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For Cat, my Queen

with more of my love

and more of my gratitude

than you probably know
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Poems
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Gabriel

After

How To Hide

Ninebark

‘Tis Said

When You Feel Fear

Consuming Fire

To Drown A Man

What You’d Rather Not Think

Pavilions Of Rain

My Great Uncle Comes To Repair Our Roof

To Kneel And Hug The Ground

Harold’s Field

Taking Without Asking

Killing Spiders

Pinch, Burn

The Prophetess

Beautiful Fire

Birds, Landfill

Light

Rain On Stained Glass

Danse Sacree Et Danse Profane

Till We Have Bodies

Holy Ghost

Notes

About The Author

About The Press
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GABRIEL

[image: image]




for my son, who died in utero December 2014

I wanted to say:

son, 

learn this,

all things 

you learn by doing 

repeating

not knowing

by going

highyo 

heya

all things

you learn by doing

I remember

your mother 

a hollow tree

a sky

like aubergine

that sky

––––––––
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this time

carry me

this time

cover me

I remember

stumbling 

highyo

heya

Gabriel,

carry me

and I will carry— 

oh spirit,

I want to be

home

I remember

a hollow tree

and the sky

that sky 

this time

carry me

spirit, son

until,

my son,

until

you start dancing

highyo

heya

be still,

my son,

until 

you start

dancing
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AFTER
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the rain water

dries on the concrete

shapes nebulous

as relationships

from the deck I can 

hear drops

like an IV from

the rooftop eaves 

I woke up

rejuvenated

befouled

thin blot of sky

as if help might come 

through like a hand

from behind the

curtain
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