
 
what closes in on me     concerns me alone 
 
this is my deaths I’m anxious for   
but there you are      
 
you too     living 
 
with a life unable—unable to parry 
unable to flee     unable to retreat—peering 
through the window (both wall & sacred  
 
absence)     waiting for illumination  
or at slightest     defense    
 
from the bone carrier offing in your alley 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


