Alone

A dandelion greyed with time
casts its parachutes up to the sky;
its ticking clock has stopped.
Drops of melting Winter hang
like a murder of crows, silently spying,

uniformed they swoop and spill
secrets to the buried bones.
Your painted colours chipped from the
breath of the wind. Teasing. Taunting.

As the rust aches your coiled spine and
weakened fingers lose their grip. You fall 
[bookmark: _GoBack]into the tangled web spun beneath you,

inviting you in with its knitted kisses.
You think it’s a safety blanket, but instead

you’re sewn in, forgotten in a silky tomb.
