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FINGERPRINT

Touch is the language

of your love; tactile
transmissions by fingertip
skip, like beats, on my skin.
Words don’t have their way

with you. | feel lost sometimes

when eyes lock; moments
pass in silence and time
is all that exists. On my bed

we are ships adrift

sending messages in Morse
tapped, polyrhythmic
epidermis full of meaning.

Lips meet but you don’t
speak, your feelings caught
in a grill in your chest.

A word bursts forth

but it’s not that

| want. Woven fingers, tangled
limbs, tousled hair, shoulder
blade strummed like strings.

| have to go in a minute but

we haven’t said everything
yet. | know we’ll do this again
in two days, two weeks—too
long for me to think about right

now. This is all | have: to hope
is to take a risk. Sinking ship

or windswept sails, | know

I’ll get there and you’re waiting.
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CONSTELLATIONS

In the furrows of my forehead
is a splinter inserted

by clouds throwing pins

on the glass. They go tap,
tap, tap and you began

(in my memory) telling

tales about Spain and siestas
(which no longer happen).

Then | said How odd

that Empedocles was right:
we are fire, water, air—

you’re there, Taurus of earth,
this Virgo crossing continents.

Watch (in real-time)

ticks to 6.14. Count down in two-
minute blocks since five. Stop the tap,
tap, tap of my eyes 'cos

it’s just a memory and it’s not

that sad, is it? But soon you’ll leave
for someplace not with me

(with someone not-me?)

soil prised open by stars.
Constellations draft destiny

in Milky black ink. Moving
past tap, tap, tap (dipper big
cups little), tell you I love you
know the way to say my name.

Propel myself from this place,

splinters excised, and dispense
with memory.
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JOURNEY

Pulling up by train
deserted. | walk not knowing

if it’s real. You’d tell me

it’s okay, it’s okay—repetition
brings certainty. We’d sat
in silence; | was sure

this meant something
‘cos we hesitated

leaving the bed. We’d made

fools of ourselves, lying

on sheets at 7.33 when we had to
leave by 8. Dreams of skin and
caffeine; hot flushes in the night.

Trunks entwined, post-coitus

perspiration. Drown me

in promise; share stories

of Europe, Atenea, bossa

nova on Spotify. We’d played
house, cleaning dishes, cooking
dinner. Ghosts in the room

| felt my arms clutching

your clavicle. Pheromone blends
oxygen. Chest heavy

with scent. Heart throngs
through sternum. Fear slips

and I’d asked

what you meant. For breakfast
you made me bread and tea
and teased me | think too

much. Time spent in cycles.
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Viewpoint tainted grey,
thumbs twiddled circular.

Lost words, you open barriers.

We need to leave
through the gate.
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