Gunshot Wounds

Red paper plastered on my wall tattered with twenty tiny holes.
I hung it up
the day my neck smelled like gunpowder and happiness

and his lips.

Grey paper plastered on his wall tattered with twenty tiny holes.
He hung it up
the day he called me beautiful and handed me a gun and said,

“take your best shot, baby”.

He took it down the day he left.

I think he threw it away.

Mine still hangs crooked on the wall.

It reminds me of the day I became target practice.

I was never a very good shot.

But trust me, baby, he was.
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