Proof of an Architect 

A clementine, a lisp, an echo,

Sun bobbing on broken coastline.

She lay on a single mattress

On the floor,

Hands and feet sprawled,

With skin seared red and raw.

He skims the green gel across her arms

Behind her thin-skinned knees,

Thumb rolling over curves.

An orange street lamp makes her glow.

From the window Spanish angels sing,

A mustache vibrates bass,

And waits for a virgin stone to grin
Or blood to drip from marble palms.

He wanders alone

And lay against dented steps,
Looking up:

Cathedral shoulders and a stretched neck,

Stained-glass dimples,

Jesus hiding in the forehead,

A square of night above,

And the moon slides in—

Slippery, ecliptic and foreign.

How must it look from there?

He closes his eyes and tips over the edge
She flips through prints and then— 

Barcelona hurtles together 

Like pieces on a string pulled taut. 

