
undine 

 
death, born 
from the desire of pureness 
hidden in foliage 
 
you never said 
what you wanted 
you were not to 
but you did live 
 
we cannot escape 
our skin 
yet we can 
accept it 
 
stay in the water, undine, 
stay in the swamp 
what a man is to you 
your twisted arm is to him 


