by: Mallory Moore

brain bees she called them / she waved them away with a hand i wanted to
kiss / i chewed the wet edge of my jumper instead / i learned recently that
bees do not like it when you whistle / there was a basketball lying in the
grass |/ the weeds / and the children hesitated on the curb / lanky
children, teenagers really / there were bees, bumble bees / i felt sweaty
palms / when you whistle high and fast and strong air through your lips /
they disappear, she told me / bees like songs the humming calms them
down /i said / no my friend replied it’s the pitch that gets them to go away
/ not to quiet but to flee / reach into the grass and grab the ball / sweaty
rubber trypophobia emetophobia / Children, listen to the bees / the
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bumble bees / low down ear to the ground / they hum. \
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