


1. She drowned me in muddy water, then, about to leave checked that snow was not 
a.)	 falling
b.)	 about to fall. 

2.The tree’s green explains what light means. The toad’s eyes remind us that it is night. 



3. The living man stands up, walks across the room and breaks his nose against the door. He is the violent part of a day. 

4. The road ends in a field of grain, drunken crows, a quick sky. This sky is a lid. Water filters and light alters it. 



5. Someone identical sits beside a stone and I think it is you. You are the stone. Your hand is warm. 

6. In a mouthful of summer blood, our own recent photographs of the planets show far greater detail than ever before.  



8. I am writing a play about a bedbugs, to be performed in modern dress. They bite and the audience rolls over. 

7. I am
 w

riting a play about a m
an w

ith a pebble in his shoe, sun dried on the grey grass, his collar a knot for his forehead. 



9. I am writing a play about the woman I love. We slept under a thing. It was a feather. 

10. I am writing a play about a man with his face painted blue. He is water. He is wind. Cloth sticks to him like the park 
at dusk. 



12. The fluid spurts from your mouth and I will cry for it later. It is red and white and blue. 

11. We have written a play about weather. A box full of New York and London winter and quarter-inch Tuscan winter and one and 
three-quarters continental winter and then flooded sea with lithium blue eyes never still and pauses for breath here. 
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15. And then a horse approaching the fence. A goat is tethered in the shade. Forty children of the poor die. 

16. A child raises his hand in class to ask about w
ords: w

hat is cannibalism
? W

hat is brisket? W
hat is hostage? 



17. I am a spider in the corner. I would like wriggle my legs and kiss you but I shouldn’t. 

18. My head is in a basket. I have been on a long voyage – a sea voyage – I have been travelling, sailing in a white 
ship. 



19. I am a woman or man under the emerald sky. A little boy. A little girl. A gourd, a vessel. 

20. Then winter announced I’m arriving, then frosting, meaning broken bridges, oh well meaning burnt bridges, oh well 
meaning flooded rivers, meaning broken hearts, meaning soon children. 
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24. Landscape is alw
ays a great eyeful, quiet as a m

ouse. W
e thought it w

ould be nice to m
ix som

e chem
icals to enlarge the space. 

23. Tim
e stopped som

e. There w
ere w

ords learned in w
inter such as ‘ice to w

alk on’. Such as ‘com
m

on’, such as ‘dog’, such as ‘dow
ntow

n’ such as ‘ice to w
alk on’. 
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27. I am
 w

riting a play about m
yself. I have calculated w

ith scissor and w
ith w

atch. 

28. I am
 w

riting a play about a child, its secret a lake, im
perfectly kept.



29. I’m
 writing a play and som

eone m
oves m

y arm
s for m

e. 

30. I am
 writing a play to stop the bleeding





31. We have written a play; we didn’t disagree. 



32.I am
 w

riting one play for the house and one play for the body.



33. I am writing for the bird’s blue egg, for the large hand that will fry it.   

34. I am writing a play for the beautiful mushroom with no name. 



36. I am writing a play about magic. She is expensive, the woman who deals in cards. I am the lover, in the sense of 
dust, she says. 

35. I am writing a play for the mysterious and the private, for the fixed arc designed to erase. 






