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Touched All Over 

 

How does it feel, balancing on crammed 

paws, coated 

in killed fibres, lurching on two 

long stilts, 

your boulder head trying to fly? 

 

How does it feel, sleeping in nests 

so enormous and uncamouflaged, 

so closed, inert and thick that they block 

the smell of the Earth, 

her dirt and cambium flesh, her whispers, 

hoots, roars, 

the liquid slap of her moon waves, 

her leaf waves, 

the broad spectrum given by the sun? 

 

How does it feel to be touched all over 

by nothing?


