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Father, my words kneel Jefore youiLﬂMEj
they—have nowhere to go.
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\ﬁour eyes must have seen
howo —
turn things over
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as though meanings could be gleaned %?Eg?

frem things,
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mockirg your writings Sbﬁ?*qﬁb

as though you could be summoned ckbuhﬁéd
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I open the palms of my poems
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They do not hawe wowr marks
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cutting roads forﬁglrectlong.
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They have neither tae grac?/éor ligh ofhPsalms
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They do not knoq/bau to be lostw};

to be saved.
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i Master, what do you make

of your own poetry?

Do you own it

after you made it?

.

Or deeo i€ mh(“-/d‘y/:{s Wl?/r

TV

Lord, I have failed as a poet.

I have found what I wanted,

<:> but am now found wanting.

éf' r& must have got it all wrong -

though at—what—peint,
T cannot imagfﬁe.nwﬁﬁhhﬂ,

Perhraps—it—was- when the writer
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became more urgent than the writing,
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the tool more needed than the task?®
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(Eé)Father, I am bereft

and coming undone.



' I need to unlearn,
Q‘ I need to be dumb.

_ v
@ j.c-rr/l have nothing left

on my tongue.
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cutting roads for direction.
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They do not know

to be lost is to be saved.
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Father, I am mew bereft

and coming undone.

I need to unlearn,

I need to be dumb.

For I have nothing left

on my tongue.



