MARILYN KALLET

Falling Out

According to Le Monde, désamour reigns
between nations, which means
falling out of love,

Triptik
to forget it.
Dice your love

and make
a tapenade.
Serve on hard toast.

I have tried falling out,
my yearning
more rock wall

than slide.
Let’s scale
down,

de-escalate
to mere
crush.



Désamour.
Désamour mucho.
Can’t come back

to never.
What does wind
know, stripping limbs?

According to Le Monde,
there has been a
decrescendo,

but in my dreams
your face is sharp,
foreground to infinity.

You are
mountains
waving yoo-hoo

to molehills,
nothing gained or lost.
In this country of mistrals

you are no less
beautiful,
at home in fierce wind.

I translate your flesh
into words,
your beauty

a touch
less ravaging
in song.
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