Hurt me

Matthew Weiss

Part I, 

incessant roaring / furious heat /

As soon as you left 

I went and wrapped 

the pillow around my head 

and felt every muscle relax

as I inhaled you.

I wanted to spring, 

legs like spears, 

arms like flagpoles, 

because I felt cool 

you on my skin, 

you on my shirt.

That lizard coquette, the primal brain,

all around us, blinding heat, 

so as to make us close our eyes,

and feel it pressing in on our heads:



heat

unleashing biological chain reactions,

so as to keep homeostatic temperature constant:



heat

the lizard brain takes control,

and in the murk,

everything is hot.

Part II, 

What we learned today, sprawled on the shower floor:

I see your mouthing moving, head falls down,


I see your irises, hair, my eyes slide from your face,


I try to get up, my eyes drip to the floor,


“If you could change anything about me, what would it be?” 

That’s all I remember you asking. 


“But I love you.” 


“There has to be something!”


“But I love you.”


“What would you change?”


“But I love you.”



That means everything, whether you come to me done up



or done down, if you totter off and trip in high heels, if you



come to me, wide-eyed and unsure, I will make you cry




marvelously




exhaustively




lovingly



because you make me cry and if I can remember nothing else, 

it’s that.



That’s what I choose to know.
