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I Wish on Stars

I wish on stars
Light years
Away from me
And my voice
In faith of a far-off world
I could call home

Perhaps
That is why they can’t
Hear me
And my bellowing howls
Beyond universes
And galaxies

I’ll sleep then
Maybe the stars will
Kiss me
In my dreams
Where space and time
Become one
























Sweet Tooth

Soda makes its way 
Through my veins
And my skin is made
With chewy layers of Laffy Taffy

My candy floss hair
Is just so delectable 
That I’ve torn out chunks
To satisfy my own cravings

The green gumdrops
In my eyes sparkle
And dance with light
From the sugar coating

Maybe everyone I’ve loved 
Is on some new health kick
Too much sugar rots the teeth
I guess

























Soles

Sometimes shoes are so worn out that with each step, you can feel the flattening of its sole

On rainy days, puddles will seep into the cracks between the fabric and rubber, soaking your socks with an icy cold chill

Letting them air out, you finally notice the muddy stains that have permeated the once blinding white

Eventually, they will no longer be able to hold your weight as the fabric begins to fray around its edges

Sometimes shoes aren’t made to last no matter how much they are loved
































Forgotten Song

In the darkest corner
Of this home
Rests a violin

Covered in a suffocating
Layer of dust
It observes me
As I glance in its direction

And I can hear it
Calling out to me
Waiting to be embraced again
By that sweet girl
Who once carefully 
Handpicked it from a dozen others

That sweet girl had traced her fingers
Along its curves
And nestled it in the space
Between her chin and shoulder
And as the bow glided
Along its strings
It sang a song to her

And I can hear 
That same song calling
Out to me
As I stare at it now

But that sweet girl
It once sang to
Has long since departed
This home
And it knows

It knows
That it won’t feel me
Curiously caress its curves
Like I once did

It knows
That its strings
Won’t feel another 
Pull of the bow
It knows
That its song
No longer has the same
Entrancing effect

So it stays
Waiting and watching

And as I begin to turn 
Its song starts to fade
As it watches me disappear

And it remains 
In its familiar 
Dark corner
 
Forgotten 

Until we cross paths again



























Rotation

How do we keep up 
With the pace of the Earth’s rotation?

We learned to place our
Chubby, baby feet
One step, two steps
216, 262, 500 steps later
But never imagined those
Steps would be at a
Running pace 
Sweat dripping and colliding
With tears
A salty concoction 
That feeds us

How do we keep up
With the pace of the Earth’s rotation
When we trip over the forgotten
Bodies left over by tomorrow’s 
Mass shooting and yesterday’s
Parade turned car show

How does the world
Even turn with such weight?

Why do we have to sprint
To hold onto our lives
Before we blink and miss them
Running to catch the Earth’s rotation?















On the Days Leading up to My Death

On the days leading up to my death
I’ll feel the warmth of my mother’s voice
As she calls me home with a lullaby

When the sun bows its head below the horizon
Her voice will grow louder
Rising with the glow of the moon

As I dance among the starlight and moonbeams
I’ll stretch out my arms to reach her 
Wiggling my fingers like a baby trapped in its crib

She’ll be just out of my reach

On the day of my death
People will come to whisper their goodbyes
But they will be drowned out by my mother’s song

It’ll be firm and concrete
A fishing line cast from the moon
And I’ll sink the hook through my cheek

When she finally reels me in
She’ll kiss my cheek until the wound fades
Like the world below me

And we’ll dance among the stars together

















My Shadow and Me

There is something hiding
Within my shadow

It’s sharpened talons pull
Strings attached to my brain
Leaving me at the mercy
Of its oppressing anger

The puppeteer and its puppet

My shadow and me

It leaves behind a poison
That slowly sears away
At what’s left of my insides

A hollowed out 
20-year-old female specimen
That once resembled 
Dad’s “little tootsie”

It leaves me trembling 
In the dark as my shadow
Swallows my bedroom whole

And I feel like my mind 
Can’t swim through
To the surface

I’m trapped in the midnight zone
And I’m drowning under 
My sea of thoughts
That won’t stop crashing
Down and down and down 
And I can’t breathe
Without making a guttural
Choking sound
Because my shadow
Is squeezing and squeezing
Me
  
Until the sun

Finally rises

And I can breathe again
But not before I see my shadow

And we shake hands

The puppeteer and its puppet

My shadow and me





































Not Even This

I’ve come to terms that Time is not my savior.
Neither is performing autopsies on memories
Or cataloguing pain on paper.

Not even theorizing my past behavior
Will save me from clinging to those catastrophes
Where Time was not my savior.

I swish recollections on my tongue to taste their flavor.
My tastebuds fear the bitter tang of fallacies
I scribed when cataloguing pain on paper.

Not even reaching into my mind will stop the graver
From etching ruins once believed to be remedies
Into the folds of my brain. Why is Time not my savior?

Sometimes I wish I had the strength to be braver
And storm the fortress of my brain’s maladies,
So I wasn’t exhausted from cataloging pain on paper.

Not even swallowing my thoughts for later
Will stop the persistent pull of my past’s gravity.
I choke on the thought that Time is not my savior.
I’ve lost my voice, leaving me to catalogue pain on paper.












A Cento Drawn from Joshua Jennifer Espinoza’s I Don’t Want to be Understood

She remembers her life, floats up into a cloud, gets carried away
Bits of who you used to be
Now I drift around, listen to the pain of things
Is it so wrong to be afraid

I want to forget I am this
I am the girl, the nothing song
I search for a trace of self
I beg for invisible fire

























Sabotage

Someone once told me
That I self-sabotage 
The way a freediver 
Comes up for air
Gasping for it
Like I need it to survive

Somewhere along the way
My brain confused 
Self-sabotage for medicine 
A remedy for happiness

I’m not sure what book
It learned that from
I’d imagine it’s somewhere along the lines of
101 Ways to Ensure Happiness Doesn’t Overstay Its Welcome

The devil on my left shoulder
Must have beaten its right shoulder
Counterpart to death

You should have seen the way
My mom looked at me 
When I explained to her
That I push people away
To test them

They’ve all been graded
With an F

So much red ink spilled

I’ll clean another day





