
Desire Reflex

It’s me
(who sweats at night)
keeping 
a dead-end of a secret. 
I’m young and insignificantly cursed.

The bird-women summon me 
to the mirror, a closing phrase of muscular chests,
scrawny talons (blue light pedicure) revealing in the chatter. Show-offs. Real Dancers. 
I huddle up to the surface of fleeing 

against the tapping of gossip
at the glass pane switching magazine truths in chorus 

I finger at what conspiracy I see for myself 
(the impress of giving)	       		  dance vaguely,	  even my skirt
wishes

my polluted breath returns all lavender drunk
a suffocating cedar tub of warm. Damp news.
I recoil my tail. Their glamorous sinews 

mute me. I withdraw. I’m dripping. I’m smudged and blushing,
fed like a heavy baby. 
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