
I can remember 
the tingle on my tongue 
the thin taste of 
metal in my mouth. I 
 
can remember 
the way things moved 
the way the flowers 
in your mother’s painting  
 
danced about. But it’s  
you I mostly remember, 
like a bad trip  
you always come back for more. 
Haunting me with every reminder 
of how good I felt when it all began. 
 
With every breath 
we died and were born 
again. We thought 
nothing. Like smoke 
 
we let time waft  
away. Not lovers, but still  
kissing with saliva— 
the space around us waving  
 
like we never did. But  
now I am as I am walking backwards 
through the bad trip  
of being in love with you. 
A vague sense of you envelopes me 
but I can’t remember how it all began. 
 
Now I face you 
with the future behind  
me like the past. I  
remember when your smiles 
 
appeared to me as fractals of  
Our future. Now I know that future  
was never meant to be 
more than a bad trip 
 
through circles and circles of sadness 
towards when I first fell in love with you. 
I flashback but cannot remember 
what it was about you to begin with. 
 
You’re like a faded 
memory  
 
and fading  
still 
 
as I speak. 

She fell asleep at 1am, her eyes 
hang heavy with the weight of wine. 
 
I drift thick among her blossoming dreams, 
breathing smoke to cloud the time. 
 
Tangled up, her hair makes 
a soft place for my lips to lie. 
 
But my breath, hot as a crowded room, 
has resurrected her budding eye. 
 
“What time is it?” she asks of me, 
dozed with drowsy agony. 
 
Lilac sweet and silver, I reply, 
“hush now, it’s only a dream.” 
 
Still wrapped tight in her pretty dress, 
 her makeup smeared, her hair a mess. 
 
She doesn’t know I’m staring at her 
while she sleeps in reckless bliss. 

 

While She is  
Sleeping 

 Sinclair 

Flood 
Curse 

Damn this fucking flood! 
Curse this shitty-ass carpet! 
It’s heavy as hell! 

 The Cold Makes me 
 Forget how to Spell 
 Parachuete 

I sleep under warm  
sheets like a mold. She takes them 
up like wind through the 
 
gloom to parachuete  
down from the bed. She lands like 
a rock as I lie,  
 
a crumpled wad of 
scraps and shivering in the  
breath of her laughter. 

Belly There's nothing quite as beautiful 
as a woman’s stomach.  
With her lying down  
flat and full-figured,  
arms up behind her head.   
 
The quiet smell of clean skin, 
cool at first then warm with touch. 
Like soft fresh sheets, 
untucked from 
her long white bed. 
 
She laughs as I mention the birth  
of the universe and of the earth. 
Like a pillow fluffed, 
her belly provides 
comfort for a world deflated. 

the cat lies next to 
me on the pillow; he sleeps 
with one eye open. 

You’re Like a Bad Trip 
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Poetry Without Consciousness. 
Praise for Andrew Jimenez: 
 
“Andrew spent one summer cleaning my house, 
and let me tell you: he is a wiz with hard water 
stains.” 
               -Ai 
 
“I’d sleep with Andrew in an instant—if only I  
wasn’t a lesbian.” 
               -Sappho 
 
“After I met Andrew, I changed the name of my 
group from the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood to the 
Andrew Rocks Something Wicked Brotherhood.” 
               -D.G. Rossetti 

 
 
 
After you turn 
off a leaf blower 

there are a few seconds 
where 
 
time skips like a  
record 
 
 
 
And for a moment you  
feel like a ghost 
 
 
 
Then slowly things 
fade in 
 
and you can hear 
for miles 
 
 
 
Somewhere water is trickling  
down a drainpipe 
 
 
 
It sounds like an 
orchestra 
 


