
 Because a bird’s gaze is like this.  
 

 

 

 (Those lines represent two cones, a pair.) 
Where they touch is a brain. 
Their points touch in a way that nothing 
really can. 
 
 
 

 

 

The bird looks at itself 
and doesn’t know it. It pants. It sees 
bird, a bird, redness, a shimmer, 
the formation of every threat 
and all in that scandalously white space 
which it knows to be a snare. 
It strikes. It strikes the surface. 
 
 
 

  
A bird 
 
 

 

  
 
in the hands 
of the one who received it, as a gift 
now your hands, between them. Bracketed. 
What is in between? A new number. 
An ancient one. The owner has 
a theory of that number but she can’t 
say what it is, only release it. 

 
  

But this little bird, your dear one 
is a killer. 
 

 

 

 

 

 


