
wes hempel 

Emerg i ng 

What if you seep out of you r  hands 
spread into the drum of the sky 
l ike a Ryder landscape maple, m ist 
and fen nel along the bank lapping 
varnish i n  the room where you sit 
honing verbs i nto l imbs, how 
lambent the waves and d issipating sky 
ign ite in you the dream of s inking 
i nto the body of a carp pin ned in  
mesh, hands grappl ing as you fi l l ip  
violently twist and surge i nto air  
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