
It Sounds Like 

 
a table being dragged across the floor 
with live bats tied around its legs and the floor’s cobble; 
that’s what it sounds like. 
 
the Titanic crashing into its iceberg 
but this time it doesn’t sink it just shatters into a kaleidoscope of glass ice 
and human wails; 
that’s what it sounds like. 
 
a broken guitar being smashed into a rainbow-coloured surfboard covered 
in nails 
while an out-of-tune harmonica is being played by someone with nonsense 

pitch; 
that’s what it sounds like. 
 
Your eyes are closed 
But you’re already leaving 
You’re smiling 
But your ears are still bleeding 
 
She did not come here to fly 

 
A slicing of an ear awakened her 
from her upright respite. 
It wasn’t her fault she was here 
battling creatures of the blinding night 
under sodium lights. 
 
There’s no other way, she thought: 
it’s too late now to sleep elsewhere; 
I’ll try again; besides, 
my friends tell me I’m talented. 
Though we all know money gets you places. 
 
She closed her eyes one more time 
like a bloodied gladiator finally content with martyrdom. 
Slowly, bystanders began to follow her example 
as if she were a shepherd of a seasonal migration. 
But that wasn’t her purpose; 
she did not come here to fly. 
 
I Lie in My Sleep 

 
I close my eyes when the night is warm 
And I lie in my sleep 
After I think of yesterday, today, and tomorrow 
I start to count sheep 
 
As I wish upon a starless sky 
I lie in my sleep 
With words I had forgotten how to use 



I erode a hill so steep 
 
To think that I was true and just 
While I lie in my sleep 
I was wrong all along 
Many thoughts I let seep 
 
Every night I writhe away 
As I lie in my sleep 
The joys of empty happiness 
I lie in my sleep. 
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