you need a
temperature of
1800 to turna
heart to ash
fire needs no
fork at the
feast
mourners are
a collective
memory
under
stood
by my 9th
funeral of
friends who
died of AIDS
I'd like to see
you try telling the
heart it has to leave
we get new feet when
we reincarnate
I'm always
so excited
to see them
aren't you



