





© G.Sutton Breiding www.GSuttonBreiding.net



moon
of ecstasy under the eyes of roses

the river licks at its banks, at the
thighs of the dark nymph

last poems, last suns,
where we drank dew
from the cupped leaves of Time

hands, faces of rapture
tongues, fires, nest of snow
your owls far away

egret, red deer, tiny frog in the moss

where her prints remain
her back
a beautiful kingdom

these things:

these places.

where the gold crow
lights ¢

the black days

I will eat your berries
I will write your name again

Girl half moonlight half faerie
gone out of my windows

only the berries she leaves behind
on a crystal plate
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streets and suns fall apart
down black steps into evening
where ghost girls sing to me
offering secret sweets, goblets
of their 1lips

Time flows backward into the hills
River of cold shadows

where the nymphs sleep
deep in treeflesh

covered in veils of moonlight
waiting for the one they will

tempt into their pool of love

I am led to flowers of gold and purple
along the ice-paths

the river flows to the green

and silver cities

I am sending you this letter
down the wells of the moon

Alleys; never deep enough

Black suns set in the river
Crow speech, coal, black jewels
Roses of ice blossoming

In the long Martian nights

LIT, her face, from within

lamps in the afternoon
behind -

parchment

Night and sleep

sheets of grey
lost in light years

the shape of her face



A long sleep of moss and leaves
A breath uncovered from deep deep silences

of sapphires
a long sleep beneath ice
under dark ledges where the salamanders
hide their egg-jewels
in boxes of mica and dream

silk falling
snow from the galaxies
water ’
from the stars
pearled light
whispering
mist and lips

a long, long wandering
sleep of iron and ice and stone

lids and mouth closing in the mysteries of time

Sometimes I think I awaken to a silvery chiming dusk
the rills of her voices

the cloud of'her gown

her fingers tapping

on the ice that covers me

What I heard:was the voices of violets
and gold leaves whispering
amongst themselves

a continuous murmur, scarlet and emerald,

oak and moss, and the crow who guided me there,
in the forest

haloed by tiny blue wings

he bent to kiss the moss

her silver hem

years of light she cast across the fields
the beauties of times woven into
her gown



gold the windows in the golden towers
gold the wind around her
gold the book in her hands

sigh and song of the fainting lilies
shadow-litany, her fingertips touching each
dreamword

paper
gems
rain of night

she sleeps in a pink tent
surrounded by gold lamps
she dreams of the snow
falling like words like
kisses on the river

of the white hollows
where ice-castles sing
in the wind, where the
stars await her in the
white hollows of her
limbs where kisses fall
like dreams like words



In the land of angels and crows
the poetry and pinkness of girls
breath is gold

the girls are a language

angels and crows

they propel me into the next moment
black lamps luming the dead hours
pink lamps calling me back

to the home between words
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bread, wine, honey, nymphs
moths, faeriés, trees
glass hearth

over and over: the image of skirts lifting:
the images of paradise

sun-coal: black at morning

deep ruby at evening

sparrow tapestries. white scent
violet ashes

future. I spit. I gasp. spit again.
shots of ink, oily, gold.
wish. my tonguetip at her every crevice.

I have come here only to see-
the brilliant crimson roses
of October

river is light

light is wine

her hair copper autumn
against the river

I turn my head she is gone

green heron, stones, pawlonia
she is gone

Winter in you
The words of your skin

tt:come to me

in the word-
burrows, bring
me ’
some pale
sustenance, lamp
bread, a poisoned
root

your cold white
shoulders
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Screech owl, half moon, golden pine
Cones of light, one thought

Everything is rain
Grey flowers of dusk
Smell of ancient warehouses by the river

With her breath
she gilds me

Wings of dark ice
Girls made of sticks
Skin of moon, eyes of rock

Crows brought her letter today
written on parchment of violet
and filled with her looks

Roses
breathing out their perfumes
of light

Shadows slowly moving around the afternoon
Faerie-maids dallying by enchanted streams

all a dreanm

of things more real

than now:

I went to thé sugar forest
where the candy nymphs live
there were pools of honey
there were feasts of flowers
everywhere

nectar kisses and caresses
of elixir

legs and lips in dreamy
dreamy moments that were
forever
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snow whispers
crows and gryphons
shapes of ash and broken glass
ghost of my ghost »
: luna moth
gold salamanders

cinder garden

where roses of coal

blossom

along the banks of dead rivers
guarded by weeds and starlings
beneath skies of eternal

wet grey mud

robin-earth

eyes of February



the pages burn

the moths die

the lamps sink into themselves
cold green surrounds my rooms
ice-violets, dead lilacs
candles and myrrh gone

all waters disturbed

stones drop from the

trees

no one brings the owls' song
to the library

faces long fled

into dim remembrance

a single cell of light

red hearth, first embrace

Then what remains?

Cold ashes, scraps of skin, grey vision, the body no
longer dreaming of pleasure, since the mind has long
since gone from those fair regions.

Down hills and under bridges, I return again and again
to these alleys, now in the damp gloom of Spring
searching for a gold-note, an awakening nymph, a crown
of letters,

a face deep in the lamps of azalea and dogwood.

Cast out by cities and sirens, I came to this black
moon to live out the last of this hour. And under
the moon's Earth, lit by her memoried hands that once
passed through me onto the veils of my pages

shivering at the glimpse of a throat, a thrush,
her wings,

trimmed in gold,

I will follow her to the willow, the pond,
disappear

into frog-song, sweet lichen,

I will lick her moist feet
give her messages of irreversible meaning

revealing to her
her own mirrored blood.
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long white water nymph

take me to your tree to drink

at roots where snow still lingers

moss fires burn

the moons of lost years

place their hands upon you

like the cool lace of sleep

settling like mist upon your nakedness

the endless feast in your whitegold gardens
under the stones of the winter sun

:::sound of distant televisions:::
the moonblack seas scream of rust
stillness of glass, of silver
on the moon, in castles of ice
and marble, music of the gryphons

"the crows have promised you a bride, and a kingdom of
dead treetops"

roots and fingers all of your hair falling
rain ¢ from the treetops

your legs

and snails on the rocks

moon-gleams . of their skins

[I went down to the river to hear music, see light, drink
silver, look through emeralds at her skin, wings, veins
of leaves written on the sky, on water, dresses made of

kisses]

Your mystery enhanced in endless spirals
Your image deepened in all the forest pools

the dream-glass you are in
ether of trees, petals

of a fallen glance
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Space if filled with lilacs and orioles.

You appeared in my mind this morning in the image of a pale
golden salamander in the cold clear waters of an autumn streamn.
As you appeared, you disappeared, into the fog of the world.

I walk, leaning on a staff of nothing, into medieval landscapes
littered with the husks of spaceships and the cold remains of
industrial castles. Accompanied by grief and uncharted dreams
and dreams that came true but dissolved in the long acidic
years, the long grasses, the long light.

The lens I look through daily was ground with gold and cinders.

It reveals unrecognizable beings. I am one of them, flickering
in dark winter rooms.

I swallowed a bitter wish and vomited up a string of jewels
into the mud of childhood hollows. The end of infinite tethers
as I continue to drown my visions of cicada wings and blue
blizzards, of amber crypts and chrysalids.

Grey column atop which I sit staring into the vastnesses. Orgasm
of the Stylites. Ambience of dead leaves and fallen birds. What
I once was is irrecoverable, yesterday an unknown image, prophecy
of the impenetrable future. A rose-fluid drains from me, upward,

into the clouds, straining them with unattainable thought.

The grey world is sometimes torn with the memory of a scarlet
tanager or a dryad folding back into its bark. The one-eyed
entity buried in that flesh. The words that flow out of the

green syrup, layered images that create the elixir of the long
untasted.

Pink startled into hypercrimson.

The river is glassine and sweet to the tongue. Tiger beetles
glitter into a deeper trance, shadows of leaves, blown lace,
goblets filled with the pearls and emeralds my brain has re-
jected. I see the dewy webs of spiders and stars and wish to
be a part of that, the mystic image, the path away from the
streets: moss, time, white trillium.

The signature is a zero.
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I know your eyes were in the trees so early in the morning
before and after sleep

no time, no words for mortals

nymphgirls, berrygirls

circle of rivers, black rivers, suns of ruby

my time wrapped in your gazes, your glazes

light went through me into the jewel mines

from your eyes where all of your poems are hidden
when I stepped into your circle

so many tiny lights in the dark

so many tiny voices in the snow

in the moss, scented like you, rose

candles burning, red ash to smear
on your whitewhite skin, to lick

---all languages dead but you.
Plumlight and berrylight dripping down
chin

throat
cutting the juice with kisses

taking buried poems back up
through ice and smoke

to breathe
you

siren

flower
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Walking through hills and trees and darkness and rain.
Everything is far away.

Stones and clouds and crows and rivers.

Cold weeds. No poems.

In the chrysograph of fields.

Grey words, dgrey roads, grey snow, grey eyes of bitter wind.

Untime. Caustic, each minute,

beyond comprehension. Uselessness. Corrosive

breath of the disinterred angel whose mouth

I cover with my own. The heart dissolves in dead kisses.

She had once ridden my corpse.

White hotness. Black streams flowing through
roots and hair. Raving and stark.

Cross of silence against symbolic flesh.

When I write her I smell her.

No poens.



Cinnamon-glass, eyes of meteor.
Bridges at night.

Red berries come out of the icy air
Mixed with green sap

Amber syrup, silver wine

I shiver in my blue bones
Cloak of space and cinders

Moles and books and worms
Moons and inks and maps

Ruins of sleep
I take your fingers into my mouth

Where your voice is lodged
Becoming the owl's third eye

I remember the sky hatching from your back
Then, pink sleep, grates of air

Circular, oracular,

A throat of maple
A gold embrasure, meteored

Coming into the sunless days
As if I had never left your flesh
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of dark suns and roses
of snow and lips melting
of breasts offered in sleep

tongues finding every wanton cell of syrup

starving souls feasting uncontrollably
upon each other

in that dead cold, I sing

I wait for her

the relic of something far older
than silence

the relic of longing for her

candleflesh at 4 degrees
4am, I sing for her

wind from the river, dark sun eyes,
roses and breasts, her sleep

Left behind by snails in a vibrating light
Beneath redlipped flowers all day long I wandered there

in the rain, hooded and beaked and singing beneath my breath



moon-mere moon-mirror
white streets grey alleys
pink moon cities

I can see from here, you,
moonwaif, huddled in the moonrain

I can see you from here
this dead place of Earth

I am looking up into you

Moments

when birds
brought me
emeralds T

the sky was a spice

she

in her gown
of silence
and water

at the edge of
the throat

a wisp of
paper

in smoked
mirrors

the sun's horizon

[Killdeers cried out from the abandoned lots. An ancient

silver possum scuttled the hills of pink clay dust. With

heads down, angels of thunder with scarlet eyes poached my
veins, their fingers of lightning threw cold violets into

the sun.]



Medieval isolation.
Mountain of blue snow-
clouds

where I station my
slate-bed ---

Sanctuaries of
trees,

walking through
sleet

in the time of pink
moons =---

Invisible planet
of glass

and lace ,
behind the gulf
of the

owl ---

Your hands, your
hips, dark
sister,

I pull you into
me

In the long silence that was the sky, the cold well of the
owl's song at S5am

October, coffee, clocks, listening to rain and crickets
"Scent of deep forests drifting in the windows

Russet, sleep, stillness of animals in the ice of my brain
Owls hunt ghosts

Carrion-memories, the hugeness of the forest-breathings
the hiss and rattle of autumn days

written so deep in time

the crickets bleed

Against the black wall I taste you, slowly, ice-minarets,
half-suns, nimbus of starlings, you, snowmoon, between
my limbs, dream-lace, white spiders in an ancient dance.



Alone in the well of the afternoon
All writing at the edge of desire

Ten thousand suns at the end of winter;
Your hair; grails of silk hold your blood

From the spider's mouth
Drunk on glistening nights

Of deepsea insects
Burnt orange moon

A moan in white steam
The hours at starling-pitch

Dark red music along my feet,
Screech owl; mole of hearts

Lilies grew there, white and gold,
Along the banks of her body
§
In the evenings
We drank the garnet suns

We became each other
Her face a grave in mine

She was, for an infinite moment,
When I watched her walking

Her shadow still here,
Upon me, face down

Absolute in her beauty
As I was absolute in my belief



I write letters to young trees.

Skirts of mist, sundew anklets, I am drunk in your
golden fields, I look up into your depths, cool rain

of your hair, I crawl to your roots, lick my way up
your legs to your mossen hollows, I am drunk in your
moistness, stardew necklace, kisses for your collarbones

With three shadows I walk to you
I surround you with my cold remains

In glassy dreams of Sunday I enclose you
I lift your dress, slowly, I kneel and lap

I press against your tongues
In the vastness of your sleep

I take you quickly, dryad,
To return to myself.



Early morning: that black lake surrounded by silver
shores and red gardens. Awakening from dream to dream to
dream. Strange music floating from distant trees.
Half-asleep in the whippoorwill's song.

In a tower far away. To whom does he speak?
Spells and canticles everywhere around her.
Her face, a dream of stars. Fingers weave and
gesture the necromantic cloak.

I walk through endless graves.

Gold lilies burn by the cold river.

I see her fingers casting the spells I need.

She presses her lips to vellum, to glass, to lips.

I am asleep in her song.

breath
reflected a
gold

petal

moss and lace-
wings

the tiny red suns
in your hair
as you walked
amidst

the jewelweeds

half drunk on the moonpink lilacs
I stagger
through spring in search of her

lips



Chiselled
crystal trees
shadow-1ids
blue caves
filled
with blue
goblets and
moon-
glances
chiselled
from violet
candle-eyes
across

the silver
hollows

shadow of
gold over
all .

mole
covered

in dark
earth

and snow
burrowing
into the sun
this

city

of roots
stone
myth-glass
dead alleys

along walls of

rust and coal
this cold

delirium

164
i



Rivers of ink and ash
scent of her lips
in the air

in the fog and
rain

cold white flowers
of her skin

ghost-memories

of mimosa, pink
clouds in a

black sky

her untouchableness
her skin

cold white mist
engulfing me

her lips

on my windows

high in the sycamores
the oriole, the 1lute,
in the dragonfly light
her image

burned into my eyes
the red ashes

of suns and roses
upon her immortal
body :

1

Looking up into the living castle
of oaks

green rooms to sing in

I am not beyond the page

never off its surface

all the murmurs of sleep

around the margins

Hands in silver

dusk seeking stillness
a shimmer falling

in petals

there is the-scent

of her hair -

where she lingered
for a while

the taste of her skin is everywhere



I dream of still moments filled with dragonflies.

Pools of light, moist skin, kisses from another
world. .

In a field surrounded by the legendary world.

The quiet light. The brief season of reverie.

The birds against the skies.

Green glints; amber wines; sunsets no longer seen;
eyes covered in petrified dew.

Stones on the ground --- in orbit around her.

There really were no better moments.

Seen through scarlet, or her hair, or a veil of rain,
they appeared as if from the heart of the lines.

Coughing up moths and weeds - memories - shit of insects-
webs of vomit across the fields.

Her sweat became jewels in my mouth.

The trees above us sang.

The blue silences -- evenings, only dreamed of, in the
infinite distances, every direction, the mist opens, showing
a face, and closes, taking her away.

There really were no such moments.
Summer's grey: marbled violets, iridescent webs catch

her dark sighs, moist angel lips.

The crows are silent,

The sun is white,

There is a golden moon,

Pink lilies shiver with dew, with tongues.

Something covers the sky, something denies the word.

I cannot walk to the moon.



I drink
I worship

at the rose
lips I touch her
hips
she
hisses flicking her tongue
as 1
undulate into her
heads merging
stomach
into her back

I worship at her nape
I drink at her rose

under her

cool waters kissing her

mere-eyes gold lids closed
for the night

drunk on her skin and sap
long crystal of her tongue inside me

I drink from her star-lips
I worship at her



I find you, antlers in hand, by pools of paper,
in the empty hours.

my streambed dry, I lick the stones,
I walk the grey lots and alleys through eternal dust.

Gold 1lily,
Polyphemus moth,
velvet pines where the catbirds mew,

her lost voice, lost touch,
feathers at my throat,

I am Cyclops staring at the sun
the white orb turns into a dark face

I turn her pages back and forth

in the flicker of tiger beetle wings
earthdeep

when I sleep the moon is there

planetary eyes

golden leaftips

and you are hidden, there
you are the silence, the mist

the moon and the mosses of a greater moment

That moment carved in amethyst and alabaster, of peaches
and pearls served on ice, we were crowned in rarest
dragonflies, of moons and roses, moons and roses,

since we have lost what we never had, in silver

dreams, in scarlet dusks, wandering through the

amber colonnades, caught in gossamer and webs of

sunset, we hoped to fashion what we could not have,
interludes tasting of eternity and cold wine, lost

in a maze of' endless embraces, reflected in eyes and snows.
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Autumn
your flutes are everywhere

give me a tongue
my own hers

a dream eft
a cloak of moss

lamps
high
in the trees

raindark
notes of the cuckoo

falling into the green mirrors
the silver moss

from the green moons
this glass remembers
another

Autumn

where the goa
fell :

scarlet

your flutes are everywhere

2
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It's like a wave a radio voices coming toward
you from space, possibly almost humanly recog-
nizable mixed in with metal roses chiming and
reaching Earth, falling in silver foam upon the
trees, then at last to cover you in sleep with

a sheen of imagery of another's shiver, another's
thought of you, that is the vessel, the craft
propelled by the eyes down the endless beam of
aster-light, one voice only, a whisper filling
space, attracted to your private night, into the
depths of the tree-cities, the whitelimbed cities

of that body, I am leaving at the urging of another
sweetness, a colder voice





