Toenails 

Throw your arms around me

I’m hoping you can join me 

In heaven someday.

All my pets come bounding to meet me

When I appear.

For each action there is a cooresponding

Reaction. For each life gained another is

Lost somewhere else. 

Each clip is a sound wave

A stick taps the rim of a drum

Tap the one-hitter against the table.

Crenulated ash – circles 

sharp slapback

The last page of a sketch book

Littered with scratch 

