Holding the Herbarium
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She is writing to the taxonomist
about her loss of breath
divining toxicities across ice
expeditions she was not part of.

She studies star maps

of absinthe and aquamarine
charts the evolutionary
innovations of pond weed.

She believes in the molecular
fixated with origins and endings
perceives a liveliness in them
though her eyes ache.
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In here everything becomes data.

The hum of the heating
corridors resting
waiting for envelopes
out of time.

Keys turn

cellular knowledge
bar codes

of certainty

dodgy species concepts
rattle staff badges.

There is always

a keeper and a carer

in a world of information
holding the herbarium
cataloging doubt.



She slides samples
over each other
indents the paper
a shape that shouts
unfolds and opens

rustles the archive.






Teal sutures

pinch in

flayed derma

fringes outwards

sand in your filaments
holds on

at the edges

wavelets

double back

retreating classifications

calling out for water.



What will we look like
dried that way

will our fluids leave

a mark?






We talk without
breathing in
automatic suspirations

falter through
affirmations
gulping down
the question:

how long did it take
for your breath
to run out?

Parts smear

peel from the page

the gaps

shrink spots

where the gasps happened.

A record of asphyxiation on paper.

Stifling, you breath me in
lung shaped

pondering what configuration
we perish in.






Imagining you alive

in fluorescent office light
distracted from being
boxed in order.

All appears head-like
hair flows upwards
curls in watery levitations.

Wavegrass moves magnetic tides
chlorophyll dreams
of botanical stereochemistry.



A dragon

of sea and swamp
recoiling from exposure.



Curious.

Watching
the watcher.



You arrive

after rainfall
morning dew and
meteor showers.

A swollen star atlas
on the doorsteps
of strangers.

They call you
witches butter
star jelly

mares eggs
confuse you
with toad spawn
the vomit

of polecats.

You express yourself
in dots

each spray

a cipher,

an ecology
that has been.



The ink to name you

mirrors your constellation.

Nostoc hetography,
a charred shadow
emulating globular forms.

Did you coax

the pigment

toward you
mistaking it for water
then finding none
made a semblance?

Writing yourself
infinitive

above the bookcase
that reads

‘men shall be wise’.






Careful hands
wipe secrets

with fluid spirits
smother cuts -
efface an empty
sentence sentience
disembowelled.

Preservation

a mesh that catches
expiration over-coding
claiming coding
writing against

this need

to write against

this need

to find another form

a looser lexicon.

Blue green tare
blue amnesia
blue roar of affirmation.

What violence

is sanctioned here?






On the wall
posters talk
of seaweed.

A beige cardigan
hangs

beside a bag

from the British
Phycological Society.

Outside
they are putting down
grass after the ice.



She moves
to the open window
and breathes in

jet engines
volcanoes

copper mines
termite gas

tields of petroleum

she coughs
breathes out

sea spray
quarry blast
desert dust

fly ash
motorway crash

she steers

breathes in

star liners
weather balloons
skin of strangers
shapes of pollen
pine and spruce

she pauses
breathes out

lunar rainbows
toxic swamps of
blue algal blooms
and red tides



