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Thing Of A Face
( a cycle of five poems )

We may pick
as frost’s

looked hard

spring’s birds glean
gentle abolishment of



We may pick

ourselves up like so many twigs or dried grasses, we may circle
ourselves over & over again, pressing ourselves to round felt.

The words are treetop, twigs & splinters of sky, rain stinging, the
horrible wow of wind.

The whole Bardo is black twigs. I have rearranged tree-bits over &
over, it is never finished.

It reminds me of a dream I had last night, there

were

twigs.

So many pairs of gloves perched on a telephone wire. Voices nest
in the tree of a distant city. Here’s one now:

‘ Gods, how I love your twigs{&}grasses! ’
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spring’s birds glean
fibres of being

let them take
your eyes’ glints

let them have
the wisps

you’ve said
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