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RUPAM BAONI

your evensong un-
scabslesions sat inside of
Me that I never

knew still lived here, just
here, just above myrib cage
and the beating heart



»

ey T




s gnarled

winter is the best
time to know things for what they

look how dad'

)

are,;

fingers, his limbs stripped

off their many springs

suminers

)

and autumns tell tales

of a lifetime of light and
shade, the shadows he calls love



here's the archway off
the centre of my heart where
you entered like the

sun, bounding chamber-
to-chamber, bathing nooks
braising my insides, my gold-

dust turned to charcoal
now; I've pulled down all doors there
were, so no keys turn

for the ushering
anymore, all bolts done with
and no, no locks no

more, no padlocks my love, so
you may leave light as breath






