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Lawn parties

there's white linen blowin' in the breeze under the tent

women in large hats taking their heels off

in long thin dresses 

like petals of sheer black tulips

slit to the hips

you could husk them like corn

pearls hung from ivory necks 

like drops of water

flutes of champagne pinched at the stems 

veins spidered up lacquered skin 

like blue orchids spread  

over thin fingers

as secrets spill from lips 

like letters written in violet ink that melt in a stream
the day begins to burn up, like spurned love, gives up its light to orange, red, blue, then black,  

the hotel is a side street 

in the east 20s

we duck in 

the doorman

regards our glassy eyes with a frown, then 

looks away 

we both watch him nervously as we stumble 

toward the elevator 

before we walk in 

we see him check his watch

as we shuffle our feet 

into the lift

we suddenly let all the air from our lungs, 

and smile at the pretension

and then the bed 
shaped like an acorn

with brown stripes on the bed skirt

and your silly silver glitter spread on the sheets
still thinking of those blue flowers on the breeze

melting into the stream,

i undress myself and open an arm 

revealing the white skin and blue veins of my elbow

as you caress the light bulb 

in the corner

I taste your 
salty, sweet, flesh

you, like a quick glimpse

inside a pistol

your halo a white flash from a chrome gun

starbursting in every direction
a precise diminutive bullet

a teardrop hung due north of a compass needle 

long fringes of hair like yellow yarn daggers 

stab the air on either side until
your pupils scoot skyward from the floor

into a sunlit fuzzy brilliance as I stare open-mouthed and unable
and then 
nothing

