




This book is  dedicated to Fin land’s 
b i rch t rees and lake breeze.



I  see ta l l  grass,
I  see a toothbrush.

Goggles on for
mowed lawns,
s i lence standing
against  a background of industr ia l  t rucks.

Birds chi rp ing 
and wind b lowing
resembl ing negat ive space.
The canvas being
weeds, damp logs,
large ants and dog spit .



What are your thoughts on poison?
Sitt ing heavy on top of your bra in?

An a l tar  for  your grapes.

I ’m hoping to outweigh them 
with bread in my bel ly

and l ight  masturbat ion.





i  th ink i  see i t  now
there ’s  a p lunge 
then there ’s  a r ise

in between is  breathing out,
accept ing r isk 

lett ing gravity do the job
and in the process
your love for  i t  a l l
keeps the wor ld spinning



whi le i ’m here
thumb and index

rubbing against  the
waxing hay s i t t ing on my head

cat tongue reeds stand at  attent ion
whi le water  r ises in the swamp

wasps orbit  my lobes
looking for… honey

sweet and bitter ,  st icky.
i t  has a l l  been said and done

show me the green
it ’s  a lways new









i  l ike who i  see through your eyes
unquest ionable,  deep
soft  and sol id, 
you, a moss qui l ted rock
a pool  of  s leep 

for  that one moment,  a hand on my hip

belonging isn ’ t  for  me but
hold ing my curve
i  remember i  want to be kept,
loosely,  but st i l l  kept

i  see you, through i t
lonely at  sea
we’re both ports,  f lames
lucky to be sad and a l ive













ins ide out is 
f lesh sand s in

four holes of my heart
in your hands,  red,  th in

my skin is  thread
i  fee l  i t  weaving

we end scene with a t raff ic  l ight 
green

cur ls,  teeth,  hands,  s low

i ’m a l l  about you
soft  and swol len







i t ’s  a l l  the loving
and funny stor ies
that keep butterf l ies stored
in webbed homes.

that ’s  where i  f ind solace,
hold ing onto age and unlearning.



seeking your heavy
to fee l  something 

wait ing for  someone e lse
to pour the concrete
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