Field Notes: It's 3 a.m.

and William Blake

is heaving his hulk from my bed,
wearing the night’s bristles

like a bruise.

His sleeve

drags across my page.

“I try not to fool myself,”
he shouts from the john.
His beefy finger

squeaks across his teeth.

“But these pages plot!

They write better endings than I do.
And my stylus — Judas! —

just sliced a comma on the knuckle

of my revision hand...

How do you spell tiger again?”
I vacuum up and bleach the ink
from the sheets before it sets.
Under my eyes, his thumbprints,

dark as coal.

Soon he’ll be back in Albion,
and I’ll be late for work again.

We count the little sheep

until we sleep.
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