
MY OTHER ME 

 

The jaws of  night  

The strong punch of  darkness 

The grinding teeth of  hades 

The door to our bedroom swung wide open 

When she rested on our matrimonial utopia 

The clippety-clops of  the ruthless pale horse  

Were quieted by the inaudible shouts 

Of  man’s worst nightmare, the rider thereon  

When he came, unwelcomed   

To speed her soul to the land of  irretrievable 

originality  

The distance is unthinkable  

The very thought is haunting 

Long nights marred by uncomfortable turns 

Rough spins on what was my homes' utopia 

Unforgettable, griefful sirens of  human make 

The invading army of  unwelcomed sorrow 

Savages my only defense against the whole 

drama 

A gilded wooden box 

Escorted by a train of  the mixed multitude 

Expressing their inner feeling 

By floods running down their regretting 

cheeks 

And thoughts, expressed in wailings  

Words too, they filled the atmosphere 

When the dumb spoke 

About your goodness 

I never forget squeezing my hill of  dust 

Prior to the instant 

When the casket was lowered inside the 

fitting ditch 

And I cast my sand on the casket’s golden 

chest 

The memory of  it makes my skin hate me 

And my mind wars against my hand  

For bending to the inevitable reality 

Tears, tears are never enough when the 

second you  

No longer sinks her gaze  

Deep inside your mortal being  

Nor sings choruses to hush your inside 

fusses  

Trashing away the experience almost sounds 

like a myth 

Forgetting you is possible  

If  the scars on my heart can assent, 

To disappear, to escape to the world of  no 

return 

And find your now minced body 

Saturated with new friends that digest your  

Beautiful morphology away 

As they celebrate death's colorful provision 

Of  a recipe that is second to none   

My xena turned into worms' favorite dish 

With their spoons of  digestive fluids 

They fix her unmatched smashed body in 

their 

Ever demanding bellies  

The very thought is excruciating 

The experience of  the grinding teeth 

And the strong punch of  hades 

The jaws of  night is my day and night theme 

When thoughts of  horror send ceaseless 

chills  

Down my youthful spine 

And my mind never forgets to remember 

The death of  my other me, my wife! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


