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breath comes out as a sob branches cut streetlight
into a shape I don’t know the bark of a fox

seams the night slipping out the gaps in my fist
you left the dream undisturbed you left breath
warm on the windowpane I can write

what I want gone come morning come

branches split streetlight into shadows spiderweb
twisting around a last panic the gaps between
sobs and breath the empty other

side of the bed open wide the bark of a fox

sounds like a child in the street

screaming I rush to the windowpane

the wind like wings beating for the first time
panicked twisting aloft

you left me shapes dreams gaps in my
fists loosen I can write anything I want

the bark of a fox a calling home a thank you
for finally breaking my heart into a shape

I like the light on branches and wind slip
into song a sob come morning is breath



