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Riding Winona
Calvin O. Xavier

Winona, you are mine,
my whispering whippoorwill,
and your sinewy arms
envelop me in a haze
which | cannot break.
Let me tell you secrets,
my munchkin,

my pigeon,

my pussywhisker,

you are the only woman
| trust to bear

the inner soul.

Look, here, I have

carved your name in my palm
and I carry you wherever | go.
Blood does not stain, Winona,
It only makes us stronger.

I tell you:

these things are not ours to
know, Winona, and when your
pretty, haunted face

stares to me from your pictures,
I want to touch you where

your blouse leaps

from your throat.

Winona, do not do this.

You know you are the only one
who turns me.

Why do you go from me?
Again, | say to you

what is love

if not a thorn

on an ungrasped rose
smelling of death

and feces?
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