 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
dedicated to all 
my beloved oomfies 
i met in ontario <3 
ily 
 
cupid’s bow
 
cupid’s bow is where my 
appetite lies
apples in the garden
greed and hunger slithering between 
thighs
juicy just like clementines           				  1.
fast bitten lips and 
cavernous echos of 
voracious need
        or carnivorous?
im every hue of fuschia
you've ever tasted
schmatz!
licking the marble sculptures
prim and poised, yet callow jaws
give away their creators 
candor
idc ill give you everything
because i need u to know   that my
wanton approaches are reoccurring
(my venus is in scorpio)
coral valleys that live as lovers
a chalice that cures all your suffers
fill it with ivory provenance
make a wish blow out my candle
make a wish for me                       				 2.
and ill give u
all my nudes
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need to know
 
im the cherry without the pit
nonchalant, the brims of my lips are the chalice
where your thumb goes    like finger placements 
on a paint pallet
pray tell, old sport, how dost my lip balm taste?
my hips’ potential break the timid molds i feel on
your skin     screams skabort !
i can be the dancing lady emoji
    under the disco ball
when donna summer sings ~toot toot beep beep
Sun’s gone down and they’re about to trot					3.
ask the man from jupiter to colour the blue shutters
with circumspect eagerness
ive made several deals w/ lucifer     & he loves it when u
move it and make it hot for me
all of the girls are dance floor queens 						4.
until i put my Saucony’s on it
	and im a ruff ride
you can only have me for the night							5.
dost thou like the taste of cherry chapstick?	
hot pink bubblegum lights reflecting
off my aries florentine jeans
and denim drew barrymore pleasures
jacket    when house music possesses our bodies
	faggots who whip their necks and sweat
on the walls at massey hall
fucking me is priceless bc i know exactly what im supposed to do	6.
 
the bouncers hand out bottles of Aquafina to those who faint
& i wait for u to lick every glare
that i send ur way, u swallow covertly w/ each blink
from across the room	    i know ur secret
wouldst thou like to live deliciously?							7.
gay minds twink alike
i leave and u follow
and ur fate is mine
 
kit kat (lisa barlow)
 
only had				in hotels and slipping
a kit kat for brkfst			in showers sipping
today, feeling so			from my keith haring
lisa barlow <3			corkcicle
					i love doritos
orange spotted
leopard jacket			when u take cheap shots
pleasures				always expect a hangover
and leather bags
					theres only one cunt in the
and kn95 masks			air today
in the plane				riding on blue wings & breeze
flights delayed by			and to all of my haters:
an hour and a half			get well soon! (✿˶˘ ³˘)~♡
					bc jealousy is a disease
i wear
drole de monsieur
and beaded bracelets
comme de garcons
in my dreams				
 
pastel pink sweater  
watching kate spade luggage
& leather    spin on the belt
my teal tote swings
down to my knees
 
spending nights stoned 
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hot chip
 
merlot exhales are the saddles 
with which i toll
straying fingers that go lurking
on the gram
a tblspn of tart cherry jam
amaroidal like wine
should quench curious attentions
but obviously 
i dont remember the texts that said
i wanna see other ppl
or the frantic phone calls
like crackling rims of rolling rock
or rosewood burning by the night fire
call it gasconade narcissism
when you told me i wanna date ppl who are more like me
 
vermillion hasnt tasted the same since
call it raspberry desire or
ferrari blues on the driver side
i could manage it on my own, i thought
if it werent for my dependance
on that acrid taste
fooling me with its decadent color
 
the panicked beating wings of
the thrush sitting in my throat bc
the way you whispered hot chip 
makes me hard
and i think about your mouth constantly
the raw shades of summer sangria    glazed and hungry
make me blush now
 
i didn’t know of his appetite then
devouring my face like a carnivore
the sweet sap of dark cherries splayed across
both our faces
like blood
if i knew of his appetite then
i might have offered myself as the blade
to which to spread the tart jam
  sickened by its acerbic punch and curdled
by perennial hindsight
 
i dont enter the store and bite into the first
ripened fruit i spot
red plums rich and glistening
put it back on the shelf when i decide
other spoils might interest me more
and i’m still wiping my mouth of you
 
i fear im that fruit now, sitting
with its skin torn and bleeding
i drip with vacuity
& desolation spans before me
into fading memories of a former lover
 
who doesnt taste as sweet as i first
remember
 
i dont go lurking anymore
 
but i can still hear him on 
my lips
i still see him
in passing shades of everyday
and i dont have the ability
to rid my mouth 
of how he tasted
I am the Dragon
 
i am the dragon breathing fire					8.
cutting creases of your neck
single swipes of my knife and teeth
marled with red stains and fervour 
im the fucking cunt you married
the only time you liked urself 
was when u were trying to be someone 
this cunt might like							9.
 
you should feel lucky to have my 
$79 lipstick kisses all over ur face
youre probably used to those
cheap tricks
kissin you with their .99
cent lips									10.
 
i wear the name 
ANTIMAN 
as scales, never able to molt 
when it no longer fits my body
but this also means
that I am a dragon 
with wings and a tongue of flame
i have to get used to flying						11.
 
i’m a dragon, you’re a whore
don’t even know what you’re good for				12.
lucifera and her steed      skippin through the city
feelin pretty w nobody to get on
so if you really wanna kiss me
do it quickly before the end of the song 				13.
 
cuz im not a quitter       
im that cunt						9.
 
roided out (hot roommate)
 
roided gushers
suave motherfucker
his board shorts were a chipper shade
of spruce, & the hissing of summer lawns
 
you pass the blunt and ours knees
are brushed with ash
bubbly grins are the blobjects of my
attentions        damn... my turn again?
 
make me bust out of my socks w/
thwarts of gusto
add a sunhat and its givinggg
sexxi ornathologist 
in an Australian paleontology movie
ur a lightweight so
one puff is all it takes
fallin in lust w me, possibilities
i look like all u need 							 14.
 
doing my laundry downstairs
makes me feel like julia fox stripping
next to mounds of ice on the nyc curb
      too bad 
kanye doesnt care
 
i forgot
ur a lightweight so
passing the joint back makes u heave ho
coughs filling your chest until you sweat
and scream
its way too hot out!      you can totes take off
ur shirt bro
the tits are the eyes to the soul 
yknow?
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scammed in trinity bellwoods
 
its a terrible feeling
being scammed
even tho i saw it through the
clout goggles as it was happening
surprising myself w/ wondrous
delusions of prophecy    call me the oracle
of delphi bitch
 
sycophants & groupies are not so
unalike     if you look past the yelping
fawn in the woods     ive met her before -
minimalism & quiet spectacles can be the
drapes for shifting winds of 
one’s own convictions     call it
an absinthian lacquer for vacant senses
of self    or notions of fear
ppl arent ornaments for ur
online persona     or misadventures in friendships
tho a few seem to like wearing them
    like halloween costumes  
some people are worth losing and some
situations arent meant to be fixed
 
sometimes i wonder 
what is the point of all this ??? Lol
and then i spend time w the ppl i love
and for a brief moment, i see
 
after the gay council has decided ur fate
over facetime    you’ll be tried by a
court of ur queers     always watching
Kismet may mean serendipity to you
but in my mother’s tongue
her name is Kali
and she does not forget
 
should i skip my friend’s party &
do acid instead? i hate the bday girl lmao
no further context
 
cornucopias by the window 
 
fruitful bags of groceries are gripped in my fist
gravid and lumbering as they swing 
and graze my shins; you’re beside me and im reminded
of the pendulum punishing the walls of the longcase clock
at my old place, in van
 
giddy knees and roiling blanched thighs
shorts in the summer are a delicacy 
im always afforded with my lover
sights of which make me think of the window
in your room    the sky was purple and stars
barely visible; smells of languid evening heat and
the verboten feel of peachfuzz under golden light
the scent of your sweat soaked into my shirt made me stir crazy
— these sounds against my tongue trigger the same
feeling in my gut as when you jokingly call me [comrade]
or tell me the guy-version of a sundress in july
is going commando in swim trunks
 
i think of the sweet perfume of the toxic
candy factories by the fortinos
where you fill my pockets with your hands and lick 
the nape of my neck; i still remember the feel of wet moss hair 
and hard excitement against nevada sky nylon
we havent crossed rifle range yet and 
you’ve already untied my drawstring
 
unfoiling the grocery bag finds pretzels
and nike socks; biting into honeycrisps
that bounce across the countertop
the small of your back where my hand grazes you
sends shudders up your spine
blades of your shoulders flexing like
the wrinkles written into tin foil, unprofane to my eyes
even tho u have a bf, holding ur flustered hand
is a specialty of mine
 
yes, fruit falls, blemishes form
bananas ripen far too quickly
 
it may be too warm for skin to skin contact, fistfuls
of smooth hair or lecherous greed 
but we refuse separation in our own room
when sweat rains down on you, you sigh
and i partake in cornucopias of your making
 
when i write sex poems about u
i’ll think of that evening after the grocery store
and the open window that dared you to beg
for merely ten minutes of my affections
but even after the summer musk has faded
and we’ve fucked     and you
tell me you can’t date me
i’ll cherish the burn of the grocery bag in my palms
and at my old place
the pendulum will keep swinging
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ainslie woods - hamilton, ON
 
1. my house
2. fortino’s
3. st. mary’s catholic school
4. starbucks
5. subway
6. jenny’s house
7. GO bus station
8. nuclear reactor
9. mcmaster hospital
10. the phoenix bar
11. picnic grounds <3
12. degroote building
13. university hall
14. mills library
15. edward’s arch
16. chester new hall
17. student centre
18. arts quad
19. ron joyce stadium
references
 
 
1. interpolates lyrics from “Claws” by Charli XCX (page 5)
2. interpolates lyrics from “What’s Your Pleasure?” by Jessie Ware (page 5)
3. interpolates lyrics from “Bad Girls” by Donna Summer (page 6)
4. interpolates lyrics from “Anna Wintour” by Azealia Banks (page 6)
5. interpolates lyrics from “Freak” by Shygirl (page 6)
6. interpolates lyrics from “808” by Chase Icon (page 6) 
7. interpolates dialogue from The Witch (2015) dir. Robert Egger (page 6)
8. interpolates lyrics from “Don’t Hurt Yourself” by Beyoncé (page 10)
9. interpolates dialogue from Gone Girl (2014) dir. David Fincher (page 10)
10. interpolates a tweet published by Lana Del Rey on Twitter, @lanadelrey on March 25th, 2011 (page 10)
11. interpolates prose from Antiman by Rajiv Mohabir (page 10)
12. interpolates lyrics from “Fucked My Way Up To The Top” by Lana Del Rey (page 10)
13. interpolates lyrics from “ride the dragon” by FKA Twigs (page 10)
14. parodies lyrics from “One Kiss” by Calvin Harris, Dua Lipa (page 11)
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Wren Rusić (he/they) is a struggling Sagittarius in his twenties who is passionate about the indoors, fashion, and writing things he thought no one would ever read. He can be found avoiding twitter suspension, posting memes on instagram or making stress purchases at the local consignment store. 
 
 
		         	       @wrenrusic
 
		         	       @dilfpickle_
	 
 
OPS/assets/images/droppedImage-2.jpg





OPS/assets/images/toc-portrait-header.jpg
MY OWN PRIVATE ONTARIO

by wren Rusic





OPS/assets/images/droppedImage-1.jpg





OPS/assets/images/droppedImage-4.jpg





OPS/assets/images/droppedImage.jpg





OPS/nav.xhtml

  
   Table Of Contents


   
    		
     dedication
    


    		
     cupid's bow
    


    		
     need to know
    


    		
     kit kat (lisa barlow)
    


    		
     hot chip
    


    		
     I am the Dragon
    


    		
     roided out (hot roommate)
    


    		
     scammed in trinity bellwoods
    


    		
     cornucopias by the window
    


    		
     ainslie woods
    


    		
     references
    


    		
     about the author
    


   


  
  
   
    		
     Start
    


   


  
 

OPS/assets/images/ainslie woods map final.jpg
amia’s house

—_—f

—_—

westdale

university
plaza

ainslie wood
east

o«

cineplex ancaster
& michael’s





OPS/assets/images/droppedImage-3.jpg





OPS/assets/images/cover-image.jpg
MY OWN PRIVATE ONTARIO






