
  
 
Joel Schueler 
 
 
Fuck ‘em 
 
 
kinked,  

purpling,  

this eye,  

its lashes  

like 

slices of sleet,  

wild orange,  

obtusions 

of pygmy 

carcrash reds, 

swashing, 

though of none, 

above I watch, 

I am  

not golden nor incorrupt.   
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