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sad






the horse could die



how do i make my body fill up again


i was looking out my bedroom window


into a field


where a single horse


was walking in circles


i don’t know how it got to this


that horse actually sitting on my chest


its enormous breathing


in my face


both of us filthy


unable to wash in this position


when i try to eat


the horse takes the food from my hands


but it has to eat in order to live


so i can’t complain


after all i brought the horse in here


i think it was me that brought the horse in here


and i could have done something else


i could have made the horse


something that didn’t shove its living in my face


or made no horse at all


i don’t know how to talk about this





wet sand



when i walked into the sea


i didn’t think about what i would do


when the water hit my waist and kept going


my bare toes pushing under the wet sand for grip


it wasn’t my choice to be here


which implies that choice belongs to someone else


but it doesn’t


a bird is still a bird


even when it’s under the sea


washing something in water doesn’t change what it is


when you take it back out again


dripping wet and sorry


you’ll see in the bird’s eyes


a bad kind of gratefulness


which you must take


then lie flat on a rock


to dry





all i know is it tumbling out of me



i can only think about us drowning


me — back sitting in that hard chair


spreading my fingers out flat on a table


her — reaching for a glass but not able to pick it up


the fog coming in and the bird at the window


lights off— hoarse breathing


the room full of water but not really


bird looking in at us both


while the room we’re in tries to be a room


and so many people not in the room


all talking about dying


using up the words — chewing them


until they don’t mean anything


let’s talk about how the sea
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