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“Three.” 
Exhale, deciding to open the door, 
                 before the walls burst from inside. 
The solutions are always for the better, 
      everything is always for the better. 
With black-eyed ego and blade in hand, 
I’m ordering for two. 
     For the last time, of the last time. 
Your breath comes sharp as crimson, 
     tender as a frogs’ belly. 
 
                                                  Here is where, right now, you slam the door. 
The noise couldn’t hurt more, if the windows were rolled up. 
                                                  Here is where, in 14 seconds, I turn the key. 
Shut the car door, stand small and follow you. 
                                                  Here is where, in 27 seconds, I stop the chase. 
The only part I could have touched flew away minutes ago, 
                 firecracker with wings. 
 
The breath of finality whispers for no one. 
             It only whimpers out of me. 
 
You speak in millions, 
I always have such a problem with twos. 
 
There are small bugs beneath my house. 
         Tiny little black creatures, with perfect exoskeletons. 
              Have you ever seen a cockroach with a scar? 
                  Has anyone? 
 
But you expected a man of me, 
     knowing my skin is only skin-deep. 
Aching to be heard when this sky is all noise, 
              buzzes and dissonance, 
                      our apologies mating in the hurricane, 
                            thrown to the ground miles away. 
 
“Turn the page” is an action, 
      a verb I’m always performing. 
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