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pansexual

the satyr found her bathing in a pool

deep at the bottom of a grotto

where she went to lament the broken toxic world

he slipped into the water without a sound

and wrapped his furry legs around her hips

from behind

he whispered with his lips

into her ear

a language she did not understand

pressed his rock

hardness up

against her back

she was not afraid

this was what she had been waiting for

why did it take you so long? she asked him

he rubbed his little beard against her

shoulder

she reached up behind

twisted black curls in her fingertips

tilted back her head

his lips

ragged with lust found her lips

in his rough hands her small exhausted breasts

swelled like honey melons like full moons

then he lifted her

out of the water and carried her to the shore

on his delicate clattering hooves

knelt and thrust into her with the force of his powerful haunches

her body that had once been human

became animals

a brain buzzing like bees

butterfly hands

her heart a beating bird

the cat that purred

between her legs

and then a tiger with a stag

locked in its jaws

who are you? she asked him

and why have you come?

the satyr said a word she did not know

but knew meant look

and out of the earth grew plants with powers

to make tumors shrink and disappear

and rain came down

that smelled of the inner depths

of lilies

it washed away the poisons

and on the banks the children danced

their mouths upturned to the sky

and the satyr in his strange language that she now knew said

the meaning of apocalypse my nymph

my nymph my elemental

is only revelation





first date

in spite of what we had lost

our bodies said yes at the first touch

before our minds felt the fear

or did they say yes because of what we had lost?

abandonment takes many forms

but the need for solace

made us brave

we rolled on the floor with the flowers you'd brought

an unspoken question in your hands

you untied my white dress

sucked on my breasts

you reached up inside and discovered me wet

you said now i can wait because now i know this will be

let me fuck away the pain

suck away the pain

tuck away the pain

let me flick away the pain

lick away the pain

slick away the pain

let me tease the pain

ease the pain

appease the pain

in spite of what i have been through and maybe because of it

let me tell you this

this

is the best time of my life right now

no one can take that away

this is how

i will always

remember it





mother tongue

speak to me in portuguese she said on their first date

it's such a cliché he grumbled

she asked again two months later and he did it

the words spilling

like water over

her burning

abdomen

as he lifted her

t-shirt slowly up

his lips speaking words first

then another silent language

putting his secrets inside of her

portuguese she thinks

lilting throaty throating lilty

milky silken milken silky

the language he'd used as a child

she tries to imagine him with his round-brown eyes

and curly lashes his lanky body

it's hard to see him without the goatee sideburns

but his lips must have been the same

full and brooding

the mother

tongue

she thinks

words and emotions

suddenly one

a part of him she hadn't seen yet

full of tender confidence steadfast longing

if she had a secret language

one he didn't understand

she would speak of babies and his beauty

but she doesn't she can only moan

and write poetry she doesn't show him

later she cups her young son's face in her hands

it feels smaller and softer than she remembered it

after the bearded large one she'd held no less tenderly

as he whispered his mystery





bleed

i want to bleed and cry on you

from the ducts from the gash gushing

all my stress and sorrow

but every day i restrain myself

staunch the flow with a tiny white pill

bleed privately on my walks in yoga therapy

on the phone to friends

or profusely on the page

the keyboard

forming patterns

peonies and dragons

but when you are inside of me i can't help it

tears and blood spill from my thighs

i only hope that love transforms pain

like poetry





sexualicity

i thought something was wrong with me

for wanting to make love all the time and have six babies

it's only a problem if you don't have someone you adore

to fuck

the doctor who delivered my two asked me if i was done

i made a sound that meant i should be but i'm not

he said your ovaries are perfect

and that women my age come to him all the time trying to get pregnant

i told him to shut up

i wanted to call you on the way home and ask you to come over after work

even though we've both decided

sublimation is the way to go

i've had this fantasy since i was a little girl

of an old white house with green trim lots of windows and a terraced garden

i am wearing tight faded jeans a white cotton shirt and high-heeled boots

there is a man working in the other room

sitting at a desk he works at home like i do

i never see his face but i feel him in my solar plexus

we have many children and feed them outside among the flowers

when you touch me i crackle electric

my veins incandescent

you say you haven't felt that

and i quickly need to explain

that i can experience the same thing when i dance alone

it's not true love or soul mates or anything like that

but i want to plug you in

light you up like a million stars

why am i ashamed of my desire?

isn't it the same as not being able to stop writing stories?

only a problem if you don't have someone to email them to

love/sex/art

that spark of creation

pure beyond shame

just facts

like electricity





seen

people ask me how they look

but i don't see things that way

you say

you took my photo anyway

crowned with purple flowers

smiling fearless in pale blue silk

and sequins

a portrait of my spirit

falling intricately

in love

then for fun

you carefully

digitally

magically

erased the lines around my eyes

all my sex

fantasies revolve around being seen

stripping off clothes or touching myself in front of you

until I come

dancing

in your spotlight

i'm not sure you're all that interested though I'm sure you would oblige

you have already seen far beyond the private place between my thighs

the contortions of my orgasm

into my brain with its terraced flowergardens and beautiful dead girls

into my heart with its constellations

babies and winged horses

but would you change them if you could?

digitally enhance them?

remove the threats?





survivor

when my computer stopped working today

it was like somebody took my hands away

cut them right off

leaving the stump of my wrists

without my poetry my little stories

i am forlorn hungry and lonely

needing you to comfort me

even the two hundred and thirty-six kissy faces

you emailed me weren't enough

when you called to say you couldn't go

it was too late to dance

not safe walking through venice alone

the parking lot full by then

without undulations to the music

i am needy and tense legless

just a giant head with a jaw

grinding on the plastic that protects my teeth

from cracking apart in my mouth

what do i need to survive?

two small children

who cry in the night

evening primrose oil and butterflies

songs that make me cry

friends who can listen

tears that glisten

my legs and my hands

but not a man

orchids and platform shoes

not you

you are the one i come to when i am fed

dancing on my dancer's legs

my hands open before me

full of stories





missed

it's hard for me to separate

and stay connected

as if there aren't invisible threads webbing us all

at any given moment

you couldn't come to san francisco

at the airport i saw a man who looked just like you

the black beard black curls baggy camo shorts skateboard shoes

even the hunch of his shoulders in the black t-shirt

he disappeared and i wondered

if he were real

if you were sending me a message of some kind

i'm still here

will be here when you return

how many other messages have i missed?

like your call on my cell

maybe you sent me an electronic kiss

a dream in my vast starched hotel bed

that made me come in my sleep

from the deep place

from the inside

out

did you get my dream?

grilled figs and polenta in the restaurant

on the shiny black water

the gaudi's in barcelona

that look built by nature and mad elves

broken mosaic tiles piles

of fruits and dragons

making love in a tub

of white marble

waking up in a room's

golden bloom

the color of my mother's wedding

dress

in the city we didn't visit

together





growth

you say i'm like a teenager

maybe my development was arrested

when my dad was diagnosed

as if by staying seventeen

i could keep his disease

from progressing

i have separation anxiety

and could dance all night

if you let me

i'm insecure

and wear tight jeans

too much pink and glitter

for a lady my age

i thought i grew up when my children were born

when i got divorced

or at least when I had to put my dog to sleep

but i still feel like a baby

when you have to leave

i went out dancing

to try to get over

this feeling of loss

but even after two hours shaking

my soul in the darkness

i still want to knock on your door

once you said it's okay you can feel like a baby

once i called you baby when you came

but when i got home alone last night

held my sleeping son's feet in my hands

i could feel the buzz of cells at work

and today when your boy

built me a sculpture from wooden blocks

i could see his eyelashes

growing before my eyes

like baby bird wings

or shooting stars
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