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So now we are rereading the palimpsest
right down to its bedrock
jammed with sheet pile

a shunt in the skull, a diversion
the absence of esker
shifted sideways and dispersed.

The fingerlink of water to paper
has always been chicken-wired, silk-stripped
milled and bound

fibers and lignin slide together with a suck
and are calendared by the sun --
author of reading who coaxes shoot and word.


