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And chat night, he broke me 
like wings, like bones 

Strewn across his bedroom floor, 
he only looked at me accusingly, 
or not at all. .. 

I was nothing more than a sob, 
a ramble, a whatever-is-left 

And he had no tolerance for my attempts, 
feeble or sound 

I turned to every faith, 
every fiction and fact I'd ever known 

To find that, he still didn't love me 
in eight different languages, 

in any psychology book, 
or through the lens of the past 

Throughout the midst of the mess, 
he held me through the night 

But we both knew he was gone, 
and I was even further 
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His tattoo of her lips 
on his neck cause the 
modern-day iconoclasm 

Yes, her lips 
right there above his 
collar bone with 
smoke surrounding them 

They tell everyone: 
her mother, 
her best friend, 
her boyfriend of two years 

That he still has her body 
surveyed like a map 
in ecru and italics 
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He knows the absolute location 
of the bruises 
he left on her dignity 

And the salt 
from her tears, 
still ingrained into his t-shirt 

But she stays, and she stays, 
and she stays 


