Silas I

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

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




Becoming Human

Having only lived
for a few years, Silas
had yet to build 
her boat. A quiet raft

was her home. An empty sea
her cradle. Still waters supported
beams attached to strings pulled
by the ones who built her bits

on top of the ocean. These others
trudged along sinking sands below
the surface. They pulled strings;
they led Silas through living. 

She wondered why they stayed down below
in the drowned cities. She may have been
a part of them, but up above she stayed. The air
is clearer here, she assumed, everyone is choking

there. The more she thought the darker the skies got and the fireflies
became overwrought with tick tick ticks and they lit up a cavity in a rotted
spot and Silas became deeper in thought and it hurt, and it hurt, and it hurt.

So she let it go. She left them 
below. She accepted in vain
the comfort of this plane. Collected
driftwood. Began to build 

her boat. Made sure the fireflies
stayed close to light her path
but far enough that they
could not reveal the darkness 

that festered in the corners of her raft. 





Discovery

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

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

beyond the bow. She peered 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. She had been unbuffed 
before now. Silas had been untouched. Her vessel grew 
but now it had too many empty spaces.
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Growing Up

Sleep became slower during the autumn days 
following the growth of Silas’ boat. She was 
no longer held tight by the ship’s sides. Instead 
she gasped on all the extra air. 

Winds became heavy one day; they spooned a hollow 
into the whipped cream clouds. Crystalline cockles 
fell towards her tarnished vessel. Silas threw her body 
across the hull, but she was too small 

to cover every crevice. Ocean water stained her pants; 
Her vessel was damaged. She grieved. The hole 
could not be plugged, she simply didn’t have the means. 
Silas began to sink 

towards the others who lived 
at the bottom of the sea. 



















