The idea of the past lives remembered makes no sense

I can’t remember what it felt like to be in love for the first time. 


I know we tried to have sex. I just wanted to get it over with

And join the annointed guys. 

Simply put I wasn’t hard so it didn’t happen then. 

“When a man and woman love each other very much”

It didn’t happen quite as such.

Love to me was unending pain. Desire without end. 

She was not sane. Not enough good stuff in her brain.

That’s the truth! 

Something happened when she turned sixteen that

Changed her into an ecstatic girl.

Her mind a tainted pearl

A mote of sand glazed roughly from the purl

of garbled voices.

Whatever kneels softly in our mind’s repose

danced ridiculously – I did not understand

a precious word she said.

Her sickness kept me from our bed. 

Or so I thought. I thought I would be dead

Before I stained my penis red

with blood of violent couplings. 

What I knew then could be contained within this poem.

I knew nothing of love. 

Of why she lost her mind I couldn’t say.

Her blasted face reflected bewildered fear

It wasn’t clear what we had together. 

The phone calls fraught with talk of weather -

not dismissive idle chatter - but fulsome exegeses

On a storm’s intent 

What it meant if a warm gale 

wept hail 

or frogs.

Her confusions did not charm

but caused alarm and rage.

I begged her mind to write the page 

where virgins lost virginity 

and in doing join the vested age;

experienced and so amazed

at small attainments – all we praise!

Hunger unattended harms.

Or seems to when it’s out of reach.

That was a long time ago – another life -

I don’t miss her but there was something there. 

I care for confusion. 

To pull limpidity from damaged speech

To wish a wall where stands a breach.  

