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ntombed in warped wood,

Oil on wood panel, 10 x 8 in
| h e M u Se you paint me onto your canvas. | " Pe e

Sweat glistens across my back,

forming constellations.

You watch my body
as it translates the cosmos.

The rise and fall of my breathing
you call hypnotic.

You needed to know me,
my indents and slopes—

so you starved your body,
became the oak tree in your childhood yard.

Your hands are stained
apocalyptic red and damselfish blue.

You bleed absinthe.
Track marks race up your arms.

Night falls and I fall upon you,

place images in your mind.

[ am inside you,
the voice that whispers fire.
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