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Side A 

maidens like moths 

 
 

you are a woman in water 

cloaked in lasting blood 

blood that has never 

been 

yours 

as you swim 

it licks the liquid in streams 

and fish begin to die 

when breathing its red life 

a land mass is needed 

craved 

for clueless revolving smoke 

crutching the bends with no reasoning 

at all 

but how to get there 

a ship 

the woman sees a ship 

surely this will get her to peaks 

of moist lusts 

on soil 

the wood on the ship feels fine 

and for a moment 

she chants to the traveled vessel 

tales of hope 

and detailed love stumblings 

this ship will never get me to ground 

she says 

after a few greying months 

she lifts her bloody body to the side 

and as her feet meet gravity 

in momentous 

whirling air 

the ship begins to sink 

she swims away 

whispering 

“why are you sinking 

i just needed to be in the water 

this new blood 

was beginning to dry 

i am sorry 

i just needed to be alone 

in the water” 

as she swims to another close by ship 

the woman reeks of twenty four years 

of blood now 

blood like oil 

blood like a dolls eyes 

like the sperm she loved on her chest 

and inside of her 

sometimes on the ass 

blood like saliva 

like guilt 

blood of superficial fucking the way 

up the social ladder 

blood of false power 

no power 

the woman saturated her mornings and nights 

in all of this 



blood 

swimming to the new ship with burial waves 

plowing the distance from sunken 

bodies 

that once loved embrace 

now dead in the water 

the woman of the sea 

the child searching for 

no  

thing 

tangible 

waits on that ship destined for the return 

to treading water 

i can already feel 

the hull breach 

i can hear singing 

of the sirens 

listless 

lacking 

devotion 

paddling away 

as I break my wooden bones 

on ending depths 

my liquid is a deep amber now 

murky with a parents poison 

as I am dragged along 

by a line 

lying to the heart 

and also 

to the morning 

fog 

 
Liner Notes: This poem is included IN TERMS OF BIASED WORDS (© Cole Dunn, 3/3/2014). Chapbook available for purchase; email aloneineyes@gmail.com for more 

information. 
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Side B 

salvaged landscapes 

play it with a glory filled 

masturbatory 

silent way of thinking and perceiving 

the world 

the life 

such grand and beautiful viewings 

of the skirt that went abysmal 

and low 

low 

low 

and favored to a son that 

touched nothing before 

ever 

nothing ever 

and you hugged me as if it were 

something in a way 

of salvaged landscapes 

practiced in a purpose 

and long 

removed 

in the artistic endeavor at hand 

such a driving force 

when blue 

and white 

and red 

and green 

and then yellow 

proposition your interest to something 

greater and more fortune 

filled 

less of a sorrow 

and entirely more sown and brilliant 

that follows the word until it has been 

dead for too long 

dead for us both 

transmitting the love in reverence 

and summoning a touch 

all of the witnesses are 

kneeling at a mountain so long 

plucked 

from the ritual of tasks 

my family died for 

and you are on a horse 

and you are on a horse 

and you are on a horse 

you the experience 

that drives me on 

 

Liner Notes: This poem appears in DETERGE (© Cole Dunn, 2/16/2015). Chapbook available for purchase; email aloneineyes@gmail.com for more information.  
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