| want to

peel a point in time and space

until a new skin forms

be enclosed by something other than my skin
an attic, blankets, breath of my sisters

from lung to lung becoming sighs

of someone in the tram

| want to with a flash of recognition
meet the one in front of me knowing

we are lines that cross precisely here
and now in a graph on loneliness by age
and educational attainment

| want to say while drinking coffee later

that | recognise myself in the beans and the sugar and
the hands

of someone who doesn't understand or thinks it cliché
comparing prisons with skins

| want to persist saying this is our chance

to be a moment, more than human

if only we dive now touch below

come up right through the surface

dive, touch below, come up through the surface

when some one replies be patient
better swim in summertime

| want to forgive him

for misunderstanding me
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She comments: “Poetry for me is a way to explore
all the invisible connections; between words, things,
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It has nothing to do with defining things and
everything with trying to remember what lies
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