Tracings – 

A new house

On new land

In a new country 

With a new woman 

Who has new flesh

And a fresh tongue

With lively wit

And exciting habits

Bring me confusion

And agony.

I’m not married but I imagine my own mother

Being a difficult mother-in-law. She is sensitive 

To every word, and finds a slight wherever one

Needs to be. Very sensitive. 

Mice

In Scuffy’s mild and broken mouth

The earliest man

Neanderthal unheard by -

Disappeared. 

You’re beyond reason – you cannot read 

So I won’t plead with you to leave 

like rats abandon a sinking ship.

There’s peace and silence then. 

A quiet repose before the final exhalation

The puff of air that precedes her final destination.

Surrounded

By vandals holding gifts

gathered by slaves.

Or you might slip and fall on 

Your child’s brain.

Or you might end up killing your own child 

Because she turned into a blood sucking parasite –

It had something to do with a government 

Experiment. Some faceless choices made 

For love or money.

I’m tired of people. 

It’s too hard to reach down inside and answer questions.

A leak – the tapping water – 

The rhythm is off

There’s no drum machine

No pulse

The beats can’t be evened out.

Last night a rat took down a sunflower and ate the seeds

What does hay taste like anyway? 

Why eat something like that – can it possibly make you fat?

