
                                                                                  Shoo Fly 

 

Jade globules throbbing 

a bit, their flawless flab 

a slug’s limpid shine 

exclusive on skin, wings 

roosting to taste the 

gelatinous center of 

pupils tearing the 

inexplicable into clarity 

as about the infant’s  

gem-decorated stare 

a chant of nature, 

without mercy, 

goes humming. 


