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I know what it’s like, dying

Not to die, of course. But the dying part 

That I know.

In the morning . . . or maybe it’s mourning, 

The gravitas of the situation is undeniable.

Gravid—“pregnant” “weighty” “serious” ironic

“Why don’t you just end it, try again later?” they say

There is no later. 

We will make it together, dear one . . . or we won’t, together

It is time to play our hunger games


