
UC Riverside
UC Riverside Electronic Theses and Dissertations

Title
Insomnia Lullaby

Permalink
https://escholarship.org/uc/item/2ks0k77p

Author
Gabbert, Ashley Mag

Publication Date
2013
 
Peer reviewed|Thesis/dissertation

eScholarship.org Powered by the California Digital Library
University of California

https://escholarship.org/uc/item/2ks0k77p
https://escholarship.org
http://www.cdlib.org/


 
 

UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA 
RIVERSIDE 

 
 
 
 

Insomnia Lullaby 
 
 
 
 

A Thesis submitted in partial satisfaction 
of the requirements for the degree of 

 
 

Master of Fine Arts 
 

in 
 

Creative Writing and Writing for the Performing Arts 
 

by 
 

Ashley Mag Gabbert 
 
 

December 2013 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Thesis Committee: 

Professor Jill Alexander Essbaum, Co-Chairperson 
Professor Andrew Winer, Co-Chairperson 
Professor Anthony McCann 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Copyright by 
Ashley Mag Gabbert 

2013 
  



The Thesis of Ashley Mag Gabbert is approved: 
 
 
            
 
 
            
         

 
            
           Committee Chairperson 
 
 
 
 

University of California, Riverside 
 



 

 iv 

Table of Contents 
Moth .................................................................................................................................... 2	  
Baby .................................................................................................................................... 3	  
Two in the Morning ............................................................................................................ 4	  
A Great New Thing ............................................................................................................. 5	  
God ...................................................................................................................................... 6	  
Natural Selection ................................................................................................................. 8	  
Glad Animal Movements .................................................................................................... 9	  
Temple .............................................................................................................................. 10	  
Wilderness & Plenty ......................................................................................................... 11	  
Quiet Love Poem .............................................................................................................. 12	  
Thunderbird ....................................................................................................................... 13	  
Daybreak ........................................................................................................................... 14	  
A Man Puts On a Bigfoot Suit .......................................................................................... 15	  
Bellyaching ....................................................................................................................... 16	  
Desert Alchemy ................................................................................................................ 17	  
Phantasm ........................................................................................................................... 18	  
Wide Country .................................................................................................................... 19	  
Death of a Friend .............................................................................................................. 20	  
Daymare ............................................................................................................................ 21	  
Hospital Flowers ............................................................................................................... 22	  
Blood Pressure .................................................................................................................. 23	  
Insomnia Lullaby .............................................................................................................. 24	  
Wolf Moon (or January) ................................................................................................... 25	  
Hunger Moon (or February) .............................................................................................. 26	  
Sap Moon (or March) ........................................................................................................ 27	  
Pink Moon (or April) ........................................................................................................ 28	  
Milk Moon (or May) ......................................................................................................... 29	  
Strawberry Moon (or June) ............................................................................................... 30	  
Buck Moon (or July) ......................................................................................................... 31	  
Sturgeon Moon (or August) .............................................................................................. 32	  
Harvest Moon (or September) .......................................................................................... 33	  
Hunter’s Moon (or October) ............................................................................................. 34	  
Beaver Moon (or November) ............................................................................................ 35	  
Long Nights Moon (or December) ................................................................................... 36	  
Night Terrors ..................................................................................................................... 37	  
The Man I Am Sleeping With ........................................................................................... 38	  
Notes on Love and the Body ............................................................................................. 39	  
Crush ................................................................................................................................. 40	  
See, I’m Like Rubber and You’re Like Glue .................................................................... 41	  
Hemorrhage ....................................................................................................................... 42	  
The Taste of Blood ............................................................................................................ 43	  
Oxycodone ........................................................................................................................ 44	  
Rapture .............................................................................................................................. 45	  



 

 v 

Emergency ........................................................................................................................ 46	  
Bad News .......................................................................................................................... 47	  
You Got a Tattoo .............................................................................................................. 48	  
On the Anniversary of the Death of JFK .......................................................................... 49	  
At the Beach My Friend .................................................................................................... 50	  
Spider Webs ...................................................................................................................... 51	  
Bleached Bones ................................................................................................................. 52	  
Your Death Felt Like ........................................................................................................ 53	  
Leftovers ........................................................................................................................... 54	  
Leaving ............................................................................................................................. 55	  
Breaking Up Means .......................................................................................................... 56	  
Spent ................................................................................................................................. 57	  
Grief .................................................................................................................................. 58	  
Doubt................................................................................................................................. 59	  
Drizzle ............................................................................................................................... 60	  
Morning............................................................................................................................. 61	  
Stardust ............................................................................................................................. 62	  



 

 1 

 
Insomnia Lullaby   
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Moth 
 
Once, he died, 
like all things do. 
Buried himself in a fragile cocoon. 
His body disintegrated into nothing. 
His cells became "imaginal," 
that's what scientists call them. 
 
Now hatched  
into this second life, 
a world lit by street lamps and static, 
he flies just like a regular ghost.  
New spirit, only a little 
above the earth,  
he approaches each dim night 
with a hope, like a child 
mistaking a stadium for the moon. 
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Baby 
 
I don’t think about you 
in an iridescent way. 
I don’t ever look 
for you in the night. 
I do not imagine 
your endlessness. 
 
When I think about you, 
I think about myself. 
 
And of other real things,  
like dawn, 
or the crumpled sheet 
or the mountains. 
The balance between fear 
and believing in things. 
 
You are not 
a thought or a wish or a dream. 
You are a black and white 
photo of water, hidden 
somewhere in my room. 



 

 4 

Two in the Morning 
 
Every now and then 
a Chinese lantern 
floats past my window 
in the middle of the night. 
I step outside to watch it drift 
until the flame goes out. 
I’m up anyway, looking at planes  
as they pulse and diminish, 
wondering how far I can see.  
 
1,200 light years from here 
a planet orbits its sun. 
It is bigger than the earth, 
by one hundred forty percent or so, 
and probably covered by water. 
I picture myself 
on the only boat, 
frail and intricate, 
alone on the top of the water. 
Its life glows underneath me. 
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A Great New Thing 
 
Someday someone will say, 
Who was the Hollywood? 
the way we sometimes say, 
Who was the mighty Homer? 
 
We don’t marvel anymore 
at the silver ships in the sky. 
I want to see 
 
a great new thing: 
sky, 
mountain, 
sea. 
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God 
 
I want to tell you how  
I talk out loud to the bath. 
I ask it to sustain me. 
 
And how I once 
killed a dog 
by trying to stop 
and guide it off the road. 
 
God, 
this city’s 
warm electricity 
shocks me 
like my teeth 
breaking through 
an orange slice. 
And time does feel 
like flying. 
 
I see 
the structure 
of a feather; 
I see 
the grain of bone. 
And the spacing 
of seeds 
inside raspberries. 
 
And God, 
I need to tell you 
how much I love lions. 
I love the way 
their cubs 
hide among the rocks. 
I love their whole 
and heavy eyes; 
their kneeling bodies 
at their meat. 
And when they die 
I feel 
an invisible burst 
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and dispersion 
of You. 



 

 8 

Natural Selection 
 
The only insect that can turn 
its head 
is a praying mantis. 
 
Some species of moths 
feed on the tears 
of larger animals. 
 
No two lions 
share the same pattern 
of whiskers. 
 
Other moths, like the Doris Pine, 
with its pink  
and greyish fur, 
emerge from their wrappings 
without any mouth. 
 
They live from late morning 
until sunset. 
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Glad Animal Movements 
 
My dog trots along the sidewalk. 
The world stays new for him.  
 
We have been on this patch of grass before,  
but there may be some new insect 
or breeze  
that makes him excited  
and he pulls on his leash. 
 
At home he makes soft noises  
and flexes his feet while he sleeps.  
 
He doesn’t know yet that soon it will be cold 
and he will have to wear his pumpkin sweater. 
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Temple 
 
My body is 
 
desperate as 
the early wolf. 
 
You’re a river 
mountain fed. 
 
In all my born days 
I’ve never been 
so woman 
an animal. 
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Wilderness & Plenty 
 
A tremor 
shook the church bells 
on the coast. 
An orchid slacked 
its hungry mouth 
to air. 
 
My heart  
felt like  
an insect. 
A moment became  
a year. 
 
We kept time 
in the mountains. 
We left 
the earth beneath us. 
We were greedy  
as the ocean. 
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Quiet Love Poem 
 
I’d like to write 
you a love poem 
but firstly I am not in love, 
plus poems don’t pull 
too much weight 
anymore. 
What if I make up 
a story for us? 
I am a vessel; 
you are the spirits. 
Or, you are the vessel 
and I am the slip. 
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Thunderbird 
after Dorothea Lasky 
 
Today I am 
a Thunderbird. 
I am one beast 
out of many. 
I do not make disasters. 
 
Things come together, 
people collide. 
I am not a part 
of that wave, which 
constantly shifts 
its weight. 
 
I am a ripple 
between two thoughts. 
I am beautiful and invisible. 
My weight is a moment 
of silence. 
I speak for disasters. 
 
Only two things 
in this world 
would make me happy. 
I sound like my father, 
who I hate. 
Can a Thunderbird hate 
her father? 
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Daybreak 
 
Clouds the sun 
hasn’t touched 
look like purple bruises. 
 
Flies, 
with their shattered eyes, 
rise from the blades 
and swarm. 
 
Their skeletons  
scramble and shine. 
 
The day 
is a sleek, 
bowed bull. 
 
The grass starts flat. 
The wind snaps 
through the stems; 
 
the light 
shimmers  
back and forth 
like fish. 
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A Man Puts On a Bigfoot Suit 
 
The one he got 
was costume-shop. 
No spines blooming 
from its back, 
or shattering of teeth. 
The fur was disappointing. 
 
He would have 
shucked his skin 
and crawled on muscle 
through the sticks, 
but he had to leave 
the footprints. 
Plus, he really 
couldn’t have. 
 
He wanted to get shot. 
He hoped his body  
would swell 
like a blueberry. 
He hoped it would 
ferment until 
a goldish slag leaked 
onto the leaves. 
 
But he’s still out there 
in the trees 
inspiring 
and expiring. 
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Bellyaching 
 
Fall flakes its leaves 
off like a scab. 
 
We eat the bottom feeders. 
 
Talons are dipping, 
keen as a knife, 
into the melting roadkill 
 
leaving 
tiny 
cages. 
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Desert Alchemy 
 
The shining dead eyes  
of deer 
melt 
into silver. 
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Phantasm 
 
I was  
clear petals 
on your sheets, 
and you 
were the white  
wax wiped hot  
from my back. 
 
But we re-fused, 
our bones 
seamed together. 
 



 

 19 

Wide Country 
 
City skin shed on 
sharp grass blades. 
Lay out 
in light clothes, white clothes. 
Cotton. Thin. 
You don’t mind getting damp. 
Lay out 
and dream. 
You are the tallest, highest thing. 
 
And you are free from any thing 
that was not born 
or did not grow. 
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Death of a Friend 
 
Each day remembers it won’t have you 
anymore, 
and you  
were very rare: 
your rasping laugh, 
your swaying 
Sunday 
bike riding. 
 
I’d like to say we float 
without the weight of life. 
I wish I could tell you 
to your teeth. 
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Daymare 
 
I’d like to write 
you a love poem 
but firstly I am not in love, 
plus poems don’t pull 
too much weight 
anymore. 
I can hear you sleeping 
in the next room. 
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Hospital Flowers 
 
Formaldehyde. 
 
I’m thinking 
without wanting to 
what your body looks like now. 
And how grotesque  
all the inflated skin 
the gauze 
made everybody seem 
at the hospital  
that one time. 
 
I’m thinking of the rotting stems 
and floating pieces 
in vases of hospital flowers— 
cut from their body— 
and possibly I’ve decided 
it’s just that flowers  
remind me of the smell 
of hospitals, 
 
even though we weren’t in a hospital 
when you died. 
We were in your room. 
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Blood Pressure 
For Matthew 
 
In the hospital you tell me 
that you don’t want to feel. 
You mean that you don’t want 
to want to kill yourself. 
I can’t feel 
the scars on my hands— 
two pink delicate maps, 
where I used to bite them. 
I can’t feel my tattoos. 
 
I know how you find 
these moments 
of violence. 
How they slip past 
our father, 
your friends. 
I know the TV washes 
across your face; 
how the TV becomes  
your dreams, 
and everything becomes 
both real and unreal. 
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Insomnia Lullaby 
 
At night I set 
the phone by my head 
and listen 
to the dial tone. 
Glaciers, 
cornfields, 
cities— 
all the places 
that have found a vein— 
drip themselves 
through steadily; 
they speak 
like seas through a shell. 
I roll 
onto my side. 
I stretch my feet out 
and relax them. 
I close my eyes. 
I wait. 
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Wolf Moon (or January) 
 
The way  
that light 
cuts crystal. 
 
A linger of pain 
in the jaw. 
In my body. 
 
This body 
 
of water, 
quietly fracturing 
ice. 
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Hunger Moon (or February) 
 
I wish I’d never had my back 
scratched at night. 
Or seen a baby animal. 
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Sap Moon (or March) 
 
I have brought myself 
outside. 
Heat forms off 
my body, 
and it looks like my soul 
as it leaves. 
My soul as a single 
breath. 
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Pink Moon (or April) 
 
Nothing sounds, 
like radio waves. 
The glittering 
beach of my skin. 
The white froth 
of the sheet. 
Old forms of myself— 
my history— 
charted 
into the cotton. 
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Milk Moon (or May) 
 
I miss the quiet galaxies— 
late and disorganized, 
always filing themselves  
through the glare of the streetlights 
a few at a time. 
They understand how difficult it is. 
It, whatever it is. 
Part of me is always outside of myself— 
curious, tempted, afraid— 
and just beyond my own pull, 
like a satellite 
just beyond gravity, 
how it circles just because 
it’s falling  
against the curve of the earth. 
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Strawberry Moon (or June) 
 
I talk out loud 
to a dead person. 
The dead person says nothing. 
I tell the dead person 
that my tendons 
are threads of pain; 
my memories have grown fingers 
that pull threads. 
They make me float. 
They keep me at home. 
They make me watch 
the birds out my window, 
moving like smoke in the wind. 
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Buck Moon (or July) 
 
Yesterday, while driving, 
I saw a fox trapped between 
the highway and a fence. 
He trotted along the grass, 
half-hearted, unaware. 
 
I spend entire days 
wanting to be touched. 
Full of anticipation. 
At the mall I wonder 
what it would feel like 
to jump the second floor railing. 
Or run out into the street. 
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Sturgeon Moon (or August) 
 
I watch 
for airplanes 
pulsing past 
like fish 
in dark water. 
I receive the world 
through a constant 
drip. 
Grief 
in the form of water 
meets my body’s 
form. 
It gets warm 
and feels like 
nothing. 
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Harvest Moon (or September) 
 
I go out to get tattooed 
(a feather, a moth. 
it doesn’t matter). 
I wait 
for the brief stick 
of needle to bone. 
Pain doesn’t ask 
you to think about it. 
The slick burn from a pan 
on your forearm, 
the swollen heat  
of a bee sting— 
they are bright and present 
like halos. 
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Hunter’s Moon (or October) 
 
I set out in dark water 
with a spear. 
Each night, that single gleam. 
When I shove the spear down, 
I think I feel 
something, 
it lights and dims 
my nerves— 
the tendrils of a jellyfish 
signaling its presence. 
No. 
My foot has fallen asleep. 
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Beaver Moon (or November) 
 
A crow with a broken wing 
searches the sidewalk for food. 
I give him a few old pieces of bread. 
I don’t know what suffering is. 
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Long Nights Moon (or December) 
 
In my dream I rise 
from my bed, 
which isn’t really 
my bed. 
It’s a starting point, 
a platform. 
It’s obvious, 
like a hospital bed. 
I set my dream feet  
on the dream floor. 
My feet begin 
to feel cold. 
I am always cold 
and forgetting 
whether or not 
I feel cold. 
I always imagine 
waking up. 
My dog, so familiar 
with invisible things, 
comes to lick 
my feet. 
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Night Terrors 
 
My boyfriend drags me from bed 
and says I am on fire; 
he throws me into the wall and says 
I am covered in scarabs. 
 
I try to keep myself awake. 
I read about Petra and Egypt. 
I wait out the screams in the hallway, 
the shudder of the wall. 
 
Cats hurt in the wild don’t heal. 
I don’t understand the nature of risk. 
My fears—captive, domestic— 
yawn fatly and flex their feet. 
 
Do their thoughts race 
as they pant in the shade? 
Do they know what happens next? 
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The Man I Am Sleeping With 
 
tells me 
that otters hold the hands of their mate 
as they sleep  
and float down river. 
I feel for love like a tug on the line— 
quietly watching the water, 
waiting for the surface to break. 
I ask him to put his hands on me, 
just because I like to be touched. 
Our dreamscapes are cluttered and vast; 
I know he will still drift 
and lose me. 
I will wake up exhausted by nothing. 
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Notes on Love and the Body 
 
I walk into the corner of the table. 
Blood flowers under my skin. 
 
I am sleeping with a man who buys flowers for me. 
The orchids slack their mouths. 
 
Hungry. 
 
I tell the man that I think our bodies  
are greedy like the ocean.  
He does not think the ocean is greedy.  
I say, not even how it laps away at the coast,  
always taking a little bit more?  
 
I want to be an ocean. 
 
Have you ever seen a lightning scar?  
They branch like pink henna  
across the skin—neck, rib cage, shoulder.  
Like a spread of coral,  
a kind of entrance to the sea. 
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Crush 
 
I would give 
generations 
of my own hair 
 
for this. 
 
I would refrain 
from teaching 
my daughter  
the names 
of flowers. 
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See, I’m Like Rubber and You’re Like Glue 
 
You said you liked my 
paisley dress print. 
Just set your eyes 
softly down. 
You think I'm not violent? 
Would you like that? 
You think I don't have a little 
violence in me? 
What if your lips were 
bursting at the seams? 
What if I measured out 
your breaths like cough syrup, 
and made sure you took them 
down slow? 
Would you like that? 
I'm sold if you'd like that. 
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Hemorrhage 
 
When I think 
about my friend, 
I think of the time 
I kissed her. 
 
The rain sequined 
our skin. 
 
We laughed 
at the stickiness— 
the way we fell, 
the way her brain 
began to bleed. 
 
This was different. 
We were several stories 
high and drunk on purple 
Jell-O eaten 
from two plastic jars. 
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The Taste of Blood 
 
In my mouth. 
Just like dirty pennies. 
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Oxycodone 
 
Mother of Pearl. 
 
Your spine dissolves 
to Pixie Dust. 
 
Your brain bursts  
and shines  
like yolk. 
 
Your teeth  
roll like marbles 
guttered in your jaw. 
 
The white 
and thinness 
of your skin. 
 
The light 
blue of your veins. 
 
Then  
the layers break 
to iridescent flakes. 
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Rapture 
 
From the couch I thought of listening 
to the sound of animal breath, 
or of writing this by cavelight, 
or stepping on something sharp. 
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Emergency 
 
September dragged on. 
I couldn't believe, 
last Thursday, 
that it was only the twenty-sixth. 
I glanced around the bar 
at my friends, 
not sure of what to say. 
I thought of calling an ambulance 
just to have a place to go, 
an excuse not to say anything.  
Just to press the button. 
Just to make my blood. 
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Bad News 
 
The window. 
Fruit flies 
at the glass. 
I paint boars 
curled into  
teardrops. 
I’m fathoming. 
I’m circling it. 
The phone is 
its own canyon; 
Your voice 
slips the line. 
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You Got a Tattoo 
 
of the ocean  
on your foot. 
 
You wanted it to look like  
you were standing 
In the ocean. 
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On the Anniversary of the Death of JFK 
 
There's a moment 
in the videotape, 
after the president 
has been shot, 
when Jackie crawls 
onto the trunk of the car. 
She moves back 
towards the asphalt  
five hundred yards before, 
the reality that existed  
six seconds ago. 
She's grabbing at something— 
a piece of his skull 
or brain matter. 
Grief, without context 
is wild.  
We scramble for the tools 
to build it a container. 
It changes shape  
and color. 
It moves at us in waves— 
the car, 
the gun, 
the brain. 
We're on the shore. 
It's settling in. 
It's eroding the land  
we're standing on. 
The asphalt slips 
behind and behind.  
The present keeps arriving. 
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At the Beach My Friend 
 
Draws a face in the sand, 
just two eyes and a smile. 
She stands with her shadow over it 
so the shadow of her head 
has a face. 
These particles, 
larger and faceted, 
like gems under a microscope, 
are more obviously pieces, 
not whole. 
We can add or subtract at will. 
I place a tiny clam 
in the middle of her belly. 
It burrows into the wetness. 
As each wave recedes, 
we run along the shoreline 
shoving more clams in the sand 
with our fingers. 
They will either wash out 
or take root. 
Or maybe they will always 
keep coming to the surface, 
then struggling to move 
back down. 
At sunset we watch 
our shadows grow long, 
extending the dark sides of ourselves. 
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Spider Webs 
 
They are the soft barriers 
between life 
and the world of dreams, 
which linger  
where they are caught 
like the presence of a dead person 
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Bleached Bones 
 
Remember the bright 
dinosaurs. 
Remember their 
rough feathers. 
 
The pleasures  
of their meat, 
their stride. 
The heavy smell  
of heat 
and moss. 
 
The ceremony of  
each empty  
space  
without them. 
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Your Death Felt Like 
 
An empty glass, which I picked up 
and took a sip from, knowing 
there would be liquid 
but there wasn’t. 
We all wish it would shatter 
and be obviously nothing. 
Or something meaningful: 
the liquid crystallizes or evaporates 
and becomes either still or endless. 
It’s incredible how we can’t feel 
when someone we love has died 
until the call telling us they have died. 
I took one more sip of my drink, 
which was full; 
I kept watching the show on TV. 
It was like being in the hospital  
where I was born 
and not knowing I was born there. 
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Leftovers 
 
A ghost with the 
anatomy of 
my empty bags 
of tea. 
 
Heavy condoms. 
Blankets bought 
and left 
at each other’s 
houses. 
 
Sandwich papers. 
 
Bottles. 
Floating 
flower stems. 
 
A ghost 
with black plastic  
wrapping. 
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Leaving 
 
I take comfort 
in the flight  
of machines 
even though 
I have 
a medicated body. 
Easy as water 
in the space 
between panes. 
I come  
to appreciate 
the suffering  
and ecstasy 
of moths. 
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Breaking Up Means 
 
Being someone else, 
putting an animal inside you, 
trying to be strong. 
 
Not a lamb. 
Do not put a lamb inside. 
You don’t want to bleat. 
 
Breaking up does not require 
any bleating whatsoever. 
 
It’s the black bear you want, 
who says, When we grin we bite. 
Put him. 
 
Breaking up means having 
a black bear in your belly. 
And in your shoulder blades, 
a lion 
swaying in grass. 
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Spent 
 
The moon 
is dead. 
I am  
in love  
with her. 
 
I wake  
to observe 
her remains: 
 
A spilt sheen. 
Shadow. 
She’s oil. 
She’s asphalt. 
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Grief 
 
My dog slips his collar on Broadway, 
and I can’t steady  
my voice to call him. 
He hops around the pavement 
then returns to me happy 
and breathless. 
The light nearby turns green. 
At home I lay my body on him— 
big as a fawn— 
while he flexes and curls his feet. 
 
Someone writes, “I miss you,” 
to a dead person on a white balloon. 
They let it go and imagine it’s 
the person’s ghost, 
or their perfect but explosive soul. 
Or, they imagine it’s 
a dream—white, glowing— 
as it ripples in the sea, 
where it is eaten 
(like a jellyfish) 
by a turtle that will die. 



 

 59 

Doubt 
 
Maybe you believed  
in a world  
of secreted things, 
until you realized 
even churches 
buy their bread 
when you saw the Eucharist wafers 
at the grocery store. 
And you wonder why you’re still 
leaning,  
rocking, 
mumbling your prayers— 
why you’re still slipping 
please and thank-yous 
between the cracks of stone. 
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Drizzle 
 
This day knows  
it’s not 
especially beautiful, 
but 
 
you know what I think? 
I think these clouds  
look like cream, 
and this day: 
a coffee cup. 
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Morning 
 
Watch the wholeness  
twinkle out. 
Feel like you’re in  
all the great places  
at once. 
The heat of dream. 
The skin of autumn. 
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Stardust 
 
The radio says 
that we are made of dust. 
From stars that exploded 
and died. 
 
I hope I have this wild skin— 
particles melted and formed 
on the journey, colliding and shocking 
themselves into life. 
 
I recently read some suicide notes 
that were not unique 
or exquisite. 
One girl was upset with her parents; 
one man lost his job. 
One said, “I can’t  
be one of you anymore.” 
 
I go to the store, 
I walk the dogs, 
I lay on the couch to rest. 
 
A pigeon quivers on the ledge, 
seeking out some shelter, 
or waiting to dive 
and glide. 
 
 
 




