
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

coiled and staring and passionless black torrents of sky with those constellations 
like  
hungry spiders momentary and brilliant bursting from a summer nest. 
                                                                                 assembling no memory.                                                                   
                                                                                 vibrating strands in the night. 
 
                                                                                                             where night is quarried. 
 
 
 
                               where night is quarried. 
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