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THEY HAVE SAID
This is such or such a thing.
They have attached a particular word
to an object or a fact
and thereby consider themselves
to have appropriated it.
The women say they have reduced you to silence.
The women say, the language you speak, poisons your tongue, lips.
They say, the language you speak is made up of words that are killing
you.
Whatever they have not laid hands on
does not appear in the language you speak.
This is apparent in the space your masters have not been able to
fill
with their words.
These spaces can be found in the gaps:
(in the perfect circle)
to imprison them and to overthrow.

MOM LOOK

You know, I don’t like it there. I mean I’m a dog person but they
have all those wild black dogs and I walk around there and I can’t
stop thinking, where’s the master?
Mom Look,
Nobody sleeps better than white people.
They cuff us to hospital beds and then go home and sleep.
Anything can be a hospital bed, mom.
Fuck us is what they’re saying, mom.
I’ll cuss if I want to, mom.
It doesn’t matter how many women raise their hands at a funeral the clouds are getting thick here - I’m just a black man, mom.
You used to rub my back so I could go to sleep but you’re too tall
for me to rub yours.

Remember that story you told me mom, after you said all women
wear false beards and all penises are actually vaginas and vice versa:
The gist of it went:
We had our fire.
We burned everything.
We listened for the ocean.
We covered ourselves in sand.
We feared the coming tide.
We made fire by rubbing two sticks together
We did not have diabetes
We did not know that sugar made us weak.
We wore our hair natural
And we followed the smell of the flames.
One time after you finished the story you said see this story is about
how abstract art was inevitable.
It is always better to see all the sides at once.

TIME IS SLIPPING
Imagine them days in the twinkle in Her eyes.
Those Niggers don’t get that shit off their Chest now,
What the fuck is gonna happen?
I’m just trying to bury my Grandmother
Motherfucker.
I look at my Mom and she can’t believe it.
(And I’ll have to bury Her too.)
Ya Man.
You gotta,
You gotta fix Yourself.
You snap your fingers, You’re old.
Some people leave their parents in an old folks home.
That’s what it be like Dude.
I don’t like it, but that’s what it be.

REAL TALK ON THE OCCASION OF G’S THREESOME:

Listen G, You aren’t in love.
It’s just easier to see the depths of another with your hand in her
pu$$y.

YOU PLAY WITH ME, I PLAY WITH YOU

I know we loved the bodies inside the world trade, but did we really
love the towers?
They were just two big white dicks jutting their windows into the
blue and after this - the ashes the ashes and the fall down - they’ve
been replaced with another.
(At least this new dick reflects the sky.)

ON HERDING CATS

First, Let me put my face in the palm of your hand.
It’ll fit.
Thank you.
Anyway,
I spent some summers there.
They cross pollinate.
They’re cat herders.
They are patient and smell like trees.
The women are allowed to leave their husband or
take another husband.
(There must be too many men or
too few.)
Put your lip here.
It won’t get stuck.
Suck.
They have gun control
And birth control
And when I’m with them, my asthma is under control.
All the food is organic.
No,
nothing contains nuts.
I’m serious.

They pay you to have children,
and They believe in ghosts.
Everything is clean because They made jobs where people are paid
to clean.
Nobody fights (without consent).
They even heard my complaint about the street lamps making it
hard to kiss at night.
They dimmed them and right before let me cut a ribbon.
My picture was in the paper.
(They like to cut ribbons.)
Please leave your hand there.
Yes.
It is nice to be held.
I made a friend and he told me:
They believe that tall men with big eyes are beautiful men.
They stand on their tiptoes and
They look them in the eyes and that’s how They make love.

I SAW YOUR MAMA GETTIN’ EATEN OUT BETWEEN
THE BARS OF A JAIL.

I meant to tell you, there was a white man in your house last night.
He said he was having trouble adjusting to opportunity, so he fucked your mama
to disappear.
The white man wasn’t sorry because he’s adjusted now.
Waiting for you in your kitchen, he smiled at me and said more to himself than
to me:
“Sometimes ya gotta disappear to reappear.”
I wasn’t sure if he meant your mama was invisible.
(So, I walked up the stairs and fucked your mama, I wanted to see if she was
there at all.
She touched my cheek as I was fucking her and said, “not you too.”)
Later, I am feeling nothing, because I cannot feel.
I touch my arms in the bathroom to make sure that they are there.
(They are but they are shrinking.)
I call my lover and she is ashamed for me.
She says over and over there is never a conclusion for black women.
I disagree with her but don’t have any legs to stand on because those shrank too.
(Bae, there is no conclusion for black men or I tried to disappear but it didn’t
work.)
Please answer my emails or my DMs or my snapchats or my subtweets.
I am so sorry but I am not so sorry.
It felt so good to imagine one day I could reappear even if it meant sticking my
dick inside your mama.
(I’ll never listen to the white man again even if he is in your house.)

I’M NOT SORRY I BUMPED INTO YOU.

I’m a part of it.
I’m looking at my phone –
What do you want me to do?

POEM FOR KLAUS B.
I fucked my girlfriend on the third floor of your museum once.
I was actually there working as a performer but I still haven’t received my check so I’ll fuck where I want until then. In all fairness,
we did get to eat steak tartare and a croquet madame under the
performers tab so maybe we are even but I can’t tell, Klaus.
I digress - the bathroom was blue and my girlfriend pushed me
on to the floor and ate my pussy while I looked out your window,
Klaus.
The sky was the same color as the bathroom and I felt like the Nubian Prince we all know I am. Her tongue swirling around my clit
and I’m thinking is it summertime because the living is EASY.
(I came twice also so that helped, Klaus.)
Sorry, is this too much, Klaus?
When we finished two cool Asian guys were just finishing peeing.
They smiled at us. One of them might have winked but he had an
eye patch so it is hard to say, Klaus.
We made it to the Audi sponsored dome just in time to see an old
white man spit fire and well before Tan Lin spoke about the fictions
we construct within our own families. Legit - what’s a family again,
Klaus?
What’s a community again, Klaus?
What’s a museum again, Klaus?
The illusion that makes us bearable, Klaus.

You come and sit next to my girlfriend because you want to make a
video / take a foto of this white man spitting fire about being a sensitive white man. You’re spitting fire too with your blue Obama suit
and your black iPhone background. Wait, are you empty so you
can fill up with art, Klaus?
The hell we create around us, Klaus.
What’s around me again, Klaus?
Is there pussy on my face, Klaus?
Did you stay for Tan Lin, Klaus?
I mean, I didn’t see you in the audience, Klaus.
You know he’s an American fucking treasure right, Klaus?
Have some respect, Klaus.
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ODE TO THE BLACK PEOPLE AT THE WHOLE FOODS
BY THE HOUSE I GREW UP IN
Where were you when I was 14?
I really needed to see your glowing skin and beautiful bodies.
(I mean, so that I could see my own)
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