
INSHALLAH, INSHALLAH, INSHALLAH,

i eat the sun on a sunday. it drips down my throat, all the sweetness of a
great white peach. quiero bailar contigo, amor, it’s
imperative we do.
qué pasó, paso, paso,
i care more about the sounds
scintillating caress, suck on suspiro,

   suspiro caught in my throat, la luna se despierta rosada & we all kiss salt off the shells washed up on
   shore, sold for un singun peso, i’m reimagining life where i am happy & i gorge myself, wail on the
  ravine of endless possibility, it’s exhilarating, all the life i stick my hands into, all the want i let myself
         have, kindness looks like so many things, i pick up the small winged thing off a
much-too-large-sunflower & it gives me a much-too-large-rose & i tend a tune & gift it to them & it
  titillates it back to me, shaded under this canopy of whisper-paper-soft-petals, i swirl & twirl & whirl
  into whipped merengue, sticky spun sugar/i know it’s too late to introduce new conventions let me/try
           anyways/i keep breaking walls in these poems/i want to say so clearly
 que/tequierotequierotequierotequiero/y te deseo que sueñes bien/y te deseo que amas/the way we   dream
                        about in the quiet of it all/

                                       AND ANYWAYS DID YOU HEAR ABOUT
                                  THAT SONG THAT TIME I DANCED THE WHOLE
                          NIGHT & IT WAS SO BEAUTIFUL & IF THIS IS A VOICEMAIL
                      I SING WITH THE DIAL TONE & I WISH YOU A LOVELY SPRING
              & I’LL SEE YOU AGAIN. I’LL SEE YOU AGAIN. I’LL SEE YOU AGAIN
                         & i’ll love you always. i’ll love you always.


