
Of Your Eyes

With a whip and a whirl and a twirl and a bound
Your hair moves as if the drip drop flop and pop of gravity were nonexistent.
With every move you make, with every twitch and switch from your predestined existence to our 
nonexistent predestination, my stomach tumbles in the abyss of your eyes.
A swirl down the whirlpool of sight brings me to you, capturing one, two, three, infinite spotlights of 
your soul, your everlasting stamp on the envelope that this moment is sending to the future.
“Excuse me ma’m, we can’t send your soul through the postal system, we just can’t handle the weight.”
For if this world’s axis were to revolve around you, the earth would spin into the sun, and we would all 
become the swirling, twirling, curling catastrophe of your eyes.
The first time I looked into those worlds I was lost in the reclusive fantasy of my favorite t.v. series, 
Stargate SG-1, where I am Colonel O’Neil, saving your galaxy from the brink of destruction, while 
breaking as many rules as I can in the process, but you broke them first.
When I had finally arrived through the wormhole of “hello, my name is…” you had already severed the
connection and I was lost in the night sky, with only a comet tail’s trail to follow and lead me to an 
uncharted planet inhabited by myself and my dreams.
You walk among the stalks of rocks that lock you from the night sky for if you were to release the 
abyss that blinds you, that one planet would loom above your head and call you towards it, but you 
would not be able to stop the movement of your eyes.
All stars and rocks that are there would flood the gates and rush down to your feet, coursing through 
your veins with the speed of time, for your eyes were meant to look for bigger dreams, closer stars than
the one that hangs above your head and watches from the farthest reaches of your universe.
I have tried to reach your face and teach you my ways, speak you my language, treat you right, but no 
matter what planet I discover, what life I meet, what distances I cross, how long I travel to you, I 
always end back at that planet, feeding off the leaves of false hope and watching the stars fade away, 
because every time I speak to you, I always get lost in the darkness of your eyes.
So, now I will not continue to communicate the humiliation of my futility in order to facilitate the 
hunger that is mutilating my soul.
I will travel even farther away from you, for I have discovered that what may be the end of your 
universe is just where mine begins, and your current astrological positioning is not stored in my 
database.
I’m sure your comfortable cave of solitude will suit you well, and I may happen to stumble in one day 
to say hello, but the statistical chance of our worlds colliding is about as high as the human race 
walking in on God.
All I know is I have had enough of your eyes.
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