Cy'eomeb:y for Two

9 want to ride  your bike
around the apartment, jiﬁ‘e/  gears carving
'Ke{)ér'y theories
into hardwood floors.

9 see the teapol. Itisa ﬁiﬂ
of fﬁliﬂﬁ@ and circumference, wary of that value

we call, [ A fargenf,

treads sew info fﬁirys,
ane of many globes,

circles, orls, Gires and .vpﬁerex

that rotats and revolve.

This home is 4 track,

5are‘/y basic, ‘Tofa@ tricked out
An obstacle course crafted
a[fgeamehy and a@on‘fﬁmf
we cannof understand—

fike fﬁgj'ouma/ 9 (e/;f
as a child

not (nawin\g numbers are fimite
buf the number of numbers
infimite— and 9 tried to write down
each and every one,

5efore 9 knew there were words
that are all math; and relations
thatare 54:*5@ more than fﬁeog. .

Full Moon as ?aﬁm'pmf

Condensation
crowned (you (iry,
elected /you

the s@ s butfon-maker,
swift-skinned counterfeiter,
prem’r{g one ja// coin
into black m'jﬁf,
minﬁry the currency

we trade for darkness,
the chance to converse
in the universal fargue

af /ory—win/e/ droams,
You slide /myfr[ee/;inj suitors
unweaving the shroud of aé;y,

a manu.vcripf  you wife clean
and edit ﬁ&i@,
/ayer and reé;y,
excavate
and rename.
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How to Turn OFf Time

First, J'fo/] the clocks. Moisturize  your skin,
cocon bufter, coa(irfg oil, ﬁé‘yﬁone.@-- rub itin,
Time is xﬂ'/;/my

you see. Close  Your eyes, foress 4 /m/m
hard against the minute hand, wiyﬁirfg for xomefﬁirfg

other than old aqe, tracing the numbers unﬁ/yom' ﬁryers
fall fﬁroajﬁ the facs.

Work your hand fﬁrotgﬁ the hole unﬁ{yau fee/
the stubble of his chin, am@mé onto a man

you have not seen in /ay.v, months, years, mqyée centuries,
carefulnot to scratch his eyes or throat

as you count out your breath, in measures

and e{gﬁfﬁ nofes, fmﬁ[ your cheeks

with song, or at the very least a whistle,
and call the /oj in from the ]ara[ 9¢ has 6ejun fo rain,

Time is rfarﬁrg fo recede, ceans call their wafer home,
and [ you must stretch that hole fike a memory,
/Ju/ﬁrg if over  Your head

the /aj at  your heels, weariry that hole Gike a sweater,

loose aﬁou@om’ neck, rememéeriry every sweater

you have ever owned, reca/ﬂ'rg the /;ﬁone number
of each fperson you have ever called, and /anciry the dances

you once on@ walched, and ewnfua@, as you work
fﬁml{gﬁ the wallzes, minuefs, fargw’ and faso Aobles,

distant pﬁoney will ring, oceans will s rage,
men will fi/J their hats, and me will cease o exist,

and’ you will be  Young ajm‘n.

Rohr Model
We are worlds, you and 9,

circﬁry a feacu/;,

crazed | @ ﬁ'rym and time—

and 9 don t mean to ca//you /one[y,

caleulnte the quanta
fﬁaf:/mn the width

between us,

so much smaller
than canyons, chasms, fords,
even foof/m’mfr——
knowin
bife is more than mangoes
and sweet treats, instead

itis /Jm‘nf
peeﬁ'rg a 5arn,
remin/irg Us—

these lﬁinjs are /ayere/
and fime scrafies away the /mrf,

as ﬁﬁzg p/anels cirele the sun.
fz‘/t’i@, wﬁirﬁn]
alone
——wm’t’;’ry fgjump
info some ofher orbit

flashes of @ﬁf
burstin

from the center of it all.

Let Us Make a Pie of Time

9tis mi/n{gﬁf in the kitchen,
time /m’/)/n’ry from a faucet, ﬁ/ﬁry a buckef
we{/ge/ nea@ under fipes.

And there is a mountain of ap/aé ,
jmnrfy-rmifﬁ and  green, unri/)e and tart.

balanced on a table near the clock,

And because those a/yﬁéy are sour and bard,
and 9 am ﬁurfg':y for ‘your 6‘@' between my ﬁ'/}r,
et us make a pie of bme, you and 9,
/Jeeﬁrg back weeks,
fo reveal mea@ /ayr, sﬁ'cirg those /ay.r
into thin wafer hours,
savoring the scent of each sour minute,
éfﬁry the seconds run down on our chins,
ﬁcéjrg our 6’#5 fo remember a moment,
reéui/aﬁrg the /mrf
we ‘ve cuft up with our knives,
L‘aa:ﬁrg it warm

6l the ﬁ/ﬁrzg runs over,

and we are left

with much more than crumbs,

minutes to spare,
ﬂgmw/ and warm
caaﬁry our ﬁ‘ryery and fargue.v.




