
STEEL WOOL ON MY STOMACH

Illustrated Poems By Stella



Sad 

I only see in three colors 
and two of them are Blue. 

The other, 
a strange and indescribable tint -

I wonder if others can see it too, 
but can't find the words to ask. 

I wish that everything was Yellow. 

Yolked 

Thinking of you is 

watching an egg 

cracked over a wool sweater 



The Earthworm 

The Earthworm: 
Much more resilient than I, 
much more capable of handling 
heartbreak. 

Five aortic valves 
if split in two it will continue on 
not unfazed but still functional. 

Can I say that of myself? 
Can you? 

King Zog 

Thin Fingers 
long and tobacco stained. 

Not an addiction. 

Choice informed 
in part nihilism, 
in whole nostalgia. 

Smoke is but thick air ,, purposeful, 
you notice it move your lungs. 

When else does one so 
intentionally breathe? 



Stomach Moths 

Stomach Butterflies? 
No, Moths. 

How did they get in 

I don't remember eating any 
only thinking of you. 

I can feel them eating holes into the lining 

Thin 
Soft 

Weak. 

"Easier than a Pendleton" 
they whisper. 

Moral Qualms of a Barista 

Have you ever 
done something truly horrible? 

Stepped on a worm 
with bare feet, 
smiled as it squished between your toes? 

Stabbed someone in the knee with a fork 
and popped their meniscus? 

Eaten a live mouse 
whole? 

I thought that I was a fairly good person 
I don't munch on baby mice 
I've never purposely run over a bird with my car 
I bring reusable grocery bags to the store! 

Yet the other day 
when someone ordered a single shot 
20 oz iced breve with two times the sweetener, 
I hardly paused before pushing it across the counter 
"$4.25 please" 



Be Free, Earlton 

Skree 

There once was a 
man named Earlton 
Skree. 
He lived in a house 
on a hill 
by a tree. 

Each time he 
blinked 
he would stay for 
awhile: his eyes 
closed tight, 
his lips in a smile. 

Under his lids 
what did he see? 
Whatever it was 
it filled him with 
glee. 
He liked it much 
more than the house 
by the tree-

With its yard to 
mow 
its apples to seed 
the sun in his eyes 
the pain in his knees 
the mortgage to pay 
the dishes to clean. 

The lines on his 
face, they grew 
deeper each daythe 
more that he blinked 
the longer he stayed. 

One day he woke 
at his usual time 
and opened the windows, 
pulled up the blinds. 

He opened the door 
to check on the tree 
to step outside, 
see what he would see. 

Whatever it was 
he wasn't impressed. 
So he went back inside, 
no bother to dress. 

He left open the door 
and sat on the floor 
that world out there, 
he didn't want anymore. 

His breathing felt heavy 
his eyes felt dry 
with a lump in his throat 
he wanted to cry: 
but up from the floor, 
first to his knees. 

He paused there a bit 
as though waiting to sneeze
the air 
it felt still 
in that house on the hill 
thick with intention, waiting 
to spill. 

Then up from his knees 
stood Earlton skree: 
so fast did he stand, 
he felt almost a breeze. 

No more ache in his heart 
No more throb in his feet 
No more wishing 
No longing 
No waiting for he. 

Poor Earlton Skree 
He could finally be free: 

One last look through the 
window and he closed the 
blinds 
shut the door 
left the outside behind. 

Back into bed, 
under blankets he sighed. 
He closed his eyes, 
but not blinking this time: 

The rest of his life, 
he would live in his mind. 



Joking (Mostly) 

Can one truly enjoy black coffee? 

Bitter and hot, 
a facade of edginess. 

If you pretend for long enough 
perhaps it will become good� 

perhaps you will, too. 

Magnolia 

You are a magnolia in my salad: 
beautiful, yet out of place 
(and mildly full of poison) 



winter 

like looking out the window 
to an open field in the springtime, 
yellow lugubrious and soft 

blinking 

opening your eyes 
to a sweaty mirror: 
your reflection 
the face of someone 
perhaps a bit familiar 
but you don't quite recognize, can't 
fully place them 

rubbing alcohol in the tub, 
shucked. 
fingernail clippings down the drain 

shaky breaths 
wet chalk 
soiled yarn 

trying to find yourself again 
like mining for gold 
with a colander more fit for pasta. 

spring 

eyelids packed with snow 
i try not to blink 

an us 
never an is 
soon a was 

these are not tears 
it is only spring. 

0 



Airplane 

Yearning to swim 
in the clouds. 

To ask 
is to be put 
on suicide watch. 

To try, 
well that is something else entirely. 

Anything at All? 

Do you remember 
what you thought (what you felt) 
when you tucked back my hair (when you pulled hers?) 

Do you remember 

forehead kisses 
sweater tugs 
"be right back - just the bathroom - I'll miss you" s? 

(What did you feel when you threw away my toothbrush?) 

a 
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Salty 
. . 
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Is love something consumable? 
It certainly con�u�es. 

If ours were food " 
yours would be a' chocolate most 
decadent or perhaps a fine.wine. 

. 
. 

Mine? . .
Pre-chewed gum, salted! 

. .
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I Hope So 

To love fully 
is to hold a light bulb in your teeth 
while standing in a room filled with cats 
(to whom you are profoundly allergic). 

Trying not to sneeze, 
but knowing that it will soon happen. 

ls it worth the taste of glass? 



Exi(s)t 

Two possibilities lie ahead: 
the beginning and the end. 

Open your eyes 
close them 
fill them with honey or ash, 
it won't make a difference. 

There is no way of knowing 
which one will come next. 

Mm 

Your soul sept into me. 

I am a sponge dropped in tomato soup! 



Star(ved) Part I 

Most people are too full of mud to swallow the stars. 
Much easier to reach, 
might not even want to if they could manage. 

o - Not you, no that is certain if anything can be.

.

Starved but not feeble-
yearning for something just out of reach: 
Yes too far, 

but only for now.  -

And what of me? 
A different sort of disillusionment: 
Hungry for words 
I choke on silence 
and can't help but wonder 
if that is worse than mud. 

'o: 
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Star(ved) Part II 

Too full of mud to swallow the stars 
he settles for wishful thinking 
and claims that his dreams 

I 
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never outstretched - 0 · 

the empty walls of a studio apartment
payed month to month - no lease no commitment
no comfort, no plan
no ground solid enough
to support a leap that would get him much of anywhere,
not across the street let alone to the sky.
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Plants /People (Love) 

A plant dies of dehydration A 

plant dies from overwatering 

Does intention matter? 

Did it matter with us? 

July 

Laying here now 

I realize 

that I know you 

but not as you are 

and 

silence doesn't 
sound the same 

anymore. 
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