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Collusion
I Went: All In!
I pushed right in the midle my last years
from my back pocket
I pulled even those moments
The future seconds
I scattered right across the table

Smiling
The smoke simpered up and down my nostrils
waltzing decaying teeth
They looked through all of this
at me
To get a read
that limping angel, had no more feathers, 
couldn’t call!

The crawling prophet is too deep in debt,
he could not risk it
Position 4 and 5 folded
they even pawned the hinges of their wings

[the last to act, position 9, tried to retrieve
the gilded stardust of his horns but went out for a smoke instead]

Under the table,
the son was talking to his father
they broke the rules! 
but even so,
they didn’t raise or make the call.

The dealer threw his hands up in the air
going on Strike…
It is a stalemate in a game of luck!





Listening
Tell me, you, the soldier
what is it like to kill for your country?
Did the flag make you feel strong
Is the decoration piercing
your purple heart,
like a bayonet?!
Is the mother of the breathless
suffering less than the mother of your limbless comrade?
Or, you saw your future through the rifle's scope?
In later time, in unbelievable
by trenches,
if the whispers would have shapes
the moan of fallen,
like nooses on your hope
the trigger numbed the finger
Tell me,
you,
the elected
Do you believe in your kind?
tell me,
you
the voter
where is your mind,
your soul?
how cheap is your gut?!
Tell me, all
is the mirage all we got?
let’s have a distilled sip from the burning bush,
Creator, spell your guts tonight!
from the bottom of the barrel,
of the heart,
of the galaxy
where you are not




Carrion
stillborn stars littered across the sky
as far as one could see, could touch
hallow, empty gallows
losing their purpose, lingered in limbo
dangling like infantless cradles
the minstrels famished
rambling farther, toward the end of it
hoping to run into a funeral so they could eat
and nooses waiting for the pyre
it is so still, so still it is




























Maskarade
I am an impostor
I swindle perennial into moments, trick days into gasps of myths
I trade years of anguish for a bite of your lip
I snuck out all your love with a cheap smile
Bare you left,
forever
I left
chimera only, in your eyes
on the sill: day by day, night by night
whatever left, the shadow of your soul
dripping into my pocket




























En Route To Nothing
i took a trek, the trek
in search of nothing
The Nothing
i asked around for whereabouts
did anybody see its shadow?
the neighbors went to farmers market
dinner mightn’t be organic
if peasants left
submerging fields
in undergrowth for others
unsearching anything
expiring from head to tail
hooked or unhooked
famished or full
the trek took me to everywhere,
once, i even celebrate its finding
i danced i laughed
a new tradition was unveiling
it must be it. 
It is The Nothing
the outskirts  glazed
it knew, satiated they would… stopped
the inner gilded
they would go back enriched
I reached the middle, the heaven’s puddle
but that wasn’t the Nothing
chants, and screams, and broken angels
in markets, virgins cleaved by holy ghosts
I left again
to search, to find
The Nothing.



