
iram of the pillars

ENTER:

     LIMINAL SPACE:          we all become
                                  other. sudden. everything i do,
                             we did. before.              clay tap these pillars
                                        up there
                                             on that slant.

ENTER:

     SINKHOLE:
                                                            I WOKE UP IN
                  AGONIZING ANHELO.
                       I SAW,
                                        THE TWO OF US
                                   A FAR OFF PLACE
                                        A HOST

     LIMINAL SPACE:
                                                  of every desire,
                        the most tangible
                              that i whisper, then dissolve
                                                       y además,
                                                  lo coloqué en encounter
                                   chance & entangled
                                                  sweating y lo
                                                       prometo

SINKHOLE:

               YOU’LL FIND ME HERE AGAIN.
                    CAVERN CRACK MY JAW
                              REMOVE MY RIGHT HIP
                         IN THE CURVES OF COCCYX A CITY IS
                                        HOME,
                                                  A DNA PRINT
                                             A DUST DANCE

                                             OH, WE WERE HERE
                                   ONCE,
                                        ONCE,

LIMINAL SPACE:

          HERE IS THE TRUTH — THE STORY LONG SUBMERGED +
               UNDISCOVERED — NO — ERASED — WE REVELED
          IN SOFT UNDERBELLY — CITY SUNK LIKE AN ANCHOR THROUGH
               DIM LIT SUN — FINGERS ENGULFED DEEP IN FLESH
          FLOOD — SMELLING OF SWEAT + SOAP —
               UNDER EONS OF SAND I UNCOVER A WATER
                    BREATHING — LIFE — UNHOLY — I COWER — BURY
               THE GLASS SHARDS — WHEN THE WORLD FLIPS
          SOMEONE TURNS MY REFLECTION INTO JEWELRY —
               SOFTENED — ENMESHED — IN LOVE — PALATABLE
          SCORCHED DAYS GONE, GONE, GONE! UNIFORM, FINALLY!
                         FINALLY! FINALLY! FINALLY!


