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Basal Curvature-Fundamental Arc of God

In the moist bark’s hollow entry, construct
A hideout, earwig; nestle into mulch

Six feet under where a human cannot—
Avoid the telltale light. Burrow, burrow

Into moisture, you basal curvature

Of God, and in burlap bags do hitchhike.

Rest and then rise: let the ebony sky

Fend you from human eyes and tachinid flies.
You who harm none, disgust your enemies
With your acrid yellowish-brown odor.

Dine, O scavenger, on insect remains;
Consume moldy plants and kitchen refuse
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porch hghts in the cool summer nlgh

Comment [dg1]:
Nuzzle?
Snuggle?
Tunnel?




