
Nina, the bones

in your voice

all flowers 

and precious stones

to my eardrums,

an indigo 

corundum

and blood 

stone rose.

My once Adonis

backbone

ready for any sword

Wants your fevered 

tips on its faultline.

Nina, midnight willow!

You fly behind 

the grand bull piano.

Its keys you play

like jeweled teeth 

& bones of dance

but I know

they’re bitter.

You feel me,

Black Anais? 

Feed me 

my own wound

like sugar

and freedom’s wine.
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