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Stumbling

Thorns, thistle, be careful baby

that's her heart soft, wet, fragile.

He looks at her wanting to eat her up.
She looks delicious, doesn't she?

Vulnerable antique lace
disintegrates easily.

His glass shards invisible,
pierce her skin, even through
the clothes she wears.

The swallows will still fly

over the blackberry bushes

up into the maples.

She's just a girl with tears in her belly
digging in topsoil, planting deception,
linking memoir to history.

Jousting heart,

only she understands this devastation.
Newly slashed her skin pours poison,
oily dark,

staining sheets infiltrating purity.

Never play games with
ornamental lovers.
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Chores

it's not the rain, | know it.
It's these birds
who make that noise.

| hear them.

The noise does not cedase
like your expectations of me:
always wanting more.

That noise
as | go through the motions
on that old bed of ours.

In my head

it's your laundry that I do tonight
the heavy load

shoving your soiled garments
info the machine.

Watching the gyrations
your spin cycle.

Oh, those damn birds!
Their caw, caw, caw.

How can | compose myself
in this clamoring silence?




