MAYA:

Am I so difficult to please?

Are my blind-spots bigger than my sightlines?

I’m not a fucking mountain. No man has been lost trying to climb me.

Lazy, lazy boys with poor vocabularies and poor judgment.

Grab-ass fucking half-wit amateurs.  Illiterate, lop-sided mouth-breathing teenagers.

My body is a difficult curriculum.  My lovers are failing students. 

Do I demand too much of my pupils?  No.

Nobody wants to be excellent anymore.

Nobody tries hard enough to please me.

These stupid dresses.

What a farce.

What a lousy smoke signal to no one.  

If I wrote instructions on my forehead no one would read them.  If I had two mouths I would miss twice as many kisses.  If I had two cunts I would be doubly empty.

What do I want with their sour ingredients anyway.  Bullshit.

Let them come to me with their tongues and their buds, let them earn my automatic response. 

But they won’t.  They can’t.  I’m illegible. 

Everyone talks and talks and talks, spitting words from dry lips, from behind blank seagull eyes.  Fucking rat bird scavengers.  Buzzards circling.  They smell my libido.  Wasting away from lack of water and human touch.  They are waiting for my immune system to fail. They will rush in and pick my corpse to make their nest, pull away my parts to make obedient puppets.    

Why am I this way?  What’s the joke?  I don’t get it.  Born symmetrical in a crooked world of fumblers and… faggots.  Caring too much about the wrong things.

I need more mirrors in my life.  Better lighting.  Less men.  More Maya.  Stupid words.  

PRINCE:

Walls. Walls walls walls. Ceiling floor window window corpse. Ghost and ghosts, ghosts and ghosts. And a few mice. That’s all we have. That’s all there is. We did not save anything. I did not save anything. Its all here. Everything I have is moth-eaten, covered in dust. Every organ, every bone, my oldest possessions, riddled with disease and decay. The usual. I’m not special. I am grit under the toenail of God, preparing to be cleaned out and flicked away. A fly in the soup, a stain on the wall. Maybe not a stain. A stain is a promise. A promise to stay. I am not a stain. I’m not that lucky. I’ll be gone before I know it. No goodbyes. 

Will you be waiting for me?  Francis?  Will my son be my judge?  Is there room in heaven for stubborn fathers that foolishly cling to life?  Francis? How lonely it must be, waiting for companions in death.  Don’t hold it against me.  I have so much starting over to do.  Missed my chance.
