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the swell of me will be my downfall— 
 
body bursting gut wide open,  
swallowed serpent-whole  
with sureness,  
placing honeyed scale around my spine 
to feed; 
 
i can’t be your blossom waiting to be fruited, 
i am the sugar and the juices, 
 
—i feel my edges soften into flesh and seed.  
 


