come down to me on the 
lower rung of desire.  Let 

me pretend to care again for

old time’s sake and for your

amusement.  falling.. fast.. 

landing hard on my back

without air to survive – 

   I’m slowly dying..

a flame suffering your vacuum..

smoke remnants lingering

in your mouth.

a bitter taste from somewhere

you don’t recall now..

-danielle
