
Amber Atiya 

 

 

if my slumlord allowed pets 

 

i’d adopt every  

after hour paw  

mauled in battle 

 

trimmed with scabs  

toppling trash  

for fries & wing tips  

 

fur splattered  

with egg foo young 

 

these streets  

weren’t paved  

for tenderness 

 

a tabby’s pregnant belly  

low-hanging  

as a rain cloud 

 

a swollen nimbus 

grazing the ground 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


