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Returning to the Bastille

Beyond the gaze of the gilded 
statue with his torch and broken
chain, after our high school tour 
guide turned us loose, liquor 
and French syllables slipping 
from our lips, You shouldn’t 
love me so much, you said 
before blacking out. I said 
something I would repeat 
to myself later, I’m sorry. 
Back at the hotel, we smoked 
rolled cigarettes, twisted 
our wrists through the slotted 
balcony bars. Inside the room 
bodies and bottles, one boy fingered 
your bra strap, another tongued 
your ear, the third held a camera
and made a record of you
trying to disappear. Watching 
you with them was like 
watching wild creatures crowd 
a clutch of bloody muscle. 
I thought then that the worst 
part was already knowing 
what they’d find with you: 
a relief of warmth, a body 
abandoning itself, a girl 
open to obliteration. Now 
I see what I wanted from you 
was not different enough.


