Mother :- 

Neighbours. With a knife,

With a small knife,

On an appointed day

Between two and three in the morning,

Two men who were in love

Killed each other.

With a knife,

With a small knife

That hardly fits in the hand

But slides in cleanly

Through surprised flesh

Till it stops

There,

In the quivering

Dark 

Roots

Of the scream.

Here is a knife,

A small knife

That barely fits in the hand,

Fish without scales or river,

On an appointed day

Between two and three in the morning

This knife

Left two men stiffening

With yellow lips.

It barely fits the hand

But slides in cold

Through startled flesh

Till it stops, there,

In the quivering

Dark

Roots

Of the scream.

Moon :-

Round swan on the river,

Cathedral's eye.

And among the leaves

A false dawn – 

I am all these things.

They cannot escape.

Who hides? Who weeps

In the shrubs of the valley?

The moon leaves a knife

Hanging in the sky – 

An ambush of lead

That lies in wait

For the agony of blood.

Let me in! I'm freezing

On walls and windows.

Open your houses,

Open your hearts,

Let me in! Warm me.

I'm cold. My ashes

Of sleepy metal climb

To the crests of fire

On roofs, on mountains. 

Snow carries me

On shoulders of jasper.

And water drowns me

Cold and hard,

In every pool.

Tonight there'll be blood

To warm my cheeks. Let there be no shadow,

No secret corner

To keep them safe.

I want to slide

Into a bosom

Where I can be warm.

A heart for me!

Warm, spilling warm

over the mountains

of my breast

Let me in. Let me in.

I don't want shadows.

I want my beams

To pierce every cranny.

Among dark trees,

A rumour of glitters.

Tonight there'll be blood

To warm my cheeks.

Who hides? Come out.

They won't escape.

I'll make the horse flash

With a fever of diamonds.

