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( sic nos sic sacra tuemur )

open the cover
I hollowed the block

text gone
signatures gone

sorry I know
its price sorry

no column chain
could hold me

no words
could hold my

codex just
a shadow box now

These stories—my great metamorphic gang:
the postponement

of their ever ending an attempt to conceal
faultlines—

the spaces where we take leave of each 
other.
As if –ologies

and –isations would save us, I submitted to
your analysis

allowed you to run the scalpel along my 
diction,
begin to grasp

the land of between us, to search uneasily 
for
border towns.
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