
Any migration is forced
by Sara Fitzpatrick Comito

Gravity's not downward
but a pull between. If
you're bigger than me,
I'm gonna come to you

just how it works. Don't
mind the plastic caddy of
Lysols, my multigrain will
replace your white inflammation.

Let's put some shades over
the bare hanging. I'm not
going to change you I
promise: I'll wait up.

Any migration is forced.
Diaspora is how I show
I care. Remember: I'm the
one who had to assimilate.

It's what was best. For you.
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