master-mistress of my

shifting

nothing

prickd thee out for pleasure
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a pilgrimage to thee

12 Makes black night beauteous and her
limbs. by night my mind




slumbers broken

wake elsewhere
far off, with others
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Iam

vanishing or vanished

in these black lines
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map

the

shorn away

map
what beauty was
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absent in

every thing

the deep vermilion
figures
pattern of

your shadow
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I have seen roses
no such roses

12
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Working Note

I stripped Shakespeare’s sonnets bare to the “nets” to make the
space of the poems open, porous, possible—a divergent else-
where. When we write poems, the history of poetry is with us,
pre-inscribed in the white of the page; when we read or write
poems, we do it with or against this palimpsest.

—TJen Bervin




