
​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ Eden Bartlett 

BLUETS 

 

She balanced a damselfly pair: 

Bacchiacca’s ​ ​ arrowheads​ a standing iris  

pulling the eye ​​ to her stuttering knee. 

 

 ​ I was plump albumen  

next to blonde body hair ​ a sorry egg-salad 

 

   

The boondocks were lilted, ​  

Southern wet against me.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


