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To Lindsay,


for helping to make one of my biggest dreams come true.





Trepanation



Or what my life became when I let the ghouls out of my brain


Once I thought I knew    the way of fields


I thought that I had seen    the view’s only truth


I spread upon    the tender world of moss


yielded my head      to the ground


gave passage      to any questing root


my mind an offering    to pullulations of seed


the auger’s turn unwound        the true smell of grass


the bitter beauty of           the sapid green


my cerebrum devoured     the piquancy of growing corn


a chalice to bear       the piety of freshly fallen rain


silver-sharp against    the path of my own rushing veins


its ions broke upon        the scaffold of my bones


I opened my head to      the luminous fusion of stars


let myself wear            the incredible weight of night


filled my skull with      the raw coin of the moon


felt its halo bloom inside       my own cavern of bone


I woke beneath           my version of a morning sky


the wound uncumbered        my devout kaleidoscope


my pate throbbed with welts     of immense blue


I drilled myself aware       of great definitions of cloud


uncovered a world             of high-borne froth


the universe inside             each airborne fleck of ice


their unmapped journey across       each astonishing vault


I thought I knew the whole sound of     each bird


such new complexities from    the delicious well of their throats


such patterns to describe        the shape of flight


I saw each barbule hold     the whole wing against the wind


I could not taste    the ghosts that I had kept


I could not hoard    the wandered voice of distal pain


I could not recall      the ubiquity of your face





How Austistic Spectrum Condition
Made Her Worth Her Weight in Birds



Pitter-scratch, patter-scratch, soil-deluded beak.


The floor is a mystery of worms, a concealment of seeds.


This queerish bird keeps becoming lost, though she is not a tiny thing.


See how this bird knocks her cheek against a cupboard door


and bat, bat, bat! comes a sound of wood bumping against flesh.


The smell of varnish, bitter. The nurture of wood, divine.


Elbow-flicker, elbow-flack, great misguided flight. The air


is a flabbergast of space, a fatigue of liberty. An unreachable scar.


She sees it marked by a devotion of swans and worships


their berth, the lowering of fat unblemished bows. Their christening


of self to shifting water, their mustering of signets into lines.


She is afraid she does not lead her own baby well,


afraid he will drown in her chaos. She is all the horrors


of doing things wrong though she lowers her neck above him


in shapes of love. What sort of bird might she be?


Not the harsh slice of gulls – she did not abandon her chick


to sheer cliff, would never risk his un-flight fall, nor his mite’s casting


to jaws of rock. How she fluffs around this treasure!


Waggle-squat, scuffle-crouch, bulk resigned frame.


The floor’s moor is a complex of heather, peeps of mottled plume.


This bird is folding upon a stool’s perch. Look how she has laid


the addled shell of her head to the length of the table’s slab.


This bird has ways of guessing wind though she is not a free thing


and press, press, press, comes lush, dull pain, a blissful blank,


a bright nest in her brow. She muses upon the plunge of cormorants.


Needles, stitching themselves to fathoms of salt. Oceans


have no corners – is the sea is too big a space?


Reflections were never her friend. She spurs at the wrong-ways


repeating of herself. No matter how she swims, there will be no split


from this clinging twin – the drag of her aping curse.


Gravel-gullet, splinter-hymn, rasp of ugly verse. Compline


is nightmare time, a tuneless ask. She is no nightingale – her voice


of shatter and shriek chimes for every hour that she forces


her breast to thorns. One this weight will never hum for nectar,


no matter how she puts tongue to bloom. She envies the swallows,


prays for such frail connects. Quop-fleck, dash-fear, spook


from human sight. The day is a threat of lungs, a worry of sounds.


She harbours aspects of a wren, as pit, pit, pit, she weaves


a home of threads. Picky-snap, scrabble-snap, her hands


are clacking bills, plucking her purse of screwed receipts, pecking


at paper scat. This bird winds herself with spells as bind, bind, bind,


she is lured back to ground. Becomes concious of blood.


This bird was born a murmuration. From inside her mouth


comes a flight, a flurry for this is the way she cries. Catch them,


though they are not perceptible things and flit, flit, flit,


there are hollows in her chest. This bird is built on bruised


and brittle sticks. Look how she carries a craw of knives that cut
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