Paris Massacre
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Limbs of two hundred
Collapsed into the autumnal
Calm of the River Seine

Their conscious consented to
Bullets and batons

This city’s innocence,
As ashen as its sky,
Lies in the Eiffel’s lights.

1I
Paris is fiction

On black and white celluloid at Sunday dusk
Under withering coral covers and clove gust

A phantom city resurrected

For every camera lens
In every inked verse
With every brush stroke

111
The city lights dim
The city crimes ascending to the sky

The souls of the city limbs
Under the River Seine,
The October’s clandestine myeloma

v

The city fades to black
With every rising eyelid
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