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Girl I know the ladies think I'm crazy 
And girl ·the men think I'm swell . 

Girl I know my mother thinks I mean well 
- And my doctor never tells . 

t Now I don't quite speak Greek 
But I do speak in tongues. 

It's not that I'm a slut, ba-by 
But I do get good love. 

- My life's a coloured opera, ba-by 
· I sing were others stand 

No this ain't La. Traviata 
And the blues don't make the man. 

- So if these wa¥S 
0-f end you 

I don't give a damn. 
Life is full 

Of innuen..:...aos. 
Why don't you just "kic k the canl" Bitch . 

So if these ways 
0 - fend you 

I don't give c damn_ 
My life's a coloured opera, ba-by . 

- And I sing where others stand . 
No this ain't La Traviata 
And the blues don't make the man. 
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MISS CATALINA SPEAK$_ 

Now I don't quite speak Greek 
But I do speak in tongues. 

It's not tha t I'm a slut, ba-by, 
But I do get good love. 

My life's a coloured opera. ba-by. 
I sing where others stand. 

No this - ain't La Traviata 
And the blues don't make the man. 

So if these ways 
0-ffend you 

I don't give a damn. 
Life is full 

Of innuen-dos. 
Why don't you just take yours and scram! 

My life's a coloured opera , ba-by. 
And I sing where others stand. 

---Excerpt from "The Beat of 
a Different Color," by 
Orson T. Maquelani. 
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beauty. hope. love . mone y . beauty comes fic$t it is t ~e most 
i mportan t. t he key t hat evoke s and provokes. nigh ts stand 
on end a nd at dawn beaut y e ludes us . 
bea uty comes first . it passes. t ears a r e shed. hope s prinP,$ 
eterna i sprouts wings and protects the innocent babes. 
we stand innocent anonP, thesr fou r valls. each beauty passing 
makes us weak at the knees. a bat tle of the wi ts occu~s; beauty 
against beauty . no roof if strodg LnOURh to shie ld the rays 
of the moon. the ~oon has beams of light that make the animal s 
react to one another. 
one body of light ref lects what dark bodies wan t lo absorb . 
voic es sing to sharp beats of rythm . t his is my world . thi s 
is r.iy secret. i am a beauty. i rea lize l st ill have hope . 
i s t art to crv . i do not know what t hi s means. 
on some nights i stand again s t four different walls. 
sometimes i stand in the corner. hope and bcauly. these t vo 
are a sure t hi np, for me. ~ have seen t heir power diminish. 
they r eturn after a good re s t. money and love are elusive . 
~ever ab l e t o sust a in beau t y. pass i ng through wea ker visages 
coming to veak t erms. 



for Oennis Coope r 

glorified drunken stupers 
and loose l ips tel ling lies 
are thi ngs of t he pas t . 
thinking back on doing the hard stuff ; 
acid t hen coke wi t h tequi la shots. 
boys were s o pret ty twi nking on crys tal 
the ir bodies s himmering on cry~tal. 
their bod ies s himmering l ike diamonds 
from ~he dim light of the bars and bac k alleys 
black and blue circles under their eyes . 
eyes with dialated pupils, 
arms long and lanky, 
ending with shaky hands on fire. 
arms vith veins slightly swollen. 
glory days running here and there 
stirr ing the sauce. 
bartenders vith bour bon and coke r eady. 
going bac k dnd forth to the bathroom to do more coke 
always a nev boy to do more coke with. 
summer days cunning down our backs 
like beads of sweat, 
s veat a nd spit b l ending unti l c l imax. 
days of neverending drunkeness. 
boys vith smooth tan bodies 
vho ore so will ing . 
boys vith eyes so empt y , 
who smile so graciously . 
eyes svecping catching gazes. 
ice melting maki~g the liquor easier to bear. 
hazy discussions with lots of sexual promises, 
ending with gr inding pelvises. 
high on co ke sti ll from three to six a .m. , 
mouths on speed so hungry to taste the sex . 
strands of long hair getting stuck, 
in my stubble i n my teeth. 
lo ng haired boys on pot and poppers, 
giving head l i ke a ki tten lapping milk, 
coming in and out of consciousness. 
mouths too numb from too much, 
of whatever to sto p. 
continuous play on fast fo rward . 
boys so driven to have a good time , 
saying again and aga in, 
this is so good 
t his is so good 
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He re I am face d with the worst t hree things in li fe , 
morning, sobriety , hunger. 

reasonable doubt 
i don' t k~o~ , i say how does anything begin? one day blends 
into the ~ext, they all seem the same. the lights go dim. 
i ache.the sensation becomes numb . soi do something to t ry 
and feel l ike i ' m a live. i do it again and again . 



f laccid la per form ance poem for two ccaders} 

- flop py and phl acid is a penis 
for a disco Jesus. 
curu on me a nd c um on me 
you r cunc a sacred hcact. 
da i sy chain a crovn for me 
pearl neckl ace me a rosary . 
hail Mary 

- forg ive me father 

-t he Fa ther 

- the Son 

-t he Holy Ghos t 

- I ' m Mary 

- I have sinn~d 

- l st base 

- 2nd base 

- 3rd base 
- some tioes i feel l ike a motherless child 
layi ng on Mary's la p i n Calv in Kle i n underwear 
I ask f orgiveness or at leas~ look like it . 
hollow me, hollov my bones 
blc~ rha ~ hymn through my spinal c olumn 
b. child and vash my bare fee t 
l your l i ps 
foe those lips 
my l ips meet,on my knees 
-Joseph vas mar ~ied once before Mar y 
s he is t he devil 
he i s t he sa vJor, so give me him 
and I vi ll go down on my knees 
and pr ey .. . 
- c um on me and c um on me 
vhite light floods my mouth 
- an anunciation has been made 
-bare me ch i ld and kis s my feet 
-di srobe my body 
- so now i'm compl ete 
-so s taid is a si lent chapel 
-and God is my vitness 
-and God is on t op of me 
-bare breasted, bear witness · 
oh dear St. Peter take s vord i n hand, 
and say, "here I vill bui ld my church!" 

sometimes i fee l like a motherless child 
so I valk a good cobb l estone road 
and I stop off in ea~h chur c h 
to prey to the Madonna 

- she knows 
-I light a ~a nd l e though I 'm not catholic 
r think " yo, Jesus vas Jevish a nd so am I" 
besides God is in everyone 
God knovs I try tha t too! 
Madonna, I hear her sing: 
-"I light this candle and vatch it glow 
tears on my pil lov 
and if there is a Chri3t, he'l l come tonigh t 
and he lp me pr ey for Spanish eyes " 
- and Giovanni's eyes blaze through me 
and water sports is a term never coined, 
by John the Baptist 
oh my dear frie nd Sebastion 
if I could have only pi erced your Or pheuses, 
would we both be saints now 

somet i mes I fe el like a motherless chi l d. 
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hl>' hair'is 'slu'.;hcly r,reasv. lt hanRs ln " clumps about 
h i s fa c e . hi~ ears. his na pe of neck. his brovs are full 
~.,..,,_,dark and Curroweool . underneath ~ his eyes <st ill and 
~ ~ci.Q.O..'. t .• JIUl.11 e . they don ' t blink . i can see his 
nost ri ls opening and c l osing so i know he's breac hing. 
sti ll. his_mouth ~n Po wecy t.e.ci.pcing bu~ always sealed shut. 
he "oar.s his skin·<like a shroud so pale and unblemi shed . 
Cod wa s her~ it says, a ~d~ of ~ ; neuy marbled...Lo.un. his 
shoulder s are supported by biceps so s trong on el bows, sliP,htly 
ben t f rom wide forearms, joined by strong hands spread, with 
s~i a sensuous fingers spread apart supporting all this. so 
far on a d r esser t hat stands in fron t of t he mir r or . 
h~s chest is pumpe~1 clean of any ha ir , two tiny pink 
n1opl es rest on t wo mounds qu iet \}i trace t he cent er of his 
body down to where his navel exist amongst a gentle roll 
of flesh. his buttocks, hairy legs , and other.,!Fd-tals are 
concealed beneath a pair of smoke smelly jeans t ha t a re 
unbu tt oned and ready . 

it's almosL morning nov. t he rays o f sun ar~ str~ining 
~through the sli t in the curtain . the~ight is 
filt ering through the shee r material past the heavy fabric. 

t he most beau ti ful boy8'can imagine stares scca rgltt­
~at himself in t<ke mi ~ror. he's pe rfect in the morning. 
~he's perfect all the time . he's standing mesmeri zed 
with hi mse lf. i wonder what is he looking for. the room 
seems cold .l'the automatic a ir condi tioner hums then ra ttles 
making its presence knovn . maybe it's time to get up, to 
sho,..er. nobody bothers to che'ck the time . things are 
happe nin~ now,.., i . J...,. I.. 

the bed sheets are in various fo lds. blonke ts are spread 
a nd seperated. someone did'nt sleep too ve ll. on one side 
of .the bed i' m leaning on an e lbov. i1'1t rying to prop myself 
up to look at him. m~ ybe he'l l make t he first move. my other 
ha nd is hidd en under the covers vith the rest of my body. 
t 'm c~ fond l ing myse lf. i'm t hinking he knows what i'm 
do ing but pr obably does'nt mind. this i- incro~ 
~c~e. . 

the next vords spoken f all from my lips." .-,. it ' s 
not chat bi g of a deal ", i say. f irst his eyes start 
to look at me "":rnd li_hen with tremendous effort his whole 
body begin{jto turn to face me. vhen the moves are complete 
i can see all this is taking too much effort~ the body 

'•' wi t h his for m climbs on to the bed. hi s jeans sl ip dovn a bit 
and i can see his t hick pat ch of pubes. his hands, those finge rs 
are beginning to reach out fo r me. before he can 
compl ete this maneuver i s-top play:i~ 
r each ou t to hil:\.i pause . i- tet1li11J1 ffly-*4y-l.;.l.ll.g.a.u-g.e... 

i lay back on the pillov lettig the arm i was leanin& on 
ex t end out, my ot her arm· falls accoss my chest, my eyes 
c lo se. a t these times coo much knovledge is needed, too 
much e xpe rience i don't have. the las t thing i cemcmber 
be fore closing my eyes are the blotchy patterns the spatKie 
on the ceiling makes. i want to remember vhat he l ooks l ike , 
wher e we are in posit i on to each other, what happened last 
night. i can't remeber him at all and i don't know how we ' ve 
gotten to th is point. 

suddenly i can feel his head settling in the crux of 
my armpit . his body is close to mine. i can really s mel l 
hi m now. i guess i sme l l as bad as he does. i turn my head 
to look at him, my nose gets al l smoos hed, i open my eyes. 
i'm so close to his flesh i can see eve ~y poor. i exhale 
onto his neck. the varm breathe creates goose flesh on his 
neck. it gives me some sort of relief to th i nk i've done 
somethi ng to ef f e c t.change, or d i sturb h i m. he lets out 
a moan or sigh.we a re two people together in this situation, 
but * · "hat events really lead t o us t:.mll/f.,..... !wili. •Yciainmlllf. 
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From petersen Fri Oct 14°':47:0S 1994 
From: pe~ (Michael Petersen -··---~ lil' ..... t•lllSS•tk) 
To:~ 
Subiect: lmprcss:ions 
Cl-Uteation: -'Propridary:loterual Use Ooly 

Improssions ... like dents in the air. 

They take a l ong tilne to fade, and eventually t he air 9ets so 
clutter ed up with these ••. dents - that you can't see anything, 
and you don't want to, because thingo that: happened a long time 
aqo are so much more interesting, and they're c lear, like 
bubbles in tho glass. 

But eventually there's so ina.ny bubbles in t:l-.e glass that it: 
just: turns white, and then you havo to go away, and sit in a 
dark place for a while, and breathe, and when you' re done 
breathing you come out in the world ;µid tbe air · well, it's 
hard to describe, it's like a ..• lilto a snow-<1ane, that's boon 
sitting on the shelf for a long t.i.:ne, and even the tiniest 
tiniest flakes have fallen t:o the bottom, and you ca..-. seo every 
little notch on the reindooro' antlers. It's like a morning 
with no wind. 

~nd when you move - or someone olse moves, because you're 
wa.iting, you're trying to j ust hold yourself there, bold the 
moment, and the move stays there. before and a!ter, it stays in 
the air, it: makes a dent, it's al: there - then you'.re just 
like •. . well .... wel come baek. 
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(! TAKES EVERY OU~CE OF PAT I E~CE 
CONCENTRAT I ON C E~TR I FUGES TOWARDS THE RE&EL 
THE REBEL REFUSES TO SEE HE'S OUTC LASS£~ 
OUTCAST AND ~lSAPPROPR1ATED 
~OW THERE I S NO LOVE BUT HATE IS JUST AS STRONG 
HB SITS STOLEN MOMENTS W~ITING FOR AWKWARD~ZSS 
THE PARASITE GLANCES TO AND FRO AND TO AGA IN 
CONT ROL REELS THE MA1NSTAY 
THE REBEL PLASHES A PICTURE POSTCARD 
THE SA I NTS FLY OVER HEAD ON THEIR YAY TO SALVATION 
SALVAT I ON IS A HOME BOMBED DUR ING THE WAR 
POUR WAL LS ARE LEFT IN TATTERS 
THE DOOR WILL OPEN WITH NO ROOF 
SMOKE COM ES our OF TWO CHIMNEYS 
I LIKEN IT TO THE CHURCH OF THE "LAST SUPPER " 
bEAUTY BASK IN THE CORNEA OF MISANTHROPE 
STOLEN MOMENTS ASK A FAVOR OP HIM 
ADVANCI NG PAST THE ARTERY OF LIFE 
THE REBEL WI LL SWALLOW MUCOUS FOR YOUR PLEASURE 
CATASTROPHE, MYSTERY, WAS TE BRING DOWN THE CURTAIN 
HO LY SCHOLARS ARE LURKING BEHI ND HIS MASK 
REMEMBERING TH E CRIES OF THE TERR IBLE INFANT 
HIS WHIMPERS PARADED ON A CAROUSEL CHARGER 
HE GAINED ON THE SUPERIORI TY OF AN INFERIORITY 
WEAKNESS PREVAILS AND SITS KNITTING 
ONCE AND A WHILE SOLITUDE HITS THE STREET 
THE SAINTS PLY OVER HEAD SEVERAL THIES OVER 
THE SKYS ARE ON FIRE TOO 
THE REBEL KNOWS VERY WELL WHAT IS GO ING ON 
CRUCIFIED O~ CROSSES YET THEY FLY 
MAJESTY GIVES THEM STRENGTH TO FLY ... TO FLY 
THEY SM I LE SO GENEROUSLY ON ME 
THE CROSS HANGS SUSPENDED IN THE HOUSE 
ON HOPE, BY SPIRIT, WITH LOVE 
HE IS ALWAYS TAN AND TATOOED 
THE REBEL WILL CONCENTRATE AND ALLOW CONDOLENCE 
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I feel empowered wit h the ~~R1 n~ an~~ r 
o f a guy who ha s r ecently hJd h1 s life support cut off 
1 do not know why this happens 
we who ha ve spoken 
some who had h i dden for so l ong a nd found no re l i e f 
i do not understand t he next brea t he t hat is not the re 
w~ s t t ugg le to f i nal l y re a lize our reason fo r l i ving 
it takes so long t o f i nd the voic e from wi thin 
it takes a long time to f i gu r e ou t the argument , 
t he side ~ou wil l t a ke 
f inall y you s tand your ground 
you decid e ch i s i s my ca lling; 
the r eason i am her e , t his is what l am meant co do 
but then the ball i s rolling 
life i tsel f is d i stingui shed , 
i mea n , total l y the end ! 
i t could be yo u ! 
you cou ld d1e in one second 
what would i t all mean 
wil l the re be a nyone t he re to re pl ac e you , 
or con t inue what took so long t o f ind 
to Randy Pields i am angry fo r you now 
you ace now one of the many 
wil l your f i r ger poi n t ed a t the guilty be in vain 
i d i d not always agree wi th t he di r ec t ion of your anger 
e very word every action might make a d if ference 
if someone on t his ear th coul d stop t his disease 
no pri ce would be too hi gh 
what ma t t ers is you wou ld be ali ve 
you c ould be her e tommorr ov a nd t he nex t 
days t ha t are yours wo uld be. 
how can s omeone j ust be gone 1 
death seemed to be so g r adual , 
l ik e leaves falling in ?pr epara t ion for the winter 

Polyester 
t he clouds gather and t he rain f a l l s 
i can l i ve vith that cycle of nature 
bu t when t he s un shin es 
and t he rain fall s 
i do not understand 
i wonder if a nyone who is not HI V pos i t ive, 
knows the f e a r of a no ther AI DS death 
you will suddenly stop br eathing 
the re wi l l be no indication of de a Lh 
i do not accep t this, how could a nyone e l se? 
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oh to be seventeen and know of the good t hing 
"i t ' s instant gratificat i on" she says 
she ' ll set t le for d ry hump ing, most l y 
i knew her as a girl, she hung a jock on her rearvie• 
i only hated her because i vas jealous 
i still t hought a person had to blov 
i t's t he opposite now i know 
now he say s he misses me 
so thin so tight so sinevy 
i wi sh he would be my l e ve e 
it ' s different for him, and he seeks t he opposite 
show me that belly, oh i f you'd by som j elly 
anyway sucking him would be l ike leading him on a leash 
some t imes i would peek 
i admire t he brilliance and the gleem o f his t eeth 
oh my i chink i dropped somet hing 
oh yes here it is right by your .. . 
foot 
dear i can't seem to b reathe and don' t say it 
i must ask you not to stroke my neck 
of course i would feel bet t e r not knowing you 
t o be seventeen and know of the good t hing 

inq uis itive l y , i mperat ive ly 
i pray in tear s cc t hee 
vis i ons o f saint peter bring me sight of death of bl i gh t 
i belie ve in christ 
i have c ried evecy night 
instinctively, desperately 
i pr ay in chan t s of j . d . salinger 
visions of clouds pass quickly no t l inger 
one day i sa~ st. matthew 
he va~ bl ack , the bible never men t ions bl ack or vhite 
every day i wa i t f or the next 
i pcay every night for tommorrow 
1 believe in Christ 
l or d jesus chris t have mercy on my soul 
i cry myse l f to sleep most nights 
i pray for the next day to be over 
one ni ght in a dream st. peter visited me, 
a night in the l ast year of my life 
i have lived hard and f ull and gaven love for strife 
i had many prayers answered 
i believe in j esus christ 
vhen i vas 17 he spoke to me 
i a m not a prophet 
i knov not what god i s or i f heaven exist 
there is a god because i have answers 
i cry almost every night determi neabl ey 
there are answe r s made clear by someone vho hears me cry 
someone spoke to me before i died, almost died 
i cry vhen i' m alone but i'm no t a lone 
drudgery and dreams have come the same 
vhen i am alone i cry, i am happy sometimes 
uhen the re is a voice i know 
i knov something d ifferen t 
i knov a l ot of t hings are different 
i go to bed each nigh t before dawn 
the clouds never linger 



Hate 

I will not feel anything more 
rapture of you a befallen il l 
a cof f in arrives with vour na~e on't 
words like honey dribbie down 
I neve r loved you, I neve r cared 
songs l ike, I only used you, 
not for pleasure but d is pair 

untitled 

being young is never easy 
dancing yourself in t o a frenzy 
wake, vork, shover, r ush 
dr ink, dance, seek, rush 
dance, love , wake, rush 
spending the days drcamine o f night s 
restraining your sanity with all might 

'* As Yet Un titled 

softly , faintly in the dis tance 
swaying gentley on a breeze 
words from a song i heard long ago 
what have 1 done foe love 
can· I not regret such actions nov 
what would it be ; l ove or life 
t he sme ll r ising off your flesh 
things I ask of you whe n we're alone 
you r sexy s mile , t he look in your eyes 
too much is beauty not for one ~an to own 
oh , but I know I can't ovn you 
in this world nothing can bind us t ogether 
your secre ts are your own 
and oh my boy I have secrets 
I want you i n my life but how do I ma ke i t so 
here i n my heart, my mind I do not know. 
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fo r Jeremy Collete ( still) 

When at first i see you 
try, I try again 
the sveetest thi ng fo r me is you 
you fulfill my sveet looth 
Oh, hov I love you 
to see you aRa in and again 
bow nov i long to d rink of thee 
i v1sh you to be v it h me 
i ns ide me 

"'.>+:I \ 

inside my hear t pounds t hinking of love for you 
l cry vhen I'm with you, I c r y avay from you 
I l ove you I do 
vhe n at la s t I se e you 
a t ear vi ll flo w 
I can only think to be near you 
I can not say I love you because you do no t know 
Oh, hov i love you 
despite t he love ue have made so many times i n a rov 
it kil l s me because you can not know 
I l ove you and have not told you though, 
if you love me t oo let it be so 
this painful ignorance v e s hare 
~akes me giggle and cry in your p resence 
in your arms so gent l y , laying still 
I knov love is t her e, 

for Jona thon Coe tte 

You t h vi ri lity and a rrogance 
hanging before my face 
like a door wi th a heavy knocker 
i can not li ft t he swinger 
"you put me i n an awkvard s i tuatfon .. 
"sor t of l ike my hea rt is v i th you not my body" 
"silvaden is a cream t hat will leave no scar " 
" but baby, you ' r e a star" 
.. remember how i t used t o be between us ?" 
before or after Joan l eft that is 
vhat i keep telling you, if i t can be us 
than ve can be happy 
don ' t you remember i n t he begi nn i ng 
in t he beginning i vas hurt from anothe r 
ve found a new bond os men ve share 
i forgot about t he boy and accepted the man 
our f igh t is your ovn, you can not mature 
t he boy li ves on inside you, resides, besides 
you are still so young , so luscious , so fair 
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Weed s d ispelled what actions motivated. Going doun on you 
riding up elevators. Shafts ~nd sh1:ts and you could'nt 
embrace me. Incongruent rea~tions mo tivated me to a higher 
c lass inaanity, but you could not accept me or what r 
wanted too give you. Desperate in m1dnights loneliness 
whether l love you or not I wanted to love you. Indecisively 
ignor2ant you wanted to love som~body. 
On a bri l liantly sunny afterno on I stood above you. the .sun 
splintered . tuo fish suam in a boul that uas to be s urreal . 
T1Jo fish uere indifferent t o eggbeaters . lncouragible , 
fallabl e, passively you gave in for one afternoon. A short 
passionate breat he filled my lungs. Struggling a~ each vocal 
attempt. I juggled backwa rds swallowing hooks and balancing 
books, tense ly bating an embiciles circus . I cry for the loss 
r.iy heart feels . 
On pine f l oors I pinned you knowi ng the pa in would bring you 
pleasure. At l ast you felt you loved me . I ask only fo r that 
feel ing. I ask only fo r feeling. Beauty banishes vha t common 
looks cling to. Li ke knives each complemen t received brings 
blood in tears from arteri es to eyes. 
If confide nce vou ld have persisted my offer i ng vould have 
answered your prayers, but for you there i s no God you are 
your only God. 
Hungry for intellectual st i mulous you haggard your handsome 
and ugly your vanity. Though your Dor ian Gray is a woman's 
murky ovum you are none the less a dandy. fortune sensuously 
emerges for your forever youth . Truth if truth be known ; 
social is a mounta in you c l imb vith an elk's g race. 
And social is a mountain r have climbed to the last grip of 
the rope, vhich is the last g rip to my il l fa te . My glass 
head has shatter ed, my eyes are bluer than your s because I 
am bl ue. Manifested in app~opriation none of this makes sense 
and I love someone vbo doesn't exi st but never did. 
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WAIT! WAIT! 

Do not scratch until you receive instructions from the film. 
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