Leslie Vryenhoek

Blade

Colder tonight, the moon
just a bent

gold blade caught

in a tangle of branches

and sinking.

Help her — a silent petition to hang
on that scimitar’s slash, a mother’s
frayed wish for a fevered

girl. More than a week before

that moon will turn its blind eye
this way.

260 | Volume 10, Number 2



