
If I was anything but me 
 
1. 
To slip over you like 
water, to press you to 
the rivers floor  
 
to drape silk  
teal over your face, 
to paint you a bride 
 
to hold you  
in darkness, or return  
the newborn sun,  
I’d be anything 
 
but today  
              there is so much blue up there  
              I imagine the seabed empty 
 
So, I thirst  
for you, I shrivel, 
I curl up and die  
 
2. 
To slip over you like 
water, to press you to 
the rivers floor  
 
to drape silk  
teal over your face,  
to paint you a bride 
 
to hold you  
in darkness, or return  
the newborn sun,  
I’d be anything 
 
but today  
              there is so much blue up there  
              I imagine the seabed empty 
 
So, I thirst  
for you, I shrivel, 
I curl up and die  
 
If I was anything but me 
 
3. 
To slip over you like 



water, to press you to 
the rivers floor  
 
to drape silk  
teal over your face,  
to paint you a bride 
 
to hold you  
in darkness, or return  
the newborn sun,  
I’d be anything 
 
but today  
              there is so much blue up there  
              I imagine the seabed empty 
 
So, I thirst  
for you, I shrivel, 
I curl up and die  
 


