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And so he murmured, the gods resist they perish they die they smell like offal 

their illusions varnished their realms collapsed, I invent I’ve collected

ash bone-stubble stone and hammers

ash bone-stubble war-blades for cutting tongues from fallen gods speaking through

intelligent dogs their yellow teeth their insistent barking

a creosote branch consumed by flames

wake up, she said, you headless man

wake up, she said, bring me water my lips are blistered touch my cheek

my swollen tongue, feel the fine grain rub my skin

how can I love this body, he said, how can I love this clay I fear

now you may kiss my fire-gnawed wrist, listen to my bones that clack

what’s not to love in howked-up flesh

how loose the cerecloth hangs on her frame

how precisely the bones can be reassembled how subtle her perfume of methane and dust

the funerary music she evokes when she falls, soot and shadow black oily smoke

dream on, she said, you headless man

he clings to fears held together with hope

this fog may or may not lift, but please

keep your rotting smell to yourself. To fit together the pieces of your tongue

the syllable formation he ponders as he falls into weak consolations

his expectation of being reborn in a country where gods are remembered

a nostalgia for divinity compels him to bark!

The anguish he suffers, the sorrow he tenders. To pull himself together to fit himself inside the

Fragments of her lips the syllables he worries he practices the sounds
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the leap into faith or faithless consolations

waiting for signals, words that keep failing, trying to sleep through terrible storms

the din that awoke him was a miller grinding, chewing up mourners

who rumble alarms, their houses crumbling

outside the temple she remains unconvinced spun

from the sun the crib the crypt the scrawl alleged to speak his voice

riding syllables to break against the edge of things

obsessed with a center in spite of her self-contradictions

nothing to attain no one to realize but stars nonetheless will be ground into ashes

without reservations burnt in secret already offered to be consumed

a swollen belly’s violent complaint, the violin’s mournful whine

as if the flesh were panic grass

as if voice could exist without a tongue. So she gave him vowels and a bouquet

of adverbs and dark-eyed pronouns to sing at his door

and light a river a juxtaposition of voice and stars that override the landscape

no beauty wounds without a scar the livid reminder that signifies nothing

no shadow no tongue no petty squabble no chomp no grind no somewhere else

so he’ll dive into that river he undergrubs the subtext a dog barking in starless night

his body clothed in lichen, his undercoat dry, and her hymn a pasture that includes

the red tree considered as a composition in yellow and blue, in the shape of an egg

from stream to stream, a composition in tongue and lichen

wake up, she said, you headless man

dive into the river your narrative awaits you. She smoked a tongue from her waxy pouch

she declared his tench a resurrection, a stanch a stance, sublimation

for a fact only proven when no proof exists

she released him naked his breath a tunnel

the unclothed cipher at the salt-rimed door, morning light bleeding

more bandage than wound, burnishing the bridge in amniotic haze

the headless man with open gaze

