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Vines

twine

around her ankles

and pull

her away.

She enjoys it

at first.

Now she wants

to stay.

Her nails grasp 

fresh soil and grass

and she hopes

to hold

on longer.

The grit gets 

caught

under

and has to be

scraped out

by the vine

now grown stronger.

Nails are pulled

from the cuticle

and remain 

embedded 

in the ground.

Children playing 

find them,

they not knowing

her fate,

but she now sleeps

sound.

