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The Never Was














Half a life


breathless,


as many


take our breath


away,


so few, I’m learning


finally give it


back.














Never will I not,


weep or sob, slow tears


or quiet gasp in the center


where breath should live


but cannot anymore,


never will I not


when seeing that thin ribbon


insulating us


from all that black.


We round dwellers sharing


space with morphos blue


and birds that hum,


with all that howls


in canopy or treeline


just beyond the shore


of lake.


Fragile,


this illuminated place,


and we forget


as a million creatures


will be no more,


that it was not made


for us.














Autism


the alien ship


of me


deep in an empty part


of space,


the rare orbit


close enough to


earth


to pick up signals,


before vanishing


back


into the black


once more.


I am isolation


decorated with fierce


curiosity.














Ink covered hands,


arms,


fingertips,


and clothes.


I am filthy


with the stories


I have been


trying


to tell.














Wish that when death rang


my number (a number it knew


by heart)


I’d go like


whale fall,


silent to the darkest part


of the coldest


sea


and once home


on the bottom, once


still,


feed a thousand


thousand things


that no one will ever


see.














In the hilarity of happenstance,


the serendipity


of a single second,


our lives are formed.


What of words we did not speak,


roads we never


walked down? What of


wishes abandoned


before the granting,


what of the half moment


we waited before stepping


out of the house?


Everything I have


born from some ridiculous


twist of fate.


There are ten billion men


I could have been,


ten billion more


I could be.














If it wasn’t for


drifting


away,


we’d never end


where


we were


always supposed


to


end.


Some knots


are meant to


come


untied.














I'm not here, not always, I'm a helium balloon


with a poorly tied knot,


I'm up and off and away and you


are smaller by the moment. Humans


aren't great jumpers, not built that way,


and so I'm off and lost in some patch


of sky and wobbling on the edge of


fear and excitement and I know


I don't know where I'm gonna end up.


This is the mind of the man before you,


bag of snakes I lost count of,


coiled and I cannot remember which


are venomous. In the middle


of some moment I'm heartbroken


about lonely letters in an alphabet,


I'm picnic table plans and part lists


because I saw a photograph


of some Danish shoreline and


a perfect place to eat lunch.


I heard an idea once that when two men meet,


there are six men present: each man as he sees himself,


each as seen by each, and each as he truly is. I shook for


an hour after reading this, wondering what it means


that if I meet a man, I don't see myself, and I am what I


am, only.


Maybe some are one thing, unchanging


despite a world that wants to mold you,


maybe I am this, maybe it's the best thing


or the worst thing about me.














Dare I name myself,


speak out artist, shout out


poet, painter, lover,


or romantic?


Am I worthy of the label,


is it worthy of me?


These are umbrellas,


and I think I fear their


shade,


these are shadows


and wouldn’t I miss the


sun?


Am I warrior, peacemaker,


Buddhist or brave? Could I


call myself boring, genius,


or lunatic, three breaths from


straight jacket and padded


walls?


I am nothing,


though I create more


than I destroy, I call myself


nothing, as it stays unshared.


Easy from the mouth rolls


this, nothing, says teeth


to tongue.


I am many things,


though I hover between them,


equator between poles,


craving for sweetness untasted,


I am bardo.


I am everything,


I am all things simultaneously,


the umbrella and the rain,


the shadow and the light


splintering off, warming


every single thing


it touches.














The ravens, too,


caught their voices


and called them back,


silent


and turned to face


the last shards


of light


stab through the


clouds


holding tight


on the horizon


line.














I am the unhinged expression


of affection unrestrained,


I am the wilder shows


of love,


the unfolded arms


from straight jacket


madness,


outstretched and shaking,


the mania before the


stillness when you


fall into


them.
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