


an eternity being passed through. 

I can't remember my mother's 

voice some days. I suck my thumb 

straight off in this dank madness. 

Will we all be ok, thumbless, like this .. 

Does this gingko tree acknowledge itself 

in/as me. I ·press (1) for Yes, I am this 

. gingko. I touch her (the gingko, g-d, & me) 

now. I breathe quickly, directly onto her 

leafen helm. I kiss the footprints of every 

desire path, hoping to pay off my debts. Forgive 

me: I give me. What would be my name 

if I never stopped unfurling into you? 
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