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Thank you for your beautiful shadow

it’s most alive and breathing. I haven’t looked

up since you walked away, which is a path

to make a past to lay a perfect wreath upon. I think
the vital tension required of connection can move
freely from the boundaries’ available space, is

what happiness would feel like. I didn’t realize

I knew the algorithm, the seed of light.

I didn’t realize the goal is to forget why we started.
For each action we chose, ten were abandoned. In answer
to your absence: an inner process of absolute colors,
clouds spectaculating, a concoction of foliage.

The photo taken over and over again. This is us
before we get there.

This poem is from Luck Is about Finding Things among
Other Things, a typed and letterpress-printed broadside series
built upon collage, using handwritten journal pages, letters, and
poems as source material. Photograph courtesy of the author.
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