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        For everyone who has ever felt

        like the world wanted to burn you alive.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A GRIMACE IN TRUTH

          

        

      

    

    
      I have suffered men like

      you for centuries.

      it’s woven in deep— in bones & veins,

      in all the small spaces

      they/the devil can seep into.

      so, my dear, I smile—a grimace in truth.

      a spell to make them put down

      the pitchfork, to put down

      the words shaped like guns.

      I have suffered men like you

      for your benefit,

      my survival.

      up the ladder & out the window,

      when the fire burns too bright.

      I have suffered for tradition,

      for circles that eat tails, devour heart.

      a grimace in truth, a heart made of decay.

      it’s woven in deep— in bones & veins.

      I will root you out of all the small

      spaces you seep into.

      I have suffered men like you,

      but I will not anymore.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SO WE BURN HER

          

        

      

    

    
      the red hair & the hate speech.

      the plastic face

      & the false apologies.

      so yes, we burn her.

      we tie her to the stake.

      gather our loved ones to watch.

      we revel.

      we laugh.

      we cheer in the crowd.

      justice at last.

      comeuppance.

      all she deserves.

      here now, we burn her.

      the red hair & the black heart.

      we watch her titles fall to ash.

      we watch her secrets wither away.

      with still breath, we burn her.

      & what do we become in the end?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LIKE SNAKES

          

        

      

    

    
      they have taken from me.

      gossip like snakes in a garden.

      eyes like orbs in the night, haunting,

      stripping the cold from me.

      making me warm & belly up—

      starving for their grace.

      they have taken from me.

      small town pyres.

      small town regret.

      I have taken from them, too.

      their secrets laid bare.

      spells they cannot undo,

      books filled with their misery.

      we take— humans & witches

      & the fire we both wield.

      we take until these bones break,

      until we starve for grace.

      belly up, & six feet below.

      we are all whispering to the worms in the end.

      like snakes with no garden left.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THIS WITCH

          

        

      

    

    
      with the cold stare.

      with the voice made of knives

      & the thick-brim hat,

      full of venom

      & all you call spells

      & weaponry.

      all she calls charms & self-reliance.

      this witch with the skin you cannot touch.

      with the limbs you cannot pull apart.

      with the time you cannot steal.

      you’re all lips & desire, & she cannot

      stop being the wind,

      the smoke in the air.

      this witch with all you want,

      all you’ll burn if she

      does not hand it over willingly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BONFIRE BRETHREN

          

        

      

    

    
      the broke, the able-bodied,

      they have been strung up.

      I have grown tall in these woods, wiry,

      woken but weary.

      small memories that have made

      me this woman/witch are cocooned.

      sleepy butterflies that crawl forth ugly,

      not as they dreamt.

      the crowd says I cannot love

      the mud I once walked on.

      all that is quaint & quiet is home

      to ugly judgment,

      inbred ideas of burnt orange,

      whiskey wrongs.

      I pull apart the trees on the lawn

      & place them in my pocket,

      for safe keeping.

      there is small beauty in

      what can come from these damned bits.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE SKELETON LEAVES

          

        

      

    

    
      the party & I am empty.

      no hollow chest to nestle,

      no boney throat to taste.

      you haunt & the corpse is all I see.

      I want to make a home in the cage,

      no beating heart to warm me.

      you haven’t warmed me in years.

      you are what liars look like in the flesh.

      so I imagine you naked, crackling ivory

      & nothing but teeth.

      the skeleton leaves the party,

      & the rest of the guests have me in full view.

      you taunt & I break into

      pools of ash.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            I WALK IN THE SPRING

          

        

      

    

    
      welcome echoes of neighbors & lonely strangers—

      scared & shivering

      as April bites.

      when will you come home?

      you are essential to me too.

      I need you to press your toes

      to the tops of my feet as we fade away.

      as we pretend another day here will not strip us bare.

      why do we wear titles we cannot afford?

      why do we chase dreams

      that dig beneath our

      earthly foundations?

      I am the moth to your flame, & I hide from you in the day.

      all boney hands, dark-brim hat to hide my scared & shivering.
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