
Within Your Grasp 
 
I like it 
when you 
hold 
 
my heart 
in your hands 
like a 
 
hummingbird 
wings beating 
frantically  
 
against soft petals  
that are your  
fingertips 
 
but I am  
afraid of 
becoming caged 
 
by the strength  
of your 
affections 
 
held so tightly 
against your  
breast 
 
that my wings 
can no longer 
flutter 


