've
become very Jekyll-Hyde;

and in truth I have everything from
you to hide.

Particularly my darkest
side.

I say this with guarded
hesitation:

I have strange cravings for acts of
moral degradation.

An investigation?

I'm never
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