
Birth of Venus 
 
God was there  
when woman  
first rose from the ocean,  
naked and unashamed;  
standing on top of a  
painted seashell that  
bore the strokes of a  
man in love. 
 
Her skin is  
sea foam; her  
lips, coral; her  
eyes, swans and sea pearls. 
 
She is a goddess,  
and she does not hesitate  
to bare herself to God  
on the ocean of her  
sheets. He takes her  
nipple in His mouth.  
“Oh, my God. Oh, my God.”  
That, too, is a form of worship. 
 
He eats her out.  
Mussels and abalone.  
Don’t be afraid, He said.  
“I am not afraid,” she answered. 
 
He pulls her  
in, out.  
Down, up.  
He is God, but she is woman.  
He is a slave to her push and pull. 
 
Rivers roil just before peaking over to the edges of a waterfall.  
He rocks into her with the strength  
of a tempest.  
She meets His thrusts  
faithfully, 
walks on the waters unafraid. 
 
 
 



He comes inside her. 
And a glorious riptide flows  
from in between her legs 
when He pulls out;  
it feels like freedom, the heads of  
1,000 girls breaking through the  
surface of the Jordan. 

 



Garden 
 

Play with my hair. 
Jasmine and clematis. 

Comb out the brambles with your fingers; 
your touch will weave honeysuckle into the stands,  

which will, in turn,  
thrive under your devotion. 

 
I know this  

because I trust you  
to love me enough  

to behold the spring roses, 
the faunlets and the nymphets,  

without plucking them from the soil. 
 

Pay close attention now  
to the flower blooming from the bush in between my thighs. 

This is a sacrament.  
Treat me as such. 

 
My lips are cherries  

whose stems you tie into knots  
with your name. 

Take off your clothes;  
we are on holy ground. 

 
You may now pluck the apple from the apple tree. 

“Do this in memory of me.” 
 

Kiss me with the kisses of your mouth.  
You taste like holy wine.  

 
“The body of Christ.” 

 
Amen. 

 
 

 
 
 



She likes making lists  
(and though you’re a fucking poet, you so desperately want to be like her.) 
 
So: 
1. When he comes home, kiss his lips. 
 

Trail your kisses down  
to his shoulder. Wait for  

him to offer his neck  
before kissing him there too. 

 
2. Lick him. Tell him you love the way he tastes. 
 

You’re hungry for him.  
Thirsty for him.  

And only he can satisfy.  
He gets off on this. 

 
3. Don’t be afraid to hickey the shit out of him. 
 

He is a vain god;  
make him wear  

your bruises like  
precious stones. 

 
4. Nip at his neck. His nipples. Lick a trail down the path of hair below his belly. 
 

Your tongue will be  
of the prophets; part  

his legs like holy waters  
and proclaim salvation  

at the taste of his divinity. 
 
5. Engulf the root of his sin whole. Choke on it. Release. 
 

He if a faithless god;  
but your religion demands  
your submission. He is a  

god; you are only his wife. 
 
6. Lap at the head while stroking the shaft. Tongue that shit. 
 

 
 
 



He is a lustful god.  
Wash away his sin  

with your spit;  
the covenant between  
the lover and beloved.  
Keep him satisfied and  

maybe he’ll stay. 
 
7. Repeat steps 5 and 6 until he starts to beg. 
 

Brand him with  
your lips so that  

she can taste who  
he really belongs to. 

 
And then 
8. Slowly drag him in. Down. Up. 
9. Tease the tip. Then engulf him whole. Sit down on that shit. 
 

This is your throne.  
He may be your god  

but you are his queen.  
His rightful queen.  

Subject him to the dominion  
of your thighs. 

 
10. Control the pace. 
 

Drag out the unraveling time.  
Oh, my god.  
Oh, my god.  

Eternity exists only in the space  
he fills in between your hips.  
Communion and matrimony. 

 
11. Ask him: “Where do you want me?” He will ask you to kneel. 
 

He is still your god. 
 
12. When he comes, let not a drop go to waste. Swallow everything. 
 
 
 
 
 



He is still your god.  
Your absent, faithless god.  

You’ve been wanting him, for  
him in the desert since he left you  

for that business meeting last  
Thursday, only to come home  

four days later smelling  
of her perfume again. 

 
13. Come at the taste of him. 
 

He is still your god.  
Your absent, faithless god.  
Grief sedated by orgasm.  

Orgasm heightened by grief.  
Why? Why? Why? 

 
 
(Tears like holy water. Your god is unseeing. How long will you remain a slave to the 
ring he takes off every time he leaves?) 



Confirmation 
 

Tell me the story of my father,  
the magician, 

whom all the women  
of my blood but me  

know by name. 
 
 
Oh, he wore a top hat just like any other man. 
 
Conjurer, they called  
him—for he could call forth  
doves from a cage in  
my chest and pull silk  
out of my loins like  
waterfalls. 
 
He had a beautiful black coat that could hide card decks and the most colorful flowers. 
And white gloves, too! 
 
He laid healing hands  
on my breasts and pulled  
flowers from my throat; a  
garden that he had cultivated  
himself from the moment he  
called me up to the stage, where  
I then mistook the bulge in his  
pants for the Ace of Hearts that  
I forgot he’d slid out of his sleeve  
before his performance. 
 
Shuffle the deck, he asked us,  
the women with names given by  
our mothers and their mothers  
before them. 
Pick a card, any card.  
Pull it out of the deck—don’t show it to me!  
Write your name on it. Blow it.  
Give it back to me.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



He will shuffle the deck,  
and you will lose yourself in his fingers until he pulls out— 
a card.  
“Is this your card?”  
It won’t be your card, 
but it will have your name.  
 
And finally: what’s a wizard without his wand? 
 
Swish and flick.  
Confetti and smoke. 
He was a master of illusion,  
and the way he handled my  
heart was his sleight of hand. 
 
My lovely assistant, he called  
us on the stage; the women whose  
new names were cards on a face-down deck, 
the women who swallowed swords for him,  
and from whose cracked hips he pulled  
out silk and blood and new life. 
 
Magician, we called him— 
all the women he asked to  
help him perfect his illusions.  
My mother and her mother  
before her. We became the  
nameless women  
he sawed in half,  
but had forgotten to pull back together again. 



Confession 
 
Bless me, Father, for I have sinned.  
I don’t know how long it’s been since my last confession. 
 
I’ve been nothing  
but good for my  
father; but you look  
nothing like him,  
who taught me how  
to bend at the waist  
of a god who bore  
only his image; 
 
who taught me that  
holy ground existed  
only in the spaces  
where he could loom  
above me—his humble  
servant hungering for  
the body and blood of  
a flesh-born god. 
 
Don’t be afraid, Father.  
I’ve been a good boy for my daddy; I can be good for you too.  
I know that you know it.  
The head of a crucifix tents your robe.  
You’re so big.  
 
Please, teach me the  
art of erecting a temple  
out of cracked wooden  
pews and my Sunday’s best. 
 
Touch me, Father, for I have sinned.  
You are everything like my father.  
He was a priest too,  
and my mother,  
his devoted follower. 
 
Bring me to my knees.  
The past and the future  
merge  
to meet us here. 


