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the scene I recall
from the day that I remember most
orbiting around my spinning vision
practiced detachment rendered
defenseless
against this
shock transmuting sweat into cement
limbs locked
heart racing free in wild arrhythmia
What happened?    She said

I don’t know
I don’t know

Sobeit
A backalley
 in a backwater
A backstroke
 in time
back, again
i once asked a man
what space is made of
he said time
large alcoholic arms sweeping
hyperbole to emphasize
hyperbola
watery eyes bloodshot
vessels forked like
arcs in a plasma globe
Can’t you see? It’s all
time!
time
how much time separates us
now
me from you?
how much time is traversable?
it seems none
where i am
always so far from
where I am
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from
where i want to be
a tide that never comes in
always lapping up
upon a distant shore… gate, gate, paragate

40 Million Xs
I’m the Xs in the dictionary
brief, often overlooked and
easy to pass by, to skip
past, but exotic and 
exciting when found, fulfilling and fetishized for
a moment, passé afterwards
two pages out of 1,600
a percentage not even
worth the equation, not worth
the mention, or
something like a something something—not even worth the metaphor
perfect?
no
body
think about it
perfection?
every 
body
what is there to think about?    from
400,000 (slaves)    to
40 million (african-americans)    over
400 (years)
give or take
and still I feel like
I’m the Xs in the dictionary

It Takes One To
He didn’t know what the fuck
obdurate meant. Liar
sitting at my table stringing
nonsensical noises together insync


