
i wait for you to earth my flowers
the sweetpetals the sweetestpetals and all
in fucking sand

to trust a fertile mouth with bulbs gurantees no tulips
and tulips

no spring

i have been dripping
nectar for selfish pricking beaks a March and May too many

still i wait for You, a trowel in hand:
release me from my fleshy robes!
& i wait for You, with shallow roots:
unearth me from my fruitless home!

brazen legs ornam
ent a sacraficial throat&

berries turgid burst
w

hen
tugged:

“never felt
som

eone so eagerly
push
fingers
in a
rotting m

outh.”

(hum
m

ing obvious im
pieties to the Pillars of M

y M
ass)

(strange nam
es that buzz in skulls as m

oths)

snatching
viscous kisses, in grunts:
“et caput im

positis pressit A
m

or pedibus
donec m

e docuit castas odisse puellas”

a cheek bitten by unwelcome bone,
now pulp

 
[bl]ushed teeth for weeks

as limbs let out an unsure wail
towho & forwhat unanswered

(how often do you question hunger

nurse it

deny it)

 

I am not yours to make small.
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