fall

too long in the reptile mud, the worms

slipped white to the cold cider air

and the ground thawed with the stiff pink hands

of the boys with the worms in the cracks of their fists

and the worms that squirmed in their fish wide eyes

trickled in streams of joy down their cheeks

the joy of the girls in the vein blue sky

the girls screaming prayers of pathos and pee

and the boys lifted arms into liberty and sin

to flick live jewels from their tight slimy skin

at the frenzy of pigtails and ribbons and the shreak

that balanced a moment in the trembling trees

then the crazed purple worms dripped like blood through the air

and stuck like scabs in the frizzy pumpkin hair

the hair of the girl with the voice that broke

the pleasant conversation of the parents in the parlor

and the boys held their lungs and their life and their eyes

on the girl who dropped on her knees in the mud

whose hands plunged deep in the glistening mud

too long in the reptile mud, the worms

slipped white to the cold cider air

