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“I’ll speak a bit of you to anyone who’ll listen.”


— Joanna Guthrie


“Ever since she died


she can’t stop dying. She makes me


her elegy.”


— Norman McCaig


“Believing that holes can be filled with language is


dangerous—only space itself occupies empty spaces.”


— Kristin Prevallet
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I have spent years falling out of each window



the tall building of grief gave me.


Every day I climb to the top of the tower


and let myself fall again.


Even though I have tried to stop,


feeling the guilt of the living


the groove it runs in is too well worn.


Each night as I climb


the stairs of my grief,


I pause for breath at the midway point.


Each night I hope to meet the ghost


of a loved one coming back the other way.


But there’s only me and my breath.


I wonder what my dead would tell me


if I gave them voice—


perhaps, burn the building down?





The Hare



He brings something with him –


a chill that creeps inside the bones


and through the blood.


Winter with all its ice and snow is coming –


I feel it in the air,


hear it in the wind that shivers through the trees.


The hare feels it too.


This hare, that might be a dream or might be real


and is as big as the one I thought was my mother


in the woodland burial ground last summer,


that day when the weather was warm as a kiss


and the foliage densely lush and green,


and the map I had printed out so vague


that I couldn’t find her grave.


But there they were – the hare and the deer –


crossing our path by the badger sett


and just as sudden gone again.


The hare – the biggest I have ever seen;


the same colour as that suit, hung in the gallery,


no buttons or markings – just brown felt.


I wore it in my dreams for weeks after,


my skin naked and itchy beneath its pelt.


A penance perhaps –


for not trying hard enough to find her.


Like that day in the church


when I opened my mouth to speak


and no words came.





A Geography of The Dead



(i)


underground


under root


under badger, fox, hare


under a canopy of green


we lay you there


we pray you there / here


                                            your name is like perfume


                                                                       51.18562 NORTH


                                                                       -1.68479 WEST


               the coordinates


               we steer ourselves by




(ii)


under the flush pink of morning


under herringbone cloud


under sleet and rain and snow and hail


under searing sunlight


on this planet that
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