
ton ombre rêvée 
 
 
The sick call for a lack of strings 
holding you captive, the possibility of space for me 
the sun’s here, the mossy river’s ----- 
 
Where  
 
Her smile that flutters, wildly dancing until it turns into swarming flocks of  
insect-birds. One face --- multiple thoughts, 
 
as time cradles us slowly out of this quandary,  
we turn into thinkers who understand that space is  
a contradiction.  
 
“I can see the pain that you’re frightened of,”  
They sing. You get --- 
nothing. Thanks. Continually.  
 
Such a promise, is impossible promise, so why 
did you make it? You don’t know what you are even doing near here, by the dementia of my 
rib-cage. So go away. I remember that time still, when I couldn’t wait to be sixteen. That dusty 
love that was stupid never ages, Wicked -- 
Innocence 
-- melts.  
 
My lips are a multitude of ruptured polka dots, like angry volcanoes, like a host of balmy shapes, 
the bulbous particles speak a haunting flight of lies, i couldn’t help it, my  
power of observation has died a million moons ago, like the broken instruments that play 
deformed songs of songs of tragic love, King Solomon utters, “Behold, Thou art fair, my love.”  
my woes, an inevitable miscarriage of power, the summertime eye of my once perfect love,  
Blind.  
 
Sometimes I almost wish that we were nothing more than  
fellow strangers. My once-okay cavities of the heart have turned into ebony ink without help, like 
the summer  
that departed, I watch myself 
slip and slip away. Then the wind  
picks up.  
Silence. I don’t want to eat this waffle full of bees, the mouth  
in the end just gobbles the self up, you are not 



on my mind.  
 
Time is also 
a contradiction.  
 
You were part of that book,  
that glitter of kingdoms. So far away from the place I was born into - my fateful restrained 
politeness that’s been shaped by other people’s subjection,  
and you didn’t even know that.  
At the end of this summer I will be using many things as a crutch  
Echoes in the mountains near Wales, the stream of fanciful lust that exists only in my 
imaginative 
thoughts, a boy lounging on the flickering mattress,  
true places all are out of reach, he has just turned twenty-eight, many more years,  
Ancient.  
Old body, young dreams. I take  
a walk.  
 
Until the day break, I poke my head from behind, into the bottomless well  
of the hurt like gems hidden in the dark green grass, lying there,  
 
I have guessed his age right, and  
forgotten all 
about you.  
 
Nervousness is the  
third contradiction.  
 
I am attracted to  
maturity. Destructive prescriptions on my part, I should  
never have. I am happier this way. My story’s safeguarded.  
 
It is no longer Sunday, the beginning of my week comes like raised eyebrows  
frowning at my candid heart, broken abilities, for breakfast I have eaten the pear-shaped lies, 
my own 
good achievement, in the studio flooded with sun he has started to watch a documentary about 
my hometown,  
unlike you who have never even once thought about or considered it. Basically the unseen story 
of the war, told through the eye of photographers, tombs and Waking life, another host of 
pear-shaped hearts because we have shared the same belongings. My life is a post-Dalloway 
society and the ruler speaks, “thou hast doves' eyes within thy locks: thy hair is as a flock of 
goats,  
that appear from mount Gilead.” It’s hard to keep this world clean.  



He works at the museum and sent me a picture of the skyline that he has looked at  
while he was doing  
repairs.  
In his room I have seen crazy machines that successfully tore at the shucks of my brokenness. 
Finally, and again, Repaired and I’ve asked, “Is that what’s made the piece that you have shown 
me?” 
Loneliness is, again, contradictory. I need someone to violently rub 
on my back. I don’t know if you ever got that piece I’m sent.  
 
We are now in Athens, and I have decided that I will let him be the Pilot.  
 
Once I come home I don’t know if I will talk to you,  
instead I will build a suit of armor  
protecting myself forever  
from love.  
 
“We are entangled again, less and less strangers.”  
 
The shadows like me leave hastily, they have all grown up and are no longer wounded.  
I am safe as a bird sheltered by detachments. Will I stay this way? 
“To love makes one 
solitary.”  
 
In the wake my intellectual caretaker said,  
“It was a silly, silly dream, being unhappy.” The sky above our eyes will never be the same 
because both of us have been punctured. I don’t want to feel  
nothing. Let it go. The boy stood and snapped a secret picture of my forsaken outlook, it never 
again 
will be -- 
 
 
He noticed me right away as soon as he had walked into the gallery.  
 


