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Nocturnal Disposition
There was a sobb
ing
knocking at my
door
i opened the win
dow
to let the rain in
and a thousand
screams
flooded my mou
th

tap dancing on a
clock
with 13 hours
i moaned dirges
and sang hymns
and the moon w
ept
stars down to bl
anket her cold ch
ildren
stealing and copu
lating
and killing each
other
for secrets
they would find
in their
own intestines
if only they would
open the door
and let in the so
bbing
There was a rattl
e at the knob, i
threw open the do
or
a beating of win
gs covered my fa
ce
with snake skin
concealing the da
rkness
the desert before
me
flooded with win
e
thick as blood
figs and white pa
per ships
on their way to he
aven,
their cargo
prophets and who
res
laughing like dead
come back to br
eathe
breath come back
to wind
rain come back
to red ocean
and the tides ris
e
against natural la
w
praising the sun
and forgetting th
eir nocturnal disp
osition
praising the fath
er
and forgetting th
e womb

The sky a bowl
of water
reflecting drowni
ng stars
Venus and Mars
strangle each ot
her
with Saturn’s rin
gs
and snake skin
wings beat
as i tap dance th
e screams
birthed from my
window
from the rain
from the pain
of eating alone
sleeping alone
dreaming alone
There was a sobb
ing
knocking at my
door
i flipped the latc
h
and sang louder
.
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