self portrait, 2022.

someone must have wondered once how to go back & oh,
the years spent dreaming truly the want hangs off the tongue like a tea in wait i
think mostly that oh i wanted cowards cannot wish

for anything softer than a date pit the hole of a person is a heavy thing to gorge on i

gag on the remainder every day i fill a little more of my skull with sand that had

lined my windows they pile pathetic attempts to recreate the dunes out of trash we have all died

the small death there will never be moving past it what else can one say on horror before

we could have been anything in a life too far from this one i feel nothing not a blip nothing like this
is ever affixed to my spine it is a painless rendering and
really ache is a holy thing was
it not enough to be in
suspension forever it is always oblivion,
forgotten.



