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Slugs

Moulded jellies are not always edible.
No lass when it looks like liquorice.
I sprinkle with a sand storm,
feed them tiny turquoise tablets
and let them bathe is poison
but they always return.
I wonder if they think about me;
if the finger like figures would recognise me.
It’s a little like when you left
with a slimy path for me to follow.
You planted yourself on to my brain
but the feelings never grow
and I refuse to start the journey.
