
CASSIE LEWIS 

Brooklyn 
for J.B.M. 

Pigeon on the roof: detritus of  vanguard moments. 

Burning paper dissolves on the tongue. 

Pivot on a moving target. 

Junk yard graffiti: 

saga, loves. The sun rising in my throat. 

A new tree seeking the sun, 

pushing up through fences. 


