
 
eat your berries!
by paige kahle 

 
existing in a sticky storm

not honey, nor maple sap 
tar

 
grabbing onto every roll

of the days meant to be spent
picking fresh berries, rolling down

hillsides
 

every pound strangled
in grubby fingers

 
do not transfer this stick onto me

or the people i love
or the people i don’t 

 
allow us to exist

to hold and behold
the wonder that comes attached
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Poetry Corner: 

Warped and mangled by their
Cries
Their screams 
Their love and laughter
Loosened, liberated, and grounded
with every tug 
Every hum moistens our bodies
Embracing commitment
To ourselves, our first home
We build confidence
To others, our second home
Belonging
Wrap by wrap I am flowering 
Hugging my hips they support me 
While I birth my home 
A home of healing 
Of connection 
Another tug
Another wrap 

Warmth entering my body 
They hum while 
I scream 
While I cry 
While I laugh
Birthing the essence of love
Safe, secure
Tonantzintlalli births with me
New life, new homes 
new understandings 
birth is not gendered, but rather a
communal act
where different essences, different
spirits
give birth together 
A final embrace 
A final tug 
A final wrap 
they kiss and massage every crevice 
tasting the water flowing through
my spirit 
keeping us, the collective
Nourished 

we grow dependent 
deep breaths making the trees,
the flowers, the plantitas 
dance and tremble 
the humming grows louder
each vibration convulsing our
body
glowing and brightened
the sun flirts with our brown
skin 
giving me, giving us strength 
we cry 
we laugh
we scream 
we love 
now 
we are birthed.


