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i've just realized my heart is soft and vulnerable, and it is 

the right shape for a palm to wrap around, 

all dark purple plum 

and if you reached behind my ribs, like arms 

slipping between the boughs of a fruit tree and grasped my heart, 

if you pressed too hard, there'd be oval thumbprints that leaked 

sweet juice, like ambrosia like 

blood 

and put me to your lips 

and drink me up 

pierce me with teeth until your maw runs slick with jam and your hands are sticky 

and you could bury me beneath the tree, in the warm soil. 

anyway, 

here are the grapefruits, fresh as time flees into snow hush, 

it is their season, all jostled from the truck 

i finger each one slowly 

i ponder the impurity 

of pressing one to my mouth, 

i am not a wild woman 

so i push my cart away. 

 


