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Tip	of	the	Iceberg	
	
when	he	asks	how	I	am	
he	expects	the	tip	of	my	iceberg	
I	know	what	he	wants	
but	that	doesn’t	stop	me	from	
dragging	him	beneath	icy	
waves		
speaking	too	freely	of	what’s	
not	right	inside	me	
risk	freezing	his	blood,	
stopping	his	heart	to	test		
how	vast	and	deep	
go	my	jagged,	titanic	
edges	
	


