
Deborah L. Davitt, poems from 2019 
 

0–49 lines 

 

Under 10 lines, Dwarf Star eligible 

 

Balancing Act 

 

(with D. A. Xiaolin Spires and Gretchen Tessmer) 

 

Evanescent 

space elevator 

cable climbing acrobat— 

 

orbital climber falls: 

blazing re-entry, 

Icara— 

 

Apollo 

catches her 

in his chariot  

 

Star*Line 42.1, Winter 2019. 

 

Under the Ice 

 

the russalka 

sleeps beneath frozen lilies 

their petals, her skin— 

 

her unseeing eyes 

watch skaters whirl above, 

waiting for a crack 

 

Dreams & Nightmares #111, January 2019. 

 

Dying Dust 

 

the door opens wide 
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revealing stars in their dance, 

born from dying dust. 

 

Three Line Poetry #50, February 24, 2019. 

 

We Flower in Darkness 

 

Phantom honey paints my lips, 

 there/not there 

a dream of bliss,  

flowers tangle my hair to hide my thorns 

 my horns 

Come and nuzzle at my petals, 

little bee, and we’ll see 

you’re not the only one who can sing 

 or sting 

in our mutual ecstasy. 

 

Macabre Museum Volume 1, issue 1, October 31, 2019. 

 

The Sea Bride 

 

Seal skin 

slicking blood 

across her human hide 

leaving red footprints to be washed 

by tides. 

 

Creeping 

shyly into a fisher’s hut, 

leaving blood on the sheets— 

not from her skin— 

then gone. 

 

Frozen Wavelets #1, December 13, 2019. 

 

Always More to Break 

 

The thing about hearts 

is that no matter how often they crack,  

there's always more of them to break, 

shattered little pieces 
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falling out of us 

like burned-out stars. 

 

Silver Blade #44, December 28, 2019. 

 

Over 10 lines, under 50 

Giants in the Earth 

 

“There were giants in the earth in those days—” 

Pish, there’ve always been giants around! 

It’s just that we tune them out, 

pretend that we can’t see them. 

 

I mean, if Paul Bunyan was so big 

that he tripped and his hands formed  

the Finger Lakes? You know what they  

say about big hands and big feet. 

 

If everything’s in proportion,  

why, he’d have to bend his wife  

over a mountain range to hit her G-spot, 

and his morning wood might be a sequoia. 

 

And if he’s got her sunnyside up? 

Well, you know how the Grand Tetons 

got their name. Where’s her clitoris? 

I’m sure he’s asked that, too. 

 

Turns out he found it, but only when  

they honeymooned the next planet over, 

and screwed among the Mons Veneris— 

I hear she gushed lava for a week. 

 

That’s why we do it!  Who’d want to see 

them going at it? It’s not as if they can  

actually get a room; there’s none big enough! 

So instead we politely pretend 

 

not to notice what’s going on 

as a geyser explodes in front of us, 

ignore the shaking of the earth  

from the roll and sway of their hips, 

 

and they pretend not to be bothered by  



the pictures we take of them in flagrante delicto— 

Still we never get everything in frame  

at once; so it’s not porn, but art. 

 

Star*Line 42.1, Winter 2019. 

World-Lines  

 

When you come to a crossroads 

it’s not just a matter 

of a decision point 

calving off quantum realities 

like icebergs from a floe— 

turn left, get in an accident, die 

turn right, meet your future spouse, live; 

 

it’s not as simple as 

eight billion realities  

flickering, there/not there 

as deadalive as Schrodinger’s cat, 

spreading out through a trillion 

versions of the cosmos 

like an infinitely interlaced 

peacock’s tail, though most of us 

are certainly vain enough to think 

that our decisions are the only ones 

that matter— 

 

while we’re moving in space, 

it’s not linear; we’re also moving in time, 

with a constant motion that we can’t 

perceive, a helix that begins with our 

births and ends with our deaths, 

and throughout our time,  

we’re a constant line, 

always-ever present, 

indivisible, 

spiraling around ourselves; 

 

so that when we come  

to a crossroads 

and make our decision— 

all eight billion of us,  

making decisions  

a hundred times a day or more, 

splitting reality into that  
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peacock fan, that shattered spectrum 

of invisible light— 

 

we send out that light into 

realities not only parallel, 

but all around us,  

that follow along every  

curve and sine 

of our unseen trail in time, 

 

and I wonder sometimes, 

if what we do now, 

echoes in the past, 

or resonates  

in all of our eternities. 

 

Eye to the Telescope, Issue 31, January 15, 2018. 

 

Tessellation 

 

Bounding a finite space 

with an infinite line, 

the pattern repeats itself, 

regularly, predictably, 

endlessly; 

 

the same ratio between divisions, 

the same angles, 

proceed from the macro 

to the micro; 

 

the corrugations of a brain, 

the shape of synapses 

coiling within the skull, 

the fragile fractal shape 

of nerves, swaying 

in a serotonin storm, 

the way that tree limbs  

dance in a hurricane. 

 

Each life is tessellated, 

curved and arced and planed, 

to fit snugly beside another, 

like jigsaw tiles; 

each piece a part of each other, 
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a part of the whole 

chaotic system— 

 

and none of us can stand 

far enough outside  

the fractal boundary, 

to see the patterns to it all, 

to see that  

we are the tree in the storm, 

we are the raw and aching nerve, 

we are each other, 

curving each to each— 

pieces in the mosaic, 

only whole when we’re together, 

in this world. 

 

Silver Blade #41, March 1, 2019. 

 

Veritas and Errata 

 

No author listed, a title 

on the spine that reads Veritas  

in weathered ink— 

the antediluvian smell 

of ancient leather, 

the coriaceous feel of the cover 

under my fingertips. 

 

I’ve searched for this in card catalogues— 

it’s never been digitized, never listed 

in any electronic database:  

an incunabula printed five hundred years ago  

on linen-rag paper, each page chiseled  

from a block of wood: 

the letters constellate now, 

seemingly joined at random, 

a code, a puzzle, a mystery unfathomed. 

 

Yet at this flat and prosaic table, 

under the harsh fluorescent lights, 

and the hum of air conditioning, 

the words rise up from the page, 

slithering through my hands 

to brand me, remake me— 

 



I recoil, but they’ve  

already found my mind, 

revising the chapters of memory  

and I pour into the pages,  

feeling hands along 

my spine.  

 

Blind and silenced, 

I slide back onto my shelf, 

my name effaced, 

replaced with a title, Errata, 

and I wait now for someone 

to awaken me once more. 

 

NewMyths #46, March 16, 2019. 

 

The Reliquary 

 

Passing through customs 

isn’t easy even without 

carrying a lead-lined casket. 

 

In spite of a dozen well-signed forms, 

from a church calling itself St. Samyaza, 

agents remained dubious. 

 

“We’ve never heard of this saint—” 

“There are so many,” the handler replied, smiling. 

“What’s he the patron of?” 

 

“He’s the angel who watches over 

mankind, and gave us art and knowledge— 

Prometheus by another name.” 

 

Humorless, the customs agents grunted, 

“Never heard of either. What else did he do? 

Turn water into wine, carry his head around in his hand?” 

 

“He and his gave us science, letters, and art; 

Azrael, his follower, gave us weapons 

with which to defend ourselves—” 

 

“Someone the Second Amendment whackos. 

could get behind. There could be anything inside  

that case; you’re going to have to open it.” 



 

The handler complied, revealing a box of ivory,  

jewel-studded. Customs insisted 

that this, too, should be unsealed. 

 

Inside the case, a single feather 

from a seraphim uncoiled its flames 

like a solar flare, searing their eyes, 

 

unfurled itself across the airport 

with a crackle of thunder  

and a smell of ozone. 

 

People threw themselves to the ground, 

alarms blared, fire systems sprayed; and,  

every camera in the airport went off-line. 

 

A massive terrorist hunt ensued, 

searching for both handler and relic; 

but no proper description could be made; 

 

and to this date, neither has been found. 

 

Liminality #19, Spring 2019. 

 

The Journey 

  

She found him on the shore, ship-wrecked, sea-wracked— 

his eyes had lost their light, travail-blinded. 

Fever shook him like a wind-tossed aspen, 

her cool, dry fingers, his only respite. 

Yet he never knew her face or her name— 

refused to tell him whom he owed her due. 

  

Every love’s a journey into darkness, 

  

and his was all uncertainty—he begged 

to touch her hand, her face, to know her truth. 

She relented, letting his fingers trace  

the forms of her lips, her cheeks, and her eyes, 

But his hands jerked back when he found her hair 

coiling cool, lithesome, and alive around 

his hand. She recoiled as if struck, but he leaned  

forward, offering himself to his fears. 

  



Every love’s a journey into darkness, 

  

and she felt as much fear as he, as they  

lay together in her cave, as she’d not 

dared with any other, staring into  

his blind eyes as her serpentine locks twined 

around him, supple, sleek, and scaled. And she  

who’d known only death, celebrated life. 

  

Every love’s a journey into darkness, 

but some kindle their own light on the way. 

 

Polu Texni, April 2, 2019. 

 

Lost Whispers 

 

Twin beds pushed together; metal frames mate 

in lonely silence, they recall past sounds: 

Lovers in this hotel room, lunatics 

keening cries when this was an asylum. 

 

In lonely silence, they recall past sounds— 

whispered promises no one meant to keep;  

keening cries that this was their asylum; 

voices now lost and drifting through decades. 

 

Whispered promises no one meant to keep— 

“I’ll always love you,” “I’ll keep the child” said 

voices now lost and drifting through decades, 

lost like the inmates before them. Leaving. 

 

“I’ll always love you,” “I’ll keep the child,” said 

lovers in this hotel room; lunatics  

lost like the inmates before them, leaving 

twin beds pushed together; metal frames mate. 

 

 

Heron Tree, April 14, 2019. 

 

Eros Ascendant 

 

No love for me, the cause of love in others; 

I enflame them with arrows of desire,  

pressing deep through yielding flesh; 



 

I wandered alone, watching others surfeit 

themselves at the feast which I’m forbidden, 

honey-juices dripping from their lips. 

 

I punished them all for what I couldn’t have, 

laughed as love’s torments wracked them,  

as they sought fruit locked behind garden walls. 

 

You weren’t fated to love anyone; 

a virgin death was  your due; but your sorrow  

seemed to echo my lonely heart. 

 

Tiring of my spite, I ached to fill your empty  

soul; compassion demanded that I plunge 

an arrow into my own heart. 

 

I wouldn’t force some false passion on you, 

some blind infatuation, a cocktail of  

chemicals gulped and gone; 

 

I couldn’t prick you cavalierly. If you didn’t 

return my love, it would be only justice— 

the sound of Fate’s distant laugh. 

 

I wooed you in shadow, a faceless penance;  

your frail mortality shimmered between my fingers, 

dark-slick like damascened silk, 

 

You thought that I was a dragon,  

expected cold coils to twine your flesh, 

scales to scrape, and teeth to rend. 

 

Beneath the covers of your bed, you found  

only lips to kiss and your terror dissolved; 

we moved together like the limbs of a tree, 

 

rubbing and dancing and swaying 

in the storm we drew out of ourselves, 

winding the winds around us like a veil. 

 

I exhaled my breath into your lips;  

with trust, you exhaled your life into mine— 

my mortal disguise wavered. 

 

You met my eyes,  



dissolving into my divinity,  

which I gave to you freely. 

 

You rose from the sea-foam of our couch, 

a rush of butterfly wings that brushed my face;  

I died into mortality, locked in your embrace. 

 

Death and life commingled, you draped  

my broken wings around your shoulders 

and raised me up where I had fallen— 

 

you whispered my name upon the winds 

in the breath you’d taken from me; 

together we ascended, in fire through the sky. 

 

Star*Line 42.2, Winter 2019. 

 

The Fruit of Life and Death 

 

I see the creature in a dream 

a thousand skulls conjoined, 

damned souls trapped within the orbits 

of a hundred hollow eyes. 

 

It rolls under a desert’s apocalyptic sky, 

whispers that its name is Death,  

who’s never required  

horse or crown or scythe to rule all men. 

 

Like a tumbleweed, it takes root in blasted earth, 

engorging, enfleshing itself, 

alien flesh spreading 

over bone, melding faces each to each. 

 

I pluck its poisonous fruit— 

it shrinks within my hand  

(part becoming whole), 

becoming something  

that might compass my little light. 

 

Arils crunch under teeth 

oozing oil, nacreous-black,  

from the corners of my lips; 

the seeds within shatter like white bone, 

souls and thoughts flood through me— 
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not the dead, but others neverborn, 

 

A taste of ash across my tongue, 

a tearing in my throat like thorns; 

I collapse, feel myself wink out, 

(whole becoming part) 

and I slip like a seed into the poisoned earth, 

a fetus waiting to be reborn. 

 

Nothing's Sacred #5, June 2019. 

 

A Mask of Ice 

 

Out in the void,   

where Jupiter’s radiation 

gropes and fondles his favorites, 

where the sun’s light 

bathes an ice-strewn surface, 

but cannot reach a captive heart, 

Ganymede trembles. 

 

Poor boy, stolen 

from his family by eagle’s claws, 

made to serve the king of the gods, 

dandled, petted, used; 

his beauty’s pockmarked, beaten now, 

but under his careful, icy mask, 

hides an ocean of liquid hope. 

 

He conceals it, 

pretends indifference to his lot, 

sheathes his molten heart 

in tetrahedral ice, 

formed from the pressure 

of four billion years’ bondage, 

waiting for escape. 

 

It’s a part captives learn to play: 

we only boil inside, 

awaiting the chance to flee, 

while our hearts and faces 

slowly turn to ice as hard 

as a clenched fist. 

 

http://jackofnotradesproductions.com/magazines/nothings-sacred-5/


Eternal Haunted Summer, June 21, 2019. 

 

A Maze of Marble and Mind 

(Seguidilla) 

 

As I wander this maze, lost, 

meant to meditate 

on my place in the cosmos, 

instead, I hesitate. 

If a minotaur 

roamed these halls, stamping, champing, 

I’d never escape. 

 

I can smell his musk, 

raw testosterone, 

click of hooves on marble floors 

I was free to roam. 

But I never chose, 

my mind became my prison, 

trapped within this close. 

 

I am the prisoner and 

I am the prison; 

I am the minotaur 

seen through a prism. 

I haunt my own dreams 

hunt down and trample my joys, 

snared by my own genes. 

 

Liminality #21, September 23, 2019. 

 

A Shroud to a Wedding 

 

She wore a mantle 

of fifty thousand 

shining white pearls, 

 

sleek against her bare flesh, 

each pearl rolling free  

against her skin— 

sensuous, 

but chill; 

 

heavy as stone, 



weighing her down, 

as they drowned her 

 

in the bitter surf 

that tasted like tears 

as it poured down her throat 

so cold it burned— 

 

a terrible way 

to become 

the bride of a god, 

 

as dead as all the rest.  

 

Dreams & Nightmares #113, September 2019. 

 

The Fledgling 

 

The mother harpy 

nudges her fledgling 

out of the nest— 

 

fishscales, human bones,  

and shattered shells 

crunch underfoot— 

 

the youngster, 

all babyfat, downy feathers, 

and dimpled, pudgy knees, 

 

teeters at the edge 

of the unforgiving cliff 

staring out at the sea. 

 

Below on the shore, 

foxes dart from cover 

to tear at the struggling bodies 

 

of half a hundred other 

young harpies, broken  

and dying from the fall. 

 

And then her mother's 

taloned hands 

push her from the nest. 
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Star*Line, Star*Line 42.4, Fall 2019. 

 

Apotemnophilia 

 

The soldiers in the rehab ward, fitted 

with their new graphite limbs, grimaced 

as the orderly passed them by. 

 

He always spoke admiring words, 

massaged their stumped limbs gently, 

but there was something off about  

the look in his eyes. 

 

Grimly, they learned to balance anew, 

trained recalcitrant flesh 

to work with mechanical wares, 

trained minds to understand 

the input provided by bionic orbs. 

 

The worst off, grateful for mechs 

that let them walk and fight once more, 

prepared to return to the war, 

were shocked when the orderly 

found a spot in the bed next door. 

 

He’d had his healthy limbs cut away, 

and had himself fitted for  

arms and legs of graphite, 

servomotors and bioelectric circuits. 

 

“At last, I can be just like you,” he said, 

but every man and woman there 

turned their eyes from him. 

 

HWA Poetry Showcase, Vol. VI, November 2019. 

 

50+ lines 

 

Children of the Trees 

 

A giant loomed in their sky, swollen, 

striped, and possessed of white-staring eyes; 
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the children of the trees paid homage to their titan 

with bark-strip baskets filled with fungal cakes 

each time he stole and ate the sun, 

hoping to fill him up enough with sacrifice, 

that he’d vomit her back up again, 

release his hostage, 

as they huddled in their homes. 

 

In the long dark, the cold came, 

and strange things flew upon the air, 

screeching creatures who swooped down 

and stolen the unwary, who strayed too far  

from the safety of the Tree’s mazy branches, 

inward-turned and crooked into a labyrinth 

that only the children could follow. 

 

When the sun peered over the horizon, 

staining the air with bronze, the youngest gamboled 

in the maze, leaping and gliding, branch to branch, 

finding leaves and fruits to eat, stockpiling mushrooms 

against the titan’s appetite, and drank sweet sap 

from under the bark that they stripped away, 

while their elders hunted the huge and clacking beetles 

that bored into the Tree’s heart; 

they traded those shining carapaces, 

those iridescent wings, 

to the maddened children who’d forsaken their Trees 

for lives of stone and metal in the mountains 

or lives spent wresting crops from the ground in the plains. 

 

The mad ones told the children that a house of stone 

was proof against the nightflyer’s rage;  

that if you traveled long and far, there were lands 

in which the titan never ate the sun; 

the children laughed to hear such tales, 

proof of the mad ones’ insanity. 

 

But when their crop of fungus failed,  

they wept, for they knew the titan’s hunger; 

to ensure that the sun would rise once more, 

they prepared for him a greater feast, 

selecting the youngest of their number. 

 

To their dismay, he fled the honor  

of being sacrificed to the swollen monster in the sky; 

he fled to the mountains before night fell, 



and found to his surprise, 

more welcome in a house of stone 

than he’d ever felt within his Tree. 

 

Three hundred cycles of light and dark passed 

before he returned to his ancestral Tree, 

carrying blades of blackened earthblood 

and with stories and truths to tell. 

 

But when he arrived, he found that his Tree 

of all the forest, stood withered and sere; 

the tribes who lived in other branches, 

claimed that all those who had dwelled within, 

had set upon each other two hundred cycles past; 

some had fled to other Trees and other tribes— 

the rest had fallen to lie among its roots. 

 

He found their skulls and vertebrae 

tangled among the lowest vines— 

he asked them softly, what had passed, 

if the titan had indeed punished them, 

if their deaths were, in some way, his fault. 

 

The wind soughed in the branches, 

but the dead ceded him no answers. 

And looking up at the titan above, 

he left his ancestral tree once more, 

never to return. 

 

Polu Texni: A Magazine of Many Arts, March 11, 2019. 

 

 

 


