On Nights that are Sour

The cold sheets cling to nmy thighs,

Li ke a hardbound novel

The echoing fan swirls

The lifeless air around ne,

But | do not breathe.

The frame squeaks when | shift,

To bl ow out a dying candl e,

Sending a ring of waxy smoke

Into the vast corners of a bleak room

In the Mddl e

| ooked at this diary | was witing in at the tine.
t was the time of beasts, and the whole world was in flanes.
| ooked at this diary I was witing in,

had finished half of themw th poetry and denented doggerel
did not quite understand what hal fway neant,

I
I
I
| had nearly finished half the pages.
I
I
I

was in the mddle of sonething.
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