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The Suburbanites Visit a Nightclub

The girl dances in the center of the room and 

in the corner you freeze

 

She’s just dancing, I say

But why must she do it here, where I can see?

 

Ignore her, I say

Can I ignore a fire?

 

The girl dances on, drunk, ecstatic, her joy

running its course like a fever

 

Drinks are served, 

we don’t touch them

 

The girl twirls her last twirl and a laughing man

leads her back to their own corner

 

I’m fire, I tell you, but 

you’re on your phone now, tapping away

 

You don’t know you’re about to burn


The Silence It Accepts

Betrayal is the broken promise you never meant to keep

 

(If you follow your own lights, and not those I assign you,

Do you betray me?)

 

(Was my assignment the betrayal?)

 

Betrayal is willful blindness, dismissal, ignoring one’s humanity

 

Betrayal might be nothing more than failing to 

Grant you dignity

 

To allow it, even

 

To hear it speak

 

Betrayal is deafness and the silence it accepts


Strife

Paint-by-number sky hangs over the city at night

Represents all places,

Everywhere 

Summarized

 

Light takes so long to reach us

When we see it, it’s all gone

 

Does starlight dim as it burns across space?

 

What I say today

Stings less over time

 

How young we were caused our strife

And all the bad stuff later

 

I’m sorry

 

If I pour life down the drain, 

What’s left in the trap?

 

You


History

Witty zingers

arguments won 

shame accepted 

 

A mountain 

on which to stand 

and name the rocks below

 

We forget what they’re called

I’m as guilty as you, 

my transgressions just as cruel 

 

The mountain wears away 

to a grassy plain where we 

lie, ready to help each other back up

