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notes from the front lines

welp, shucks,
 

tonight, was a full moon night, or quite almost... my heart dove down into my dreams anyway, into my drawers and said wake up and smell the red sauce, it's boiling, if you know what I mean… blood pumping through limbs, heart to hips to head, my window pane fogged,  
i'm dressed and diseased with the notion of you, and joy and abandon, white linen in indian summer breezes and brown rivers flowing, rounding bends, our youth for sale on either end, nights spent singing salutations to the motion, ‘til chain gang clouds dress the sky with silver cotton powders. are we ready for the maudlin green dorito september morning? no. we are not ready. 

sometimes this world comes too goddamned slow, like the twisted metal on the traffic island, impassive, numb flags of grey wind-shorn plastic bodega bags fluttering from the aluminum-clad bloodlust  threatening each concrete flank, ashen un-tethered sacks bobbing tree-ward like synthetic jellyfish
i bleed for you like christ on the cross for this night, 
 

kissing amidst the fog cause it's right here where i find transcendence, fingertips into my back, 
right here, us two, connected into one another in the nexus, where we can lose our shit and do, all smiles and opened mouths – white heat, white light squinting our eyes, searing our humping hearts, 
right here, tagged to the center, as the waves crescendo lapping the rocks like they’ve done for millennia, and will again, and do, immediately. 
