
 
 
 
 

 
it locks on me     locks me lonely 
 
I know this     the husband knows this     all husbandry 
knows Isolation is not quiet   
    
                          it’s a banshee call  
played out:      as much as life  
is love     love is lossly 
 
it claims a me that barely lives 
 
my space conforms to the vacuum      
what heat   |   I’m unable  
 
oblivions     anxiety     their voids gape upward 
 
I can’t shape a form of my own 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 


