
 



closure 

small lumps in my bed 

i touch you, and you softly look 
back up at me from where your 
head lays. 

“are you ready? are you scared?”  
 
i reach down to your soft little lumps, finger tips  
touching your soft little lumps 

“yes, i’m always scared to tell you  
how much i used to love you.” 

 
(will you always be) a stranger 

you  
you make me ___ with your pink lips 
jack-o-lantern eyes  
words i don’t understand  
and i may never know  
or feel  
any part of  
you or 
who you are  
when all i want  
is to feel  
and to know you  
every inch 
every piece  
every part  

 
fixated 

i am no more broken 
than i am fixed 

no… no i mean fixated… 

i am fixated  
on being more broken 
than i am fixed 

yes, i’m sure. 

is everything i write, 
ultimately  
about  

touching? 



dear Satin Pillow, 

remember how i worshiped you? 
the way you felt on my skin 

bare? baring it all? 

remember how you told me  
the sky and all its stars  
were just for us? 
ours? for hours. 

or the way you said my  
hair smelled like cedar? 
and my skin tasted like  
summer heat? 

oh, the way i pulled you in tight  
and held you even tighter. 

remember how i worshiped you, 
Satin Pillow? 
your hem, your edges 
your surface,  
the soft filling you hid  
inside you… 

remember when? 

 

he 

he’s walking  
like he’s finally  
let the world  
win. 

 

sobriety 

it used to be the robin’s call  
that brought anxiety  
and shame  
of a night not yet ended. 

but now, that same sweet song  
early in the morning, 
brings excitement of a day  
not yet explored. 

 

kisses 

the best and worst kisses  
are those  
that start out softly, 
and then end with two smiles  
and two sets of teeth  
clanging together 



12 

12 years, a boy never grown 
lost for a life ripened  
never owned, never earned  
pulled apart, the pain 
of tearing two things connected -  
to never be connected again. 

in 12 years, a window to  
an angelic soul, through eyes as  
deep and dark as  
the vastness of water, a womb. 

this spark, the laughter  
making me cry out - in joy - 
for a lost heart  
a mass of fleshy goops  
holding no love or beat. 

the one who was supposed to love you  
the absolute most -  
could not. 

but for 12 years, haunted  
white as a ghost  
erased and flushed,  
ever the palest, chalkiest, dirtiest face  
my own - my hideous own 
blank - blanketed by thorns  
and horrified by this homecoming  
forever undone. 

12 years to unravel 
to break, to beg, to borrow, to steal  
to leave my body,  
to return to it in agony, 
in shreds, in drought,  
in tears. 

12 years, a woman never grown 
a shivering mess  
alone, alone. 

and still not sorry enough  
for the lingering whisper 
of an eternal time loop  
in an eternal hell 

“are you almost done in there?” 

when. 

“when you’re good  
i like you more. 

when you’re bad  
i like you less.”  



collar bone 

just a glimpse, a moment i caught  
hastily, and very greedily 

your fucking collar bone  
poking out behind your shirt 

the way your neck connects  
the way you skin hints  
the way you smile without showing  
a smile 

passing by this little moment  
locked forever in a locket  
to remember it 
tomorrow when i need to remember it 

after i die  
after you die  
after we are dinosaurs together 
in the land before time 

the image of that fucking collar bone  
resting softly on me  
testing me 

but this time i passed. 

praise be 

faulty, drooping willows  
like hands dancing across drenched pillows  
poking out heads out of hearts  
for once, 
and only once. 

truthfully, i like tracing you…  
unkempt, unclothed, un-kept, uncomfortable, 
undone 
saving the best for last. 
 
our touch is like fire  
our legs burning from being broken like twigs 

i have never screamed as much as i did today with the devil 

on an empty road, snow covered  
broken trees hovering over me  
i am finally naked, 
finally ready to be broken  
like a stallion 
ready to work. 

close knit 

if your skin was a sweater  
i would never take it off. 
 
i would press my palms into my ribs 
and mould it to my form.


