
Caked 
 
I am a cigarette end in search  
of warm lips; something slipped  
into hairline fractures, beneath  
booted feet, sharing  
concrete with caked slabs  
laid long before winged rocks  
dropped  
 
their first shit  
and grey backed gulls pecked  
 
 
black eyes       off cold      chips 
 

 

 

 

~ Lottie Angell ~ 


