
deer 
 
confess your dream  
tell me  
about the emaciated fawn frantic  
to find its balance on the steep  
cliff beside the highway 
 
the cars are suckling  
at the air like its meat 
engines humming ready  
to roll over bones 
 
her pallid eyes flush 
your face but you are  
empty and needing you 
are so hungry  
for the chance at restraint 
 
 
 
 
 


