
The Day you were born I grew Fangs

And those who dare hurt you, learn to fear my rattle.

I coil through sand, and leaves, and circumstances,

waiting to strike, widen jaws, and consume my prey.

Fat mountains in my snake length.

From the incompetent mohel, who I swallowed feet first,

until the final gulp of his arthritic hand.

To your ex-wife, who I’d waited so long to silence with my poison.

Spiders and toads, mean playmates and critical bosses,

who mistake me for harmless, as I sidewind and snap.

You, my beloved hatchling, are the son of a viper,

because your mother is the daughter of sheep.
--Maria Masington

