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Contortion for the mind and heart via the pocketbook
I’m a poor white girl.

But no one would know,

considering-
that there are thorns buried in my guise,

which they don’t care to cognize.

It hurts:

the prickliness of a stone-broke, impoverished white veneer.

This is the error of dejection from 

the interiority.

Names and language,
constraining and objecting.

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet:

all enabling me to squander my power of

Reflection.

People want to lose themselves,

and I do to sometimes.

That false image:

irrational passion drunken madness-

wipes away the pin-pricks.

And there is no justification 

for being who I am.
Straining to avail, bending over backwards-

contortion for the mind and heart via the pocketbook-

I cannot blame or shame or maim.

Nothing works,

except for kicking the cat.

