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Nothing about August


I dream a lot about nature. Secluded houses surrounded by green
plants tall trees

sweet wet mud. I dream about conceiving. When in real life my
doctor says I’ve been

on the wrong medication. At my childbearing age these circle hopes
of happiness can

lead to birth defects. It would be nice to update a love and not
Twitter to say there are

things going on with my uterus my cervix maybe infections. But no
one’s telling me.

I’ve got to ask questions

About my walls

About the shaking

Of my hands the attacks on my heart

I dream a lot about secluded homes with rooms

For my books

Did you know?

My dreams kill

My sister my brother

They wound me

With a gun

Three bullets

my dreams killed

Me.

They also killed a girl

With a last name I know in real life

When in real life

A man with the same last name died two days ago

With a gun

Three bullets

Did you know?

I’ve got the dreams that kill.










Premature Light


Watching lovers cry with no faith in their tears

Thumbs of pity wipe away pleas

The woman I want to be says

With meaning

Without sympathy

Go away

Let me live

In the seclusion in the midst of

Myself

Stay away

Fingers of pity feeling up

Feeling all

Over

It’s hard being true

My rains grow the world around

My tears are wetter

But dimming light is

Trouble-free

Isn’t that what your tears say?

Your lies say

Where are your supporters?

What do your believers say?

In darkness

when our minds wonder the time

look to the position of the sun

Julia’s intentions moving the earth










Walls


She would dress herself by texture and design. She told me she
doesn’t remember

when she realized she was colorblind. Everything is the same
Ladybug, but you, you are

different. My mother would smile, her smile, as if she could see
the morning brown of

my eyes.



For an entire summer my mom and I lived in a quaint room on the top
floor of a

four-story home my father grew up in. He was away traveling with a
team of doctors

for two months. Maybe I was eleven.



We opened our eyes when the flies danced inside our ears. I’d look
around, a green

room. All walls painted teal green. The dry dripping paint
suggested my father and his

brothers went over the room with borrowed brushes from relatives.
He said he was a

painter.



I loved looking at the walls. Green like the sea. Green like the
trees. Green like my

grandmother’s eyes. Green like my mother’s favorite blouse that she
chose, by texture

and design. I swam in the walls; green in the walls, felt love,
danced around in the heat

of the summer. The flies are turning green! I’d yell. She’d smile.
Imagining green felt like

the clothes she washed by hand at night.



I’d wake up to sunlight and color. She’d wake up blessing the room
with the sign of

the cross. I watched her every morning. Her forehead, her chest, to
the left, to the

right. She did it each time she entered the room. I’d watch her,
feeling protected.

One morning the flies weren’t dancing. She lay still. My father,
his first morning back

home, yelling her name. Moving slowly – my forehead, my chest, left
shoulder, right

shoulder. I walked over to my mother and put my head next to
hers.



The next time she opened her eyes, after the sign of the cross, she
whispered, they’re

turning.










Gold Watch


I can’t help but stare at women from foreign countries. Haitian
women, Cape Verdean

women, Jamaican women, Puerto Rican women, Portuguese women,
Dominican

women, Nigerian women, Sudanese women, Polish women, Mexican
women,

Argentinean women, Irish women, Vietnamese women, Somalian women;
it’s as if

they carry the distance from their home to America – on their face,
inside their smile,

on their dresses, their direct stares – they wear that distance
like a ring made of gold

by men who share the distance of their blood.










Veering off the road was Julia’s
favorite


Where’s my blue watch? Remember it on Smith in a blue bag with
blue pantyhose

needing a return. Too small like the black bag. My blue watch
living inside one of my

lives. At an apartment downtown, could be living higher up. Near my
notebook near

my camera taking still shots inside a blue or black honey tan or
forest white purse. My

words near my watch near letters from the government. Would like to
wear my blue

watch today. Take my hand, fish around downtown and maybe higher
up.










The Taste of Seven Days


The taste of seven days would one be your palm you grabbing my
hand in a nightclub.

The taste of two your smile a charm not impressive not innocent but
mildly

resembling the mischief of when we were young. Tasting seven – day
three would be

your tongue on my sweat after the gym. Day four your cologne. Day
five my nipple

pierced and small. Day six your voice on the phone. The taste of
day seven more tart

than sweet like that of your forearm I kissed one of those
days.










Have You Ever Had Dinner with a
Wizard?


It’s easy to imagine kissing someone with passion and romance
rather than tequila and

pain. I always had this idea that we’d be at Coffee Shop in Union
Square. I loved the

round table seating. We could sit where the hostess would typically
seat six – just he

and I with extra space for confessing.



Maybe it'll be over coffee. Does he like coffee? How does he take
it? I can make it for

him. We can go somewhere else. Maybe we’ll be in a park, black
benches smiling faces

the future of our universe being pushed around in carriages.



Let it be like the winter month he made it feel like the height of
summer. The winter

night we had dinner. I gifted a book I knew he’d love. I ate steak.
Forgot what he

ordered. We drank wine and talked like children about the day our
careers about

change and how life moves. I thank the vineyards. They loosen our
ties. Open our

legs. Slouch our posture. Open our mouths. His eyes listen and feel
me when I speak.

It's like no one else has ever heard me shout moan cry whisper talk
except him. I’ve

been calling into the wild waiting for a response. And tonight,
he's here! I am heard

and feeling guilty. From a closed tulip now wide open on a coffee
table on a drawer a

kitchen table in the hands of a florist. An open tulip. I thank the
vineyards. For the

gloss in his eyes. For the slight feel of his skin. New skin.



Up and over buildings built with the finest skill, I can’t name
what travels between us.

Love me fill me up. I’m beautiful, I’ve always been lucky. Is this
what I get? Torture

for all the good received? My dear intangible love: fill me up.



I want him to love me. I want to know his scent. But each time,
we’re as friendly as

before. Hugs and hellos and our eyes. Nothing ever happens. I get
anxious, like a

bride before her wedding, a girl before her prom. You know what it
is; it’s waking up

everyday to the sun outside my window but not feeling that heat.
It’s waking up

everyday to love and not feeling it back. Waking up to art, going
to sleep hungry. Will

I be a woman and seek him? Or a girl with a crush? Will I be a
woman who creates?

Or a girl with a hobby?



On a Tuesday night in June I told him about the three psychics who
called him my

soul mate. They said his initials. I don’t know if these are
psychic lies. I only wanted to

be in his life. I never imagined us having sex. I mean, I’ve had a
lot of sex this year.

Good morning sex. Good afternoon sex. Goodnight my love sex.
Half-sleep sex.

Sympathy sex. Comfortable with you sex. This is all we have sex.
Hurry please sex.

Forget the wrong I did sex. I don’t really like your scent sex.
Take me sex. Anywhere

sex. Came. The passionate sex. Danced around calling it love sex.
Warm sex. Big sex.

Stay here sex. You can sleep inside me sex. I enjoy your time
taking, kissing, sucking,

feeling right before it fits like a puzzle sex.



All of this can mean nothing I said. I am choosing to feel what is
burning under my

skin. Maybe you represent the fire I feel I lost inside. Could this
be the universe

allowing me to feel a way I’ve never felt and by chance you’ve been
thrown into my

pool of intensity?



He started to speak then suddenly stopped. I grabbed his hand and
kissed him. I can’t

remember how it felt. But what if it compares to that winter night
over dinner? Open

and growing. Jealous of my fingers for feeling heat over a candle.
Feeling the skin of

this man. New skin. The Wizard with ingenuous eyes, possibly
withholding.










Bio


A colleague asked what’s your daughter up to? Irlando Barbosa
replied She’s a writer.

http://letsjusteatcheese.com

fromjump@gmail.com
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