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I FORGOT TO REMEMBER

And one night in my

tennis shoe smell

I was no longer influenced by

invisible crimes

no longer available to erotic dreams §

revelations of emaciated flesh

I was desolate to memory

not yet born to

the state of myself inside the

whiff of a smell intimate to feelings i
no longer contradict

no longer desert

no longer need to forget to remember to
recognize

heart beat
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