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I AM PRETTY BIRD 
A Work for One Woman by Leigh M. Marshall 
 

Dramatis Personae.  
 

PRETTY BIRD.   

   The voice of an instrument searches for  

   PRETTY BIRD in the light-polluted sky,  

   in the blackout trees.  

 

   Finds her underground. She doesn’t  

   want to come out. The voice coaxes her  

   out. Real slow, she comes.  

    

   She is expansive. Entire. So ravenous  

   she could eat the Earth’s mantle. So  

   thirsty she could down the atmosphere.  

   Dangerous. Endangered.  

 

   Her streetlight eyes turn. She sees—       

[NIGHTWALK I] 

 

You came 

 

the moon clipped 

to the handlebars of  

your bicycle 

 

you improvise a song 

with nothing but a rubber tire 

 

and from your song 

the entire world 

grows fresh trees 

 

 

[DRY SPELL] 

The clock resets  

you set your fires 

 

this landscape  

ash burning ash 

the grind of teeth, 

all my spikes and ridges and 

stained enamel  

kindling now 
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the trees grow back fast 

while the ashes still have  

burning edges 

 

lick my new lines 

cut your tongue on them 

  

all you do is drop the match 

all I do is  

incinerate 

it 

 

turn my feathers black,  

my fur to dreads, my skin wet,  

roll up my sweat & smoke  

it in your cigarettes 

 

it will never 

go out no matter how wet you get 

me, honey, the ash is black sugarcane,  

sugar cuts in your mouth,  

blood down your face like 

honey to me 

 

my whole 

world is that internal  

carnivore, the one  

that eats you from vulva to stoma 

 

Your 

dropped match 

blackens the air,  

makes my breath a crow,  

sun a blood dot, sky a skin  

 

we have never 

touched 

we will never 

touch 

 

keep me in hell 

or kill me now 

 

 

[DUMPSTER] 

you collected  

all my roadkill 

in the silk bed  

of your truck 
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out you took it 

to that dumpster 

behind the church  

 

knocked out 

legs thrust into  

wingspan crushed  

apart 

 

my tongue 

in your carrion 

your teeth 

in my fresh meat 

 

under your little white lie 

the asphalt scrapes my back 

into a blood butterfly so big 

it could demolish your 

bedroom 

brick by brick 

to red dust 

 

 

[CAGE]  

 

they keep birds in cages 

not boys 

 

the night before 

they unlatched your door 

I cloned myself 

on the bathroom floor 

 

talons, teeth, golden eyes 

a whole murder of me 

crosshatched the skies 

 

you’re cut loose you’re fucking 

untied you’re fucking coming 

outside 

 

out in the wild 

 

skin milky with your  

liberties 

   Music cuts out.  

   Mouth stretched in a scream. 

   No sound.  

and all you released boys 

do nothing but light 

flint in our prison pellets 
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until we’re only 

bones with openings 

and your bullets 

fly free 

 

 

[PRAYER] 

 

better pray  

all your nightmares 

are as tight as me 

 

 

[GOD TO GOD] 

 

if you were a god 

you’d play with my   

nanoparticles 

until I came apart 

 

you’d turn my parts 

into knickknacks, relics,  

decorate your houseparty 

church with me 

 

throw keggers with my blood,  

breathe fire, pee in the garden 

 

if you were a god 

you’d install a zipper down 

the front of me,  

throat to pussy 

 

thank God you’re not 

a god, honey 

 

if I were a god  

I’d scratch your back  

with my zinc nails 

until you gave up 

your flesh willingly 

 

gave it up  

to someone  

long dead 

 

someone ash 

 

someone beloved 
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[BIRTHDAY EULOGY] 

 

Cro-Magnon brow. Bloodshot  

butterfly eyes. Those scars.  

I wasn’t the one to give you 

your headstone, though  

you wanted me to make 

you die. I forgot, over 

the course of time, why 

you terrified me. When 

you died, I remembered 

I loved you once. We 

had one night and one hundred- 

billion misfired synapses.  

Sick to my stomach. That 

night, you threw me 

over your shoulder but 

you stopped your south- 

bound hand if I so 

much as brushed your  

wrist. We didn’t sleep.  We didn’t 

fuck. I was a virgin then. Maybe  

you knew it. From my bloody nose 

in the morning, maybe you knew it.  

Every time you kissed me, I bled. You 

asked if I had a brain tumor. “A weird 

response,” my doctor said. You should’ve asked 

if you’d broken something. Taken something. Were  

the fragile walls in me cracking against your fragility. I 

couldn’t see you were glass because of your 

darkness. Strangers asked about the fat scars on your 

forearms constantly, I now think all the rumors came 

from your mouth: the underground knife-fight clubs,  

the blackouts. You wrote me 

the truth: you wielded the knife 

against your own darkest parts.  

Crosshatched from wrist to  

elbow. Black maggots.  

You knew they would eat 

you, didn’t you, while 

you were young. Bloodshot 

butterfly eyes. Cro-Magnon 

brow. Your skin snuffed 

streetlights, shot the moon out  

of the night. Your mind was the serrated  

edge of the void. You were 

the first lover to die. The 

man I loved better sat 

at your memorial and  

remembered me. Imagined 
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you and I together, moments 

before he swept in like a  

sun-bleached crow. The woman 

you loved better, if she 

were aware I lay here 

in my unmade bed with 

your old messages and  

The Birthday Letters, 

she would laugh  

like a hawk raiding 

a crow’s nest. I caw back 

from the hood 

of your hearse: Were you there 

when they crucified my 

Lord? Were you there  

when they crucified 

my Lord? O O O O 

sometimes  

it causes 

me to  

tremble 

tremble 

tremble…       

 

[NIGHTWALK III] 

if I peeled away 

your skin 

 

traced your blood 

back to its source 

 

I would find 

a bicycle wheel 

for a heart 

 

you would let me  

tune it, turn it 

 

that’s the kind of god 

you are 

 

and the kind of world 

you made 

 

turns when pedaled, 

stops when braked 

 

that’s why you leave 

the world-making to me 

 

humanity needs more  
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than two wheels 

to be safe 

 

in this world I made 

 

death is no bigger than 

the tab of a zipper 

despite being forever 

 

no unknown will kill us  

all the answers are roses 

bestial DNA has evolved 

into sonnets 

 

and all our beloved 

dead are here 

in the skyscraper trees 

 

we can hear what 

they tell us 

 

they can kiss  

our cheeks 

 

come here, lover 

 

the dark matter  

is all dancing  

 

come here 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  END. 


