
Seedling 
by Caycey Pound 

Today I opened the earth. Rushed  
scoops I shoveled innards  
outward: a hole in-ground,  
carved-out birthplace.  
To see no more darkness,  
I put you in no more than darkness: 
I let dirt herd your blooming roots, 
soil our worries away and leave  
both of us warm, reaching for the sun. 

 

 


