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I am not a girl
but a creature made of smoke
and exhaustion.

   I want a poem scrubbed of 
   dignity, 
     a body
      not brave
     but present.
    once
after fucking me hard
in a bedroom filled with dust,

you said I was more or less
like a biological woman.

   I carry your words inside my body 
                 like the night carries the moon—

  each time I wake,
   less of me is left.

   still, the low sounds
   of the city rise up
   to wash my hands clean
   of longing

  my morning cigarette 
   is a prayer
     to mourn
     the end of sleep.

      look to your own horizon 



10

 tell me what you see.
   
  
    is it my breasts,
    wet with your saliva,
    returning to press
    against memory
     
or does nothing of me remain?

  I asked for this, didn’t I?

 to be in love
  and not broken,

  luminous, 
   suspended in air.
 
brief light
   of this new day,

               bless us
               in our forgetting.
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a tranny is a girl
who sold her dignity
  for a chance
   to be human.

   I am the lesser woman,
    transformed by scalpel
    and the indifference of men.

  their careful pity
  marks my body,
   the border
   between want
      and shame.

  call me hunger
   and place your flesh
   on my lips.

              I want a gender
          that does more 
         than perform apology.

   I break bread
   on the shoreline
    and offer my throat
    to the crows.

  dip your hands

   in my wet 
     and dive, lover.
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     I’m here,
     a mistake
     as much as envy.
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 the summer we met
   I was 5’7 and 130 pounds,
     
all thirst and hunger but rail thin,
   my hip bones jutting
    out of pale skin.
   
        you poured me over
    your body,

     musk stung
      and glistening.
       
 before you,
  I knew nothing of how deep
  abjection

    could wound me.

  now I’ve layered fat over
    the places you touched
   and held my fingers 
    against my labia
   
  as if pressing a knife cut
   shut.

             please say my name
             between the hours of dawn
             and nightfall.

   each consonant
    will be a moth
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   in flight, circling
    what light lingers.

  rape is such
   a small word
   to hold what passed
   between you and me.

     I want you 
     to remember 

   that summer heat,
              the roiling night clouds,
             hum of insect and passerby,

my mouth
 against your neck,

   the dull wet sound 
   my body made
    beneath you.




