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[Do not peel back a fermented leaf] 

Do not peel back a fermented leaf for anyone who is not already your lover. This is an invitation 
you cannot rescind. If facelessness says anything about hatred, it’s that I have a preference for 
forgetting. Set-ups are rarely blind and that’s why I can only think of one woman who knows 
when to leave. Profiles are a poor substitute for the church directory. Personal branding is a far 
cry from a revelation. Today I pitch towards the future, review archival loss, entomb memories in 
plaster for them to suffocate. He of memory watches bonsai redeemed from anonymity, while 
unbeknownst, another remains my humble wild animal. 
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The Days the Canals Froze 

Attics emptied of a certain vintage, dredged cellars for once-a-decade supplies, geared up for 
pell-mell downhill on rusted tracks and boldly testing thickness in the sunny patches, 

lacking hand-me-downs or impulsivity, the scramble down banks and tentative steps to 
mid-water, mingling curiosities, 

undersides of bridges and trestles within spray-can reach, tagged pristine, 
neighbour proves to be flat-footed, better on skate blades and years younger, 

weeping summer trees gone stoic and still, somehow taller 
channel curves unseen, from above sinuous corners all 

but hidden, the road, the usual 
temptation to hold view in state, permitted another knowledge of favoured space, sunsets 

surely sink lower from here midsummer, far 
from passage or opening, a singular swan gave in dead to freeze. 
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So, how do you know [...]? 

where others sat through summer rain 
a pile of winter pelts, black wool 
to claim a bit of living space. 

              (we worked together.) 

shared toilet breaks, no queue but line 
by line the same and on the decks 
you’d never guess it’s her first time. 

would rather speak of bigger dreams 
than fly-in beaches, six-month stays 
of hand. try: writer’s block, 

mortality, microloans, the Basque country. 
but one’s on speed or maybe more 
and someone else came alone – the way I go. 

confettied tar clouds, stained and sticky floors 
me homeward, sheets of snow 
that forget to form. 
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