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circlusion, n: the pushing of something onto and around something else, thus 
encircling or surrounding it. From another perspective, this movement can be described 
as penetration.  

The time to live, my love, was being so right now that I leaned my mouth on the matter of life.
 — Clarice Lispector, The Passion According to G.H. 

(tr. Idra Novey)

What’s made in this space are theories.

— Lisa Robertson, ‘The Seam’ 
 





root  

This is something about love and the state of the world, the state of the death of the world and the 
death of the state of the world. One aspect is a blade, the other a whetstone. Or they are both stones 
grinding – you – into. Something against something, this is true. Two things (hard) up (by) against 
(around) one another.

as we talked soil depletion, the end of the harvests, 
the frayed thread of feeling was focusing in and out of his throat, the freckles 
covered by the hand before. Plentiful as flowers become seeds. Tried to pick 
them up, crack them between teeth and gums. My mouth instead around no hope. 

His sister has just given birth and we are holding hands  in a cloud
tobacco and come that shines us              lying            naked front to 
naked  back for half an hour                     against itself against 
itself against

I couldn’t sleep a first night under canvas, ringing with words flung

against     the fire and stars         against
 
the circling sayings and heavenly mouths           this song first:    

 our bodies
 against

one another  lying                     in the space which isn’t touching

two sheaves of quiet 
lean up against each other
of what we spoke against
leaving up against

against itself 
 

against itself

I think I was dishonest when I spoke, can’t tell I told 
a lie with 
 my body
 smelled 
his hair, and put its mouth against 

         against which seemed
the scent which mouth would call a kiss



can’t tell, no. Lie with my body, against
      which seemed against 

       come into its whole when my eyes 
against touch
          the polyester 

ceiling felt resistance
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flesh  

i. 
  
I know their heart so well

it climbs 
its metaphors like staircases to make a lift
the centre’s been removed from

outside a room I can’t wait for the threshold name, its camera 
the exact out-facing vibe I’ll trouble time no more for 

lights out. The door is liquid and a chaser down my throat, with
the same song rises before; the water 

water is wide, I cannot get o’er
 

give me
a boat that will

beat the bounds
 

be upraised by 
rivermouth
and carry too 

my beating is loud and in sequence



ii.  

we’re always falling apart in the middle
            of each other

in this city of loss, this ocean,         this bone of flesh and skin of loss. 

       a missing is something
 
All that richness in a sea of loss. I know there is no peace, a little peace  
of somewhere, the weather  
moves me quickly to where the sun
flourishes I planted my own theory 
there in a corner, own
running back through with thought.

Ask for that thought wrested and muted 
peristalsis ask for a thought of the alley 
where the light isn’t. 
 
I am walking into feeling’s bark I am 
growing round this and squeezing it for decades,

a loss for which there is no 
centre, a whole within which 
no consolation holds 
a wider and pitiful solace, bearing
screwing to you its sounding

(two frames of beating heart to wake in both lust and anxiety
dry mouth, symptoms of flight)

 
whether you rode into that tide, or someone else did; a phone 
cracked right down the middle, fingers feeling out the crack 
pressing the same screen, a sharpness, click

(and body beating down to language – enzyme 
myself along myself, enzyme as goad, root-sticking)  

 
shouldering dead fibre. my day, my night, my solation 

describes this when in speech 
you’re always touching, always

up there in touch to what you’re not



amounting to; 
a granular gold. a cool midday.

some lovers are flesh, and others bone,
some people are thoughts, others a longer narrative

iii. 

I know my hundred percent understanding, which like the rain, gives more cover 
than necessary. A trained thought, a clutch. I give you what eyes can touch:  
 
a gift horse,  
a far sounding,  
fireworks in the planetarium.  
 
Making a skin crawl is a fulltime job. In what it doesn’t allow is reason. 
So touch my tongue before we go south for fall

I never happened, didn’t you, before

I touch myself am still flaming beside a river rope I haul myself across. 
If ever can I ask to disarticulate  
 
the throat  
the nape  
the map  
the robber bride  
 
who after three times three long nights comes back to warn me, tells me circle the palace 
three times. Murder nights distances. Make her come to me. It’s widdershins that come 
as sounds to mouth. I should articulate. Should breathe. (Stone). Emit. (Paper). I’m 
evening out. (Scissors). Emit sounds that should be evening out.

the robber bride 
the map
the nape
the throat  



iv. 

my beating is loud and in sequence I know 
 

I put my hand
holding out one  
dark is whole 
handsurround

I know 

in gorge a fingering I
squeeze 
put my hand
light out 

I know my
         little hand

     who made  thee

your 

         mouth   nipple   mouth 

 my

 I
put out my hand

 the light out 
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fire work  

I went to the centre and now I am coming out and the centre is coming out of me 

i. 

throat I want to punch you like a hole in 
hand me my supermoon, 
mouth season slaughter again

heart brings like holes
mutter trap something

bring something over 

there are architectures, every blank a map
sheet sound, the corse the valley meets  
between its thighs, the heat they give up 
as memory to a hand

I have to say that something else comes  
 when I begin I didn’t didn’t want to trap

and hands between the nights are black
moon, the old whisper, the leaf not gone down

cold air in the room making blood in the achieve-mouth 
frank incense christmases the palate; one looped the tree 
around supply and war, it does if you draw hard enough 
smell like skin. Alone in this, smoke, white, grey, black.
 
white, grey, gold. These lunatic
sequences put the gunpowders in the right 
hi ball and a certain kind of flower comes out –  
I want the ones that linger longest, sent 
smoke blown and the stars still up on the top 
lip of the torn grass at the nape of the field 

 
prise a little
in my bring something over 
and let the



run out. It takes a long time to leave if you get into it
and in doing so you might arrive. I can figure 
my journey like this, from hole to hole, 

circling, this round. Everything
is interim;

Who wants to go in and out of being petrified? 
Could your hands take it, commanded to be in
to rim granite every so often, rose quartz or tufa 
to cosset nerve endings or remove dead skin?

Interim I see you
as a water I run into frozen so I can feel it 
and carve a holding into it. Be warmed up
and slipping by the time I come, I mean get here,
arriving on time.

ii. 

And so I came awake from language, and so I sink down into it again this happens more 
than once. You can come in here. What I remember myself before waking is the capacity of 
thumb in me, me in you, going down before the dark on our knees, not humbly, but without 
shame. So there isn’t a church for this pilgrimage, I’ll wait outside in the cool home that’s not 
mine. Outside outside the sea is grey and likely to cover everything by noon my hand is in 
her

hand is in me
touching touched, approximate

clay, I understand I can press harder
because it’s my hand in my hand in my pocket

attending to everything’s attention we’re up like this when I wake
dawn is forming its possibilities against me
I can’t believe in it I can’t believe in you therefore let me 

throat
handle it
mouth 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bone  

I am not happening to you, you must have been, you are not happening to me, this is a different 
relation; making a vacancy for mourning, opportunity for loss.

I know my pulse my lava my forest of light my retina 
glimpses seven suns on my surface to show where  
I should not have looked and each a little more round,
a raze of burning even in that 
gold a consequence. 
Shadow off me get it slowly.  
In different light can’t say it is the same

welcome. If you felt harmony, I felt dawn 
getting its teeth into you and wanting 
all that skin for a field 
 
and what was underneath it.  
When I say I want to be ordinary 
with you, you know what I mean by
careful, impossible
not to cathect and close to it I put 
my body round yours, meted  
 
out by trees insensible, this field  
bedded seeded handed 
down in my life as you.

I’m sorry. And I won’t apologise, understanding 
there’s no beginning to the order I want to make 
my mark on made me marked in order I have no 
order, a syntax working on me I have worked upon.

I crawl inside death  
and live there: that’s what it’s for, I 
crawl inside death and live  
there, that’s what it’s for. I crawl



inside death I 
and live 
there there I 
live and inside death  
I live there inside
death I live death
inside there
and live insideath there
 
in side and its spasms surround me 
upright for it, digest, and sheaves against  
where I don’t have to swallow and tell them 
not to put their hand around my throat
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