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‘Desire is no light thing.’


–Anne Carson


‘Toys, pets, boys... Inside each enchanting exterior was a vagueness that disappointed me night after night.’


–Dennis Cooper


‘I had a presentiment then that there is in this world a kind of desire like stinging pain.’


–Yukio Mishima




IMPURE


THOUGHTS





Astrological Storms



I am what they call ex tremely bi sexual


‘extremely’ for I can only be an extremity or a non-entity


‘What is a man? What is a woman?’ Asked Mishima


in 1950. ‘What are genders and sexualities?’ I ask in 2020.


And before I know it, I realise I am a woman stuck in a sacred circle,


asked to pray, to work, to learn. And before I know it, I dream I


am a boy desperate for the dark men of my dreams. There is a list, but


only a few can make it. My lovers agree on one thing - that I stink.


I bathe in mirrors, moonbeams, and blossoms, so perhaps I only stink of


Treachery for I cannot be loyal to ideas, to diets, to deities, even


to my astrological signs; I justify my mood swings


and storms of heart by my Gemini moon like a basic bitch from Starbucks


but my Taurus sun makes me carry my assurance like a torch.


My brother says, how are you so sure?


How can you be so certain whom and what you want?


His Virgo sun analyses everything until we both bleed.


He is eternally ambivalent, pensive, and pained


I am profoundly impulsive, explosive, and pained


two wrecked emotion machines, we are twins.


We stroll around every nasty city we are allowed


in, holding hands, pretending we own every land


we step on like a pair of otherised yet middle-class snobs.


I know I have been fetishised but I’m a fetishist myself.


He loves his sad modernists, and I revel in my egregious


transgressionists. We explore each other as we enter the light.


I realise it is my lack of ambivalence that makes me stink.


This assurance of mine means when I desire something,


the urge is strong, and when I’m supposed to desire something


but the urge is non-existent, I cannot even feign interest.


Despite acting all young and fluid, I’m stuck in my old ways


like a blind bull in stormy weathers.





Inventing Language



I have no desire to process this


I have every desire to pretend it doesn’t exist


but I smile, flashing my blunt teeth, unable to connect the dots.


These dots are our enemies; they murdered my mother, and now
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