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My hands upturn ready to receive the silence,
And I separate into two, pain free.
As we stare into each other’s eyes.
On the verge of tears I leave.
Watching, I see myself catch a train 
Destination number forty two.
Whilst I turn around and find myself,
Not far from the room where all is told.
Even though I could no longer see myself,
I knew that I was walking the city,
As evening cradled the world to sleep,
I entered the house on obscurity mountain,
Where darkness infiltrated the floors and walls.
And in the hours where worlds collapse
I knew that a glove covered the hand,
My mind fixated on the flash of steel,
Knife carving a sculpture from pink flesh.
Sounds like fingernails on a chalkboard.
My other self is now floating out of the window,
As a gentle breeze wrinkles the pool,
The moon hangs like a fresh round Emmental,
As I fly into the clouds and disappear.








