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[This is being typed from a copy which is fading—in collection from D Kelly]

1. Destruction

2. The Love of Comrades.

You said that your relationship with your former lover 

almost destroyed you,

you loved him fiercely and lusted after him terribly,

he was the most beautiful man you have ever seen,

and each time you opened yourself to him 

he closed off whatever feelings he had

and pushed you away.

So you shut him out in turn, 

and whenever this happened

he comes back

and you gave way to your feelings again,

and he turned away again,

and the repetition of this pattern almost destroyed you.

3. Leather and Western Only.

When you said your lover went back to the leather bar

Where a friend had introduced you two years before,

you were trying to force a final reconcilliation.

And even that time it wasn’t working,

despite the dark bar and no matter how hard you pleaded,

so you asked him if he’d go outside for a walk with you,

and he followed you in the same lackadaisical and noncommittal way

that he had whenever he left your house in the morning

and you weren’t sure when you’d see him again.

You led him under the highway across from the bar

where you thought you wouldn’t be seen because of the shadows,

and in your cracking voice you accused him of being dishonest

while you darted your finger back and forth at his chest.

When he said he’d come back but couldn’t promise you anything,

you moved away for a second, dropped your head in your hands,

then turned back wailing, and quickly began to beat him

driving and driving him down to the ground,

until you thought there wasn’t a shred of him left there at all.

4. Tricking

You reached across the bed and held onto me tightly

and told me you were just getting over

a two-year affair that almost destroyed you,

and I said you didn’t have to tell me about it if you didn’t want to

and you said it did have something to do with me

because you had something to do with me,

and you said you had wanted to talk to me before,

but had been afraid, and that you’d like to stay now,

and I said I was glad I finally went up to you in the bar,

and that I didn’t feel afraid, and that I’d like you to stay, 

and in the morning I got up and made coffee for both of us,

and you sat stretched out on the other end of the couch from me

and warned me not to get too close to you

because of what had happened before. 
