Lamentation 
Observe my rare perfection of fierce beauty –

fulgent breasts,
polydactyl paws, adamantine claws.  

See my wings shimmer in noon’s heat.
Take a long look as fields wither.

You’ve seen your last rosy-fingered dawn, mister.  

My mystery from the gods is invisible – I can fool you.

The answer might come if you just quit staring at my breasts.
But you will be riddled still 

by filament fast as time, curving as vines seek sun,

wave grabs shore,

so swift a tight cocoon your soul will join your choked sigh.

Thus my nature meets its need. 
The gods bound odd parts, made a monstrous brood 

to stand apart from ordinary forms.
We lend heroics to ambitious demigods and men, 

spread fame through bone-strewn land and myth.   

This is nature, not my heart or conscience.  
Were I asked, I would kill no more.  
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