The Truth

It is obscure to say we are othered, mothered or smothered; when we are all hard wired to what we love.

To beauty. 

To the aftermath of what is clean.

To fiction, even.

I am wired to the flicker; the large white screen; the velvet curtain  

&glimmerspark.

There is no small escape; no saliva- threaded tip to weave the needled.
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When I say I love, the way people on the page love, it is with relish and sticky hands

*

It is my regret to inform you, we are all dioramas of a thing called life.

This hand – a page of Hardy

This foot – a shoelace lost

This mouth – last kissed in Tara

Up, all of you sinners.

Up, all of you saints.

Up, all of you pansys

Be electric; force a spark.

