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I held back a taste on my tongue

That wishes it were freed, not lost, not young.

It gave up first and then it left,

That taste departed and it left me deaf.

How cruel of it to leave me there,

Dancing, grasping, reaching out for air.


And it was gone, lost, gone for now,


It was myself, my thoughts, that raised her brow,


Eat my words, tasteful act. Reaction: “How?”

A silky savor she’d enjoy.

The trick? It’s expired, I will destroy.

But it sits on the tip, alone,

Longing for amity, advice, to know.

But my greed will suffice instead,

Dancing, grasping, screaming out in my head.


And it was gone, lost, gone for now,


I emptied my thoughts, everything allowed,


For the words were too smooth. Reaction: “How?”

Finally her thoughts pour through me,

You are burnt and old, tasteless as can be,

You give yourself to the starving

And watch as they take in your scent, a sting

Of sour air and upset stomachs

But you aren’t the disease, no you aren’t fake.


And it was gone, lost, gone for now.


I’m never myself, I thought, This is wrong.

I emptied all inside. Reaction: “How?”
