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haystacks by the rver
by: Loren Walker

I'm dyeing your hair wk-purple under plastic Yosaries, the ones stolen at your urging,
now hanging from nails on the window. My plashic bingerkips arch rhrough your
enebrows, deep and violet, ke the starless, sickly sky 1 this ety | am Kush with
vodka, warm and longing, stanngat the solt pale ot your nape

akrad to fouch t+ uninvited,

There are haystacks by the Detrot river: colled and

unattended at four wn the wwming. The rope cuts nro wy

log A5 we climb. Enveloped n dustl am attempting some find

ok seduction, wmy buttery shding heart, hovonnﬁ 60\%5% y

the nerve to press down But the straw plerces '

my back, mstead, and we are ~ ')
-—

untouchable, 1ad out for hours.

burtans blds stand hkehists

I A rowwatehing us Kiss, our
empty wmouths, hedvy and hungry
| can (ool my fonque, my (’ihgwe
and my skeleton, einlﬂing, and
sepArating: wy femur there,

my rbs spread apart and
e&nrohinﬂ for land. Slow, sott
heat, and throat exposed, |
migh{' not need or remember
this mght but

| want | want | want



