Why I Love You

You paste posters of Mao

and Stalin like wallpaper

in the bathroom, say

they remind you of me.

You grind bones of

dromedary camels into

powder pour it into uzo

and say, drink it for its

sexual power.

You hide inside the 

television disguised

as a news anchor and

tell me it’s a trick so

you can watch me

undress.

You throw an old lemon

at a passing coyote and

when he stops to sniff it

you laugh like it’s a Bob

Hope joke.

You grow flowers from 

your ears to attract my

attention as I drive by in

a van with no wheels.

You listen when I speak

even if it makes no sense

leaves you wondering

who I am. 
