I was full of emptiness
the mucilage in my nasal vestibule
freefell slowly through warped space-time

one nostril into the other
as I tossed in my bed

the girl in my dreams
of forty years ago appeared

beauty unaged pellucid
Fuck

me, she whispered into my face
oxidating my flame

but as in forty years of nights before
we did not fuck

in the train compartment
in the strange familiar room

in the dense workings of the machine
we did not fuck

could not fuck wanted to fuck
did not fuck

atop the multi-story carpark
in the lush cattle pasture

on the brittle precipice
we did not fuck

and as she faded forever again from my well-worn tent
wet adumbrated ectoplasm

the mucilage in my nasal vestibule
freefell slowly through warped space-time



