
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
december ocean moon hanging on one end of a broken chain.   
the gain of things lost crushes contemplation.   
the loss of familiar things never gained is loathsome.   
it will be january soon. 
january is colder. 
inside 
my heart is shedding skin 
faster than my flesh 
is reattaching. 
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