A Poem by Marc J. Frazier

Getting Over It

The red umbrella blew into the house. We chased it because it was open.
We had enough bad luck. We had enough of everything. We have no way
to protect ourselves, we cried, and who do we believe? He told me
anything | wanted to hear. | heard the crackling of electric wires in an ice
storm. The mouse in the cupboard. Anything but his lies. He smelled like
wet peonies. That is one flower it is wrong to pick. I can only run so fast
| told him. If you capture me you can put me in a cage. Flagellate me.
There is too much calm. We need to create life like God. The boats in the
canal collided. One nearly sank. The other congratulated itself. We wept
because it was late in the day and we had not found one another. One of
us is lost but we don’t know which. One of us prayed to a false god and
both of us are paying for it. A poet would say something here like: There
was light in the piazza. | wanted to create a new language with you. |
knew it would be better than sex. | wanted a secret language like some
twins have when they are growing up. | wanted to be in such a closed
world with you. But we were too different for the same words. | ate the
bitter disappointment and left. Now the dark is closing in. Now there is
dark in the piazza and | just want something to eat.
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