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Intoxication
Intoxication;
Pulsing, vibrant orange sensations.
Finding ease in his brilliant light, 
While tasting exuberant delight.
Painted like golden silent lakes,
He said he couldn’t stop the rain

From falling down on me again

But that he’d hold me til it went away.
So I beg God to grant me film

And capture this immortal ecstasy;
Reborn at every familiar touch

I am carved by his cottony promise,
Revolutionized by his word, his smile,
So with old red wooden matches,
He’s set my boxed in world afire.
