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You’re painting me in chains—my aching arms 
held high above my head, my hands restrained, 
my legs spread open wide enough that worms 
can crawl between the crevices and gain 
control.  Your dragonflies sew shut my eyes 
while seven snakes sleep nestled in my hair. 
Wild bees wax close my lips, my ears.  My thighs 
and hips are stilled by spider-webs.  You prove 
you’re worthy to be hung in a museum while I— 
I wear indignity as easily  
as if it were a dress I could remove. 
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