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I need to get underneath, 

The grief.  
 

Every, 
Word,  

I,  
Say,  
Is,  
A,  

Bet,  
Against,  

The,  
Universe.  

 
All utterance a pebble, 

Skipping instancesoundlessly across this, 
Pinhole Planck pantomime, 

Called life.  
 

Every whimper and tear, 
As I let her tear, 

Into me with razor blades and words, 
Urges, 

Stones inside be lifted.   
 

Blood surges, 
Umbra burgundy, 

From wounds new and old,  
Welcome!  

 
I grant these things a place in my regality, slay them!  

 
Katana in hand,  

Seize them in the sorcerer's eyes,  
Caress these overwhelmingly hypnotic lacerations and maybe...  

 
Just maybe... 

 
I can fold through shade,  

Redefine, 
Divine, 

Decided, 
By dying, 

Inside.  
 

Just a little.  
 

A oneness blooms infinity, 
In my anguish of her, 

Nails screaming down my back.  
 



 
 

Her moistness between my cheeks, 
As straddled upon my, 

Bound,  
Pitiful,  
Futile, 

Realm she delights.  
 

She said she feels guilty, reminded that love hurts us to remind us to love more.  
 

My torturer in me and victim restlessly circle each other until realised they are the same.  
 

No blame.  
 

No fear.  
 

That space beyond pain.  
 

A fire so dense and intense it doesn't register as temperature anymore.  
 

Absolute hot.  
 

1.416x1032 Kelvin and beyond to where I can be nothing again for a while.  
 

Where you are not.  
 

Where the torment chaperones me to that shapeless place, white and blue.  
 

Her bloody hand print on the sofa.  
 

The skin on my back is, 
Wealed,  

Shredded,  
Rent,  

Flayed, 
And this man can now be weak.  

 
At the bottom of the well,  

Drinking water of his own woe,  
Waiting wistfully  

And wondering why he didn't spend more time here.  
 

It's always there.  
 

Then the pleasure revenge takes hold, 
As limbs in sheaths and caves, 

Turn her into a toy for a moment, 
Until we both are beasts in momentum with Heaven,  

Hell having knotted through the pearly gates.  
 

What cannot love itself proclaims its love for another.  
 

And I cried.  
 

Gratefully. 
 


