
a song for the sun
by M. F. Sullivan

what lion lies,
o king of flame
upon your golden crown?

a diadem
of porcelain fangs
arrayed with peacock's down.

slip thy nimble
fingers there
beneath my lunar gown

that quickened silver
they'll ignite
and in its flames i'll drown.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/m-f-sullivan/a-song-for-the-sun»
Copyright © 2016 M. F. Sullivan. All rights reserved.


