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I hope there is a here

In the hereaFer.

Sleep is salvation.

I have no faith

In the larger nerves.

!e forests contract

Cartoons expand.

I’ll take a stand

As much as I can.

Wonder.  God I wonder.
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Emily – 

My little harlequin

Breaks the cold sky.

Earth

Stolen from the Nothing

I halfway enter

And halfway anchored

By your small hand.
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Since you vanished

It’s all bridge

Under the water.

My bridge.

Gives me my neck and some air.

See me standing absurdly

Arms stretched out.

Palms Hat on the surface of the river.

Like stethoscopes.

!ey listen for more than remains.





4%0,)

From the distance everyone

can hear the terrible noise

of the helicopter policing the city

for some lost soul.

I can hear it too from the depths of sleep.

I can hear you coming

from the crowded world to this empty one.

I can hear you

delicately manoeuvring long dark blades

across this darkest border.

I know it will be you

alighting on this planet.

Your promise.

And I will not awaken again.

So that I can be with you longer

that we might lie together side by side

and listen to the waves gently rolling

under our invented moon.





Everything before you, and everything concealed

you may take entirely

to do with what you want.

From now until the moment of your Hight.

And my sleep deepens.
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So here you go.

!e journey home.

You place your head quietly in the shell of your hands

and remember and forget.

!e sea crashing up against your resistance.

!e sea crashing up against you.

!e sea crashing.

!e sea crashing.

!e sea

 !e sea

  !e sea
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Death is a dark thing, she said

Like a white blossom

Kissed to the ice – 

A

Misshapen moon

Touched to and intimates

!e subtlest surface

States

          Of one’s lake – 

Barely – 

A thin cold skin

Suddenly between you

And the ungainly clamour of your being there
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Dear Emily I

have no language

but do anyway

with which to say

the darkening purple Howers of – 

exude their languorous wings and have

across eye moon

and eye sun – 

like wet leaves

and like sleep – 

but now to Ind light’s burning

smuggled through darkness and

(ignited in blood?)

at last

the hard breach – 

scalpels bleed starlight

Dec , .
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#e child feels

in my arms

like a vehicle so

ill prepared

for much of anything

let alone

the inevitability of $ight

and black holes.
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