Silas in the Lonely Sea

I

Skyscrapers reach like belfries 
through the calm surface 
of sea. The serenity is 
astounding. Nearby, a vessel floats 
empty and still. 

Fair light creeps on the deep-sea 
among seams of green,
they blur the cream coloured clams
below. Was it a dream? Limbs float along
sea foam before a darkened tide. 

Plastic waves break. The mangled corpse
sways along the unrested water. The fairies
flee. Light leaves. A shadow drips 
heavy eaves of dew 
upon the withered hue;

this blanched vessel. Silas’ vacancy.
You have left the soil. Dark is your heart,
but you must not flee. Blameless cannot be 
used to describe thee. A star falls. Go East.
Let not the air beneath your sad sails die. 

The shadow sinks and while it sets
a seaweed laced palm touches lightly
the broken vessel. A small chip 
is fixed. Silas is furious, but not enough
to swim. Hope has not lived here 

for so long. Hollow peace is whispered 
between the corpses that bloat tranquilly 
within this sea. Silas peers at the other bodies, then touches
old wounds. Scars, like frames of geography; 
vessels are a perfect place for maps, Silas thinks. A smile cracks. 

This creature weeps, then heads East. 







II

Unseen 
within darkened dreams 
an island waves 
on the horizon, Silas travels 
frantically. Will there be trees? 
Will the dirt, again, be beneath my feet? 
But Silas floats, there is no grain between this creature’s toes,

Unseen
Silas passes, drifting 
across the island
shaded by trees. Silas travels
silently. It smells of lavender,
picnics by the sea, holding hands
between overgrown palm trees, sweet. Silas wants to stay

Unseen
by the insects
who judge those
that cannot feel. Silas travels
cautiously. While tending each leaf
that passes between, a dead caterpillar 
is perceived, then another comes and feasts. Cannibalism goes

Unseen
except by Silas,
but what justice is there
for survival? Silas travels
indignantly. Every speck of dust
clings to light that passes through 
tree tufts, looking for meaning fruitlessly. Frustration builds, is there nothing that can make me be

Seen
by a fox, careful 
and keen, discerning 
a ghost with hope 
of finding another lost soul 
to make him feel less lonely. He sinks 
his teeth into slowly rotting fruit and lurks towards Silas, hoping to stay

Unseen
for fear of evil 
things; will this one leave 
him beaten, bloodied in the streets 
again? The city looms far, but close 
enough to taste, artificial light. He slinks,
wondering if this creature is like the other silent ghosts. Please don’t let me be

Seen! He has been seen!
He drops the fruit and hides behind a tree
Maybe they will forget me!

Fox, slinking between the tufts, can you see me? Silas shrieks,
I am so lonely. 

Lonely, he peeks, what do you know of being alone? 
Years I have dreamt here, yet taste and scent allude me, have you any idea
how hard it is to find a mate when you look like this? Fat tongue and nose…
I am a fox with no sense, and who are thee? Friend or foe?
He cackles nervously. 

This creature ponders at the fox’s strange words, but was only glad to be seen 
by more than the cannibals 
that live in these woods. 
I’ll help you find a mate
if you help me feel again, I’d say that’s friendly,
what do you say, little fox?

Little? He scoffs, Alright
that’s easy, we have a deal. 
At that he dances and flicks his tongue
along the side of Silas’ cheek. For a moment
there is warmth and Silas’ stomach feels filled
with tea. There is a snake in the South that brews
many potions, maybe he can heal you, but I will not swim
a boat we need, lets take to the city! Please, go ahead of me…

So, off the two go towards the great city
but Silas can not help but still feel lonely. 















III

Sun filled trees drip 
with dew
the morning is heavy. 

The ghost and the fox
need a boat,
to the coast they walk

quietly. Awkward tension
rises all morning;
the flowers below their feet 

feel nothing but envy. Silas speaks
first, silently, is this the way
to the city? The hum of a fly surprises

an innocent ear. Yes, we are almost there, 
The fox replies, only a little more 
then our feet can be at ease. Soon you will hear

the deafening buzz of the city. Again, in silence
they walk; the wind sings through
the bird coloured trees. Another question comes,

Do you have a name for me to call thee? Silas looks down 
sheepishly. The fox stops, takes a moment
to watch the ghost, then like a raft he drifts away

into the woods. A few minutes pass, Silas sits in the dirt,
begins to cry. An hour leaves, and is lost, empathy
for this time wells in Silas’ mind. A puddle trickles into a nearby

footprint. Tadpoles are displaced, but suddenly birds flee and from the trees
the fox returns with an ash covered mask between two crooked 
teeth. Silas is embarrassed, tears streaming from her face, they stay

in silence among each others’ presence for too long. Light cuts between them
from the opening of leaves. The fox finally speaks, This is my mask,
I’m sorry I took so long; it was far and lost. You can have it now, the crack down the middle

bothers me. My name is written inside. He smiles large, too large for his teeth. Silas
clutches it. The mask resembles him. Once the ash is wiped away it gleans
red and white. Below the small nose a smile is engraved; off-putting and strange. 

Silas flips it around and sees behind the mouth:
Happiness. 
IV

The city approaches. Slow
the two walk. Floundering
along the lamp-lit path
towards the stronger lights
that burn along metal sheets
of glass. Everything on the coast
looks fragile; one touch may
crumble the cliff into the sea. 

Happiness recoils from the shadows 
cast by the monsters of glass 
that tower above the lights 
that illuminate their path. Silas asks,
Should we turn back? Eyes brim, 
they fall to the fox scamping
below. He shoots back with a sour 
laced No. A gust of wind kisses

a cold nose. Lucky Happiness 
can not smell; from the city it carries 
iron and salt. The taste lingers calm
in Silas’ mouth. Dirt turns to stone,
it is close. Eyes housed
in apartments blink slowly 
at the troupe of two. Silas has no clue
but Happiness notices, so along the edges

of ferns he hides. Until they get to the gate,
an apathetic thing. Grey and solemn 
among stone walls. Home to moss
and falling stars of dew. It is so beautiful
this hue; Silas can not help but feel
at home, refreshed, anew. Happiness
does not see the same colour, only grey
lives here, he thinks. Let us be quick

and find what we need so we may be purposed
to leave this place! He tugs at Silas
to hurry through the stone streets;
but too enamoured by the colours 
of artificial light, Silas stands still,
mouth open, fingertips burning. Faces
empty of eyes pass by, Happiness
turns, the sight is too frightening. He runs.

Silas is again alone, bathed in street-light spotlessness among hollow faces of eyeless ghosts. 
V

The light spills down, does it?
Warm
It is warm
Silas feels warm among cold snow

it falls sticky and slow, does it?
Warm
Still warm
Silas ponders warmth among cold

snow that floats fiery, does it?
Warm
It is warm
crackling warm empty pit among

cold snow that covers, does it?
Warm
Still warm
there is warmth kneeling down

among cold snow; Silas sits in spotlight
underneath a metal tree that hums tenderly
a quiet, elusive thing called Electricity. 
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