
Untitled 

 

There are limits 

to everything 

including 

 

all I ask ask 

ask about before 

your answers blur 

 

and subtleties swim 

in the sordid 

language of daily 

 

misappropriations, 

those sugarcoated 

sins 

 

of an opaque 

system, 

you keeping your 

 

sacred     secret 

with salt and 

poison 

 

for the wounds 

and throats 

of the apathetic. 
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