
Revved Up

I settled into that stage like a guppy in its aquarium.
My wires were crossing—the sparks in my head were excruciating—and even in the dead of  night, deep  
under the covers, I could feel those white flashes of  insomnia right down in my toes!
Tomorrow, I'll castrate my guitar of  its vocal cords.
I settled into that stage like a guppy in its aquarium. BIS

What I held between my fingers here was no longer a clit, but a forearm crutch rubbed against the strings of  
my guitar.
But hadn't it been that spark, left behind in each of  the squats?
So I pressed my index finger, reinforced by my middle finger, against it to confirm the vital signs. Nothing!
Not the slightest pulse!
Okay, then!
A jerrycan of  kerosene was waiting to be put to its proper use.
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