World: Series

When something passes in the dark
I make a note on a pad kept by the window.

Candlelight wobbles on the walls,
over the baseboard electrical outlets
that look like primitive swine masks

and I can't remember if I read or dreamed about them—
a sect on the Mayflower called the Strangers—

four or five adults who gathered in the hold

and spoke to no one through the three month passage.

When the boats landed on the beach
they walked into the North American forest

and were never seen again.

I put my book down and come to the window
where curtains are fastened to the sides

so 1t 1s like looking out at the world

through the back of a teenage girl’s head

and my signature is drawn in magic marker
on the lower right hand corner of the window

so when something passes in the dark
it’s captured for a moment inside my work.

I come to the window and title the eras

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,

and watch the wind in the tension of the blown trees,
the moon illuminated by my attention.

When something passes in the dark,

I try to tell its side of the story.

“I am passing someone in the dark,” it thinks...
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