
16

DAVID H. HARALSON 
{UNTITLED}

Kid, you’re like the rat tat tat on
stoops and awnings,
the rain won’t phase the
laughter inside
so I’ll slide down the neck
and keep my chameleon worship
so nothing that you know will make any
intense...
Feel it full, for real this
tuning is best
cuz you twist my strings so tight that the light
of day
won’t even shatter the dark
discord that we rest under
I write better knowing there are more of you than me

The scandal scampering playful
cats upon the roof edge
I’ve tracked my paws in the mud, sewage
booze that you have left cactus giving me new life it has
water that lingers through our scars

Born from ash
Under the desert sun
Wrapped in an ivory skin of elk’s bone crushed to dust
Her Half moon thumbnails curved like the edge of seashells 
A frail rib cage knitted from herons feathers
Slender Eyes of eggshells splayed colors of the rain
Born from ash
Under the desert sun
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