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Your story begins the moment Eros enters you. That incursion is the biggest risk of your life.


—Anne Carson


Love is awful. It’s painful. Frightening. It makes you doubt yourself, judge yourself, distance yourself. It takes strength to know what’s right. And love isn’t something that weak people do.


—Fleabag




Into Eros





The Pumpkin Flowers Take Pleasure Too



At dawn, pumpkin flowers loosen themselves


for the rain. Male buds in bloom for weeks give


way to females flowering. Incandescent,


vivid orange, petals open: submissive


like a wild creature folding back its ears:


the stigma like a nipple. But a teacher


once told me that humans are “the only


species that evolved to make sex a pleasure


for females.” Still the pumpkin flowers stand


engorged without shame or fear & what feeling


when the bee completes its dusty circuit,


brush of fur from its tight, hard body? Now


flowers are shutting slowly, delicately: a woman


crossing her legs: lips closing after a kiss.





It Might Be Impossible For Her To Love



the way she wants to because sometimes at night


or even during the day


she is afraid      just a regular hike


through the woods, along the railroad track


she is walking there


when a sound                 a liquid sound


of hinges creaking         just a branch in the wind


just a hand on the door              but who is there
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