Undone


In all of its splendor the makeup

(for face too pure to engender)

is to fight off the savage like

the savage of frostbite to a heavycoat.

Much to sloppy too paint, you'll daub

or sob and smear a crisper mask than that.

Blown cover, reapply in mirrors or stalls, got

every reason to duck down for a compact--a minute?

Shallow has and shallow bee flying buzz buzz--

bee gone?

This nectar's sweeter than honey that's sweeter than wine.

Drunks in their gait open up only,

when nectar is wine, taste tainted, unholy. Shit!

Too clear too late, to err, she sees, is easy.

The notice, 

was tardy, 

but chosen wrong crowd is chosen wrong how?

A life made of or made by mistakes, they say,

is not regret done.

Is not regret done? finished only,

when,

undone.
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