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FRANCESCA BELL

Want

Small wind tonight
and my face pressed
to the flimsy screen.

Owls ghost our hilltop
trees, fledglings
shrilling for food.

They eat their own weight
in rodents every night,
scream and scream,

though their sibling
was found, consumed.
Under their nest box,

what was left:
wings sheared from the body
intact, a few bones,

skull with its working beak.
The brain was devoured,
eye sockets sucked clean.

This is the world I want.
World of hunger.
World of soft breeze and keening.

Lord, let me famish,
devour my body’s weight
in summer evening light,

ache for sky
and the trees’ outline—
a gaping mouth—

against it. Let me be
the dark shape, stark
against what is bright.
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