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thursday
11:18

Half-bitten tooth strewn applecore sundays. harmless soft stroking kidding yourself. balmy skin flak-
ing ants on the kitchen top don’t walk too far into that long violence, arms open, looking for they.
warm outside air spilling on fallen chest, the sound of distant children. the breathing of oak trees 
tapping bony hands on window frames. 
   wet hands, long fingers grey failings, 
dry paint on cracked windows. long wooden frets of foreboding and sorrowful calls in the dark.
dank cellar floor formidable scent of how we ought to be, tooth headed, rasp lipped in the glow of 
swinging lightbulbs, bare of shade and laughter. all for falling over. cement grown cold from wet 
towels.
   unrequited now your seedling loves. hold your crackling bones dear against your skin.
elm sister, white skinned breather of damp friday morning, twining her fingers in writhing, wistful 
veils of unrest.
dew-sodden, morning-wet jackdaws fall limply to moss-grown, unuttering ground.
lethe runs still over mudflanks and marshes, with cigarette ends making boats of us all. 
“in memoriam, darlings and sickly sons”, fathering more than a gallows for dogs. paws wet, muzzles 
kept clean with running water and self-centred human skin.

bury the dreamers, inter the armchairs died in. dig up the churches irriguous with lack of use.
raise high the doorsteps slept on. and write their conversations uttered late into nights. 

weddings of illness. wakes of joy,
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