loose title: gunpowder piles

i found an ocean with a shell that didn’t fire

so i hid under it

like a reflection

the thin sliver of moon’s all i was

as night passed

we were written in the light

looking after its ghost

my dumb leg mumbles towards 

its unguarded nest   to sit

on its breakfast

i pull out my hands and

slap the signal in my head

but there’s still that snow

falling down over everything

and (there’s still) the horse i’m supposed to deliver

at its finish line

as if each moment wasn’t already

(as if each moment wasn’t already)

we cover the dust with sunlight

and stand in our passed time

like dams or old water in a bucket

guarding her watch

if winter scratches through

she retapes the bones of the house shut

and replays her dubbed heart over

the marathon of cycling dreams

like rivers to oceans

she was in the shell not whispering back

i was the sure underneath everything

like a pile of (construction) debris

(the smoke begging at the window)

(the paper burning at the end)

