Vaginal stockings

Legs – knives in clotted cream.

Unpeel the layers 

Strip the rings, the years

The bark mobbed with aliens

Bacilli cluster on every cell

An ant drags fat aphids to a queen.

Forests fall and burn

Somewhere else. 

Somewhere else your legs immerse 

Themselves

Water, bedding, sheer

A razor runs their length

Soap slides and breaks itself

Bursting in the air

A momentary brush without

A care for me.

I cannot stalk your every thought. 

I cannot grow there. 

Roots of weeds – profligate

Hungry. Graceless desire

Of spilled paint – tongues across

The skim of waste

The base, the floor, the earth. 

The fragility of all we’ve killed –

Some graceless, without grace

Wings without flight, eyes without

Sight. 

Leaves tremble – without fright.

I fear a hunger without end.

There is no end to hunger 

A quietus does not quiet its march

A wall of flame approaches modest light

And swallows all. 

Awl and bore, the bark

Is born on flames

Embarked upon

Buffeted by acrid puffs

Sales are down. 

Greek fire still immolates

