Silas I

Sleeping late into the day I’d forgot
that silly way in which we hold ourselves
among the other sleepless, silly ones.

My boat it is quite old, left in the seeping sun.
Rotted may it be but from here I cannot run. 





Discovery

Silas’ untouched skin rubbed 
the wooden boat’s unbuffed surface. Her vessel 
had become so small, 

her toes were pushed against the sides. They curled 
back into her body; her nails cracked 
before the pressure. Skin spilled 

beyond the bow. She leered into the sea 
and saw reflections on the surface 
of women making pillows 

out of each others’ bodies. Men grabbing at waist 
and thigh. Bones colliding. Silas mimicked 
using her own hands; she drove her boat 

through coves across the sea. Silas had been unbuffed 
before now. Silas had been untouched. Her vessel grew 
but now it had too many empty spaces.
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