What do you want me to do?

Matthew Weiss

I mean, what do you want me to do? Can I just stop my eyes from giving away everything I'm thinking? Since you can read me. Not that I want to hide anything from you, but I'm looking at you, and I can tell you're not okay with it, it's not what you wanted to see, or expected anyway. In some darker moments, I've thought about just grabbing your eyes out of their sockets, those beautiful dark eyes, just so you won't be hurt by looking at me. But of course, we're in the same boat here. All I want to do is take my mind back, my thoughts back--she has everything of mine--I close my eyes, and I'm over there with her, everything about me, and it's pretty much only my imagination that keeps her clothed. You see, naturally, she's naked, but I keep her wrapped up in my mind, so I can slowly undress her, one thread at a time, til she gets back to her natural state. I just lift one thin veiny hand from her hips--I know you can see this on my face, my eyes are torn up just by the thought of the sight of it--there are ghosts in there--I just lift one patch of wet, leafy skin--my mind penetrates her. And as I unwrap her, a flicker and then a glow, in the uterine area starts to spread hungrily through her, til she's like a plastic glove with a light bulb in it. If I'm eating, then sometimes I imagine cream-cheese inside her ribcage, and I can use her bones to spread it across me. That's what you're seeing in these eyes. She also needs chapstick, I gave her some dried skin and that reddish halo around her lips, just so I can swipe her with the chapstick. I gave her rather elongated teeth too, just so I can shave them down. How do you expect me to imagine her? If she's simply an image, then she disappears, she flickers out! For instance, sometimes instead of shaving down her long teeth--with wide spaces in between them, and strangely twisted--I'll mold a mouth-guard out of some malleable material, and cover it with an acidic solution so that it burns away all the plaque and turns those rotten teeth (I made them rotten) into gems, and when they fall out--I have keep moving--I put a necklace of teeth around her, and even paint her colors, blue, silver, gold, just so I can concentrate on her skin. These days, however, the only way I can keep her is to turn out all the lights, and all the soundtrack, background, wardrobe, etc, and let her float in the darkness, and push her down, relatively far, or just far enough so that she's below my eyes, inside me, around the nasal passage, at the very least, so that when I look at you--or rather, when you look at me--you don't see her. You don't want to see her. It's exhausting! She's a rather ephemeral thing, that's what I've been trying to tell you, and it takes all your effort to keep her coherent. So that's my side of the story. I know you didn't want to hear any of this, since she matters so much to you, but you after all you asked! Don't look at me any longer, I'm starting to have to turn her into other kinds of woman, reptile woman, with weird vertebrae, little hard scaly balls. I can feel her scampering around my toes, as if she were darting around my feet trying to trip me. Take my advice: whatever you thought before, forget about it. Forget you ever saw a hint of it on my face. It was a bad thought. You're safe, for now--you own your life. But whenever I close my eyes, she moves of her own accord. I try to think her still with all my strength, but her arms keep twirling around like windmills.
