When I Refused Your Dance

I broke rhythm today, made the biggest mistake

your infinite amber light, these umber halls, subsumed 

my body a felled Yuma, my will, sulfur smoking, 

my mind, dusted ceramic splinters

to think, I can’t take it back, opened these gaping 

holes in our chests I must sew together again, as the salve 

can’t come from you, for you wielded nothing, but bright eyes, and hips 

swayed by a slack-surf desire for lighthouse joy, my head laid low as if by the hull of a carrier 

I plummet deep into the cold blackness, damned by a predicament I waded into as if on a Sunday 
stroll into the surf for papers and coffee; reneged on a blood oath knowing the weight of cement, I 
stir the waters to ensure the brine spreads a wide ruby red, the dagger I’ve plunged deep into my own roiling chest left there stick-straight so you can flag it, dead-man float me, black pennant furling upside down to mark reference so that when things go shit or get tough enough to feel same, you can navigate these waters to some other rock that pledges stone with no way to ever discern coal dust from crystal catching light and reflecting it in every direction

