
VAMPIRE 
 
 
LENT 
 
The ocean was a wall of red and in it a clean white fish. He sat palms to mouth for her in 
the black. Now, she said, offering a wafer of sand.  
 
 
THE EGG 
 
He rounded her in a rush of hands, blooming on the skin. She screamed. This was of the 
purple street, whorling clock, drop of morning.  


