
  

  
Los Angeles Poem 

 

You & I are on the cliffs again 

& again  you have to  beg me 

not to drop my joint in the wine 

& again I don’t feel clean enough 

behind my ears it’s maybe because 

we’ve been eating chocolates 

b y  h a n d  I  m e a n 

unwrapping them slow enough 

t o  w a t c h  e a c h  o n e  a p p e a r 

  

The  sex i e s t  th i ng  abou t  me  

i s  I  a l w ay s  h a v e  qu e s t i o n s 

The  sex i e s t  th i ng  abou t  me 

is my obliviousness to universal 

s i g n s  o r  m a y b e  t h e  w a y  

I  j u s t  l e t  m y  l e g s  d a n g l e 

i n s t e a d  o f  k i c k  o r  m a y b e  

the weeks it took me to learn 

that when your fingers turned 

to pipe cleaners all tips & arch  

&  s c r a t c h  i m p a t i e n c e  o n  

my shoulder I’d already lost you  

to  long boards  & vegan fare 

   

Let’s say this: when we stand 

together I’m almost never confused 

for your bodyguard even though 

you tell me I was at your side  

so mad you said in the dream 

where you fucked my tenth grade  

locker partner against number 114 

& left me to pop out the dents 

 

The ocean is shades of pink here 

P i n k  l i k e  a p p  s t o r e  j e w e l s 

D i a m o n d s  &  a l l  t h e  r e s t 

 

 

   

 



 

D o  y o u  t h i n k  i t  m e a n s 

w h a t  I  t h i n k  i t  m e a n s  

w h e n  y o u  a r e  s o  q u i e t 

when you turn bott les on end 

p i c k i n g  c o r k  b i t s  f r o m  a s h 

I ’ m  a f r a i d  i t ’ s  i n e v i t a b l e  

i s  wha t  I ’m  a f r a id  you ’ l l  s ay 

when we wake wi th the same 

o l d  a r m s  a r o u n d  u s 

I  don ’ t  know wha t  you  mean  

w h e n  y o u  d o n ’ t  s a y 

w h a t  y o u  d o n ’ t  s a y 

& again I ask would you stop kicking 

w o u l d  y o u  p l e a s e  j u s t  s t o p 

 


