
75

Journal Entry with Coal Gas Gathering

My dear atomist, 
take this 
map, worry it
to your brow and feed
the wooden mouth-
piece through your lips
and breathe. Next
morning awake
bluntly, wet
feathers leaking sweet
bluish-pink beneath
your head. The diamond
uncut finds
fire, a brilliant 
lightlossness caught
and kept, a cloud
of coal dust dimming
the day down 
to this.
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