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Dear Reader, riots break out all the time
And reading can be like a wound wound-up & belonging broken

That even its face is an asteroid of bones & bloom

(You would be surprised where we found homes)

Some of us have elegies that ache

Others, just cry inink & fissure

If, bondage were authentic, who would unwind me?

Dear Reader, what are your safe words

When black scrapes out the omission of bodies ducked down?
You remind me, the omission is always omniscient

Dear Reader, lost in the lattice of labor: Memory ::
Forms each summer that my family  picked your fruit

Looking into the gaping (w)holes | see cartographers, invertebrate spirits & sacks
Of joy centered on catastrophe
Of eye-blot blue

If only there were more aches in language ::

Dear Reader, at times | am territorial

10 cents:: 10 cents :: 10 cents ::

My mother had a tongue

It was a pixelated grief: cut out of

A treaty | never signed

A synthetic appropriation



In trinkets
Metis / Metis / Metis
In bodies that were not ours but stones that did seem to belong
As cathedrals, we came to the Lake Open but exhausted
Against empires
Drinking blurred gin  Floral exceeding the frame
Making fires with our corrugated mouths
And silently eating the city  Until

Nothing
Was left

Shadowless against my stories



