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The other day, you called me a monster.
Inhuman, was how you put it, something other, something less, choking on the words as you shook
my shoulders, bones rattling inside me like a secret you can’t breach.
My quickened tongue stroked my teeth raw with animalistic spite.

How could I explain to you, in words just as terrible as the violence I have weaned myself with, that I 
am apologizing for the crime of being born? That in this act of defiance lies the fact that I am sorry 
because it had to come from me? Do you understand when I say:
I am carving myself up like a fish, belly-through, exposing the yielding guts, the blood, all of it, 
making a spectacle, making a show,
so you may take me apart as you please.

I want you to be terrible, so I do not miss you, which is to say,
I want you to be the water I almost drowned in when I was 7.
Pressed against that liquid green, that sliver of the subconscious that thinks heaven is a mourner’s 
dream, grief is the hand pressed staunchly to the wound, and no person wants me other than when I ask for it.

(every year, crossing that velvety blue, swallowing me whole, like a prayer, like a dream, like a dead man’s song) 

Where is the good girl your daughter buried — where is the black and white that is my youth?
Can I go back to childhood, when everything was softer?

Where even despite the blood spilled, and the tears shed, I could still gaze upon you with the single-minded innocence that lives simply, that does not ask questions, that takes what is given and swallows like a
	good girl (hisses, “I wish you were never born,” as if it’s a weight you can carry)

and then I could forgive myself, for the rage I love with. Like a beast at war. Like a 
glass tyrant. Like a little monster that stares itself down and thinks it deserves kindness.

(your mouth “ugly” in the mirror of a sweat-soaked department store, and my skin is years of silk falling away)

You are bent over the sink, snapping peas like necks, and a film of white is settled over your iris, lit aquamarine by the soccer game on TV— your face smoothed over like water.

There are a hundred versions of me you crushed to get here, and I despise you for it—
But if it’s always like this, you glimmering in the sun, head slanting, eyes full-tilt— how do I run? How can I?

You say, “Hand me the scissors,” and I am loving you as every sick thing does: 

Unconditionally.
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