
 

when poets divorce 
 

 
posts     dissolve: 
held  only      

Stonehenge. 
 
think:          beautiful  

scholars: 
red  

ghazals on 
parchment: 

 stigmata. 
 
index    
   and 
fore- 
 fingers    freeze: 

elevator  
pushes 
 down any 
 
way.  Up  

      is     no 
better:   Michel 
      Angelo      knew 
this         still 
  stroking. 
 
whether 
    

tabula:  
       rasa --    or  
  

rosetta stone – 
blank, all’s  

                        frost  
    in translation.  
 
 
 
 
 
 


