Blind Groping 
for Dylan Thomas

Blind     groping     ignorant     of     light
bursts  flaming  from  you  not  me
i m p l o d I n g    g a l a x i e s
withered   dry   with   the
bending   and   the  

sick   snap   of
wren bones

I
clumsy
bellydown

crawl  all  over
this my race to death
and light which graver not 
known lost in black holes always
yearning  for  your  flat  kiss  an  eye
