And just like that, it's done.
The tasteless canine heat,

has been sucked into a mustard
vortex or transformed with a large

unguided flick. Between concrete,

petals have turned to iron,
they weight, hanged on their stems, toward
hard, starving tar. Sunrise is fraud.

The creep of the wintered bee
tastes cold like moistened soil:
a green chance for grass, freckles’

glissade down the insatiable
brown stalks. Sallow fog slips between

the tight mouths of trees and clouds and palms

me close. In these aged days,
paling, | am kept, safe,

and quietly unknown.
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