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Blocd and the nromise of blnod run 1n that familly.

It boils in the flre of thelr breath, and lles

hot under their muscles, and threatens through their
klsses,

as an undercurrent of volces 1n a quiet night.

If you touch them, you will feel 1t,

and instinctively draw back, not knowing why. Thelir
eyes

strip you garment by garment, sneering. Thelr lips

writhe with hard laughter, as their pupils tangle
among the slilver buttons below your nipples.

Or they willl walk 1n upon your genteel slumber,

intrude tholr dauntlessness, end lecavc ycu numb

with ths °*uoowy sorrow that folliows love, and you hear
chem walk away noislly,

snorting and chuckling in the barrels of their bellles.,




