What We Meant To Say

Light a candle

Beneath the ribcage,

A little blue moth,

Now a tiger lily’s gash 

Except the wound heals,

Gives heat, works 2 ways,

Amazing in its want,

A mouth, a sun burst pulsing

Under closed eyes

For pony noses,

The wandering tongues

Of streams probed

To standing water

& such trust 

Tidal curving

In the embrace

Of loins

