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Words said on moonlit nights

just before we forked

just words

forgotten in flowers 

from old gardens 

in distracted hours appear

on the crystal surface of memory

as if they were said moments ago

verbiage

and the nails on the wall 

change color each time you repaint

but should you

grind them back to steel

shade of blue pain like

when driven through martyr

flesh red when

you quench your blood thirst?
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Heroes
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Fledgling heroes’ bright eyes

and shoeless feet splash

in a fountain 

champions yet to be honored

why else?

Who haven’t managed to explode

their hatred in front of throngs

on tv monitors in tears and mourners: nothing

moves as slow as history 

in this parched world 

that thirsts for rain and green olive 

leaves 

day’s aspirations

birth red from terror’s eyelids

and you said There is

nothing here for us Only death

A yellow death desiring glory
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Majestic
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You step in it and dream

of majesty and lofty deeds 

and you

paint its inside walls red

and whitewash out to

reflect translucent auras

your musings ice crystals

invite your friend to share 

wisdom of maturity in faith

as the whole world

fits in it though you stick out

since

she embraced the ferryman

on her way across the water

you call it your house while

it is everyone’s 
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Unstoppable
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Dutiful and without pause

he fights to shape

the undefined 

tries to paint the achroous in

velvet azure and decrypt

what won’t conform to borders

childlike eyes

a pedestal holding up past glory

all perished dreams

but why the sculptor 

creates a huge statue bronze 

why he makes his hands

so large is he to embrace the

whole world and his legs why

so large is he to straddle the universe

and his genitals why so impressive?  
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What if you stopped staring out

from the blue window

reversed your sight path

and from the balcony 

gaped at house’s innards

spied into

secret space of summer sofa

no need 

to whisper for pillow 

or reddish throw while loving

on the bare tiles

dawn lights a candle 

in front of the saint’s lean icon

what if you with void eyes

saw green raw forms

red layered forest 

and in the chiaroscuro of first light

gazed without gazing?  
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Let go
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Let go of the explanation

and don’t pry

that you can’t grasp reason

doesn’t mean it rushed

out the gate

Drop the question

stop wringing for answers

so you’ve never lived agony

you may be twisted by it 

Don’t pick through

stew of meaning

though you can’t picture chaos

objects will orbit others

Ignore fears

which can’t repair tomorrow 

hidden forces press

misshape all plans

inevitable shadows lean

toward their atoms 
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Hues


[image: ]




Why stand by your door

piercing the mountain 

as if trying to paint it green

on the retinas of your eyes

and the light breeze how can

you paint blind by feel?

To what end do you point 

your hand at the ice caped

peaks as if to let them know about

the ghosts never passing by 

anymore as if to tell them that

spring is coming soon 

when they exude green velvet

when they redress in light hues
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Newspapers
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Papers sell worthy events

the kiss prince charming gave
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