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walking into prowling, 

we’re pursuing 

this eclipse – its bloody glow 

on our bloody 

hands   on a bloodier 

land, where 

 

we paint ourselves 

wolves – fingers 

into claws, teeth into daggers, 

speaking 

into snarling, growling, 

howling   so long 

 

we deafen 

our hearts – bleating   suspiciously   like sheep. 

 


