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Emilee Kinney | Poetry

Liming] Season

Spring is different each time I carchy

its oblong shape of bloom and gyck
in the corner of my eye, Spring

is the season of mudbogging, tearing
tires and tired bodjes through fie]ds
wet with sSnowmelt, crusted sleep not

yet ready for seed, era of twitterpating
for animals, teenagers, teens becoming
animals, mud and tongues and ripped

benchseats, ripped clothes, torn hymens
and lips, Spring is never on time or

the season we wait for, a pothole

on the Way to summer, even here,
Wisteria in bloom, [ remember cupping
mud, cupping rain, cupping wisteria

in my hands, my first time in the south,
my track coach tries to help me visualize
explosion, tells me tq cock my body

like a gun, back into the blocks Jike ammo

slides into 4 barrel, he tells me to pop off
when I hear the Pop of his gun,

we have turkey seas

our faces green and mud, sloych
through wer trees’ stifled bloom,
shotguns ready, sho
shotguns steady aga
in Spring, horsehair
gathered in Pasture corners, doghair

weaves into bootsoles, my coach te]]s

liseconds off my time,
ook for, yoy €an track

them through brush

inst moss, we a]] shed
studded Manure,

if you know what to |
turkeys casily, follow
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nd creek, in tire cracks gouging th
ceeds will stick, Spring will end.

e field,



