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Catapult Season
1
The road burps with rain that scampers
into little forks. Sheets press their chests
to the windowpane. Tuft plantlets stand upright
in the blunt lawn. Every umbrella huge four feet

2

Numbers metartise tear stars at tension.
Gorgeous, the night is gorgeous. 
The voke of hymns. The 
membryonic twang of dawn.
Gods, arise.

6

The sky is an egg.
Friction is the clinging day and night. 
How can 1 leave my framework I carry
the plague of the hopefuls.

7
Shoe shok winter’s here at Swansea. 
It cannot be. The glaze mazes 
but the enamour is dying shrill. 
For sure the plumage fluffs with air.
Ekes pure white patience necking centuries.

28

GAS STOVE
webbed blue band of fleshy flame clamps the pan. Its Impressing fingertips 
beat heat after heat across to the water ^prisoner. Hard mercurial beads spurt 
from the bowels. Now |jt has gone mad, a fit, frothing, gurgling, cackling, 
dying. |I try to impose an emotion on it, 1 cannot. I shut my ears, o put my 
face to the mouth of the cave and roast a cheek in the billowing flapping 
steam until tender. Water hairs prick me, I* toy fingers turn off the gas. A 
strong sigh cloud of smoke flings itself at me longingly.
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