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» We have these telescnpes
-our catacombs of understandmg

ut we also have pilgrimage,
s, heartheat. dying, /‘J A

f‘ier fleld '-and song.  /

L4

2 Hfom “Huagmire” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam




- €an| see it? Gravity like glue. .~
.._or something more substantial like
the sigh of a sick child. Find me I
“an.opeh tulip, smooth; ‘tangible fi
Fm&qm’e like scmce is found  *

en ncmg thejamt glow of j

| Imost-faﬁ:v

et "Fiﬁd me” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com




Do not define me
Do not define me . - R

as awoman, or-a wheel V%"

of rolling curves, with lipstick

in my pocket and perfect palish on my shoes:

| am not interested in.shaes. LN
| carry this body with two breasts Ko,
and | have boen and raised children AR

like a ‘reaty between the unmarked cqunﬁes
of time and infinity. | have laved with two arms, - :
lived #ith thoughts of Schopenhauer in iy slegp” s

; i‘!'?wﬁ'eowhnm.nogutdeﬁmm; , <
vaty sexuality is not canfingd ta the tender receiving sigl ’

n ¢ ta the ‘gjbglgr'egat‘iii"’n gossip and giggles ¢
2 the making of applg strudel. | do not knit, J
B thanigh | bow fo-thigkrithe : -
" more than | do'to }heinﬁelechnals and gossip bores me.
. Talkitig hovesing unless iti€ about God or the many ways
: e are given to love. children, animals, art o
er’s love | only Speak about im poegry, because that is
a0 p_lj‘l?ah). Do not define me. hwauldlove to be
straight lines, proudly hanging, perfectly clear.
I wauld like to be brutal. Wamen can be brutal,
can be like 2 smile -
glariously giving, razor sharp, androgynously
beautiful..

Ty ‘..; g m;t define me” - © Allison Grayhurst www.allisongrayhurst.com*

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/21/quagmire/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/20/find-me/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/22/do-not-define-me/



https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/21/quagmire/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/20/find-me/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/22/do-not-define-me/

My skin was stone,
drenched-in-an accelerant and
lit on fire. And there | burned,

a flaming rock impassable by
every woman and man who
tried to cross my shore. My fire

was final, a never-dying-heat
guarding the dead cold core
beneath its frantic dance.

www.allisangrayhurst.com




There was no apology left to play out, not here

in this place, on this isolated rift on a mountain, not
when other beings moved in a more intimate connection,
tied to the vine and the sun and the fish

gave birth to eggs that were inseminated

and transformed. | could-hear

their chattering, bubble blowing and theif unguestioned
communion - each tiny one crowned:pertect, even when
left half-eaten, perishing on the bank.

www.allisongrayhurst.com




| loved you-absolutely, in the wild intake puttake breath.

| ate as always in slow movements, with one hand, eating,
the other, ripening; building in heat,

calling out, preparingfor our wedded harvest.

www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/new-wheel-the-passage-of-arnik/

10


https://allisongrayhurst.com/new-wheel-the-passage-of-arnik/

-l

| see orange. Orange buses, W ks ‘ 2
orange lines of dﬁ&inﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂ{n&gdjﬂﬁdMEs

on a curye. | havedost my feathers,

all means of flight. There is nothing left

~
~

where'l once travelled through meteor field
ballooning over planets’ edges like a 821:9
pwning it all before | got grounded, com

to personal love and the necessity of graves.

from “Walkways” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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N

Escaping on the brook’s bank, ; &
banking on nesting'wi amrtﬁrnﬁgh,w-;; 7‘
winter, but tears are horh€'thatopen
soft spaces, and autumn shifts heat and any hapest.
for renewal. Love is fire -

from where it goes there are no shields to block

its scorching. Can we reach bottom in the rain?
Sing hosanna at the mountain’s base?, A

from “Walkways” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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g, *
Remembering that what is flawed sparklds t
with a unique variation nfﬁmiity.(* A
rainbow fractions, infractions = ;
that are blessings that seep and saturate
sinews and bones, galaxies
perpetual, renewable
where'everything sings useful -

seemingly incongruent, yet in truth, mas
precise. o T%

from “Walkways" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/walkways-the-poem/

13
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| own you as you own me and it is not a bad thing, not
blasphemy or anything

to fear. It is your hands, mine - these

poignant burial grounds that have been excavated,
these days of standing close, depending upon the ease
of our mutual exposure. | will speak in your ear and you

will step into my voice
like stepping into a river.  /

from “River” - © Allison Grayhurst
wwuw.allisangrayhurst.com

14



The past culminates in this single outpouring. It is
a privileged evolution. It is months of misfortune
exterminated by the exertion of our mouths:
Strange rhythms are risked, foreheads pressed,
giving way

to beautiful unadulterated disclosure.

W

from “Seamless” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Yow

The noise broke

by the garden where | loved you

like | loved the truth,

where my bones drowned in your darkness
and my war was unlocked like the need

for completion that you promised but never
could attain. This wilderness

of power, purposelessness and extremes

| laid down inside of

to be beside you and the softness of your mouth
and the elixir of your touch *

became mine, grew like a secénd body
merging with my own like death does

with cold eternity.

“Vow" - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/23/river-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/24/seamless/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/23/vow/
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-

Welcome the one who-stands, the one who
praises every cried-out syllable, purges. &
the soul of stagnant battles, hour upon hour oy

_smells the freshness of renewal in tlerched fists
and phones that never ring. '

Welcome the sonthof a remembered kiss

and the'ghosts that grieve forever.
beside each mortal heart.

’
>

fean”Welcome The Death” - © Alllsnn Br‘ayhurst

| alllsnn rayhurst.com
!- I" gray
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Secretly in the silade of devetion,
it rages. Crouching behind churches and
stairwells, it tongugs its drug sweeter -

tian touch. Bucns the stomach, starves
the heart nf‘fait]jul riches

When it comes it has ng error
nor the inanchored presence.

of doubt.

When it comes, it comes r;ding,
circling like nightfall
the soul's great yalk.

 fram "Desire” - © Allisonfirayhurst *
www.allisongrayhurst.com *
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It is like me and | am .

prey to the avaided, to the ugly, whlrlponl
mouth of isofation, witnes<'ta the long
journey through'death and need. “ &
| am prey to the contemptupus

dark that gnaws its way under.

every freshly formed smile.

It is not fike innocent pain

but like a fearing pr a mutant fear
that piles and piles,

fossessing.

re

frnm “Itis not like hell” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com™ ¢ \
<

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/17/welcome-the-death-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/04/29/desire-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/06/07/it-is-not-like-hell-2/

19
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the pale pink sands, watching
dour of colours
transfo rm and surround, the moon
fives out a breath and

from “Beach” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Bless the one hardened by degrees,
by small failures
that mount a life incapable.

2ss the proud bearer of truth
10 cannot be humbled,
lnded by spiritual vanity.

Bless the arrogant,
the one who feels movement
only by force.

Bless the bearer of bitterness,
who has no stronghold
but hate.

fram “Bless The Fallen” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

21



If You Wait...

Wh.tlle man Comes

Ba _Mngs of endless
| be like a wave,

and the way his voice sounds in the rain.
He will lie beside you like a childhood friend,

abandoned to breath and peace

beyond measure.

Rich with depth and kindness,

he will cradle your head on his chest
and you will bless the wound that almost
killed, then brought you near

his familiar blood.

“lf You Wait..." - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/06/12/beach-3/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/11/bless-the-fallen/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/26/if-you-wait/
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-

At night | wake up absolute,

solid as a never-touched stone.

| stare at the clock and have conguered time.
For that time | am the best thing

of all things to be.

For an instance, | am more than metaphor,

| am witnessing.

from “Ripples™- © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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It is a long time to be still and look up.
It must be a painter's journey. | must learn

to sprout roots from the tips of my frozen toes,
knowing water is not earth and earth
will never be a sailor's deathbed or home.

from “Undertow”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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F ,:’. 1 2 . ‘(
Between#€ is the Vantage point, where we see
anels contemplatingéon dead plangts, 4
using those planets
to echo their private songs,
swelling and sobbing, gathering rocks
to remain heavy enough not to float back
into the mouth of God.
Entropy is a shattered equation. The moon creaks

and splits, absorbing humanity's disappointment.
Our gifts rise up mute -
balloons let loose on a drizzling day.

from “Brazing on the flow"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/01/26/ripples/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/07/undertow/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/06/grazing-on-the-flow/
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Risk that comes out of despair

as a last ditch effort to not give up

has been told in chronicles, as
surrendering stories

that rain away dust and heal the hunt of
weighted hunger,

nourishing spiritual belonging.

from “Dur children are orchards”-
© Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Templates | now break and breathe and blow all away
into the sandalwood spring, into the eyes of my dog.
Stiff joints lend themselves to patience,

planting wings in my palm - empty spaces finally
accepted. Shadows | see take on a life of their own
and keep dancing. God | see in the sloping deformity
of all steps climbed, treacherously taken, born whole

from parallel paths of lack and yearning.

from “The fault of sages”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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If | could be and think like you,

like a native river that has known no footprints,
gathering rowboats, families of endless generations,
my house would sing, fruit would fall and

| would hold a hand, glorify each fingernail, memorize
the exact curve of each cuticle. | would retire,

rest my shoulders on an old bed, loosely clothed,

feeling the Mediterranean heated breeze encompass me
like a lover’s welcoming demand for unity. Speaking,

my words would drip like oil, gifts

of oil and bread.

from “Neruda”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/11/neruda/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/12/the-fault-of-sages/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/09/our-children-are-orchards/
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__ Unpredictability is glorified. Minds rejoice, -
 gaining rules, workable explanations. Endure,
why must |7 Why, when denied _
a boat, a bed, a simple wild hand roaming?. =~ *

Lave is absurd.
Love is you God, and you are outside of all this,
waiting for an invitation,

tender as a new mother’s nipple, flowing.

from “Endure”- © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Hanging on hinges, on barely glanced-at walls,

| gather my vision-in the grass, paintonthe <" &
bones of another’s life - beautiful bones and hallways *
of many feet walking and swishing bathrobes.

In the book | can face forward and never fear rejection,

| can shower sensuously in warm rhythms, -
tied to the stirring light of early summer-.

from “The Book"- © Allisan Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.cam
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Destructign overtakes top easily,
like a once-hollow ditch, now satisfied with its
fill of bones. All needs are political. Heaven =
comes close in secret Sex, immortalizing flesh,
though never arresting decay.

.

Child on a vine joined with the ways of the willow,
swinging, thrown-off shoes.

from “Under the vines”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/10/endure/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/02/01/the-book/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/08/05/under-the-vines/

31
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If | must return to witness

the same casualty,

return to tread the sewer's underbelly,
then | will bury some love in the fall
and call the small graces

my exatic fruit.

from “Dutliving the Inevitable™- © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Sing like an animal
that feels her offspring warm against her limbs.
Sing for the chance to tremble with surrender,

and live like this - a bady

sown in time.

from “A New Destiny”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

33



And the path is clear, the path is letting go,
letting in a much brighter trust, brighter still
when all lights are turned out.

from “Releasing”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/04/24/outliving-the-inevitable/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/21/a-new-destiny-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/06/09/releasing/
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Whitewashing

What loss = ‘
hunesﬁj\ewel in dle ﬁi’
boards 1 up.the. wmduws '
and fastensimelgm
to the sum?- 2, 22 U

' What loss is thlslbﬁ;,-;
denies mldmght
that extracts ig
and pretense,

What loss Pheas A
as weightléssness - nothing to ground me
and

nothing core.

Whitewashing = ® Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Undefined

¥

| can't sa;ilﬁl a s'..'ﬂlm‘;fT

who mnves.fnrward mthou?gruund

or room to run’ &

| can't: say.l'am a"eﬁel‘" whoe,

closes down slaugﬁu]ﬁlﬁ;e doars

or upronts cruglt 'fmﬁé wnth ’smft blow.

the afflicted withsSrel

| can't say | am ho

and adorn withe ‘esh lmaglnatmns

| can't say Lam like a house or like a star or water
that rams info racks then falls back ifito itself

| can only say a flower is here,

and | am not that flower-.

Undefined- © Allisan Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurstcom
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Clljldhond cracked

The doll fell =

and.was ywplcled up .5-
Iefell Wufb '

*in @ lucid glumber  * l.-
'nf&-artlculate."ﬁqrds e
ﬁhﬁadewdrnp‘qi?" £
oniice. ¥
Nothing was cnvet
the chant grew]
as the month muvefnﬂ
What was culd wa "

the doll fell 58

and the mepidian of grace
was at last

on the table.

Childhood Cracked - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2011/12/29/whitewashing/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/11/24/undefined-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/06/30/childhood-cracked-2/
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L will return
from infinite dying
and the conscious swallow.
Jwill say - | will not want,
 be a daughter of the root and caterpillar climb.
I there is anything worth keeping
| will kegp it on the kitchen table

feed it blueberries, honor its language,
and biology.

from “Hf there is anything open” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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| have been born

. a thousand times over,

*_flaked into existence by

.

» farce, by will and by desire.
~lhave had my days

under the siege of physical limitations,
of bloodlines burned and bloodlines
mended. There is no more

time far this rotating scheme,

no space for waiting

or for continuing. | stop here. Unplugging the
flow, breathing only because

| want to, because

this skin that is mine is

the last skin | will ever claim

as the landscapes | drop, drop, then
drop me.

“| have been barn"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst/com
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g’
2

lé“_"l love you like | have always loved you like
" the first knowing of who | have finally found

a choir pure, vibrating grace into my bones,
feeding, formidable -
endless food, endless rest.

"Purged”- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst/com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/12/21/if-there-is-anything-open/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/16/i-have-been-born/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/06/09/purged/
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It has latched to your everlasting like a hosanna
riveting through each pore, breaking the bottom
again and again, breaking through the traffic

to measure you naked and

just as you are.

from “Calling” - © Allisan Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Take this choice from disaster,

offer it the path of the impossible, a pathway into
a miracle because God counts for everything,
counts on flat and hot surfaces,

counts on the deathbed and

in the red coat

beautiful gleam

from “The Closing” - © Allison Brayhurét\

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| will make my way across the water,
over the threshold and fall

to embrace the ground | came from.

Spread low, spread high - a century

or more guardian, a tree-fort reaper in a forest
far across the hill and still

beyond.

-

from "l will make my way across the watél\'" -
© Allison Brayhurst

+ www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/12/22/calling/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/09/13/the-closing/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/02/28/i-will-make-my-way-across-
the-water/
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All | bless and all | need,
| hold because of you.

No meaning..g‘ﬁ'_l;.n";'adness-/
could replace the milk and breath
that you are.

.

from “You Are” - © Allisen Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Because | touch your hand

and it is fixed like a star is fixed in the sky or glass
impaled so deep it touches bone. | touch

and like you | am centained, blue -

and | am now and better than,

bigger than aa -

a thousand storms,”

from “Intimacy” - © AllisonGrayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You give to me the gallery of your secrets
as | give to you the skin of my defence.
We are the lucky one:
marlgnldsand cathedral stones
line uur.;waathered potkets.

from “Df The Same Cloth” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/12/15/you-are/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/02/23/poem-published-in-triage-
monthly/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/12/of-the-same-cloth-2/
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In heaven, the Earth is a vegetable left too long in

the fridge. In the mornings, | am lonely but want enly

to be alone. Your breath howls, sometimes | can hear it
when you think you are sleepmg Those times | would rip
across any void just to cleanyour blood. Time is

laughing at us, because we've touched the flesh of freedom
and everything after Ill'gt wears on our skin,

groaning, growing

as instant madness:

.

from “Time like..” -
© Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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At times we wish this love didn't exist,
then we could give in to what lies beyond
the cliff, defend our exit, salt the Earth
with a dramatic departure.

Those times, we hear a desolate chorus rising

and we vanish completely into its volcahic siren wind.
Other times, we talk. We watch squirrels dance across
our backyard trees, make tea, passing domestic glances,

gladly sharing the last spoonful
of bottled honey..

.

from “Dur Light Cannat Always Burn Whole™ -
© Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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You are a wall made of sponge, absorhing.
| will saturate, For you, | will not be hard
or polished, but © ° = (

exile my cnnsciuuqdes_irés. give Erown

to a steady delirium. You will be central.

And this will happen without conditions.

from “this prevails” - © Allison-Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/25/time-like/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/31/our-light-cannot-always-
burn-whole/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/03/this-prevails/
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You will not find me
walled behind'my face,
or hunt me beneath
the garden cellar.

The nothing-air
will steal my name
& tomorrow | will

slip between the rocks.

from “I Will Run * © Allison Grayhurst

www.dllisongrayhurst:com
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Watchman Of The Night

From the harizan
he emerges
winged man
sapphire eyes
savagely unfurling his bright feathers
He cups the salt from thé'sea
takes it to his mouth as nourishment -
pellets tospew at the sky
Then up!
twisting with the.wind
dancing in the aura of the setting sun
His silver hair
flares the sky
his midnight lips
lost in haunting sang
Chariats, tigers
race, prowl
around his blue body
Swirling, he megets the moon
and takes his place among the stars.

Watchman Of The Night - © Allison Brayhurst www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Twilight

There is a beat in the darkening air
that whispers of love.and laughter
There is sang in the rippling wind
s0 maving
so unmeasured
that even dreams
cannot meet its glary
There is colour
There.is more than power
in ane stroke '

inone fallen ray
that gives rhythm
to a discordant day
They say
Night comes
like death comes
eventually

But there,
Oh there!" The first star ;.

Twilight - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisangrayhurstcom

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/03/i-will-run-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/11/watchman-of-the-night/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/09/16/twilight-2/
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| knbw of eapacity | now know, of
potential. [ hear the'chants of my
tribe. For.a long time we have been
separated. We ramble only because
we have lost ourllanguage.
Centuries have made us foreign.
But we will be delivered. The hunger

will deliver And when it does, we
will be delivered from it, never to’
hunger again.

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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I ivé with the eternal question mark, |
live:mside it; | live in my Shyest seeret,
exposed. Am | falling under the thumh
of a great philosophy - letfing go of one
rope to catch another? To climb, then
drop..And morning will yield to evening,
and so, evening to night. Where the
intensitj. of the jpain becomes proof of

the intensity of the love.

from “Perfect Love” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Hand of a writer,
naked without a pen,,
like @ new-born birdj,
. flung =
from its nest: flesh onfire.
Apocalypse 'mind, opener
of the seventhseal. Mentor of all
believers.
Christ-like visions.swarm your mind.
Ravaged by depression,
by high ideals that
. rip
out'your ribs, one by one
into the thick day.

fram “Dostoevsky” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/06/01/dostoyevsky/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/05/15/perfect-love-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/19/jumana/
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Because there is early morning, peppermint tea,
and love abides in everything living,

| can walk another step, another day,

bury the corpse of a treasured friend,

and place something beautiful

(a stone, a whisper) beside the grave.

from “Because it is a Stone” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Crystal patterns converging. A crack muted,
a rift mended and filled, memories

and the harshness of a permanent end.

Twao islands to surrender to,

two secrets painted on the beach,

on the backyard shed, in the inside,

giving in fully to emptiness overtaking,

as the calm begins to carve out a niche
where it can revive, return pure, all parts

tethered faithfully to the wind.

from “Rodents and Wings" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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We walked beside the wall

on a grim February afternoon.

Our lips parted wanting to speak,

but words grazed the soundwaves like

ghosts and our hearts sank.

We walked together, over logs of rotted wood,

through slush puddles, aveiding snowbanks
and icicles dangling from high trees, beside the wall.

from “Cardinal” -  Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/02/20/cardinal/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/01/21/rodents-and-wings/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/08/10/because-it-is-a-stone/
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| qave myself upwithgut aword:
You wore my skin, laughed freely
at my thirst.

Soeasy now ..

| am consumed and in

a dream. Love is falling

like apples.

from “Crow” -'© Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You arglright, we travel incircles;
swallowed by the movements that affirm
our preconceptions. Are these dreams?
My breath sails betweén air-tight
walls. | gat lemon:drops
by the moon, hanoring my thirst
for solitude.

fram “Somewhere Falling” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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As though.my heart
was Sand; absorbing
the dive of crows.

In the deep,

in the still deep ground
of dust & ruins, wings
fall like smashed shells

expandinginta
the flowing air.

from “When Air-barne Beings Fall” -
© Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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to trade these hands

for ahouse in the forest landed

on a hill'above any risk of flood, biut near
a flowing stream 4

to tear off the shingles

for an open view, converse with hawks,
whisk out'the stale air and leave

the smell of rain

from “Choosing” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/17/crow-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/18/somewhere-falling/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/28/when-air-borne-beings-fall-2/
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Because of course

you will go with summer

never knowing a remedy.

You will go beyond where you go
arpund the ninth and final life, ducking
in dark boxes to.fade finally alone,
away from instinct and nurturing

You will ga into the natural earth,

and from there, my vision staggers and

cannot name, but caught °

onthe wind, in'sensualghades

of forgiveness mighty & forever,

you will kfiow a place unhindered by death.
You will hear.the secret

your pale eyes

have always harboured.

“Becawse of course” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Home is a birthday cake,

a painting etched in erimson

light. The cats are intently watching.
The sounds putside are few. One lover
is sleeping, the other breathes'in

the wintry view.. ™

Like a cleansing, like alg ilhmjirl(ed page
or a slice of ltalian bfead,

the snows descend, bringing warmth
to the veins, bringing the comfort

of sweaters'and knitted socks, bringing
bodies together and.the year to an end.

from “First Snow of Winter” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Who would guess that neither years nor vows
take the seur sting and peppermint wing

out from love's strong bones. But falling
forever - the darkmess, the renewing song,
hands gver bodies.yours & mine, as time

lies with us, perched a&-the yatchman

on devotion’s elusive’bow.

B
»
&

from “Show of Light” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/05/21/because-of-course-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/11/27/first-snow-of-winter-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/04/show-of-light-2/
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Spring, he will never experience again, nor know
the scent of a pent-up life released like
sunflowers blooming, or the feel of the moon,
colder but more cnmfurting than being touched.

He is without time or trilﬂ
and like fire, he haunts s

by just being. ’ s

from “Animal Sanctuary” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisngrayhurst.cam
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At the throat, brushed green like tile | shine.
The devil says "hum-drum”

as the eel struggles, futile like a wagging tail.
So many broken, hating "

with the hardness of erocodiles

and ants, pulling along their dead,

to consunte, knowing mﬂhmge

of sorrowor forgiveress. 3

”
/o

from “elegy of this day” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisngrayhurst.cam
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Trees sway with the clouds.

The butterfly and guppy are great as mountains.
All chimes of tenderness or tragedy,

seeking its necessary r rnle

We bear the weight.

We take halloons to hlrthdq partles.

And happy.is the mation. Ard graced

are each of our failings. *

from “Beyond Instinct ar Dreams” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisngrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/12/01/animal-sanctuary/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/05/12/eleqyof-this-day-being/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/18/beyond-instinct-or-dreams-2/
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rolling

through cross-waves with creatures captured

by a dark density like

myself, shaded, loose at the extremities, compact
at the core, thriving on plateaus of deep pressure,
salty flavours all around - so far gone from walking
that legs leave, replaced by fins, and language is not

sound, but a full-body resonance - no delay
between appetite and attainment.

from “| moved like a moon" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Kill the poet,

ransack the diet of bliss.

Dust away all traces of inspiration,
childbirth, breath and roses.

Thumbtacks, dried-out bones are
what has stayed.

| am a sand-fish, surfing the bottom,
accumulating

duties, commitments, leftover debris
to feed my already grown children.

from “Kill the Poet” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Announcing flesh

in the sleepy-loosened

day. A childhood of

bridges, masterpiece aromas
that overlook the playing fields -
one year, two grades and people
once beautiful, now ordinary,

www.allisangrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/07/28/i-moved-like-a-moon/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/17/kill-the-poet/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/12/11/riverstones/
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He came like light washing over the many,
entering and cleansing only the few.
He came. He is

what everyone needs,

but the pavement is thick

and the ground beneath is rich,
saturated with worms,

moving,

thick

with worm motion

moving  at worm speed.

fram “In The Thighs" - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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A Change To Cherish

The days are changing

and so is the reliable reflection

| looked upon under scrutiny.

Gone is the waste bin of logical stress

and the appetite that never found its proper food.

Here is the chair | kneel upon,

looking beyond. Like all great things coming, change is
a handful of sand that must be chewed, ingested

and joined to the bloodstream.

The old disappears - a dew drop evaporating

in the hot rising noon.

“A Change Ta Cherish® - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Faith

It is found,

found in a packet on a jacket

that has not been warn for years.

It is an emblem of uncharted kindness
that cannot fade even when | falter.

It is a name on a wall

that changes but is always mine.

It is the end result, the start of all
things good.

It is not going to leave me, or seep
through the mattress, underground.

It is sa beautiful, it has the whole of my being.
It is speaking ta me from billboard signs,
from the anes | laved and lost.

It is the parcel | have been waiting for.
It is my graduation party,

my only hope for recovery.

It is warmth and well being.

It is Friday night.

It is a star-shaped candy,

and it is found.

“Faith” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/03/21/in-the-thighs/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/22/a-change-to-cherish/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/20/faith/
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[n the rafters a single flower is born.
| look to that single flower, like | look to spending
the afternoon with the ones who have endeared,

like the pme and turn of my infant within

prning solitude -
open for interpretation.

or a brie

from “Dnly One” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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She spoke three names softly,
and over and over their

snund‘ipped my skull

as if the sun itself had entered
to burn all hard-held secrets out.

from “Interlude” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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That stone drops,

it is made up of hard,
unforgiving stuff.

It stays,

andithe surface

is itS meaning.

from “The Stone” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/19/only-one/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/11/interlude-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/08/05/the-stone/
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On this Dock

| hear the white steed

and the fish together

in dark obscurity.

| look at the body of water,

the children weeping to gain.cantrol.
| listen for the perishing.wind

and declare to it a vigil

of telltale strength.

The journey here faces

the drive of instinct - to buckle

in and walk the safest hallway

ar to carry the weight of failure

and still harbour a cry to the fox and a belief
in the many shapes of heaven.

The journey knows its evening
has come and all the beautiful clouds will drop
ane by one from the sky.

“On this Dock” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisengrayhurst.com
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Flies

By dawn the flies

released their shape into

the soothing wind and what

came back was the weary pulse

of dying wings grafted to the day.

What world was this inside their

dark heads that honoured the

photograph over the experience,

that held up frivolous wealth like

a deserved trophy?

What faith was plucked with the flowers

as all their little tongues reached out to pocket
the short-term scent?

The flies live in their high castles like undergrounds

enjoying only the drive and privileged complaints.
They call themselves the philanthropists and

the even-tempered elite.
But | see them in the honey jar
and count them as already gone.

“Hies” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Hard Time Singing

The ground that grows

the wasteful blight and

estranges the kiss and hiss of wildlife

is in me like a slaughtered tribe

that has no face.

| am in the nightmare cloud, wrapped

in tar and rotted wood. | hide

beneath the blanket, undone.

Sickness has walked around me, mile
around mile, and names me this stone chiseled
in two. It is the beginning, but it is midnight
and | am marked to be unmoved.

“Hard Time Singing” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/01/on-this-dock/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/12/flies-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/31/hard-time-singing/
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| can’t keep pretending:
The sun is strong. The night is strong.
| am not stronger.

from “Surrogate Dharma ” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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A pebble is paradox like time travel is,
or a meteor entering the earth

like a man enters a woman -

a synergy of the round and the sharp,
splicing, splitting, until more

splicing and splitting, until
dependency on oxygen is barn.

from “| heard a poet say” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Everyday, | journey to the drug mart, handle
bread and vitamins in the same hour,

thinking of your music,

showered by these harmonic intonations

of your irate loneliness.

| will never get clean. | knock down garbage bags,
pocket unsharpened pencils,

buy myself some tea, thinking today | will let go,
rid myself of your domination,

purchase a splendid fantasy to replace

your magnetism - saw at roots, trust

the broken staircase and climb.

from “Plastic” - © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/06/surrogate-dharma-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/09/i-heard-a-poet-say/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/07/plastic/
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Ride on, suddenly departing

like a magician - basking on

the threshald where you kneel and spill

your secrets into the mud.

You should have stopped, before your body

grew in stress and your mask like pale lips turned
greyer, unintentionally drained.

from “Attached” - © Allison Grayhurst
www allisongrayhurst.com
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Long ways | have loved.

For hours, | have kissed

the bridge of your nose,

conscious of my fixation. In my bed,

| offered you supremacy.

Now summer draws me away,

tells me this work is done,

asks me to go forward,

to map and mend

a child’s ragdaoll that fell overboard
where the ocean stretches on and keeps
no hidden crevices for toys or wounds.

from “Long ways and no ways” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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So many reasons to keep moving,

but none impregnate my spirit, none
immerse me or

insist that | take up arms. My arms.
They are hanging, tingling. They are not
me. | am in hiding, away

from the wind and the windy things

the wind brings, part of the pile of the
undeclared, an

illegible signature.

from “| go inside” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/29/attached/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/07/10/long-ways-and-no-ways/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/01/i-go-inside/

86


https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/29/attached/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/07/10/long-ways-and-no-ways/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/01/i-go-inside/

It is this way, togetherness:

A covenant with tenderness and speaking thoughts
only glimpsed.

The snow falls like rain as the afternoon moves
without time, our hands pressed as one,

lips and then, something better.

from “Now | Am Twa” - © Allison Grayhurst
www allisongrayhurst.com
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| love differently, like I've never loved, demanding
the wind, the desert, a vigil of remarkable intensity.
Love, lacking

dilemmas. Love, like a place to play, playing,

then laying flat out and waiting for

rain, a hand, or stars.

from “| see differently” - © Allison Grayhurst
www allisongrayhurst.com
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It has been irritating -

to feel this hot longing in my gut,
reflecting on nothing, worrying about
nothing but the smells around me,
the power of pale hands

too close to s0 many faces -

the long black rope | climb and climb

and love like
my only wardrobe.

from “It's been manths” - © Allison Grayhurst
www allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/06/10365/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/23/i-see-differently/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/04/06/its-been-months/
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There is so little love,

so little to count on but the love

that continues loving despite

the not-so-hidden deformities,
despite the limitations that bind us

in these ambulance beds.

Only such love that carries

the gruesome ghost of each finite tale

can open the way to a new perfection,

to Gods' infinity of love that sees and heals
by its seeing, by its decided effort of
continuance. b

from “deeper layer of love” - ® Allison Grayhurst
www allisongrayhurst.com
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The fire around you

is a bird. it will perch, nest

and then next season,

it will be gone.

Your journey is into the hail storm.

But you will be healed,

and | will go on loving you like | love you

like the humpback does its sang.

from “Because | love you" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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He is waiting'on the'branches
of the elm,

waiting for the night to clear,
waiting for my heart to open
and claim him

like a birthmark.

from “My Love is Waiting” - © Allison Grayhurst

www allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/25/deeper-layer-of-love/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/09/because-i-love-you/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/04/04/my-love-is-waiting/
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Knowing love's limitatipns,

like one knows the sp‘ws or the teeth

of an animal, is the tension that frees.

An enemy is at my'table.

A horse is buried under American sands.

My heart is water-

It longs to quench tm hot summer skin of sparrows.

’ y \
N N 4

'
from “Seeking the Balanced Degree” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com #
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‘
But so -

heaven is not a womb
nor a winter's twilightg
intense but brief ,*

| once saw a golden pagle
repeat its wingbeats
alone in the breeze

flapping ) ‘
as if to say:
| know myself

‘cappletely.

:

fram “Wingbeats” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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!

Going to the wax museum to wisit your Sleeping hu‘dy;
tonight with effort, togtorrow, with regret.
It is the end of a mirdcle, nevertheless,
| won't forget the sirens, your steel throat
rusted with alcoholic burns
or the hooves and the poison,
how you tempted m‘to the maximum degree.
.

' '
‘N .,'.

fram “Wax Museum™- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/21/seeking-the-balanced-degree/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/09/wingbeats/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/24/wax-museum-2/
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‘,
"

.+ Walk low when leaping over burning fields,
into a relentless hunger.

Walk low on the land and café corners,
kindled by the sun's yellow grain.

from “Walk Low” - © Allison Grayhurs{

www.a||isbngrayhurst,€om
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Call me out from my doubt and let me

love each day as new, with the kind of hope
only children hold, or lovers caressing faces,
feeling eternity on their fingertips.

from “Sheaves of Time" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com '
*

97



| am where fireflies dance
in a hirdless noon.
| am treading water, looking
for a lodged piece of land
or even a dolphin’s fin
to navigate me throughithis
wounded sea.

fram “Sight at Zero” -%© Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/13/walk-low/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/18/sheaves-of-time-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/04/20/sight-at-zero-2/
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| wear that overcoat every day,

every evening curled inside of it,

smelling the nuances of the places it has been,
places of music and unrequited love -

beige now and stained dark grey.

| long to regain the taste of its first wear,
when | was the exodus maker,

keeper of the icicle, explorer of a missionary salute,
bowing down only to clean it, sure of

my perfected individuality, saying something
monumental with its sway.

from “ Used blanket™- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Beauty is being in love. It catches our
breath, brings peace, uncovering
perfect symmetry before dissipating
with a thinning intensity. It shields the
heart in hope, it is a glimpse of God, is
bigger than dying, than death, though
denies nothing. It shocks us with a

sense of synchronicity, and for a
moment, seeing it, we return to the
source, restored.

from * Beauty is”- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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From a turret window watch the road -
it has arrived,

and glory-be the choices that follow
that will lead to unbreakable intimacy,
beyond engravings

etched on sidewalk stone.

from “Not your taxidermist.” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/02/20/used-blanket/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/11/07/beauty-is/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/08/05/not-your-taxidermist/
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Enthralled by sensual geometry,

by mountain ridges reflected in heartbeats,
wrinkles, rough spots, perfect

intricacy

equilibrium

subconscious sway, and you.

from “Balanced Repertoire” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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sound, woodpecker

foraging, near, nearing

spice

on my fingertips -

relaxed appropriation.
Backpacks and scarcity,

only the Zen flavour

of moving, taking necessities,

giving up newly bought coats
to strangers on buses.

from “Crystal dark” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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| will push my way
through the threshold,
bend over the edge then
let myself go - gravity,
mudslides and rock edges
will dictate my descent, but
| will look up and witness
the starlings amongst the sparrows,
the dislodged grass sprouts that take
the fall with me, above me
. in gentle wave-like motions
with the wind.

from | will make my way across the water” -
© Allisan Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/17/balanced-repertoire/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/04/crystal-dark/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/02/28/i-will-make-my-way-across-

the-water/
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The extremities

are beautiful as stained glass, green
as watered grass

and smells that take me over

a river, salted currents,

blooming with the long-bodied

seal, near curved mountain tops,
fresh mist, malleable fog. Humpback
dive. Cold summer winds,

pceans moving in, moving

the Blue whale, the Belugas,
the dark-fined Minkes.

from “Currents” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Leaves become teeth.
Impressions are unkind.
Your husk is broken

and your blood is a heap of
dead violets crushed

in a celebrated summer-.

from “Creativity” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Hole in the sky we go

through. Dther way

around, we exit on the peak.
Oblong mercy is the natural order
of things. We see an innate

camera reciting images

made up of everyone’s fluid flames,

discovering everyone's life is short.

from “Paired” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/01/08/currents/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/09/creativity/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/01/paired/
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Again the stars were plucked

from her mind and the world below

leapt up and sponged her with its flame.

That summer she made a wish upon her chains
and walked the deserted farmyards.

The ravens followed her through the weeds
and heat, keeping up conversation.

from “The Ride” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam

108



It is not my heart that fails me,

but the things outside

like the shadow on the neighbours’ window
and the frightening madness

of sop many strangers.

It is here and there like an insect

on my wall, like the fatherly love

I'll never find again in another's eyes,

but is with me in the coming autumn air,
and in the quietude of these joy-filled days.

from “Beyond The Grave” - @ Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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The willow leaves have gone brown

and the girl has moved

beside a cliff.

She dances as though she

could not fall.

And though they gasp to pity

her poor body against rocks and ridges,

she continues to move like a beautiful sound,

sure of the hand that guides her.

from “Girl” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/10/poem-published-in-full-of-
crow/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/06/05/beyond-the-grave-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/12/07/qirl-2/
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| let the day be a blank wall.

And sometimes a day like today is like
an empty room and this empty room
is a treasure.

from “The Day Is Like" - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Will the angels sing to me?

| have been waiting on their love.

So heavy is the window | look through.
Brick by brick | count my way up.

My memories belong to another world.

fram “In My Corner” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Our first kiss outside the café, when the rain
was about to fall, told me there would be

no number to our days, no greater gift but
to feel this - our lips once apart,

now vibrant, like a new being.

from “First and Only” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/03/the-day-is-like/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/12/in-my-corner/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/17/first-and-only-2/
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Done

| am done |

with the breaststroke of infernal lies.

| am done with the twitching eyes,

people without boundaries - hard things

like crossing graveyards, hesitating

intimacy. | am done with money.

| am through with platforms and curls,

with the forceful devil and things that make me feel
unsure. | see the spring

and it is waiting to throw me

a rose. | see things, and | am done with

the loins of the zodiac, through with eastern gods
and western hopes. This is me, standing empty -
fields on either side. Drown me in this solitude.
Take my blood and make me

a monastery.

“Done” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Time is bone - breaks everything but suffering.

Time keeps its secrets, undoes the work

of gentle faith. Time is a tale-teller, making us believe
that nothing has meaning, making us forget that it is
only time.

fram “Time does not” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| will play my instrument softly,

take hours to eat one fruit.

And in that place, | will etch

out a rhythm | can keep,

and this form of chaos will at last be clothed.

fram “How Ta Chain The Madness™ - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/17/done/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/02/20/time-does-not/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/06/28/how-to-chain-the-madness-3/
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Before | Ga

Before | go

and put out the campfire,

offering my condolences

ta the abandoned child,

| will let my grief go first.

| will dispel it as energy

gathered between my palms, then blow it

like seeds of transfarmation out of my blood
and inta a happy beginning.

Now | will go. Summer is here and my sarrow
has lost its footing. | will make a collage of

my crashed expectations, peel away the crust
until | unveil a flower.

Talking is useless, right now, anly moving matters,
walking away from an impossible situation,
releasing the ghost to haunt its four corners,
releasing my failure

to create love.

“Before | Go" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The power

and the moon and the bride

ducking behind snow banks.

Weather, may | have you to pwn,

be reborn in the dead afternoon like

a hawk that circles the windless skies?

from “Pathway” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Grow like the seekers do

in the aftermath of an atomic-bomb dawn.

Hunger like the artists do for a tid-bit of happiness
found, held for longer than the activity of their art.
Awaken from betrayal, a harder stone,

a softer soul, sure of nothing but of God.

Burn, until your burning eannot be denied,

and as you walk, they will say “There goes

a star, a sun, a galaxy of fire® Burn until

every muscle aches and the tension pulls

the labyrinth of your heart and mind into a straight line
with straight direction - nothing wasted.

from “For My Children” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/15/before-i-go/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/01/06/pathway/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/30/for-my-children-2/
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’

If it was only

paper flowers, a painted-on sunrise or ~ 4 ¢
imagined completeness, in thatgime, | was &
devoured by my own individuality, stripped

of my conditioning, a person ta reckon with, lean on -
whole. | was so much better'than | am here, as' amj

p

salvaging a heartbeat from habit,

marked by a used-up déstiny, '

just me with these crippled hands, bare feet, no mentor
to merge with, nothing

to follow, '

fram “Myth” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Formations, adrenaline - geese call = g
as they split the undertonesgpf sky. It is better {
to have no fences, no boundaries actualized :
by the mind's pride, no tangible hopes

of personal importance.’

y

fram “Waiting” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

121



#

Can | conceive of a erime that will not haun;?'

There are rules to follow, bgpes that fit into socke
sacred formations that mustnot be tampered with,
and speeches spoken, brave enough to own on paper.

4

from “It starts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/14/myth/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/11/18/waiting/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/22/it-starts/
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An infant is the eye of the whale,

the beginning and the potential all in one.
An infant is of flesh and perfect trust,
needing nothing from tomorrow.

fram “An Infant” - © Allison Grayhurst
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In the wilderness of my dreams,
never shining a colour | could own

How many worlds must | enter
to peel away to the light?
How to gather sand and build a rock?

fram “New Commitment” - © Allison Grayhurst
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| dream of you across the vaulted miles.
You live inside my forming smile and in

the colours flooding the horizon, in
the almost-zenith sun,
advancing.

fram “Breen Haven and You" - © Allison Grayhurst

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/08/30/an-infant/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/20/new-commitment-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/17/green-haven-and-you-2/
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How Lucky | Am

So now she is three

and like a lake that has always been there,
soothing me, feeding me with wonder,

she grows, continuing.

In ten years it will be a different

language we share, but always

the same connecting laughter and the feeling

of being buried in velvety flour

by her gentle ways that move my ravaged heart
into peace.

In twenty, we will drink coffee, sharing

the same window. She will teach me, and | will be
her secret underground where she can nestle from
the revolving warld.

In thirty, | will be old and she will be settled

into the source of her strength and individuality.
We will love each ather the same as today,

when love is like the very air that rocks

so sweetly between us.

“How Lucky | Am" - © Allison Brayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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New Era

From the start | believed

in never bending, but now | am a weather-vane,
guided by singing.

Now,.in movement | grow like a wild weed -

a glutton of untouched terrain.

| have put on the iron mask,

burned my skin for the battles

of another. That shore is sinking

and my globe has altered its axle.

| put away my grown-up philosaphy

to live by impulse and the pity of God.

The task is done, the ice is swallowed.

It is time to love the gargoyles and create
a new form of beauty.

“New Era” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Morning Glory

Lost hideaway under the flesh

where birds of prey drink to the heart's
southward direction.

In liquid sleep a packet is forming

of vaices named in childhood years.

And from the beginning the miracle

sat on our shoulder like a butterfly,

though we never christened it as our own.

| am tossing back the weight of worldly waters
and things ta be morally wounded for,

| give no more from the side of my mouth,

for the seductive shadow and the running crowd.
Plain as the path to heaven, | kiss the dread
and let it drift down sea. | open a room

where the light catches my breath.

| am breathing a morning glory.

“Morning Blory” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/05/how-lucky-i-am/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/17/changing-eras/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/04/26/morning-glory-2/
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Thinking Dutside

Touching tails

and feather wings.

The apple trees bend

and sing of autumn's coming.
Starlings talk across backyards
and the high-pitched beetle

fills the wind like a calming drug.
In this place as summer fades
the quiet demands self-truth.

To pull from inside

a lacerated pride

and pile it on the dried grass.
Shadows mend the divided self
and love is an activity

to understand while counting birds
overhead.

“Thinking Dutside” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Storm

Quickly shadows come

on the window sill and over the

lilac tree.

Soon it is the song of the wind chimes
as birds fly low.

Crows talk and walk across the
vacant road. Flowers

depart as butterflies would from their stems. The head
of a child is peering around some drapes while grownups
bring candles from the basement.

City cats curl under cars and bumblebees are still.
There is a sharp curve of the sky

and a streak of shocking white

like a line across a blank chalkboard.

Doors and screens are closed, as pigeons and squirrels
cover their nests, blind to all but the pressing

now.

“Starm” - © Allison Brayhurst; www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Little boy born

before sunset

your head a perfect dream,

your hair so soft and gold -

| make my amends at your straoller side

for pain before endured.

| kiss away the darkness that came without solace
and press your small body near.

Little boy of mine

good fortune comes

hard won and not without trial.

Love is everlasting, but never free

of the hardships that make a person appreciate
love

in the full of its glory.

Little child | adore

the smell of your skin

and the movement of your eyes.

| will do my best by you

and God willing, my best

| will not be denied.

“Little boy barn" - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/11/06/9845/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/08/10/storm/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/11/30/little-boy-born-2/
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'1 .

Abave all else, wait for the prnmlsa to gain
momentum, height, far from ﬁh‘rd

the common acceptance will allow.

Wait for the baptism, the tenth time around,
baptism into deeper layers of valley rhythms
- heaven is in these depths. |

Fulfilment and freedom comes better

under the weight of

spiritual pbligation to God.

)

|
b

from “new poem — nét a poem” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

\ - '
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Flat rocks in a circle, gulls t:lrnlmg
one graveyard, spot. | y 4 {
of significant mourning. Faint lines.
But God is solid, exact, without
need of interpretation. Death

is only a layer reached
and removed, when traveled

then traveled through.

!

v

from “Say good, ;ay goodbye” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurstieom |
1
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Born on a balcony, hung over the rails -
so much work, so muh love ﬂediad ta
make it work. And then you grew,up

and needed only a dark room to hide in,
the reproach of some sages and

the occasional charity.

*

from “The Clothes W& Wear” - © Allison ﬁr.ayhurst

www.allisongrayhurstcom \
|

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/06/06/new-poem-not-a-poem-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/11/02/say-good-say-goodbye/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/11/01/the-clothes-we-wear/
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Tires and concrete,

broken blocks blocking my way to the river.
Evolving is hard, takes time to earn a body
that can leap over high obstacles,

conquer resisting currents

while starved of a clean home.

from “l can see the sun” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Limits are the end of all exploring,
the disconnecting, overtaking void, more void,
no food, no stone, no song.

from “No Stone  No God” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Watch the birds with me,

make peace with the emerging worms.
We know our place, what can save
and what is substitute.

fram “Building Walls of Personal Mercy” -
© Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/04/15/i-can-see-the-sun/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/13/no-stone-no-god/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/02/03/building-walls-of-personal-
mercy/
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As you sleep by the door

in and out of your doggy dreams,

you defeat the need for tomorrow's schemes.
With an unassuming soothing moan

you stretch then continue in rest,

abating the weight of my human despair.

from “Snowy” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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We live inside the march, ruined by darkness.
On this Earth, we have one pasture.

Churches will not do for us

what they do for others. We have outgrown
our guilt, our last names and the bitter sword.

from “We sorrowed far when the sky tore,” -
© Allison Grayhurst www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Sweeping is the goal.

And love stays, but how much

is a basket of exotic fruit, and how much more,
imagination?

from “Doubt” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/09/snowy/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/09/we-sorrowed-far-when-the-
sky-tore/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/06/doubt/
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Begging to the stars to tell

a colossal fable, a majestic myth

ta solve this boring condition

of being here, away from the infinite sky,
swallowing

mounds of dirt where many others

have had their footprints.

fram “The bells” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You claim victory, destray my shell

and make us join, make me not so small but swallowing
everything that is you, like smoke inhaled or

perfume on the tongue.

from “Rapture When Walking” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| need to move my eyes slowly across piano notes,
type each sad circumstance, shine my injury like
a just-bronzed statue and wait to be collected.

from “Something found” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/05/the-bells/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/31/rapture-when-walking-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/24/something-found-2/
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Renaissance

The fountain | drank from

became toxic, and the way to make more pur?ty
turned out to be the way to make less.

And so | am small as a [ump

of hardened salt.-@ai sa,what

if my flesh is getting old - a defined woman
doesn't have to fear such a thing,

nor does she have to fear the cnllapseaf’her eyery hnpe.
because inside she is solid, though -\K’

still impressionable,

because she has learned that God's light
is born to flicker, and not to be

a heavy stream.

»

“Renaissance” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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We rented

a large room where commodities were traded,
(or often, by you, 'jussl taken)
where we stained'the walls
with our indelible presence,
cutting ourselves out destines froni'npwhere.

14

4
3

.
- N0 d

from “Marseille” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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»
There is a park and childrel‘l\}aily\
walking by. There are days without wages
and nights of empty exhaustion. '
There are the stark branches
of a pure winterand
the folded arms of old, contented men.

from “Where | Stand” - © Allison Grayhﬂr-s:
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/11/26/renaissance-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/08/29/marseille/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/08/where-i-stand/
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When y

When | was afishithe morning light

brought me near the shark's skilled swim.

| would hide behind rocks and sea urchins, watching
octopi and their slow contracting movement.

When I'was an octopus, my tentacles could think.

| knew bf things like volcana ruptures and how

to escape fishnets and other forms of human capture.

When | was a deer | was in union, safe with my clan,
grazing in the lion's domain.
When | was a lion, female, tense with the hunt,
protective of my playful young, | knew of thirst
and days without food, reteeating from the large and
ever-present sun. ,

. When bwas a baby child, it felt like there was a stone
stuck i my throat and a restlessness ' 4
racing through my limbs.
| cried and cried when | was a baby, unfamiliar
with this daunting helpless form.

“When" - @ Allison Brayhurst; www.allisargrayhurst.com
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| think | was

| was that man

climbing the stairs to the hospital room, that man
with wavy brown hair and open eyes.

| used to live near the moors where

| would go to re-enact Thomas Hardy fables,
choked with the sorrow of outcast women.

| was that/man never reaching the room,

never able to mourn except on paper.

As thatman, | dreamt of India -

one day | would go, be under its large, unusual sun,
mayhe hold hands with a beautiful deity.

As that man, | never went to India, | died

too young. '

As that man, | remember a split in my soul,

And remember the feel of bare feet ., 4 ’ 9

slowly walking across wet moars.

“I think | was”.- © Allison Grayhurst |
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Parameters
The gift of all this crumbles
with a singie out-of-sync happening.
Geraniums are frosting over
and the high grass is yellowing.
Yesterday was a cat in symmetrical slumber,
pictures $tood straight and warmth
was gathering like a sweet wind over the neighbourhood.
Does this mean'it is my mind? like an insect living
one season, sees only that season, dies before winter, -
content to have made it so long?
Does this mean the puddle
ljump in, wade in, determine in
.| is only & pail of water, nothing beside the ocean?

‘\When, the puddle is stirred from. its stillness or

 becomes abath for snakes or dries up from too much sun -
it is still the puddle and will replenish again
asall puddles do'in the rain, maybe
in the u}rly evening just before the lion €omes
to take . long, relaxed drink. P

|
Parameters - ® Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
!

5

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/05/when/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/12/i-think-i-was/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/21/parameters/
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They Taok

They took away

the long and leisurely shave.

They took the dark and sensuous hood
and peeled it away

to shadeless bold colours -
everything bright and nothing
integrated.

They took the comforting depth

and put in its place a bad commercial.

They took the swelling stars.

“They Took” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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-

One day the drift drew near

and lightning touched the lips of angels.

The light was left only for the mighty.

So we sang. So we sang.

The murderers were shelved

beside the mighty because the only difference

was degree.

from “Draw Near” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Blown like a grain of sand from a hollow twig.
It is beautiful to be blown.

Blown, into the winding forward thrust
where good happens with the movement

of each day and the fire-cracker burn

is a burn of celebration.

Carried through the radar-stream

into an easeful position where

the goal is getting nearer at a slow pace
and old patterns are disintegrating,
remembered but not renewed.

“Blown" - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/08/01/they-took/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/24/draw-near-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/12/11/blown-2/
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There are things that have changed me,
but the loss of you has split me wide like
never before. | see colours differently.

| touch icicles and give up all other truths.

fram “| still think of you" - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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| seek your mouth

of sensual burning,

its sponge-soft pressure
merging perfectly with mine.

| seek its subtle textures,
its waxing and waning, the way

it condenses my being into
its single substance, into
a movement of focused bloom.

from “0f Body and Spirit” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Thieves Of Muse

| hope my star does naot

shift from Earth and sight,
into galaxies unbridled by
God. And that my vision has
hair and pulse, enough

to reach the primal light, grow
a new strength with each
passing defeat.

In hours of climbing the warn pillars of love, as death
forces on through sleep, futility & tears, and climbing,
climbing to no avail, to see no sun, feel only the cold
shattering of heartbreak and the mind undoing ...

“Thieves of Muse” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/19/i-still-think-of-you/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/03/07/of-body-and-spirit/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/16/thieves-of-muse/
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No sales clerk

or hand to gount coins.

A wish is like a wave that breathes,
hunting with the tide. -

The sand is grasped but never | held -

its form lost again in the uninrglvmg sea.

r

fram “Vacant Underground” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You will always be the one to hatch my breath,
the catching flint when | am shipwrecked,

and the good thing | can hold up WIIImeg

to the light. 4

from “As We Walk” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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But the one thing unalterable, stronger

than death, than change, than the broken heart.
But one thing to give up all else, _

where disappointments, fantasies and greed
melt like candyflossrin the mouth, *~

and time is the gift given to Ieari 4

the infinite dimensions of love.

from “Falling” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/06/22/vacant-underground/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/12/06/as-we-walk-3/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/05/19/falling/
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Acceptance

| first felt

the longing with little comfort,

as a shape with sharp edges.

| dared myself into a corner

and lost even the impulse for serenity,

In the grey afternoon, coming home,

| saw an inscription in the space

between clouds and knew

| had outgrown Inuking,fnr‘igns -

The wind is a river and a house (any house) |

is a dead log left in the elements, harbouring life
in its dead ceusty dampness. |

Lhad come full ircle just by sur¥iving,

baek to the longing that existedibefore -

this time, void of grandiose significance,
existing now like an urge, strong as fire, natural
as deformity.

“Acceptance”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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At night when we hold'and the children sleep,
we talk of the unspeakable things -
ourselves for a time,

fully happy - two together

in the arena of socigty's plight;

two together, beholden

to only this love.

)

i‘

from “Dur Days"- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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the long way down is the only way down

and we are sold by the scars upon our throat,
by the longing discarded that never knew it
could end

and by the only relﬂ'nnship we are all

bound to have - dur Stronghold with or

not with '
God: "
u’l

% )

L}

from “The bough breaks"- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/12/10347/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/06/13/our-days-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/14/the-bough-breaks/
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Kneeling on the train.:t"racks: Resigned to this
dangerous meditation ~ a risk of steel wheels
on flesh and flattened limbs.

from “Train"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com L
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My head aches like a locked room on fire -
chlorophyll all around and mid-day is a serpent
emerging from between my toes.

You let me burn the incense.

| burned it, and | cannot breathe now without
those scents . = < :

to wade in and soothe my despair.

from “Body of water”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| will wait until evening

when everything is quiet, wait,

then claim my desire, plugged and
unwholesome, fermenting like the sweet
blood of a star, expanding in the blackness,
slaughtering the 'quiet space, the nothing
space of just being-

still. e 4

fram "Deép Breath In"~ @ Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/03/05/train/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/04/body-of-water/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/08/10/deep-breath-in/
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| could ride a train, take it across the border.

| could be like the young woman who fell - was she
dancing on the bridge’s rail and forgot the distance? or
simply bloated on drugs and insanity's youthful wake?
How strange that her asymmetrical face

and lithe beauty remain, so you think of her

as one of the fortunate - because of the fall,

because she fell while dancing,
and you have forgotten how
to surrender.

from “Dance” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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It is lonely to be loved by God,

stretched beyond capacity by laws

of magnets, hunger and inevitable reality,

to hold open a hand and have even that

security taken, to smile in the face of pressing,
impossible obligations - things owed, things needed,

and the harvest never ready.

from “Lament” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Take this mortal thinning and give nothing to regrets:
We sing for each other and you are free. | feel it

in the sparrows lined along the roofline and in

your tired features morphing into winter branches -
richer brown, moist - like just before

a spring bloom.

from “Back” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/09/01/dance/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/12/10/lament/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/12/18/poem-published-in-pocket-
thoughts/
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History is a hyena, grotesquely curved,

pulling down royal constellations.

| have learned that peace can be a pyre

were loins burn exquisite,

can also be a dishonest maturing,

where desires are reduced to fruit fly annoyances,
where coming to terms with reality

is a step toward entropy.

from “Desires traversed " - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Summer is almost beginning -

heat encroaches and people smile
untrustworthy but predictable.

Dogs are minerals of volatile emotion
which they never struggle to conceal.
The moon is still in the sky. It should not
be there like it is, a half-faded stamp,

pale on blue, larger, closer
than the obvious sun.

from “I turn the corner and” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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How have | died? before nirvana? after the bliss
of a mother’s faith?
The sparrows come close.
They know not to fear a dead thing.
They land on my foot with its multitude
of intricate bones,
tendons and memories of backyard earth.
They look around, peck below where still
remains some warmth.
Once | fed them - minuscule fledglings
fallen after a storm. Now | am over-.
| do not eat. | do not feed you
Or anyone anymore.

from “Why have | died” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/01/desires-traversed/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/03/i-turn-the-corner-and/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/08/10/why-have-i-died/
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On Tour

Pale as the Eastern gulls sitting on rooftops,
he speeds over the wide country.

He hurts with uncommon intensity -
liberation balanced between his two lips.

Like the slow hum of rain, | hear him

treading the snowed-in cities, hear his kiss
like a prayer of protection, flowering.

Freedom stitched to his smile,

he erosses the sea he's never seen before,
as he carries his guitar

like a lover's warm hand.

“Dn Tour”- © Allison Grayhurst;
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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And under the rafters where
unborn children wait,

| dreamed of a world
invincible with perfect hunger,
inching out of each curse -

all armour shed.

from “As | Sleep”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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When third | cried,

the answer came, giving choice,
demanding my house and rooms
of many moods.

It came like a great and potent
ache of awakening, murdering
my self with its beauty.

from “The Unfolding”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/06/06/on-tour/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/24/as-i-sleep/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/03/08/the-unfolding/
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For just one hope to tread behind
Jesus' sandal, freeze,
then crack all chains.

fram “As My Blindness Burns"™- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Time, watching trees
planted in fields,

so alone and tied

to all eternity.

Time, seeing the liquid

eyes of cows, and horses
without a tribe, drifting
from grass strand to strand.

fram “Country Ride"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| will see again
a tribe of dark horses racing
on rooftops, my breast, an pcean
of rolling moons
and an indelible smile.
| will hold again

a duty of religious flare, a winter
bolted in the void where the snows
begin to fall like cut daises.

from “In Some Uncertain Future™- © Allison
Grayhurst www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/23/as-my-blindness-burns/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/03/27/country-ride/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/03/21/in-some-uncertain-future/
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Last day under water with

the dragging weight of toe-the-line.

| taught myself the art of manifesting
a carry-on bag full from the hunt.
Days drifting on the sandbox dunes,
gleaming but never fresh as a horizon,

snatched from my mountain onto
a foreign homeland.

fram “pure captivity“= © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Sensual as clay laced

with warm water,

hard as a window

barred -

and still the seeds are thrown
though | don't know why - there is
too much earth and almost no sun,

there are slimy ponds that beasts and fowls
eliminate in - spotted with dead-fish-eyes
and not at all like heaven

is suppose

to be.

from “Eating from an imaginary spoon”- © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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At The End

Ancther day is departing
The sky,

crimson

blood-shot

| miss you.
| cry
still.

“At The End"- © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/25/pure-captivity/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/08/22/eating-from-an-imaginary-
spoon-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/25/at-the-end/
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Treehouse by the fence

fall over and know it like

you can, either fly or swing

or place yourself, steeping slow,
renew yourself, know yourself capable
of maneuvering any journey.

from “Rite of Passage”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Picture at the bottom

tied up in a pit of moths.

The royal crown, life without

a wheel to ride. Paving up the stream

where children once charged down an incline
and jumped into its shallow body.

from “Effie"~ © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Grow until you own me,
call me out and let be a giant,
let me see the colliding galaxies | came from,

to stamp my name across nebulas,
collecting heat, mass, potency.

from “All one child”- © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/15/rite-of-passaqe/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/01/17/effie/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/07/20/all-one-child/
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At the top of the stairs

sits a box covered

with wallpaper stars. In this box

there is a small coin that

holds the memory of anothér time.

A child has pushed the boxdown the stairs

and the light has caught the coin on the way down,

glimmering like the leaves on branches
after-a rainstorm.

from “Wallpaper Stars”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| liked you for your love

of the little creatures, for the wild,
unsavoury animals that others

have no use for - like rats; tortoises
and cats that are blind. | liked you
for the wound you kept a‘mystery -
something about your father and a

despair that set you apart from the rest

of the living. | liked our full-blown connection
that seemed to conguer time and mistrust and
prepare for us a feast of sisterly ways.

from “A thank-you note”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam

184



Tarn

| know the vines

that pin a desire to the dirt.

| walk the miles of compulsive despair
that laps all light fram the stream,

| sit bound to the spot. In and out

of days with blood under my fingernails
and hands that can't stay still.

Have |'not given enough? Have | placed
meaning in the marketplace or belief

in the computer-screen throne

of inner Armageddan? Like a split
artichoke, my shadow lands an stone and an
grass.

It is anly shadow but heavy

in its dues.

“Torn"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/26/wallpaper-stars/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/02/a-thank-you-note/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/07/30/torn/
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| could have waited.

in my personal eternity with the yellowed books,
on the cold other-century floor, night upon night
reading of marderers and painters and women
confined to views of freednm, caught in a rebel
stratosphere. [ cnuld have underlined

the philosophers,*

changed channels on the radio, ,
stayed with my father’ stypewrlter,

with my buckwheat mish-mash and the ants
that collected near the sink.

from “I Could Have” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Because of you, | remember
the gifts in'my hands, the core of my striving
and the reasons | have.
to stay, " /) |
with you
in you .\
where I'place
my will and means
: to be'restored.

from “OnlyOneGiod” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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5

God said ' will not give you a solution,
only this choice. , -

God said - | draw this in your reality.
| offer you no'escape; ['offer

only the rest of spiritual acceptance.

!
\

41

from “Where Love Draws The Line”"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/06/i-could-have/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/09/03/onlyonegod/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/29/where-love-draws-the-line/
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Whenever lost

in the crushing swirl

where sick and mindléss crowds
roam, | draw up your.face

from my memory's'well and

am eased, belieying once again _
through fear and disappointment.

from “Replenished”- @ Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

189



Let it come like the wave with
the salty foam. Let it reflect
my insides like a face held towards
new cutlery.

#

fram “Change”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Under the lawnmower,

| will run down hallwaysp

find my good sign and a pond to drink from.
| will go in one direction, bring

my hands to my temples and think.

#

from “Between Two Places™- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/10/replenished/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/19/change/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/19/between-two-places-2/
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| haye no

overcoat, no more protection.

It is now a different light | seek,

an alchemized marrow in my bones.
Do | sing, for death is peace,

and death is the edge that slices

the tongue in twg, that drains the cup
of every drink?

fram “Dad (an eulogy)”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.cam

192



In the bald winter

where only the cold grows,

my love is waiting.

Strands of sorrow like

straw stream from his fingertips,

and his clothes are the shade of indigo,
resurrected by his constant desire.

fram “My Love is Waiting”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| called to you in mornings,

weak with doubt and faced

by terrible extremes.

| ran to you when in the quiet of my room,
the walls oozed unloving shadows

and my heart could find no connection.

| talked to you in‘restaurants, in words

| dare never reuse.

fram “You Were There”™- © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/22/dad-an-euloqgy/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/04/04/my-love-is-waiting/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/12/03/you-were-there-2/
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Miracles arrive, never in the way expected, i %
sometimes slowly, in small amounts

until you realize something merely accepted

was what was wanted all along. 9 VRt ﬁ:

fram “pause”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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| am ready to release

what must be released,

ready to be unattached and unafraid.

The zenith of my sky is open’

and | feel something soft and perfect gruwmg

in my pocket.

from “Bolden Eagle”™- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Almopst every death

will revive me, unhinge

an ppening in the soft part of my throat. ‘,
Almost every darkness

when burrowed deeply enough into

,!-

will hit the light.

from “Almost There™- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/20/pause-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/01/golden-eagle/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/28/almost-there/
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* where heaven

becomes a state of faith
that believes

all joys are possible,

is the gratitude for good things imagined,
trust in what rises, eventually
dissipates or flowers.

from “A Bathering of Birds"™- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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~ | moved from my purgatory coffin,

opened my hand to hold yours. Did it matter?
To lift my head to hear your music?

A perpetual low-fuel

drainage, in me, this desire, hole, exposed

and storming, drip, drip, a spider-bite,
a great bird, small in a high height of sky.

fram “If | see”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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" The nodes of mystery cannot be uncovered,
only the outline revealed, after that,
the root mantra gets conveyed.

fram “Cupped”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/05/a-gathering-of-birds/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/02/if-i-see/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/25/cupped/
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Centuries that just were, lingering, licking

on waves of vastness, licking dark matter like a candy cane.
Not a soul, but the planets vibrating their orchestra - deep,
varying at intervals, then again, and never changing.

from “Walkways"™- © Allisan Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Singing for sale. A number left to a key. Fickle

verdicts oscillating between indifference and approval.
Release and acceptance - what else is there?

| am only unhappy when | want what isn't.

from “Walkways”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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For twelve years

without a word.

Holed up in rented rooms,

head buried in bug-infested beds,

tracing the cracks on the walls.

fram “Mystic™- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/walkways-the-poem/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/02/mystic/
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Density surrounds

like the deep moist grey cold innards of a cloud.
Fish on a stick, in a stream, going around -
whirlpool blackholes to vanish in and touch upon
an echo.

from “Under mosaic whisperings”™= © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Let me live on the rooftops,
away from the ghosts

of |, |, I, and God in all four pockets -
enslaved, once-beautiful divinity,
to sloppy-string opinions

and ritualized pverlpad.

Ar™

fram.“The laws that find me bind me"-
© Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Dirty dish, | lift

and know | am holy.

Does is matter or mean

my feet are mine,

though they eramp,

and my skin is a littered shore?

After moving in, it makes no sense to dream about
round planets or miracles hunted down

between spaces, infﬂi‘e flesh of dark stars,

from “Ripples”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/23/under-mosaic-whisperings/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/08/the-laws-that-find-me-bind-
me/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/01/26/ripples/
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We meet old mentors perishing,

drunk and mutated, mentors who taught us

to read the lines in our palms,

how to find music underwater,

poetry under siege, sometimes showing us

the pitter-patter pace of caterpillars on a damp

park lawn.

fram “If it is empty then it is empty”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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It is impossible to be noble without newness,
to taste liberty, remembering

this cold world is the necessary formula

to make remarkable herges.

from “Ceramic-tile stuck”™ © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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If you were a tree, 100 years and on,

pulling sunlight from its throne, shimmering
green, a stronger brilliance

than a vault brimming with polished gold,

still you could not be better than what you are -
sitting close to the corner, on the couch,

unwashed hair and an irritated mouth

from “Sanctum”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/08/if-it-is-empty-then-it-is-
empty/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/02/ceramic-tile-stuck/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/05/sanctum/
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The burn is in the way | sing,
the way | wait,

the way | move my lips to
smile or listen.

from “The Burn"- © Allisan Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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She moves onward as the lilacs and lilies
extend up, bold like a wealthy woman's perfume.
The dread is draining from her system.

The rain will arrive and she knows

that day will be fine,

with or without shelter.

from “A New Front Door"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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They are with us

like candles on the tips of a bare tree
but they are not here

for us

only here

like a butterfly is

awing us with its glory
then passing and leaving all
as it once was.

from “the sub-angels"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/27/the-burn/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/31/a-new-front-door/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/24/the-sub-angels/
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The bitten moon, lingering, muscles forgetting
how they travel, how love is contemplated

and grows in sand, in cracked concrete corners
even when the wolves are nearing.

from “Collector™- © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| dreamt of owning wings like

everyone else has, but

| never was an eagle or angel,

| never had a name

for the sacred space in the early morning,
floating around through changing
landscape-imagination, sometimes
nightmares more solid than when asleep,
sometimes immaculate colours,

touching with my tongue

the sensations of a song,

notes rising like shields, urgency,
chaotic wanderings.

from “Bestation”™- © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| am not ready

to empty the closet

and carry my wardrgbe to a grave.
Not ready also to harvest

the hummingbird's song, touchdown
on dark gravel -

cheek pressed against sharp rock
and no one to lift me, link arms, walk me home.

from “Feminine revising”- © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/02/21/collector/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/12/16/gestation/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/01/31/feminine-revising/
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| tried to make a quarantined country,
a library of unreal tales,

a mythology without leaven.
Spear-headed, tossing,

unwrapped and wailing

before a shattered creation.

fram “dead cold moon” © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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How many times have | loved you,
drenching you with miracles,

sending you to the depths to find flight,
sending you to a choice of yes or no,
so you can remember

| love you

from “When | met an angel
she was on a subway car” © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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It is no small place

this devil's field

where the leopard's blood
runs through the streets
like a constellation

cut from the sky.
Drunkards, drug pushers,

the cold amoebas that
die without seeing a dawn.

from “When The City Speaks” © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/27/dead-cold-moon/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/17/when-i-met-an-angel-she-
was-on-a-subway-car/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/22/when-the-city-speaks/
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It is time

to accept happiness

like a decision or commitment
to faith regardless of

the mammal body breaking,
fraught with meaningless shifts

of further incompletions

from “And though the news is bad”
© Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| can remember walking on high wet grass -
rolling fields all around, walking to keep
from eclipsing, determined to walk, and not
burn at the roots.

from “If | knew this haunting” © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Blue light

Blue light around your mouth,
cascading on covers,

paralyzing your voice,

pulling your soul

into a choice of “which destiny?”
Bread drops into your mouth,

unable to open or close.
You see this light

without seeing the light.
You dive into the doorway,
pulling free, taking steps.
You draw breath.

You draw the last straw.

“Blue light” ® Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/23/and-though-the-news-is-bad/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/24/if-i-knew-this-haunting/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/04/25/blue-light/
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Rosebuds are stirring from winter's slumber.
By and by the days

are moving forward -

a drop falling through.

fram “Out From Under” © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Hood

Circle the dollar,

a plant is shining

in streams from the sun.

| came from the darkness,

fierce, yet frail like one

wounded by the touch of
something ton beautiful.

In my hands a star was destroyed
like a minnow out of water

gasping in the harsh air.

Songs and stories are what | have.

The answers | once played with are perishing

and only the vision remains.

| think this is good, though it feels as though | failed

What was shadow is now solid, and the solid has
thinned to a smoky stream.

“Hood” © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Once, a child, under

the spring's thriving sun,

lead by the glory of intricate imagination,
shadowed only by other children’s push and talk.
The way was clear, the valley below was soaked
with debris. | never touched

the briars of age as the birds carved

out my language.

from “Kind Escape” © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/24/out-from-under/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/10/03/kind-escape-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/06/11/hood/

224


https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/24/out-from-under/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/10/03/kind-escape-2/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/06/11/hood/

No Hope -
Far Good

Understand, | was pleading

like Job under the wire

for the arrival of hope.

But now | see that hape is murder to the seed

of this emerging beginning.

It is not a butterfly shred in a child's hands

but the cause of dark inertia,

giving despair a little mare fuel ta run with,
preventing the final collapse, stopping the black hole
that will suck the last trickle of false expectations through,
keeping me pinned to this stalled, starved and stale
universe like a crushed insect clinging for breath.

It is hope but also torture that takes death away
from that which needs to die.

It is hope but not enough to build an,

so it is better that it never comes, never runs

along side this something spectacular that is trying
ta break through.

“No Hope - For Good"- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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End

| see the darkness fully. | face the sword

to slice clean the cancer blotting my soul.

| dive in the sewer, side by side with bacteria,
holding my face straight up. | let my fingertips be
severed so | can free the rest of my body.

| am frightened, looking beyond

the murky fear into a faith, small but glowing.

| have been the caterpillar. Not for one more day.

To get through it, | am going through it -

smeared like a bird by an oil-spill,

cut off from the sky.

“End"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The grip was lost,

chocolate was made

and the makers were magic.
For this | bled

then opened my heart

to a difficult wonder.

from “Jesus in the Counter-Stream”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/12/08/no-hope-for-good-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/05/01/end/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/29/jesus-in-the-counter-stream/
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The baseboard lifted. The light

was absorbed into the carpet. | tried.

| cried when you left me, but it was only
for a year then the drug of your sweetness
reformed into a mild sadness, washing my
nerves with the thin film of egg whites.

from “Little One"- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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We will hold our meditation stones,

like a horse’s beautiful mane, brushing,
braiding, all the while,

softly whispering our affection

into the copper-coloured ear of nature.

And the animals will bind us. The enormous love

between us all will cut away
the scar tissue of disappointment.

fram “Rooms of Joy"- © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Death will be holy and we will recognize it
for the first and only time,

in an instant, understand its language -
bending ourselves completely

into the folds of its natural embrace.

fram “In time the journey”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/01/01/little-one/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/01/20/rooms-of-joy/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/29/in-time-the-journey/
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You are my ever-ghost, the presence of what
| cannot heal. You make your move,

and all of this is yours,

like an act of violence void

of every meaning, an act that remains

but will not endure.

from “My Ever-Ghost”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

231



Waiting at 4 a.m. to steal away into my cubicle
and watch the dawn break over the park,
or running with my brother
over the farmland of a mutual friend
that frightened us, who we kept because
we had no other,

as we sat quietly
on his cast-iron stove

from “The Path Before"- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Heaven must be active (not inert)

Life is raw

as a just-made wound. k is raw

so it is open to acts of mercy

and the beginning of true humility.
God is not proud but always available,

is always faultless in the body of love.

Life is raw

with no way to be protected from

cruel chance, no way but to ride the raft

down the falls and see what gets broken, then see
what gets preserved.

“Heaven must be active (not inert)”- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/19/my-ever-ghost/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/09/the-path-before/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/21/heaven-must-be-active-not-
innate/
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| wish | was caught in the loop of simple competition,
knew my place at the starting line,

claiming trophies at the finish line,

climbing tall chunky trees in the summer or

racing up and down fire escapes for the fun of it.

from “Slipping off the Side” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The words came

and killed the hostages,

killed the ghosts stuck

in crevices of crow's feet eyes

and in the long book of regrets and what ifs.

The words came and said:
the greatest indication
of spiritual immaturity
is the lack of gratitude.

The words were singular, pounded their plurality
into one soft mass, or like pieces of glass
heated, liquified, blending smoothly

the dangerous edges.

from “Words" - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Army on a hill, hungering

for the water flowing downstream.

Woman on a ship, surrounded

by the sea with a kicking babe

in her expanded belly.

Is there land? Is it heaven or just a dream?

from “A Blimpse” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/11/09/slipping-off-the-side/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/11/22/words/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/11/21/a-glimpse/
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Ahead, | can make it, make myself a ship

to weather any wave.

Ahead, | can keep myself open, love deeply.

| can be tender, build furniture in the sunlight
or just run with the running water,

up or down stream.

from “A Journey in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Blend the monotone flame,

build it up to fruition so it consumes

the skin, and then the liver and kidneys within.
Stay the course in spite of the flame,

in spite of feeling divinely betrayed.

from “A Journey in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Wherever you go, the miracle
is in the listening, in steamrolling
resentments, bitterness and the weight of time.

If you must go back, then trust
what binds you ta life is stronger and will prevail.

Surrender to the secret. In a second, tumbledown,
join a choir and let your song be layered.

from “A Journey in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/12/24/a-journey-in-four-parts/
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You asked for a light

at the end of the tunnel

and was tald

there is na light at the end

because you are the light

guiding your escape.

You are the living fresh-water fountain
you seek, the high rock inthe ocean.

Then you were told there is'io tunne}:','
no distance between the dark and light*
There is pain and loyalty to that pain
and false hopes that claim us

like a deceitful friend plotting betrayal.

b -

from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The deck is elear. Hatch the egg.
Search the upper rooms,
carry your bed to the second floor, welcome in
the seductive sweetness, invite it to climb your steps.
First, shedding its secrets, single in its carnal commitment.
Then, feeding your body with i'l's"gravity ;:nd resolve.

-~ '."‘,

g
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~

www.allisongrayhurst.com

o 1
from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts™ - © Al‘i'lw;:ay&at

-
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Rocking under the blade,

not touching, almost touching but not.

Walking into the savage yard, where

decaying soulless wanderers

crowd the space and drink misery instead of water.

0“

- ",’l'

~

»

- ) »
t

fram “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © AIIES\G‘rayhu?st

www.allisongrayhurst.com "

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/01/25/the-journey-continued-in-
four-parts/
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Time is hard on the dream.

The dream, once sharp bold lines

becomes an untidy room - clothes behind

the bed, food crumbs hidden in corners.

For this exchange there is'maturity,

the binding up of existence vhh the mgxpllcable
the terrible and the flaccid. ™ '

from “The Journey Cantinued in Four Parts” - © A||‘i§"E:'ayhu§‘st

www.allisangrayhurst.com \
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Go under, down inside a world without fire,

take your cup,where the weight and pressure

of the depths is enough justice to bear.

Get close to the Earth's centre, find a soft place at the bottom.
Remember to love everything that goes by -

the eyeless and the ugly, those that creep and those that glow.

from “The Journey Cantinued in Four Parts” - © Allison L'rgyhurst “\

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Why not

a sphere,

a monstrous breakthrough
breaking through the sphere
creating a gale, a flash, uncovering
a raging realm of heaven beforg
unknown? . Y

-

-\ ¢ P
M -
N

‘\
from “The Journey Cantinued in Four Parts” - © AIIlsMayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/01/25/the-journey-continued-in-
four-parts/
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You will be escorted onto the path
in spite of practical obstacles.

In spite of the guarded prison cell,
your freedom will arrive,
gloriously and easefully.

You will get dressed a folluv’l!;;

- W
! -
“ '\

(3
from “The Journey Cantinued in Four Parts™ - © Allls\Qrayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com ,
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You open the door

knowing that light is mercy

and mercy is light.

Piece-by-piece has shifted

to the whole, split off

from attachment to personal sin,

from ego encased aroundyour karma

that holds you pressed to it, believing in it,

living inside its loop like an' unquestiﬁ_ged tradition.

from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © Allis“ﬁrayhdsst

www.allisongrayhurst.com .
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We must climb the high wall together.
Us, as one, or not at all.

That is the commitment of our marriage
- spit and gore, glory and bond -

Eccentric dancers, fierce creators,
our shoulders as sworgs slicing the pie,

casting off this secnnd}mrtalm
together, breaking the wind in twh‘
being born in the space between, landed.

from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © Allls}&rayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/01/25/the-journey-continued-in-
four-parts/
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Strips of clouds,

pink-grey like a snail snatched

from its shell. So many days | waited, waiting

like that snail for permanent protection, waiting
as an activity to delve fully into.

Nirvana was coming. | saw it traced

on the dated sidewalk, etched on the curvy luster
of a raccoon’s still spine and in the devotion

of the rock dove waiting for its one decided love.

from “better” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| want to be exposed as a lit lighthouse, as a mother
dealing with her temper-tantrum child, be circled,
again and again, entwined, tightened hard around,
clenched, wanting

only this tension, stillness, awakening here,

before the plummeting pulse,

before the movement of ecstasy, wanting nothing else

more, ever again.

from “What it is | want” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Morning is beautiful. | am planting.

Will you find me, honour the primrose

on my veranda, maybe even snip one,
take it to your table and dream of a voice
other than your own?

from “Find me" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/12/better/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/22/what-it-is-i-want/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/20/find-me/
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| know staying this way is not easy,

not when the bedsheets are moth bitten and money
is stolen at the corner store.

| know teeth need fixing and foundations

are fragmenting, but how can that matter

when the whole is at stake? When whatever is taken,
explored and received is there to guide further in.

from “Fidelity” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| make a mould of your footprints,
hang them over the washing machine.
| climb the scaffolding

fearless of my natural fears -

lifting mortar into a pale, bricklaying
and laying out bricks

to seal a song, ready then

to pull out of the guicksand and feed you
in your darkness.

from “Rest” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| want you to allow me this success,

to find the flavour of your eyes,

shape them with tools and my thumbs,
to press the flat hard edges of my palms
against your cheekbones, press and
form the cause of your pride,

your loneliness that seems so

important to maintain.

from “What face?” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/18/fidelity/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/03/rest/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/05/what-face/
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For all the gifts your gave,

vocalizations, accumulaﬁng in song.
For your fragile vessel, energy octave
higher than us wingless dwellers.

Your fearless power streaked

into the lining of your feathered coat,
patterned gold thick veins

washed in sparkling sand.

from “Ground Bird Flown” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Take it down, every inch, scatter it
among the needy. Feed it as crackers
without spread, for its

nature is substance and its time

is a slow forming tornado,

gaining friction, gaining on destiny.

from “Uncut” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Far enough,

just there, drawing breath on the summit, dissolving
boundaries in sensual elevation, far enough
continuing, collapsing, swallowed

into the pitching current.

from “Alchemy completion” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/09/14/ground-bird-flown/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/12/20/uncut/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2017/04/26/alchemy-completion/
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Where do | hurt? For you, everywhere. It is impossible
to escape, impossible to cross my legs, fold my arms.
Tender or with a shovel pounding,

break through this cobwebbed room,

give me a background | can play with, a full dish, delight
in the splintered wood.

from “Where are you? I've been calling” - © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Days of history voyage low

inta nations, beside graveyards.

You played with the existential architects for a while,
breathing in their deconstruction, but your laughter
languished. Straddled between crossroads,

you could not form a picture.

from “With the purity of a single intention” - © Allisan Brayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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| am yours, withdrawn from words into a connection
washed with elements of prayer but unlike prayer
more like lemonade to the day labourer or grass

to the grazing mare - away from bit, halter and reigns -
your sun sinking its evening heat into my back and
shoulders, erasing division, drawing an intimacy

that frees my blood's natural flow, squeezes out

the clotted clump of summoning-up
of years scarred by grief and hidden,
rebellious longing.

from “Before you" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/17/where-are-you-ive-been-
calling-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/24/with-the-purity-of-a-
single-intention/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/06/02/before-you/
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Flawless sheen in a ladybug's eyes.

Elephants chain-footed, castrated at the core
without tether or lead. Burning wood.

Dead fish rocking, cold on the fisherman's hook,
hamster in a toilét paper roll, rolling. -

g

from “plunging into a chilled lake,
muscles arrested, infinity found " - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The slug's flesh merges miraculously
with the curve of a leaf -

white pink on green, more potent

than a drop-cliff, than rebellign:

Stroking the skin of tree, | end up here,
in the morning, with the nesting squirrels
collecting torn newspapers; swaying

with the telephone wires.

L B e

from “Saltwater Sprint” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Held up by restlessness in the many gardens

of Mount Sisyphus, heave-hoe to the point

of rudimentary madness.

Windows | lock through, birch trees

| stop at to collect nuances, rest like the sparrow
in hopeful camouflage, wearing myself dnwn

with unrealizable dreams N

from “Complete, but” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/13/plunging-into-a-chilled-
lake-muscles-arrested-infinity-found/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/20/saltwater-sprint/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/24/complete-but/
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Bodies exist to understand

the brutality of loneliness,

to yield first to breath, then to sex
and then to death. )
When | was a candle | had the courage
of a candle.
Planets | once walked upon are dead.

v

Could | have been a child, _
and now | am not? How is it possible ™~
to give up the solidity of imagination?

fram “Browing the grey” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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like a seahorse floating forward

you are brittle and small. When you move
you barely touch the sandy grnund

My eye to your reflection,

forging for fundamental truths.

Your skin to my aura, skimming

the anointed flame.

from “Muse,” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You have outlived the keepers of antrast,
kissed the pavement into a sea,

equal hush and hunt.

You do not accumulate.

There is a cavity under the earth’s crast,
where you build your broken nests;

laugh like propagating

and beat again against the flags of your lineage,
like a vibration building power or :

like a mpist grain growing, gaining unseen.»

»

from “Spread your Fullness” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/13/growing-the-grey/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/10/muse/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/02/spread-your-fullness/
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Your head is in a whisper - booby-traps
revealed in the ridges and dips of your thoughts.
You want to be put in a crockpot and left there,
stirred like soup, leeks and lentils, seeping out
an authentic aroma, arriving home.

from “The means to ohliterate” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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| knitted together the practicalities of decomposition
to the voyage of your ever-increasing detachment,
understanding what you did not - that love

is not living alone on a dried-up hill

nor is it consuming every crumb of dream-life

until the flesh is reduced to accident.

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Sleep, for I've never existed

but to count this love and to love this way
personal, a cliché of blpated ignorance,
with a mouthful of famine and an armful
of miniscule miracles,

gestating, spiralling, blending into

the soft brown sofa, tea in hand,

leaning on another, amazed
by how good this is and how very long
this cozy reverie has lasted.

-

from “Lotus” - ® Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/22/the-means-to-obliterate/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/04/govinda-in-the-mud/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/08/lotus/
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L

Honesty /s a Sunday summit, punishing to pursue,
dreppiny undergarments for a glimpse at purlty
Wings are hallways | have lost4rackof. -

Like circus lions they steuggle, beaten, chamed

-

with useless magmflcence. e

from “Detour”®© Allison Grayhurst -
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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-

Searchingis only born from blindness.

Perfectvision comes

with the maiming of everythinguos-essential,

_when the only essential is love

and being allve to excite t:lnuds nupp’amtmgs
L A

- w s
_ TNy

g
-

from “Tidalwave Ma"lung Moon"®© Aﬂlswﬁiw\

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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»

Death'is anywhere, a man wrapped in a sleeping bag

walking'fast through the barely wet streets

of almnst winter. e 5
_Yowwere almost broken. | Have seen it,

and heaven too, pregnant with snuls'

never born, néver hefiifning,

-

It is the order of lips as th'éymnvé 4
to recite a dog's thnughts :
or the salid sidewalk, taking and taking. .

s i;"tv

-

\‘f -
from “Firgtand moré~ © Alsun r;ﬁur{ &x

Www. alhsongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/24/detour/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/08/tidalwave-making-moon/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/26/fire-and-more/
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Broken sheep,

hybrids of birds

Was there anything of myself in
that greenhouse, the end-gone
and a warm kiss ensuing? - _ -
Was it purgatory - tgsense love,
give all for love and find-the bottom

turned over?

-

from “Too damaged to be rene\r;eﬂ- G) Allisun Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Snow ploughs and stone,
no more copying, but
diving, owning the _
pathway yet to be made
clear, owning the receptive __ -
flowing-in of grace.Dld-grooves
removed. The bird knows this

- >~

and shouts its song. *

3w ¢ ,EL~
2 o
= N -

fram “__| exits!" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| was a'definition,

secular, single-habit,

yang-streams exuding, _

sharp and solid, marvelous as

a thunderstorm - rage, ripple_into a cave
into base-neck mavement,.

into . -

simple one-focus activity.

-~

S - g D
fram “l am defmltmn - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/20/too-damaged-to-be-
renewed/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/22/i-exist/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/19/i-am-a-definition/
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Make the wind

Make the wind like blood.

Blood is darker than the wind,

more brutal in its espionage.

Wild, brooding, master of the game-plan, game-spin, darting
in and out of extremes, be for me the last-call,

the ump-degree, send my inhibitions

to the highest octave plateau where untald desires

are invented, then rip through the ceiling

by their unbearable brilliance.

Send me into the peace that comes with such intensity.
Send me salt, flavours of forbidden scents

where the wind is blood

and blood is savouring safe,

riskier than being on edge.

Bury the small of my back, my tippy-taes, realizing

all  have lost is the same as what

has made me whale.

“Make the wind"- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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A brilliance on the brim of chaos,

though not close enough to fracture the mind.
Paths of practicality | travel on to be

wholly integrated on this Earth.

Rise up to the wind, release the darts

and heavy hold holding holier than an apen nut seed
deep in the ground, reviving, finding its way to the sun.

from “Trial and Witness"- © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| seep into corners

flat and blending for a chance

to call faith a choice. Shadows

are not evil but ambiguous,

a vague scent of putrid uncertainty.
Themes of children’s horns

and the penetrating air. Going off ground

into the softness of a dream, supplanted
by the ethereal plane and growing

a strange set of limbs to

accommodate such relaxed pressure.

from “Riding bareback”- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/17/make-the-wind/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/04/05/trail-and-witness/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/21/riding-bareback/
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There was a tree in the courtyard, old and by its own.
Everyday | would chip pieces off its bark, because | could,
because | knew it hurt and | wanted to murder it, slowly,
this old beauty that held its ground longer than me.

| wanted its stillness, if not to own, then to congquer.

| obsessed over its carved-up flesh, kept its pieces

in a box by my bed, one day.planning to collect

the whole of its body i thanyboxes -
building a shelf for that alone.

- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Loneliness widened in those few everyday hours,
listening to what went on deep below the surface

of the stream, honing in on frolicking fish,
predatory fish and the cycle voice

groaning, never withhglding its display of extremes.

r’L

- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| speak of a cloud

fanning north - it went

past barricade ripples,

ended in a thin line above a blanket
fog. Wild disorder,

language | could not steal or make up,
but found the natural disappearance
of all things in its fatTL

into a one- dlmensmnal gemus
Good riddance to lineage and the shaming
fish-flight up against some sharks.

- © Allison ﬁrayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/new-wheel-the-passage-of-arnik/
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| lie down across the end of this wave,

| lie down across a weakening buoyancy, see
two dead angels on the water, immaculately
spread, those keepers of simplicity,
seraphims guised as seagulls, see
connection perfected, the veil

between dimensions dissolving.

from “Chiseling away the template mould”
- © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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What does the chaos filter into, focus on,
transition to? The sky is green

against an even greener tree.

You count to the minutes through each day -
this thing, that thing, to do, get through,

not for yourself, but because you are committed,
because you love and know the consequences.

Dandelions under chaos,
fold the covers -
go back into the

dream.

from “Hereditary” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Eternity is dying in the pockets

of my lungs, madness

infiltrating my chi.

How did you do it, did | let you? | must have
let my guard down when doing the laundry,
counting radio channels, mopping the spill.

fram “Sleep” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisengrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/10/15/chiseling-away-the-
template-mould/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/10/17/hereditary/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/10/10/sleep/
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Intimacy so perfect it is
deviation - so breath-taking,
it creates breath by

sheer surrender

from “Circle lifted” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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A choice emerges, to accept without
bitterness, just do the things
that make you happy - child's play.

For you - that is all it should have to give.

For others?

A shrug to feign indifference

For others

should not be able to give or take inner satisfaction.
Connection.

Cull the fables

Here it is, the butter slab
on the table

pepper spots on the floor
and marmalade

in doses.

from “A blind theme of sensual deliverance” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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| go into crazy, a private garden
where | sit with God - a bit like heaven
and a bit like hell

no congestion

no in-between

from “l go into crazy” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/11/circle-lifted/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/30/a-blind-theme-of-sensual -
deliverance/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/01/15/i-go-into-crazy/
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Thank you for staying, for your fervent destiny
choke-collar-chain and yaur eyes

of tender extremes. | layit down.

The lizard with the leaf.

The primal mystmism | éullt my struggle on.

| lay beside you, kapwing you climbed maﬁy stairs
to find me; and youlstayed.

!
4

{
from “Past obligation” - ¥© Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.ca
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It is natural

for me, a citizenship Fowned hanging out in churches,
on church benches, shushed from yawning.

| knew God more in the for |
quickening my pace patgl

edging cliffs. Swallow mrc?g asldid |

a ﬂawlass land.

4

£

from “Seepage” - © Allison Beayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Tell me

Tell me what
is this aberration, this final cut-glass
apparatus? What are you holding me for,
on this earthguaked-ground with madness filling
my ears, with no relieffrom the quickening, no shortcut
to liberation? What whim am I2 Eventual.
| am eventual, grounded only'by my children and the
animals that pace my ?unrs. will do avisible
decisive deed if that i hatﬁu wantor lwill
suck in the deadening-pretend, barbaric in its stupidity,
disingenuous in its ovap-rated kindness. What is left?
Tellme, deprive me of§overnment, of natural things
that athers have, but what you want me ready
for. Hire me with this particular fruit. Let me be noble,
eliminate my doubt, my fear otbeing wrong or cruel. Take me
into your music, pound My spirit with your weight and
effort. Tell me what rabidl ghost I must put down.
Help me

put it down.

“Tell me" - © Allison Grayhurst: www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/08/past-obligation/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/01/seepage/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/07/tell-me/
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Atree

| came across and wanted to cross into its sphere, step up
and build a tight fence around us two

so | would have no choice

but to lean on hefty roots, sleep at the bottom, wide as earth.

Will you keep me, stop me-" 7 »

from compromising a cold solution,

from peddling the fruits of my mcandescent plateau
with weak convictions?

Or will you turn me wooden just to protect

what is soft, and not, interchangeable?

-

from “Will you keep me* - © Allison Brayhurst

www.a]lisnngrayhurst.cnm
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Are you on the balcony? It is still a long way to the light.
People are mostly ghosts and you are always desperate,
full of instinct, shunning, and the comfort of solitude.

But you are through with make-belief, with yourself being
a rock of brilliant hues. You are through. You are accepting
all that stands here - love/trust. fierce truth -

made again and again B

by such brightness.

from “Now You Are” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com &

292



* Last time, a being was born
from this authority, ecstasy became heavy,
exploding a thousand golden flowers.
Next time, | will stop counting and be like time,
there without an echo. | will be a painter, a beggar.,
tied to the taste, ventuping closer, closest, but
no further. »

fram “Dur Time” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/17/will-you-keep-me/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/22/now-you-are/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/09/our-time/
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| call to you. But you are mature and perfect

like a psalm or an ancient turret | can climb up and into -
surrgunded by your history. | can shut myself in. | can
wait. And it is you, only, and everything | am

is so tightly woven into this anticipation.

fram “Moments Before Merging” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| circle the entrance, attempting to widen what

| trace but there is no way in, no probing
magpnificent enough to fracture the tight curve,
and my spirit is different than it was when incense
eased my fixations. Chapter books

are passed over. Details do not help nor

do the angels when they sit beside me as they are now -
their hands over my neck and waist, and their low voices
humming to keep me swalluwmg, to l(eep me

from being swallowed

from “At the door” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Like Clothes, Concealing

Framed like a deer’s head trophy

or a t-shirt that says | have been there’.
Archangels know you in the asylum's corner,

all frantic hands and wild eyes - empty as stillbirth.
The vanity of caring filling you with bile,

filling you with rotted fruit. Cyanide

on the table. You will take it and be sad. You will

shut all the doors and bear the darkness as you do,
descending into the winter months.

You can hardly speak anymore without wondering
what you are doing - speaking, fostering

loose connections, habitual pleasantries and what-not.
Why not be naked and not bother with the result?

Why not kil all hope and just pray?

“Like Clathes, Concealing™ - @ Allisan Brayhurst: www.allisangrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/08/moments-before-merging/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/04/at-the-door/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/08/poem-published-in-
collective-exile/
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Taking off my hood

It is only bad weather.

It is only what it is for

some reason; fop this light to one day flourish.
| will sit with you in the storni

building a bridge away from'this weufid,
never-cavig in to the cruelty. of incompletion.

L will rub’your anklesiback to life so that

you cah walk. | will buy you new shees.

We will be cleansed of our defeat, be renewed

by one another's touch. Our love has lasted and so
we are far.more blessed than any exalted hero.
We should be dancing. But for now,

let us walk. We will be lifted.

“Taking off my hood” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisangrayhurst.com
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By the light,

you carried me.

By the dark, you found my hand;

and together we stood, holding hands,

barely breathing, never resting, just holding

like David held his slingshot and the slingshot

held its aim - sym:hrnnited to destiny's rhythm -

you and | and the ‘drumbeat Imgeﬂng after the sacrifice,

and the coming of ade that never came,

and the five finding *%

safe haven on‘our backs - a deepdive in the shallow end,
a kiss that never makes it, but'somehow is known,

from “By This Light” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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In my eyes, the gulls are angels

arriving face-to-face at'my Second storey window,
speaking of Bod's grace, personal, sharp and pure.
For the last time, chaos WI“ have its say

and cowards will rille;my playg['nund

This is the time of great begmmng. !

a time of the fmal |etting go.

The birds are bieside me, speaking in ways
| again'understand, while the warld is carving
new structures of dread. o +

v

from “Only for a time” -~ © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/23/taking-off-my-hood/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/04/13/by-this-light-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/11/only-for-a-time/
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Miracles

are born from the emptiness and

the longing for ancient beginnings.

Blue Jade under the pillow.

Our animal shapes, rising internal.

When we land, we will smell the nightmares evaporating,
senselessness will have run its course.

And all that we lost, and all that we never had
will blend in beautifully, transcended
by this direction.

fram “When we land” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| saw your eyes, written with the depth of the wind.
Your sorrow is not easy,

but the power of it within you

will play out into an unimagined liberty.

A longed-for communion

will possess you and bring you barefoot out of exile.

from “Entrance Door" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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How long must | explain? | have lost the contours
of my face. There is a man

on my kitchen floor deliberately, almost artistically,
shaving my fleshless bones. One by one, like that,

| am unformed.

fram “This spirit is speaking” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/17/when-we-land/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/27/entrance-door/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/15/this-spirit-is-speaking-2/
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When | Lean Closer

Remember when we were falling,

making hoops in the sky? When intelligence
didn't matter, only the desire

to be alive? Remember when a different rank
and inequality never blocked a friendship,
when the heart was whole,

and money never shamed us

one way

or another?

Remember the light in.our pockets,

the frame of our minds aswe lived

in perpetual loneliness, free
but cold? :
Remember when guilt could only go so far
to actually change us and a lie was never
stronger than imagination?

Remember our handprints, those handprints
on the wall?

~

“When | Lean Closer- © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| Am This Creature (drenched in mute histary)

| am this creature

let loose from the grave, but still without a Sunday
or a bed of more than weeds and worms.

| am this liar, trapped in fantasy,

a carcass hanging upside down, all cheers and woes
set at high volume.

| was with hunger, a rage of flies on soiled food,
desperate to know fulfillment.

| was a girl, knowing nothing of drugs, but helpless
just the same, a slave ta all my girlish visions

of the coming days of promised rapture.

| was a young woman, wearing drab and loose clothes,
never looking in a mirrar, talkingin.tongues,
clenching confusion as a crutch and giving glory

to any glory-seeking teacher.

| am this woman, strong shouldered, a bit threadbare
but wanting never to rekindle that drowned flame -

a creature in a world of foreign wilderness.

I'm circling, circling a solitary stone.

“I Am This Creature (drenched in mute history)” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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At night | was full

like others are in summer,

myself, just a silhouette at dawn,
part of a church, but never part of
a calling. p--

| would look for owls as | canvassed unfamiliar roads
in winter, when everyone was lonely and the vein
of fulfillment pulsed ohscure.

“Befare Atonement” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/06/12/when-i-lean-closer-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/06/19/i-am-this-creature-
drenched-in-mute-history-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/03/23/before-atonement/
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An Act of Love

A chance | took,

but then | took too much.

| passed the hat and

couldn't leave a donation.

| dove into the puddle

and came up - nose scratched,
fingers broken.

| came up

far off from the stage,
in a remote spot

where light never goes,
came up like a cactus in

a swamp,
taking a chance

that bound me

with flawless inevitability
to only earth.

“An Act of Lave™ - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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A Newly-Patterned Fingerprint

It’s the end

of my kind,

the last of my line

unfolding.

And then

all of it will be different -

both the edge and the enlightenment,

the things precise

and the things undefined.

All that was smouldering

will be set ablaze,

and beauty and grace will be overflowing

like a drip-drop dream pure as reality.

It is the end - the place of no more new beginnings,
a place where the perfect light cannot fade

or grow too bright, where ironic timing transforms
into an integrated, balanced life.

“A Newly-Patterned Fingerprint™ - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| am far from a solid core,

far from the plane ride to paradise,
far from the sodium dream,

but | am here

and here

| am looking around.

from “Far and Here" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/22/an-act-of-love/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/05/29/a-newly-patterned-
fingerprint-published-in-boston-poetry-magazine/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/20/far-and-here/
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Blind Spot

Like‘a crack in the wall

that cannot be fixed or

a terrible loss that waxes and wanes

by varying degrees but never fully leaves.
It is the spot that will not heal,

found on the floor by the fallen curtain.

It reveals that faith does not

mean protection from the chaos of chance,
only that God will stand beside you

once that chance has marked you

blood splattered and cold.

“Blind Spat” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Heat

It will take me over,

toss me like a weather balloon

and put me on the brink of a high fever.

It will know me and place me

in hot water madness

like a tune just out of reach or a clothesline

pinned against a fenee‘by overgrown branches.

It will take me into the drug store. :

| will be spared nathing, but | will feel nothing

of pain or of thinning. Because

| was bribed by the demon and | released

the bribe, and with it, the demon. Because God is with me
like a black cat whae follows me from station to station,

is gentle and existing with tenderness and solidarity.
The flies have left my rotted corner, and all that remains is
this sunflower.

“Heat” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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At times there is nowhere else to go but further in,
further obliterating my clarity.

That is a grey day for the dream.

Other days | hold my own

and count my gifts. That is the day of perfect weather
when the shadow stays under the bathtub

and tomorrow is fine. -

from “Lost Shadow” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/13/blind-spot/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/06/heat/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/05/20/lost-shadow/
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Serpent in my Shoe

There itis -

inane, insane instinct

in the bedrooms of the unknowingly damned.

| rise like a rose into bloom then lose all

my petals to the storm.

Waves and lions under the sink, and the deepest dream
| ever dreamt was alone with the motions

of darker worlds. | live with my drink and the smell

of too many ghosts warming themselves over my vent.
| run with the wheelbarrow, my possessions

piled like dead sparrows.

Talking through the window, | hear

them talking about the petty thing that keeps

days turning and leaves no one free enough

to walk the plank.

| stand outside for 2 moment

and plunge all | know like a stake

inta dry ground.

“Serpent in my Shae” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Still

You and | are a terracotta river
encasing the unmanageable rock.

We drink from the cyclone fire

and fill our ears with the sounds of harps
and nocturnal rejoicing.

When | am touched and my head

is under the feather then time is
fossilized and my body is the voice

that drives me down the curve,

wide enough for an astounding fulfillment.
When | touch the core of your bones

and join the urgency of your kisses

with my own, then we are lured

from our daily plots and cast-out dreams,
until flooded and found by the golden synergy
of our married tongue.

“3till" - © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You answer me with minimal deliverance,
delicately stepping through
this grief-inducing wilderness,

you slide under my veil to add a little colour.
You answer with candle light, not gold,

but answering.

And | accept with grateful sighs

this balcony to stand on
while fire consumes each corner
of my fallen rooms.

from “Until The Ladder Shaws" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/03/24/serpent-in-my-shoe/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/25/still-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/06/until-the-ladder-shows/
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Learning Temperance

Cradle the handle under the sleeve
and watch as the sun changes shadows.

the future under my fingernails and an orange seed
in my throat.

Will it happen or will it always be ‘the wait"?
Waiting in the moment just before bloom

but never arriving into full colour? Or is it anly

a long pause, gathering breath for the final

swing that will bury all dullness that has gone before?
| see two doors and neither of them are open.

| see a tree | have walked by many times befare.
This time | noticed it and smiled.

Maybe this is not darkness at all,

but a line to follow and focus on

like a child watching rain drops - one at a time.

“Learning Temperance” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| Long To Know

| long to know the things

| never dreamt

beneath the shingles

and the watered-down dawn.
| long to know the name

of every insect that brushes
my cheek and the passions

of days long gone.

| sit beside the narrow rocks

and count each weathered stone.

| hope for love inside a stranger

and long to feel with fingers and soul
the connecting thread

that hinds me to my enemy's door.

“I Long Ta Know” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| dig. The lid has shifted.

The dry pond is moistening,

soon to be a place of movement.

The world is what it is, never to know

the waking heart of mercy.

But we are not thieves, nor are we to be the
minstrels of poverty, torn apart in the oceans,

and well rehearsed praise.
We are to be the house, sacred to enter -

from “This Place, running” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/07/28/learning-temperance/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/03/i-long-to-know/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/06/22/this-place-running-2/
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A Better Life

In the beginning

| rode a burning steed,

crossed a violent river

and destroyed my home.

But now my footsteps are slower,

| never climb the rocks or chase

the landed hawk. | collect shells

for my garden and sing to the great
ocean's waves. | take my children

along the shore and show them how to dance.
| tell them my tales of long ago, though
they offer no interest or praise.

But they love me like a petal does its stem,
each reaching to me to know the effort of
my arms. We eat fruit near the underbrush
then bury each seed, tenderly,

in hot white sands.

“A Better Life" - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Weather

Walls shake

under the pressure of an ongoing storm.
The storm exhausts

birds in flight and flings

squirrels to the ground.

The ground is hard with ice

and the lost promise of spring.

Spring, children wait for

under the volatile sky.

The sky is tuned by the fingers of time.

Time cannot give a chance accepted or refused

but is the measure by which all things move and die.
Die, the storm is thinning like the skin of a worn drum,
leaving its signature beat on the road.

The road | base all my faith on is under my sleeve
sure of me, regardless if | turn or if | follow.

“Weather” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The maggots are worshipping the corpse again

like specks of spotted mould settling on society's throne.
| relate to the stone, and also to the sea

that thrashes against the stone and breaks it down.

from “The Thing Ahead” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/12/14/a-better-life-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/27/weather/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/03/01/the-thing-ahead/
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Small thimble that holds the glory

and spills over onto the soft ground.
Small night that doesn't have an imprint
but has ability for irreversible change.
Small window.| look through

seeing what is small -

and wanting nothing big.

from “Small Thing” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Soon | will join a tree or even a flower.
The sloping roof with the snow on top -
that is stillness.

The wind pushes its way under my door

like a maddened bird:

I have no ambitions. | have only a voice
that must continue its singing.

from “Making Amends” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Spinning, the sun, the quenching breeze.
Spinning, the crow on the chapel tower
and the woman digging in her yard.

It is nice to feel sand between fingers,
to kiss the cheeks of alaving child.
Home is an autographed prize,

is starlight swirling like a kaleidoscope
in'the folds of my mouth.

from “Spring Too” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/08/small-thing/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/11/making-amends/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/02/01/spring-too/
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We have touched the minnow fish and the
primordial whale. The clouds speak to us

when lack of money hurts the gorgeous morning
and we are nightmarishly beckoned barefoot across
white ice. Then you tell me things of wild eternity

to keep my regrets from overtaking.

And how | love you
even when | am slipping headfirst
down the brownish stream.

from “By This Lave" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Traces

In the whisper of tomorrow

the wood is burning and the trees

have died. A swallow is perched on the fence as the twilight nears.
| have taken the hinges off the door, waiting to see what enters,
waiting as my hunger works like midnight in my stomach,
dictating the flavour of the coming stars.

Daunted, branded by the heaving wind,

alone with my prayers and the telephone turned

up high - will the answer come before the grave

or a gate torn down? It is humming, the sound

of this underground sorrow. it hums of poetry

and the earth and the bug eaten leaves. It burns and cannot bloom
in bookstares, will not bloom in the silence of a single decade

or in the darkness of a closed drawer.

Dutside, the children go inside, readying for sleep.

| tread waterways in my mind

and send my kisses mid-air.

“Traces” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Other Side

Killed in the cloud
that ripples softly.
Believing we would be triumphant
made it so, and being dead we
learned a new way to rise and praise.
The music lies down in the seas,
so | hear the dolphins hum
and see octopi sway.
Madness is part of our heritage

but also our navigating star.
Whisper of the wonder we walk through each day.
Away from the dull chaos of the common bar
this is a new plateau, a hawk
in our backyard.

Up and dancing, the ground and air
join together to say -
we were never alone.

“Dther Side” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/03/30/by-this-love/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/23/traces/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/19/other-side/
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| knelt before his photograph

on the casket and we talked

of gratitude and goodbyes. | saw
compassion's light, there, in

his dark tremendous eyes.

| felt the tearing off of seven layers of skin.
| held my hands together. Faith,

where is your shield? Your cradle

to rest my shattered spine? Each cell
is reformed by his departure. | am left
in the winter wind without clothing

or a protective tree.

from “Dad (an eulogy)” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| see the endless cail, the ebb and flow
of the salty tide. | am learning of ease,
learning to swallow the orange seed,
to rub shoulders with-a new breed of hope
and open endings.

from “Spiral” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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She watched the circles and placed her body there,
inside the motion, though her mind traveled
without geometry. Just believe it, she said,

and all the world became a lovely dream.

from “Salvation” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/22/dad-an-eulogy/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/04/17/spiral/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/07/salvation/
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Love is never a metaphor, though it

recognizes itself in infinite ways.

Itis a servant of the living,” _

mutable as sound. .

How do | tell the thing = .

that is brittle from the thing that is hmve'?

In sorraw, | I6ft the h'”iy’tu fifiil a home.

| found a tenderffess andfef'n shell'abandoned:
Beauty is curved like ﬁv:u? a rapid riverS

It carries me to a path'ef bread and struggling purity.

-~

from “Like A Wave" - ©Alhsnn‘ﬂrql1u§ir 8 -'

www.allisongrayhursteom
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If | could rise like grass from dirt, then

my.nerves would be brave.and the smell of the sun
would heal me with prayers. = _ - °

If my eyes were an ocean whergt the whale

and the seahorse gathered; then | could see mercy
in the shark's primitive teeth,4 wuu‘d =

lie on the surface of a wﬂ
catching the-colours of dusk with Mo 2
my out-stretched tongue, #

O

- - -y

from “Silence” - © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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In My Bones

Death makes a brother and sister of us all, shedding
the crusty scales of protection and vanity, it lifts
each heart bare toward the scorching

sun. And | feel so different now, as though my wardrobe
has been replaced with someane e else's colours,

as though | have joined hands with the earth

in all her potent grief andglary. - 2%

| feel so well‘cnntauﬁhnu‘gh[lw as newbarmbabe.

| feel this knowing has made @\MHIE. thnugh

it has removed the ggfuﬁﬂ ance stood on-

Andshere | see  the space within will never go

and the tears will be forgver figar. | see

the miracle of death, like the farming of a caterpillar’s
tight cocoon. I'see May flowers baln tablopm,

and know now, that Tife iShot = "

so long a thing. - ' s

“In My Bones” - © Allison Brayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/06/11/like-a-wave/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/14/silence/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/04/10/in-my-bones/
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The last of my blood was drained,

and once again | turned into a pale

and will-less thing like before | was given
body or breath.

Then by fingers made of fire, my paleness
was carved, foaming out of the cyclops eye of God,

forming nerves and nostrils - a new and
waking lid.

from “Surrender” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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We do not believe in the contagious code
but in the slug at midnight under the stone,
curled tight against the predator’'s paw,

in flesh-driven grief, in the bed-pan

under the invalid,

and the infant's hanging feet.

We rest in both grey-soiled glue
and in sunset haze.

We rest with appetite, beginning.

from “Together Journeying” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Strike this snare with almighty
light, let words and flesh fade until
only the nightmare fire remains
to burn and turn me once again

death-knowing, anew.

from “Crush This Colour” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/02/surrender/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/12/21/together-journeying/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/01/crush-this-colour/
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Once | Cried

Once | cried the conscious death,
rebarn in the orb of humiliation, mopping the slime off floors,
nausea permeating the base of my spine.
Once | was trapped in a wavering faith,
shifting in a restless sleep from nightmare to being awake.
My skin was caked in lime, scorched by
the unharvested dream.
Buick the sky cracked as though scissors
sliced right through,
and the spell of suicidal defeat reshaped
into an era that was past and never to be relived.
The house door opened, the sore removed,
the picture frame expanded to encompass
more than | ever knew.
And now with rent unpaid and time
a driving axe, the grass looks gold
as my dignity blazes through the flood
like a beloved ship unchained.

“Once | Cried” - © Allison Brayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The river is blind.

Trapped now and holding - soon it will end and
the trees outside will whisper, developing

a new landscape of imagination.

from “Breaking the Circle” - © Allison Grayhurst:
www.allisangrayhurst.cam
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The Quenchable Drain Within

Like pale blond that rises
from cut skin, | see how poor
my devotion is.
| see my mind entranced by frivolous difficulties
and mean shadows that drown
my lover's heart. | do not do. | dissalve
my conviction by distraction and thick
is my vanity that pulses louder than
my any prayer.

But like the undying air
| am comforted through
every break and self-betrayal.
Forgiveness drives out the ache
that keeps me immabilized,
where all is stultified by guilt.

With you | am whole,
despite my drifting thread-thin
desires and despite my own love
yearning.

“The Quenchable Drain Within" - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/03/08/once-i-cried/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/07/the-quenchable-drain-
within/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/05/breaking-the-circle/
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Joy. | know | could blossom

if only threatened by the cliff's edge -
held hanging by God's fingers

like an insect without wings.

Everything happens .

like sleep eventually dges. I 4

| am lost. Too preoccupied with sngilg andﬁuss.
2

But blessed be the hunger

and the saltiness of others. = #
Blessed be the essential, insepfifable rib,
the quenching of all our hnﬂidnm.

J
'4
from “Everything Happens” 5. © Allisan Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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The path where the young bird perished

is where no one but my dog and | go.

He sniffs the fresh-fallen snow as squirrels
sit motionless, looking on. .

And in this tender wood there isfo F,
division between my heart -
and God's great wing. £
There is no time not brushed with beauty.
There is no pavement slush, no hand

that reached out, | would not h#l and trust.

e

from “path” - © Allison ﬁrgyhu{st

www.allisongrayhurstcom  #

340



Gentle is the way you hold my hand.

| am raised, | am the first fulfilled.
pe

Flood your breath argund me -

and together in life \se.will shap?' ’ ’

’

our possible world. .
”

.

/7
from “Heart-bearing” - © Allim{n Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurstcom  #

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/01/28/everything-happens-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/01/06/poem-published-in-lit-up-
magazine-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/03/18/heart-bearing/
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Adrift

Stripped of temper and the tossing blue.

The sky weighs on me like a globe.

Beginning in the curve of my tongue, | hide

my sorrow like an eel.

| dive past daybreakinta the ditch of midnight.
Built is my patched umbrella.

| am only a few-fegt fromhome -

a penny in my pocket, a chain | cannot lose.

| want to learn of pastures where the dying

are saved by prayer, where each captive beast
is released and love is not compared.

Reptiles in the morning clouds. A snake around a leaf.
| hope to build a boat for patience.

Clinging to a fragment of a tree

| count each schoaolless fish,

and tilt against the tide.

“Adrift” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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the hard days of unknowing that
last beyond the taking of bread

and the meadow that aches of
aloneness, aches to drive a soul inward.

This is not to suffer,

the long giving of love
that receives none in return.

from “This Is Not To Suffer” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Quiet, he finds
no peace-on the pavement of this town,
he holds solitude sacred and feels
each soul's whisper as an unnursable cry.
He breaks all hahit with his horn
of piercing merey:
He, so still, even hirds

hold their song to watch
his placid breathing.

from “Seizing Time" - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/12/22/adrift-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/20/this-is-not-to-suffer/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/12/18/seizing-time/
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Like the thighs of angéls in flight,

their thighs ,

cut the warping air and smashed against
w alesof

.

cnluurh{ltn streams

b/ nfhan%y B_I:din. : ‘é

dnppped like a ﬂuu

at the:fm
of death, andJove ,
" begafto weave _
under ol
their astounded skins.

from “Dancers- © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| am simple now, like a shell,
a swallow, a
first-love.
| do not walk with an eagle’s foot,

That i< gone like .
¥ desire

that clings and:h;gs' s
for mipacles, like a boat that
breaks”” '
the waters then is broken ™
by a great
Tide...

from “If This My Person ...” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Notes stream over their bodies
like spilt wine, - :
dizgffwith forgetfulness’
and engilfed by devetion's
» pesiring arms, the
thej love in the?g realmg

Ed

of trgmﬂiﬁg com
—r_

from “Bonded” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/07/16/dancers/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/20/if-this-my-person-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/06/bonded/
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When we see the end, will we know it for sure
like we:do a broken limb, or even, -
the first smells of spring? '

u\ “‘

frim “Broken Limb” - © AllisonGrayhurst 1 + 'y

, www.allisongrayhurst.com

'y \
l‘ -
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Who feeds the raging

lion's mouth?

Who weeps for the insect's accidental
" death? Are the angels too great for
these? And our human hands, =
are they too meager to

accept these small mercies,

these common miracles, -

A
L] '

as we watch friends perish

and the pendulum-tides leap
and devour, * '
offering no reward
to the' drowned" |

norsaved? ' &

'\

: vy SV
from “What Hands Can Hold" - '© Allisn} Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com \ 4
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He was saying to me - keep gold®
and wild - as he lifted
*  ‘afinger, pointing ,
above the ribs,
between my breasts.

How that day | became
his, as though gone inta
his light and inta his térror "

endless.

How that day | felt
- anew blade of grass
- heneath my r;'lgged ware,
with every'step,* =~ '
. found my country vfhnlg;.

www.allispngrayhurst.com 4
i
] - W A L ,‘3 \ ar

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/08/16/broken-limb/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/02/15/what-hands-can-hold/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/02/17/altered-behind-city-
gardens/
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| walk into autumn's

darkening rays, lonely

as the architecture of church walls,
lonely as the light

in the half-closed eyes

of children

| think again of his thin fingers
exhaling tenderness in every blind curve touch

He is milk & wind
He is nowhere

to be found

from “Days Without Water” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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In my mind there were

archways made of silver & thorns,

& horses with pumped-up shoulders

| looked for him among the pastures wild

& in the oceans of living octopi. | looked
behind a sniveling child, into the eyes

of a great afternoon. | held my muse but
for a blind hour. | could'not keep Him.

| could not love with all my heart.

from “What A Dream Can Tell” - @ Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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| want to say one thing
swift enough to catch

birds.
| want to say this thing

that contains shelter and the squawking storms,
that floods my body as though my skin

was a sponge, floods first,
then severs each nerve and cord.

| want to lie under water until | awaken,

until hunters and herds walk the'jrasslands,
calm

against each other’s shoulders . . .

from “Ta Wait Without Drawning” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/14/days-without-water/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/07/17/what-a-dream-can-tell/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/08/27/to-walit-without-drowning/
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| see you now like | didn't befgre,

see the eclipsing cataclysmic drive,

heavy in its consumption, consuming

me with images of you and the upper reaches

of your forehead, upper scope of divine desire,
filtering down my throat, into arm sinews, fingers
and finally my teacup, drinking again.

from “See” - © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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what is left but dead planetgidone with
geological formations, never

knowing scattering amoebas, only
knowing failed attempts at rhythm,
equilibrium,

rubble,

aftermaths of harsh creation,

pointless rock-globes
spinning
with moons no signs of summer.

fram “Crystal Dark” - © Allisan Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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P 4
In your bright  *
forbidden art,
the tiger spreads
his strength
like a branch

that feels for the soft

darkness. Your jaws
break loose on the stars.
You hurt for no one.

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/25/see/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/04/crystal-dark/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/06/15/chinaglass-smile/
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~*City Unborn

Out
on the sidewalk fringe
gulls converse in hostile tones.

Church doors open,
taking in all who care
to milk their withered souls.

Construction in the distance.
Towels hanging from clotheslines.

A dead pigeon lies
crushed on the road,

ignored
like the blazing buttercups
and love.
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> .

| reach that wave of endless chaice,
returning from episode to episode

of our unforgettable unions. And then
the stars seem to stumble around

the globe, tripping for no reason

into grave oblivion. Like us, they have
their secrets and sorrows they cannot

share. Like us, they glow in the night's
pool-deep eye, unanchored
despite the gravity.

from “Pendulum” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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-~ Little Fly

Little fly

are you lonely

like 1?7

Do you pray for

your day to come soon
or dream of the sun
on a cold afternoon?
Little fly

are you lonely
like I?

Come then,
let me kiss you.

“Little Fly" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/09/30/pendulum/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/09/22/city-unborn/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/09/29/little-fly/
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: .
Lny&iﬁ‘-the enemy unmasked

tfits endless destruction, the topless
ﬂuwérs that sound nu.blamg’_ into
¥ e

the wind. ~

S
-

Prrom “Dnce and Forever” - mlllsnn br Iurbt
WWW. alhsnn;;!y‘st,cnm ? - Ny
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The River 5

Toads and kestrels shape

the'tiver's being.

BeingWhat? But song and bird's hreath

andbven lovers who need her current, her living fury

“that communes equally with the sun and mgon.
Seedlings and hujtol:ﬂj_es.

the river engulfs all inher rushing blood. Death

reflects beautifully in her foaming shme

And the devil's rage the salmon's Mlee

the child's tassed-ifg@finy shigges

her surly figure, is wine tg her thipsty veins.
Branches and gtnqeﬁ Vanish in her womb ™

where never the light has crept.

Snails ride her flesh to shore.
And though she is tired, she never rests,

desperate to embrace the sea, toride -

his undulating loins, agd be hand W

to his salty grandeur.

-’

PR
“The River” - © Allisan Grayhurst; wyw.alli
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The Ground We Touch

% ':Nn lust to sing of or heartbreak-
to bury. Circling the golden fields
ofyesterdays gone,
coiling the hooded tomorrowe. «

and all the white folds
of sky. Under Sy
the driftwond starsgae <2 *°
a thousand slegpers drain the b
waters from zenith hlgh, o

They crash down, smkmg into
bedrnck, stumbling below where
no bird could breathe. '
And above where the oceans

burn and roll, fish take flight w‘tm

r_ -

like a mlllmn mOgNS.mm.. \': ‘\ A\

#The Brnund We Touch” - © Mllsun Erayhurst wwm’smgrayhurstcnm

2
.

-~

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/10/03/once-and-forever/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/09/18/the-river/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2018/09/25/the-ground-we-touch/
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Discover dignity under the high trees,

by the rapids, skipping stones,

stepping on the slippery rocks,

stepping closer to the thrashing contours,
closer yet to its elemental song.

from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Why not the heart a fish

with a coin in its mouth?

The warrior, now a mother and still
the same?

Why not a steady supply of nourishment,
everything found when needed, everything given
when asked?

Why not the gathered ya‘l, the knitted
sweaters?

Why not

the person on the bus sitting

in a suffering madness, just hi.'; Byes
Iooking down, teaching you

the unburnished treasure within

- compassion -

seasoned, for you, the world and all?

from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You open the door and let go

of your individual inheritance

to know a flow between

yourself and heaven, without ritual
as catalyst, only God's love

as completion, only

Jesus'’s gift of utter anarchy.

. ) ALY
Letting go of repetitive spiritual duties

that chip away at the rock because the sony is sung
“There is no rock!” It has vanished, the burden

of blood and ancestry removed:

forgiveness in the depths,

freedom at the starting line.

from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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We must be a potion

mixed. Alone we have

potency and purpose still,

but combined is the breakthrough
explosion, the cry of light that
will grind heaven intg sparkling

dust we can bathe odr bodies in.
Let's bathe, hand in hand, limb over limb,
relax in shimmering warm waters.

from “The Journey Continued in Four Parts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/01/25/the-journey-continued-in-
four-parts/
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There is heat drying

your light, dead things that have been making
their way beside your immaculate arms.

| have been trying to

lift them with my hands. But my hands

are made of thin glass. And these things

have thighs and impenetrable open eyes, looking at you -~
wondrous lover, missionary of the current. It is only them
between us, between the wall and the way out.

from “Back- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Your hair - long or cut off? In real life, there is no
perfect symmetry. You are bold, accurate -

your nose and the lines around your mouth

is my contemplation.

Let me know you. Be courageous.

Let me pry, split and mould your inner
workings until it is clear (for both of us)
as love.

from “What face?” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Death is a stream | must undress

to enter to know its cool wetness in every
crease of my flesh, melding with me like an
expanse of skin.

from “Body of Water” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/12/18/poem-published-in-
pocket-thoughts/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/05/what-face/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/04/body-of-water/
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It is hard to not ery, osnmetlmes just because
the world is sg big and heavy and laden..

with death and" arruganr, |

stupidity. | am fréabwtiime is thlck L
and | get tired-of trying to Iuve and

of this longliness. «

fram “Lament”- © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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There is time like there is

a carpet or somebody.,

knocking on t,@dodf The battles
ragesina chaotic frenZy Peog!e

cave into fearsas‘fﬁﬂ\at means’
‘maturity’.There is no time like there is
no permanence other than God.

Stimulation and bIee&mg gums. "Y

Sit down; run your hand over your face. | will
run my fingers‘along your jawline, your
brow line, and trace a constellation.

fram “Time like..." - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.cam
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| lay by your twisted completeness -

an pcean of transfurmatlve Screas,
rolling, lulling; the J;ulpur of i ice

and sometimes, gold. .l

| breathe, thougthannnt

imaginé the radiant deathiinside you that

-

maims all warmth, \ B
casts out the churning world
like a house fly. o

from “Intimacy” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/12/10/lament/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/25/time-like/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/02/23/poem-published-in-triage-
monthly/
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| go inside

. to hide ¢

from the wind and

- the windy things the wind brings -«
like popsicles, icicles

and cloud watchers on their backs
ashamed to speak withoit symbals. .
| retreat from the rocky#mounds where

“toddlers hold their picnics and the ciginalé

frnn‘f I go m5|de -© Alllsun Brayhm'st
WWW. allnnngrayhurst.cnm

s
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Pooling flies 1
in the jungle of your fragmented emotigns,

What you cut off will never grow pn'its own *

until you splice a branch of yodr hnnes
and bind it fresh ;. < <
in a ritual of relnmmg. .

from “Rest™-© Allison Brayhurst
www.allisorgrayhureticom
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Desire like a ceremony - P

days of meditation long past, but trances and
swaying and throwing words out, quttural, <
epidemic with desire, those daysare here. ¥ 2
On the roof, hands at my side. Hurt in my ankles and
in my teeth: A snake is in the front garden and

| am watchmg it. 5.

from “The hells <® lison Brayhurst :

WWW, alhsnngrayhurst com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/01/i-go-inside/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/03/rest/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/05/the-bells/

375


https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/08/01/i-go-inside/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/03/rest/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/05/the-bells/

Little did | know that bodies melt

with their spirits -

more than dead houses or gloves,
defining one tick, one

conjoining of fibers, pulsing a fingerprint,
pulsing

one lifetime possessed.

from “Desires traversed” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| walk argund not over, and butterflies are moving.
They are wrinkled energy lines,

producing abstract patterns near

sturdy bushes. All roads are shattered

if | look closely enough -

mini-fault lines of labyrinth tubing curiously crushed

like the nutshell is under my heel.

from “l turn the corner and” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

377



It falls and it dies, dried

blood on a tombstone -

palliative care, parallel petals

of varying hues. Leaning against

a concrete pole plastered with posters of faded
dreams, dreaming their last gasp - ambulances,
lawnmowers, hird sounds - feeling the sun's
rough tongue circle and slide with moist intensity
over the sleeves of my new jacket.

from “Bowl of candy” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/01/desires-traversed/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/03/i-turn-the-corner-and/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/28/bowl-of-candy/
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The eagles arrive never asking for remuneration,

but they are useless

as they stream through rainclouds.

They never own anything -

not the cliffs they claim, not prey, and not their offspring.
So will you keep me,

now that | am ambushed by your requests,

thoroughly excavated - liver and marrows no more,

now that | am gone,

and | have given up every potential shore?

Will you play 'on my step,

keep me from running, from fading headlong

into a banal madness, keep me

from becoming roadkill, dust

from “Will you keep me” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Was | bound by the artificial?

Driftwood down an interceding flow?

Horse stance, back muscles rolling, lines of twine,
and fishing. | will not fish

or tighten my spinal cord

for the appearance of strength.
| will not bask relaxed in hot springaobility
or lick the nose 4

-

of prey | someday plan to devour.
Was | combined or conditioned
to make a unified shape?

from “Edified” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Raincoats and rainy seasons are behind us now.

| picked up a feather.

You took it from me and now it is yours. And just like that,
rich as the coral reef waters, we were initiatédinto

a lower layer. ¥

-

from “Seamless” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/17/will-you-keep-me/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/23/edified/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/24/seamless/
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There are things that start then overtake.
They emerge pure as children,

touch ground and vaporize. August is hard.
In that critical heat, everything that wavers
between worlds gets erased -

splits up inte'two categories

of corpses and lifeforms

that take celestial flight - ends up

where water sinks or where water concentrates,
either way, falls

but does not flow.

from “lt starts” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Bodies are not bodies but conditions

of unique collaborations.

Desire is there like a distance

that must be crossed,

fuelled forever by lack: It is

salt, and like'salt it loses its parameters
when boiled, plumbing up and seasoning

a stiff grain.

from “Claimed” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Clarity climbs the spine.

Minds are removed from symbols,

divulged of an audience,

resting easy in sounds, validations

of hidden obsessions and kerosene wanting.
Wanting outward what is inward - to pick a pearl
in the tossing waters, to be that pearl

torn from ligament bondage.

from “Box" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/22/it-starts/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/10/claimed/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/12/box/
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| see a small tree

or a bush grown tall

where animals congregate

on spindly branches,

lift up on their hind legs to nibble at buds.
| see the tip of a steeple

pierce the skin of the sun,

liberating a liquid radiation,

a voluminous spell

of brutish creation. More still,
found in smells and in houses

with decorated front doors -

a smorgasbord

of captivating elegance to consume.

from “Open Valve” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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It would be good to combust,

be direct as ambition, cut

an indispensable horizon

from a deflated balloon.

But | am free and | choose to fizzle,

| choose these backwards repetitions -
pressure that is purely exhale.

from “Myopic” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Footprints you appear in.

Fences you break down.

Your back has become my meadow,
laced with dandelion seed. Your muscles
twitch to the feel

of grasshoppers’ brandishing wings.
Your shoulder blades combine

under beetles’ scurrying strides -

flesh becomes grass and grass becomes
flesh becomes weeds,

connecting their incompatible sinews,
intimately.

from “this prevails” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/26/open-valve/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/08/29/myopic/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/04/03/this-prevails/
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als walk by me and

am drawn into their interiors.
| am drawn to look through
the physicist's window
and laugh at certain logic used
to dismiss the ranks of God
and creatures that gallop,
burn-up in back alleyways,
escaping definition.
| don't know if sand is like stars,
but it is a fragrant research
to find out, fumbling with layers, branching
put on tiptoe.

from “Crapped” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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7Ty

es | can taste myself slipping

into the tip of a Cathedral ceiling.

Weapons | cannot use become suggestions,
impractical solutions, there to

analyze other highways not meant to cross.
Highways bearing bright moonlight

on their surfaces, like correspondences
looked at

but never read.

from “Brace mightier than Natural Law” -
© Allison Brayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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JiP8ur bed, we are broken,

letting our arms rest

like a Spanish squid's tentacles
would rest, pulled

from pulsing waters.

Our mouths primed for confession,
our eyes scanning features -
short hair, skin under the eyes,
familiar necklines.

from “Our Light Cannot Always Burn Whole” -
© Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/03/cropped/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/16/grace-mightier-than-
natural-law/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/07/31/our-light-cannot-always-
burn-whole/
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| know | am not meant to hear the angels flutter,

but | hear them anyways. Some nights

they enjoy a quick wing-shudder, jettisoning

in and out of phase. ﬂn my slnpmg rnnftnpl P

near my hadrnnm wmduw e A

‘ llernam!s a gantle cultlvatlun

a wdlmgnm usion. - ,

They say: da not fo bPid ip}tact,bafance
would mean. obhteratl i o=

from “Structures ] pretend to-ow , i-A,"iSDﬂ’Gi{QYHunt
www.allisongrayhurst.cam R, & e
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| didn’t think | would get lost 4

or be chained to a contractual victory.

| thought a grainwould grow,

become a solid garden. Fires would come, then
: flreﬁghters Iwould he tgstlfymg ahout .

fromSurrogate Dhatria ™=
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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We have walked rooftops, looked down and felt at home.
We worked many nights on furglveness :
smashing snowglobe sceneries, -
defusing any fantastmal expectation just to be honest

- when we finally awnke to take eauh other hlatantly,
communing as suuhnams should i 3

from*Yes" - © Alhson Grﬂ urst .

www. alhsungrayhurst com “’" o st

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/18/structures-i-pretend-to-
own/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/11/06/surrogate-dharma-2/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/30/yes/
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When | was young | knew God was with me
at every threshold, standing inside my flesh. Since then,
| have played with death,
held conference with death as a sister.

But even such sibling biology
cannot cull this communion | have discovered,
can't vacuum apart indelible combined-shapes
into quarantined segregation.

| have known death’s jolts, have known
its harrowing cripple and crack, and know
it cannot revert humanity back to that interval
before God exhaled, altering the playing field,
resulting in
such a mighty fusion.

from “| heard a poet say” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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In my eyes, your sun, your legs beside mine

have become mine. It has never been any different -
I've been a fool to think it has - this tugging on my lead.
Love, so much love, our love, is sweet, murderous.

| am trying to understand but | don't know how.

Tell me, | am listening. Expand everything

then crush it in tight, blindingly bright,

pinpoint.

from “Matrimony” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You come

with catechisms, rising from

cracks in the over-used parking lot.

I'm not sure of the cost of this anticipation,

staring at you like a sage stares through a window.
You come while | am in this gestation

and you coat my palms with your touch

like hair conditioner, smelling almost artificial.

from “| wait for you.” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/09/i-heard-a-poet-say/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/12/matrimony/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/14/i-wait-for-you/
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| am on the street and things are moving -

ten gulls circling in the sky, two blugjays in a tree,
and people | say hi to, smile at so strong

that for a time | am distracted

from my solitude. For atime

| am sure | can understs

this side of the sper:trum that is mine -

pallid tones, no more ringing,

love that loves atﬁll[z“ﬁﬁamty experiences

the melody ofj  joining, then is cut, dangling,
before it finds S
|asting symhlnsm.

from “Little Bell” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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0ld people are getting older and dying,

they can hardly believe

it has come down to this. They lose their lovers,
have appendages aching"witii weakness - fingers
that cannot move on cue to stroke a cheek,
fingers that want to ﬂ : ;v 0 '.

from “Sanguine” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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He wakes up and never eats until evening.

There is love in his eyes

for everyone. I'm not saqu this because he is mine
or because of what we havg together -

afternoons of invigarating cualescence conversing
like plant growth dnes%the sun.

by mistake or smuthert;l Wfth flltllltV

from “Called” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/29/little-bell/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/10/sanguine/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/03/08/called/
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| want to stop struggling

in this cemetery, mourning things I've never had.

If you would tell me where to watch,

what to do with this trampled vaoice. If

| could receive a waterfall. God, | am getting older, younger
somehow than when | started. You brought me

here, away from sensual flavours and the mountains’ pulse.

Put salt on my lips, paint me, now, please
in turgquoise.

from “Emptied” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Mapping out oblivion, putting

lines where there are no lines. Like the small moths
that live all year in my closet, nibbling at clothes

| forget to wear,

making a feast with what has been discarded -

| feel connection, but only at one end,

like cutting eyelids

out of clay: Finger-made eyes that cannot see,
cannot approach my trembling body, gaze over it
and crack the distance.

from “Thirst” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Breaking bonds and bonds

that are breaking in spite

of efforts made and lifetimes of

glorious connection, in spite

of promises to never part and always be

like tall innumerable weeds, keeping alive

no matter the challenges to growth. Growth
once so great, celestial forms descended, joined

to contemplate and just listen.

from “Broken” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/16/emptied/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/13/thirst/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/12/broken/
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| would not thirst

in damp places, a voice

exterminated, unable to thrive. | would not -

spend hours rubbing the luxurious surface of eyelids and
label my longing halludmiﬁun’t

The body of a tree likaghe fnldnd slun

of an old woman's belly thlgli& once moulded

in sensuous smopthness, speaks to mie With throbhing

distinction - ceniurles of ||vmg v{Tl aitd figniture
is all | own.

| would dig and drup a lggrapﬁ)bm an |s|and
| would ink froit - a man o‘.a erry - and never
colour it in. | would not be this passage

of demolished dreams or like the guitar

that is hiding bones in its hollow.

™

from “| would not thirst” - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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You know

my hands have never been mild, never stroked the molten
skin of treason. Can't you be my pomegranate,

my gunpowder? Don't pnllsh your shoes.

| like them dirty) like thise walls, ¢

even the crayon manks tracing up and down the stairway.
| am not lying. | could Khera’ with you -

table wine on thesshelves, .

children on every floor, and us\siarc'ﬁm
for lilies in our géden,

making burnt cupcakwe ing hne "
of our history. T ‘3'

-

from “Stay” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisungrayhurst.:%
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You should let the mad-ones go to India,

trace a path up Tibetan mountains.

You should be pleased to see them go, away

from your hparding school,

not there to tug*ynur plirl:eih,arur point out
your visceral smotheging of klle gentle dreamers.

They will go anyway. 'Qﬁ

They will stand infront. ot betause thesy want to
but because they are not sol n{llktﬁh Y
forming their desl;;ues‘

in boxes. You can st ‘cmydurshlake trenches
by pacing the pattems LN

of your congealed thoughts. '?au can be anyone
you want.

from “Without” - © AlliSpn Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/08/i-would-not-thirst/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/10/stay/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/02/15/without/
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It is not the same as being limited

by loneliness, these feelings of broken fidelity,
abandonment. It is not enough to germinate

in this grief, pleading for a picture

of better times, appealing to

memory, sentiment, knowing

| could be wrong.

Those days, married

to your insatiable outpourings, ecstasy

just to listen, to share our minds - walking

on streetcar tracks at 4 a.m. and never sleeping.

| carried you like a book, wilting always in life, but never
when mingled with your stature. Between us,

nothing was spoiled, not soft either.

| was delivered by your high forehead and

by your crazed emotions. | was celebrating.

from “Myth" - © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisnngrayhurstlcnm
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Keep it. Always.

Well built, like literature.

This birthplace and then, into

the weighted wind. | am scarcely
bearing it, palpitating, counting
palpitations, high on this kundalini drug.

from “Coiled” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Flowers are small.

| can hear trains in the morning

when windows are stubbornly closed,

when | am walking and it is dark,

and the space around fills me with the ache
of unintended solitude.

fram “Something found” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/05/14/myth/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/01/20/coiled/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/24/something-found-2/
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If | was @ young starling neck deep in uncut grass,

pecking at exposed rootS, | would be

sky, downspout, bush, fipof a cross on a steeple,

cured of isolation, taking flight and landing when | choose and

| would choose a fenceﬁ..hackyard

where a boy's imagination owns the splintered bench, weeds

and a dug-up secret hole. -

| would watch that boy plot his t:m{se
and leap, knowing no separation,

| would spread, sing

and fold.

from “Complete, but” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Great stained-glass eyes of the one eye, where are you?

Only the sound of a shallow drumbeat drumming,

plunging me into this seWwer-tunnel template, dangerous

as the planet we are allforced to manoeuvre on.

Save me from cherished traditions and filing-cabinet dreams.
Save me from my bodilyfigeds. Transform me into

an angel or into the one transformed from the angel -

never to come herg again,

except to hold my only true love
and to cradle close the heads of r(sleeping children.

from “The laws that find me bind me" - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Narwhales shaped like epigrams, like the undecipherable
complexities in the creases of your folded hands.

You are taut as a sailin@ strong wind, capable of
unmatched speed, strétehed, though not even

close to ripping. 8

from “Sanctum” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/24/complete-but/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/01/08/the-laws-that-find-me-
bind-me/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/05/sanctum/
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| have a garden where | walk through the tall weeds,
gliminate insects with methadical stepsiike squashing
the patterns of horoscopes, a place where | crush
newspaper absurdities, sidestep thelfeactibnary circle-act,
redefining my personal salvati% " £ .

.‘ ’&- TEr

L4
4

>

AN
from “If | was respansible” - © Allison Grayhurst "i e

www.allisongrayhurst.cam 3 “ .

N A
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Urgency escapes me,
months merge, asking nothing in retust;”
pulsing a diluted vibrancy, no more _ 4

as bread or fire. ) A
Swing from a crane -y £

a

Ambitious notes fail, will always f "
before a greater sun. !

or a swinging crane in a storn ; ¥ -
Indulgences dig as glass into exposed ruuts.3

AN
>

from “plunging into a chilled lake, muscles arrgstedﬁnﬁnity\ﬁ“qnd 1 ="© Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com At BT

413



Leaves and feathers we collect with our children,

graveyards we visit to look at lost names,

where our hands seed deeper into theiarth,

rise higher than the hawk-bird into theygteatosphere of grace,

to quilt together our four-way
cooling the cut of arduous days and pllgrlmage

e

‘h R

grace as wind we depend upn%naxgate nurfbntsteps \ '

2 0
from "Dur children are archards” - © Allison Grayhurst —_—
www.allisongrayhurst.com k -

A ) A
e

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/03/if-i-was-responsible/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/07/13/plunging-into-a-chilled-
lake-muscles-arrested-infinity-found/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/04/09/our-children-are-orchards/
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Bells in my head, footsteps rising, closer now,

you know me well. Inside the book, you know me better.
We are two trees - branches and roots,

an interwoven crocheted

impressionistic pnrtr@.

staying thrnugh heavy st

Inside the hnnk WEfare cre‘;thres of greater sympathy.

You are like yarn, tied o.my brush andhold, never in
the liquid valley uf a Mant hoat, or obvious as a prickly,
rigid rope. | am mz #Wbtman with a ceiling to touch,
fifty feet of surrounding stillness; unfettered

from the expectations of my time and gender,

radiant, more, whole.

from “The Book”™- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Faith, you said,
cannot be a part-time affair.

You land on my petals, demonstrate
vulnerability, wnse,;n the ways

of how to gently fand .

and how to bud,at_z,i!_'_'ms'peed.

1

’-h'

W,J-W

from “Soldier”- © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| am a reptile in a drying-up waterhole,
cocooned in sludge, where you sniff me out,
expose my underbelly.and devour.

Pocket knives aﬁdﬁushed branches,

| awe my secrets _tﬁnlﬂny,

Lap me into yuur watery'muuth

tongue-swirl me across your taste buds
unless ] die, evufv@nrecugmzahle and you

fairy-tale pretty, rw on a'mild tide, saying

it is over.

fram “Muse,” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/02/01/the-book/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/09/soldier/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/10/muse/
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| will not cry for this world,

for love is born as a larvae

emerging beetle, continuously,

is substantial as an open window, small
as the cracked-eqgg nourishing grace
of an extended hand.

from “Deciding” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com

418



Remembering my waxed-leaf collection held
within hard cover books, and the frolicking
of field mice that burrowed patterns

inta my head. | sat on the bus and

| was alone. Did | know how fragile

sanity was, unlocking doors, imagining
mountains on the surface of the sun?

from “There are names” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com
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Ghosts enter me, collect and layer,

amplifying their mass, personal

tangibility.

Age does not slow or still desires.

Age does not make both arms free. | am the same,

as when my phantom wings expanded,
extended,

past hydro wires and mating cardinals, touching
the misty tip of a cumulus cloud.

from “Circle” - © Allison Brayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/12/03/there-are-names/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/03/14/circle/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/31/deciding/
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| found you in the carcass,

in the millipede’s dart into the drain.

You swelled your glow across all my sunny spots,
mighty, but not brave, only bored

with the circular twists

of relief, thirst and sorrow - diamond clear,

you asked for everything,

wanting nothing for yourself.

from "Govinda in the mud” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Sleep, into triumphant sleep,

waking is a tide of abysses and senses

reflecting illusions. Cursory stresses,

repairing at the bedside where my knees bent in prayer,
scuffing my skin with cosmic complaining.

from “Lotus” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Ways the willow swishes freely,

washing the wind into the sun.

Child in a tree fort dives fearlessly,

surging with elation to and fro:

over snails and uncut grass,

elements passing, back against the evening sun.

from “Under the vines” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2016/05/04/govinda-in-the-mud/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/09/08/lotus/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/08/05/under-the-vines/
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Planets make themselves known by the
friction they bestow, by the damage

of their effect and endurance.

| draw out my ecstasy sﬂtmg under a table

from “In Labour” - © Allison Brayhurst

www.'a‘l\i'i'mgrayhurst.cnm
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Fill the ghosts with upward rejoicing

so that clouds turn to fishbones
and ﬂles hecnme |s|ands N

Obey the shudde :' ; ,ﬁ ;
of dwarfed aspiFati

from “Fill the ghosts with upward rejoicing” -
© Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Among the first fully twined,
what we are will sprout ﬂlen thrlve
be immune to mlsm_‘i ;

from “We sorrowed far when the sky tore,” -
© Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/12/13/in-labour/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2012/12/23/fill-the-ghosts-with-
upward-rejoicing/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/05/09/we-sorrowed-far-when-
the-sky-tore/
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Rubbing clean like singing - crescendo, couplet,

and just breathing in as partef the song,

holding breath, building in the stillness:

Slowing awakening fron¥'the pressure, cqﬁlning force

in a tight-tongue swirl, movement starts, and cannot stop,
until it beats out a haunting, Iingering,ggmpletiu}l.

What is left is the'ghilling joy of mutual merey

needed, received. Blood becomes a false‘dream,

and the moon, and money too. \ ‘

o

from “Tidahwave Making Mo @hllison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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It has been a long while since
you watched me and glowed Broken windshield wipers
collected on my porch ramind me of the time you were driving,
days before you died, when your nuuntenam?bwas calm,

and your smile, half farmed. ¢V

Many missed dreams, hardly tuhnmg. ” P,
your eyes were things of crowns q‘nd deép earth.

Changed by a shifting conversatign, you'cracked the horizon.
Edify me in the lizard's stillness. | will be a tuhp in the night,
saturated with thls medltatlun

RN |
£ % =’

fram “Fire and more," - © Alli.sim Bray]lurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The dead evergreen in my fegnt yard will not revive.

Like me, and these thinggd clung to, it must be replaced
with something of less iﬁlstance, of mnre\\dhinus beauty,
like a red rose bush, birdbath or sundial. 0%, *

| could leave it there, brown'and dey - a I]lnnumbnt

to what was.once lish, gorgeously plump, once withstanding
winters, the heat of glohal-waqming'éymmers, green,
wondrous against my window. .T‘\\* :

L

fram “Voice" - © Allison ﬁrayhufs; i

www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/08/tidalwave-making-moon/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/26/fire-and-more/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/14/voice/

429


https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/10/08/tidalwave-making-moon/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/26/fire-and-more/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/14/voice/
https://allisongrayhurst.files.wordpress.com/2019/07/allison-grayhurst-poetry-quote-voice.jpg

Doors keep collapsing .
like elm-tree branches in an ice-starm.
Stars are weeds tu‘uthlanS depths.

%

sea-ﬂnatmg, swayingaith the motion of moons,
spreadmg weedy ﬂnwers of |||ummat|un.\ |

from “If | see”™- © Allisﬁn BGrayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Ancther lifetime | may be in motion, with you,
joylully rolling down hills,

Tnday what is natural is ms;db the cupboard.

| am Iearnmg to acceptthe mice-chewed boxes,
graduglly-forgiving the dlsturted shapu

of these and even nﬂmr LR :

make-due ﬂaws'c

from “Detour” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The ship is lost and an ocean is gained..
Water and water rhythms

are teaming bigtween youp toes ot

i

salting your hair : amf adwounds, -

From side:to side, look at the glorious spage around you,
then up; en\usmnmg ygurself strung-wmgml‘ safe

asa seafarmg bird. "

from “With the purity of a single intention” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/02/if-i-see/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/24/detour/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/10/24/with-the-purity-of-a-
single-intention/
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Within Reach

Within reach - kaleidoscope breaking.

| know what warks, the machine is retreating
and each candle has dripped into oblivion.
Bod's grace is nestled like nectar on my handkerchief,
it_(!ﬁps when it is squeezed but opens wide
when | take delight in its sinset colour.

The phane call | made 13 years ago has

* been returned. Someone | dreamed of is
living without hope. That dream is sailing

-on a raft into the unpredictable sea. | will sing
though | fear they will stap me. | will sing
though my face is flushed with doubt's
preaccupying disease. :

The joy we've been waiting for is coming,

| see it coming, gradual, like all good things.

I will not be afraid.

| will lift up my heart

and make room for what follows...

fram “Within Reach™- © Aftistn Grayhurst

www.alligongraylurst.com
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My tongue

is painted many colours.

| lost you in the nuclear glow. It happened
gradually, like a cliff descending,

finally,

_meeting ground.

| used tofloat -

a silhouette of fine. cuts

and obvipus edges. But I lost you and
it is good to lose extensions,
flavours of redundant delight.

. from “Balanced Repeﬂnlre © Alhsun Erayhurst
VWAL alllsungrayhurst:nm i
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Bringing back birds,
bare sparrow hearts
tumbling through
spectrums of sensuality
\. unexplored,
t " braiding
the straw-strings of hesutatmn intg
a tight rope capahle nf sustammg
any tenision, true”
to channeling more
determined incarnations.

from “A Gatherin.g of Birds” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisangrayhursteom e

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2013/09/07/within-reach/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/02/17/balanced-repertoire/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/05/a-gathering-of-birds/
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A weighted bliss in the lonely light

Love is a mountain inside a stone,
a lightweight singer finding purpose in a mourning choir.
Love is'broken, mutating into falsetto, breaking,
then'layering a new underbelly. Love is something
t0'wish for - moving, movable with just the right
Famount of softness and substance, just the tips of fingers
"' coursing over a body, Love i§ a mind free enough to know
/ compassion as a coping method. |tis a bady unbearable alone,

but under love's touch, able to mark off

i conclusion after conclusion -

constantly budding, lasting ease

lasting elatin

“A weighted bliss in the lonely light” - © Allison Grayhurst
Www.allisongrayhurst.com
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| moved like a moon

in predictable orbit, smashed

by meteors, space pebbles

meeting my surface with deep impact, when

" there were dark oceans under my skin, unseen
single forms, coupled forms, and beds of
colourless weeds, but | steadied myself

on the cold shell of repetitive expectations -

dead valleys here, dead heights there.

Boing through the hard crust, under, into
a thicker atmosphere, currents of heaviness,
breaking barriers better off broken.

-«

from “l moved like a moon” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Perched and listening,

a point of war.

Several days | lived in a hole,

shoulder shot by the blast

of a rubber hammer coming down.

Clear as pacing, counting

the clock ties, permits overdue,

you stayed like a waning moon, unobtrusive

in @ cloud-cloaked sky -

the only light left to have. Somewhere in
that shady disaster | bought a dream,
almost new, with you, carefully walking
the wet rocks.

-

from “Past obligation” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/03/25/a-weighted-bliss-in-the-
lonely-light/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/07/28/i-moved-like-a-moon/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/09/08/past-obligation/
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like a startled

infant’s fingers, outstretched

mid-air in a move of instant instinct | touch
lightwaves,

merge with their flow,

twists and swirls,

COSMOS canyons, rivers, dunes -

a sweet remembering of womb-like love,
a thumbprint kiss from lips | have always
always known.

from “Master-piece” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

439


https://allisongrayhurst.files.wordpress.com/2019/07/allison-grayhurst-poetry-quote-master-piece.jpg

Peeled of my own death,

entering a corridor of dawn,

heat without fire,

a staircase into the void,

buried in the gas furnace, this

guest that never comes, eats bread

or slips into the cradle of a comfortable

home. Pen and beauty, an inevitable
loneliness that victory cannot solve,

a transitory opera, bird songs, fragile,
almost breaking, vibrating at a desperate
but soft speed.

fram “Creativity” - © Allison Grayhurst

www.allisongrayhurst.cam
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Evolution for some, not for all

Piercing malleable opening,

a softness in the face

over ridden by cynical neglect.

Supper is almost ready, folly on

the garden steps.

Intonations speak the

underbelly layers of languages.

Puddles | deliberately

step in to know the intimacy of water,

the revival of being overpowered by the strongest
of all Earth’s elements.

Superimpose me on your raincloud.

I cry like Lazarus shedding his week-old shroud.
| stumble under the falcon’s swooping breath,
remembering myself prehistoric -

a bird before birds.

“Evolution for some, not for all” - © Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/02/27/master-piece/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2014/06/09/creativity/

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2015/05/29/evolution-for-some-not-
for-all/
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.

Make mie a hole big enough to escape frnm
¢ tojoin the ﬂlght of burmng gods,

fram “lllusions BurnedgRadiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisangrayhurst.com
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This is'the voice N

that burst forth froin my fire, *

moved with violence into the light,
 showed wings, a detailed face,

<4 'survival's thundwhgplns

mi leklea .
a delicious deepen dlmensmn

4!
4
-

i
-

from “llusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Brayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Biting the marrgw & *

of obscurity, planting my wisdom
* i plastic pots - passages | conguered,

-y 'steps | took, t:lluh'glgllihe dreamy level, |

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Brayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-
light-restored/
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Vi o
God said paint; so | painted:Ga¥ said break,
sad broke - the canyaSymy heart and sanity.
Starving in the shadowland, frozen, cast gut

. in the:middle of a dead Iake

—

Flre isa wnrld two masiers. In its light
there is a reunion of acts, a sealed equal pact

' between purification and destructign.

; fronf ﬁhsmns Burned Radiant hght Rgstnred :
- ® Allison Grayhurst: www. alhsungrayﬁurst T
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Vs w3
The dark part- . = % & .

The lost pi;rt a0 i

the found-again not-wanted part

. has arrived like a package at my door.

/

Purggtnry Jeam ta pickft up, shake it up

and take scissors to the putling.

" Inside is a mask made of fish-skin
~containing a nameless whratmn,

.an unshn“tmg necessity-to put an, wear v

anJ fiti m

¥
I

] S
L > -
»

S . 2 g™ : e Y Sy 5
* from - Hlusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored” ___
- © Allison Grayhurst: ww.allisnngray'hqfst.nm
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L e .
Release thé Burden of trymg ‘
Ynu have lost. This stone wall.
Thispatch of ybllnwbd grass and the brutal
‘whirlwind all around - this is yours.
: ‘Make something of it F g
. Take the time, h&\:ause you'have that too.

-‘ e 2ogor e b
froni~ Hlusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst: www.allisnngrayliulv"st.cnm.‘

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-

light-restored/
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Feeling abandoned or belonging is
just a stirring up agitation -
water, moon, desert wind.
Nothing is missing.

Where you are broken,
the light steps, is captured and glows
the most colourful where it is fractured.

It is your fingerprint in holy bloom.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Immortality is only that -

a moment in full recognition

of the harmony innate in eternity
and the conscious love that beads
such perfection.

In the fall, you putaway the bird feeders.

It is spring and still the birds are singing.
They survived and their singing
brings you joy.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Mlison Grayhurst. www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Changing gears in the long-held-note

of the lion's roar,

summoning

a way forward that does not jar

against your sacred values

or block the energy up or down, in

a stagnant pool of algae larvae-laid waters.

Take a hand and listen - there is still glory
to be found, a tent to build, a tree to climb.

Take what is untouched and touch it, eraft it
like spores on the moon,

or team-spirit high-five it

in the bleachers.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-

light-restored/
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The order of things was simplified,

silence ensued and guestions left you

folded under the Buddha-wing.

Times in the shower when you heard and learned
the worries of the day were enough,

that there never were graphics or translations,
but only the raw-hewed truth

that flamed forth its music and love

without peculiarity, pure, in charge of
everything living, there

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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you felt yourself a queen in the lap pool

doing dives, and finding your coronation party

full of only wanted guests.

In this calm, you lost an onslaught of examples,

but held playtime as fair-time, power-of-the-spirit-time
occupying the four corners of the shower

and all the dimensions too.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Windows became houses became homes, places
of enactment, concentrated love and many broken
unfixable edges where the greatest fault

was always indifference as default to giving up.

The order of things was reduced

to a straight and infinite line.

Excess was swept away

and a breezy sobering became elemental,
austerity, soft as kindness.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-
light-restored/

453


https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-light-restored/
https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-light-restored/
https://allisongrayhurst.files.wordpress.com/2019/08/allison-grayhurst-poetry-quote-illusions-burned-radiant-light-restored-12.jpg

Leap up into the tornado wind and spin-sail
out of your mortal sleep, bone-picked,

out in the open, looking at,

loving, the first moon ever.

fram “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restared”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisangrayhurst.com
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In case you don't turn

but monotony pursues you

like a patient wild cat or

your fondest dream realized

has left you tight with dread - then be
the Buddha-master in the folded

seams, be the highrise apartment

looking down
and eat bread, sip your tea.

fram “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Vivid days waiting to watch the eclipse.

The hawk has circled, telling you it is coming,

but in case it doesn't, salvation is within, tied

to your own commitment, tied to the upstairs rooms

each filled with a sleeping loved one, each
closest to your heart.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-
light-restored/
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The light came like light does
illuminating the clawing hand,

stretching taut the slqpll :gil:tinn.

the bandaged maul,” |
merciless in its thuruugh claim

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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The light came and did what light does.

Can you hear its vibrational hum,
burning all the flash nﬁ e pyramid-glory?

that after the ligh
are unearthed, h

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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Dreamer, don't forget to dream,

or forget your gleaming split fire

masquerading as normalcy

lost in everyday bravery, getting things done

in range of the pawn shop alﬁe dentist, shopping
for fruit, all the while yards above

the streetwalk curb, seemg shadows

beings nverlapmn

dense in their

You vault off their k*u:e without clouds,
your mind a keeper of th language,

draped in dread one moment, the next, exploding

in effervescent kaleidoscope floral bands

feeling anxiety like thunder, touching rocks

like touching flesh

fram “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Brayhurst; www.allisangrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-
light-restored/
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Smells of spring
Smells of water™s
No gear, no ribbons
of glory™

for T.\

.

this is glory, "8 -

and whatever elseis

pales beside this bouguet of Bur origins,
sweet quaking, last-gall fulfilment.

fram “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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When you know, you know
miracles are right as home is,
are the result of Stepping .
into the currentaligned. — 2
When you know, you know

-

Jesus is [:'aﬁ(bal, never easy -

demands alertness and surrender,
devaotion and doing combined,

offers one slot. one string, thin but
unbreakahle -

rhythm blessed, rl‘l‘yfhm revolutionized.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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If you mount the depths and let yourself
go, it will be love you fall into andalso
heartache from this qutsy deed.

You willdind™ S s
whiplash, andalso warmth

R

but mostly ™ .

-

you will be living, nﬁt driying,
but whirled away -
by the wind, free of dustand accumulation
of monotonous gestures.

fram “llusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored”
- © Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-

light-restored/
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You know the centre is wide, let it widen even more.
See the centre point as mercy.

There is fear in this new possibility of joy.

There are'many ‘whatifs?

Trade your coat for n in.

Your gift-risk is finally h’e‘m.

Hold i, caress it, honour it, feed it everythmg
it needs, and leap.

from “llusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored” -
© Allison Erayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
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so be kind
and be readydo change at full strength, for the sky

is churning, you cannotisee it, but every moment
is giving you a new pamlay with.

Hold your breath, keep h,ﬂng, solid in this treachery,

revolt against your own perspective,
break your debts and all your days ahead
hard against an open window

.

feom. “llusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored” -
© Allison Grayhurst: www.allisongrayhurst.com
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We thought we were broken, but we are not.
Our fires have not wilted, but

have became arrow

- shot - one after an

beating on the river's surface, leaving a mark,
then sinking, traceless™

swallowed into the flow:

L

from “llusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored” -
© Allison ﬁrayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-
light-restored/
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You warned me not to plunge into the reflection,
(bitterness brighter than the dubious sun)

but to hold conference with what was lacking,

sit in the open space, tie my shoes, brush my hair,
take stock of the vacancy and see

if by being still it gets smaller,

starts imploding, becomes a village of amoebas

that eventually turns into plants, then ants
and starlings, drinking at the bin.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored” -
® Allison Brayhurst; www.allisengrayhurst.cam
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You held me in the midnight iris

when my hope had hardened.

You told me don't even try to comfort the pain,
because by doing so, you only make it stronger,
locking it inseparable to your vitality.

| took the stairs, following.

| took a leap and honoured its design.

And you, you honoured that deed
and were pleased.

fram “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored” -
© Allisan Brayhurst; www.allissngrayhurst.com
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wounds are lifted, all around the hunters,
children are dancing, lovers and old people too -
you see them,

followers of the wind,
nomad gatherers, receivers

of the charge.

from “lllusions Burned, Radiant Light Restored” -
® Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.cam

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2019/08/01/illusions-burned-radiant-
light-restored/
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The voice is tall

for its years.

The fabric it wears

is from the entrails of fate,

from the sinews of predictive design.

It has no cause and effect,

as it shouts out its riddle, its savage roar.

You can’t confront it and win.
You can’t pollute it with existential doubts.

It grips the universal jugular
with its teeth.and claws,

digs in, utterly enjoying

the bloodied feast.

from “Visceral” — published in “Across the Margin” 2022
Copyright © 2022 by Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2022/08/01/visceral/
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Darkness that holds no peace,

no joy in just breathing,

makes up myths and ceremonies
to try to blast out

the darkness, flaking at the core.

Darkness I am done with your engulfing disease,
your canopy wings, trickery, making me believe
there is rest and safety in your shade.
I lay down my fossils and my weeping.

4
Darkness, I blow you over
and when I am blown over,
I will offer no resistance.

From “Darkness” — published in “Ink Pantry” 2022
Copyright © 2022 by Allison Grayhurst
www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2022/07/24/darkness/
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It is always this fear, this faith as one,
balancing, illuminated, filling up with pressure
h then taking in every blessing, I
the singularity of life, senseless conditions,

steel-bar limitation, pleading while satisfied,

longing while fulfilled, coat off, *s off -

toe bent and broken, glad to still be"able

to walk, to climb a chair, clean a home 4

@ind ask myself - is thai‘s freedom"{“

=Y.
L

#Trom “Running, Lightwave riding” — published in “Written Talmhapbook” 2022
Copyright © 2022 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com
C

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2022/07/19/running-lightwave-riding/
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We are shining, vessels that are brooms,

dishcloths, meant to clean, not accumulate.

I block the violence

of Self up against the world
and exchange it for
individuality before God,
peace that moves unexpectedly,

never still, never sure.

from “I saw the Face” — published in “Winamop” 2022
Copyright © 2022 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2022/06/20/i-saw-the-face/
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1 can burst through in my mind.

In my mind, I can leave these ruins,
4 take flight, take shelter,

wilt the taste of defeat,

cover the lamp and pretend I hear

soft chords, harmonies

converging.

from “Unharmed” — published in “Winamop” 2022
Copyright ©® 2022 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2022/06/24/unharmed/
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The child rode horses when she got older,
wrote down the songs of clouds and the names of
the crows that would follow her, converse with her
from the school bus'window.

The child found her belonging in her own head,

with the animals, and sometimes; she remembers,

walking silently, holding the hand of a great angel.

from “Child” — published in “Ink Pantry” 2022
Copyright © 2022 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2022/04/15/child-2/
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You open your mouth and

I am gone again like

before I could walk, like
before I had anything but you

and this connection, gripped

in a violent spin, intimacy purging gravity

by free will alone, blood for food and food

tossed on a gravestone, seeding a graveyard,

from “You Open Your Mouth” - published in Dissonance Magazine 2020;
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/10/07/you-open-your-mouth/
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Hardship harder than

the unprotected inferno I fell into

that has sealed above.

No courage will raise me ott ~

of its burning cavity,

its lava-ruin grieflpressing;d(;wn

like a great wave of hé’avy water.

All that’s mortal in me is sick, subjected
to this bright and furious master.

All that is immortal in meml‘lgs_“g@g\,silent,

its sails clipped, itsfjayorphaned 5nd¥mptied.

i

from “Dying, an eche™- published in Raven Cage Zine 2020;
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst;swil.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/13/dying-an-echo/
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Sometimes
I'am dropped into evening’s glory

beside you, relieved of cunning, anxiety,

at peace with the dried nest cupping a crushed egg.

Sometimes

it is forward

and the wind that is wild is on my side
gathering forces to aid in my direction.

Sometimes

I am single, cloaked in

a dazzling and lush solitude, plump

at the core.

Roots are wings and those wings

never suffer fractures or deformities ‘ .
but are final in their perfection.

from “Times” - published in Trouvaille Review 2020;
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/04/times/
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We are all asked to perform doubtless music,
formulate our morals and digest them
like a-cure we have no choice but

to adhere to

for the horseman is at our tails and his shadow .

is hard upon our shoulders.

-

from “Open Wide” - published in Chicago Record Magazine 2020;
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/08/28/open-wide/
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Jesus stillwalks the barrén roads,
sandals in one hand, l
at ease with whatever is to come.

Let me walk - a servant

yet absolutely free to not serve.

Let me make'an oath te the celestial night,
an oath to replace panic with faith and

uncertainty with light everlasting.

I'see the light everlasting,
the wheel that is not a wheel
but a sphere.

from “Glory, believe” - published in Synchronized Chaos 2020;
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/21/glory-believe/
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A 4 ’
! 5 frveny 'Saying wisdom is fi{esh
s, is the vanity of a present-age.
Better minds have-spoken before,
challenged their own authority and
didn’t take death as seriously as.’
we do, o
Keeping honour was the only
crucial wealth, reciprocity and
‘the graciousness from host to guest.
Mothers loved and mothers grieved
with same weight of worry of motherhood,
and lovers held hands, wishing for great blessings
to match their great love. !/ ,, \ 4
R L f

o

" from “Doorway”
First published in Rasa Literary Review, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/08/17/doorway/
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Influences deserved

never arrive, and

the gift remains in the pocket
like chapstick on a cold day,

or as bits of sharpness to remind you

not to get too comfortable, complacent

or convinced of your rigorous calculations
when you calculate the sides of a square,

a triangle, an oracle reading.

from “White Butterflies and a Red Squirrel”
First published in Madness Muse Press, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/12/white-butterflies-and-a-
red-squirrel/
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I have this day to carry

like a large stone or like

a child.

I can whisper my grievances

to the pockets of clouds

in an otherwise clear sky

or I can make pictures with them

in my mind, be seduced

by their wispy ever-changing
boundaries,

divulging the shapes of creatures
I can’t even name, or branches
extending to the edge of the sun.

From “Bookends”
published in Impspired , 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/04/bookends/
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So much already surprised us,

the seizure thinning of sanity, thickening

chaotic bile.

The loss, barely bearable,

the ineffectualness of love,

all kaleidoscopes shattered, every facet of our beings,
bent to, immersed in, fragility.

It wasn’t the stars -

they are always saying
hoot! and ahhhh!

it has never been them nor

their sway upon our inner equilibrium and
our outer balancing of gravity.

It wasn’t even how deep and involved our prayers were

or even our feeble masks of courage,

denting our dignity so we could have a new form to try on,
taste, and learn what taste is, yet again.

from “Wedding Band”; published in Synchronized Chaos, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/06/wedding-band/
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I know the deeds of my happiness

and the hot flesh branding of my imprisonment.
I know as I held council with the speakers

in my mind — all of them directing me

to wide open freedom and teamwork

to stave off the forces of death

and unrighteous burial.

They tell me it is time to close fast the wounds

that siphon out our power, be brave
as if we wereiin a deserted city on a mountain
surrounded by a@'rising sea and shogtillg‘vz'i‘nds
clanking theirlock-fast swallowing chains.

y

—

from “Rescue”
First published in Atunis Galaxy Poetry , 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/23/rescue/
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When I will move forward,

I have no clue, not yet.

That I will move forward is inevifable, SO

I will not wrestle the quiet,

will not feel myself abandoned.

I hear a faint breeze moving
over there, over there.
I think I hear thé first syllables

of my name

from “Lantern”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/10/lantern/
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Nail it to the wall, pour boiled water

on'if and let it cook untiliit no longer bleeds.

End this relationship as it réduces . your strength

to a failed conclusion.

Flood the garden, drain it

and plalit chrysanthemums.

from “Down Between”
First published in “Impspired” 2021 .
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/05/down-between/
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My Hlfl!d is tied to heaven, committed to resurg_engea"‘ i

& -~
-

- My he—art;;:b‘t'e;lks but it is still whole, leaving,
being 1éd (fvér the land®of naught, where there is plenty
of self-righteous indignation, self-sorrowing glélfllf'; -
and the shadows,
led through and over
flailing limbs, bodies multiplying —

a thickening mass, swirling, swirling...

from “Cage of Many Pockets and Layers”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/03/cage-of-many-pockets-
and-layers/
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T burn 7the:dE§d Wwood, releasinig

my prisoner-identity and climb out of

the fishnet into deep fulfillmént llke

y
into a valley with a lake and untamed t
. g SECT S

foliage all around. - -‘n\ L

> o

The pull and tug of two lives is gone,:
tension internalized as useful energy,

as something to be incorporated, harnessed,

with no division, bound,

and happy to be bound.

from “Resolved”
First published in Atunis Galaxy Poetry, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/27/resolved/
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The wound was the wall
was part of your strength, a glass
to drink from and describe its taste.

A new proclamation

is on the table, telling yoﬁ_

to walk through, accept
your innate purified power,

be received, be recognized.

from “Over”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/07/over/
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There will be a builtﬁng up after this devastation.

Eventually, he will see this loss as a gift,
a making room fora happiness
that requires nofahalysis and will not break

when it needs to leap.

from “Hurdle”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/08/hurdle/
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As the snake inches forward, then
consumes the still frog, the frog
thinking its camoutf and stillness
is enough protection, but it is not,
as high above nebi ontinue to spin and stars
touch stars and explode.

How much compromise is permitted
before love loses its purity, its testimony to truth?
What is the threshold, obvious when reached,

when the deformity is complete and love
melts into a wickless waxy blob,
incapable of sustaining any flame?

from “Figurine”; published in Atunis Galaxy Poetry, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/25/fiqurine/
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porboards, the ceiling, so there is no recourse

but to run into the wide open, pajamas on, grief

on naked display.

from “Half Circle”; published in Atunis Galaxy Poetry, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/22/half-circle/

492


https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/22/half-circle/

ST gRATATEI 0 e
Devotion is rare, even rarér
is the true gift given, (| il
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void of expectation '

! |
J[\‘/ \
\

T ‘
on the receiver. N

|
from “Sun-spill Son-spell” 4

Published in “Raven Cage Zine", 2021

© 2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.alzsungrayhurstnnm
/ ) '

{

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/01/sun-spill-son-spell/
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The shades are being pulled. The dungeon

are steep and I am heading down, o 7,
into that familiar filthy chamber. P
Please take my hand, O God, lead me

into the open air and say “Go on your way -

your are mine, no longer a stranger.”

from “Down Stream”; published in Spillwords Press, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/28/down-stream/
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.~ Faith is this folly that only
the poor in expectation can see,

faith as fodder for the foal, necessary

>

~ as therehange of seasons, faith

4; “that begins.

in the !ZO;Lt—bl/OOd-bOlld darkness

far below. >

from “Unseen”; published in Raven Cage Zine, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/02/unseen/
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The accelerant-fire came from a lighﬂifngbl‘ﬁst,
P -

after death, in-between

catching a breath.

The waters rose like a mountain

from a calming surface and engulfed my home whole,
sinking it into the lightless pressure below -

heavy, unbearable, rippling through each cell, each
cell exploding, axed of oxygen,

gasping for mercy in a merciless day.

from “High Alert”
First published in Squawk Back Magazine, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/21/high-alert/
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I put a steel sheet over that hollow,

cover it for good and breathe easy in my escape,

tie my hair back and sing loudly

with my joy and intellect intact - with my trust in

God unharmed, uage rejuvenated.
Layers *jal fumes, rising,
I see you below in that hollow
hunched over, lamenting
a sickly self-pitying cry.
Already your hands and arms, up to your elbows,
buried like stakes deep in the unforgiving ground.
You cannot move. You cannot hope
for better days.
Your hissing is useless, and the venom from your lips
dissipates into nothing as it leaves your gaping mouth.
You, stuck in a frozen mire, cut off
from the current, condensed, calcified, and stalled,
with only your conceit, your woe-is-me! g
fo give you voice, some
semblance of rudimentary comfort.

from “The Letting Go (The Hollow)”; First published in Lothlorien Poetry Journal 2021
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/15/the-letting-go-a-five-part-
poem/
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Blast your devil’s heart,
make it into paper confetti,
take it into guter space
and leave “rc.
You stood on my shoes as I was
wearing them, dug your heels in
and spat in my eyes.

Cruel corpse rising from a muddy grave,

you are weak and monstrous, always claiming

to be the victim of someone else’s scheme.
e

from “The Letting Go (Blast)”; First published in Lothlorien Poetry Journal 2021
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/15/the-letting-go-a-five-part-
poem/
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The cancer I never knew was there is removed,

every cell radiated and eradicated.

I proclaim gratitude for getting me out,

for releasing&rom the leach tethered to my underbelly,
masquerading as a trusted alley.

I see you, your collected violent distortions, the rage

you assume, your sword in its ruthless downward assault,

swing, strike past, dark mass amputated, and I am set free.

from “The Letting Go (Deviant)”
First published in Lothlorien Poetry Journal 2021
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/15/the-letting-go-a-five-part-
poem/
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Give yourself over

to the burn on your back,
the sordid array of demons
counselling thoughts.
Let loose the bell string,
pull hard and hard again.
Find yourself a ditch to

fall into, scream out of,

wailing at the stars.

from “The Letting Go (Scapegoat)”
First published in Lothlorien Poetry Journal 2021
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/15/the-letting-go-a-five-part-
poem/
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. cascade your light

around the dreary onlookers singing,

singing for the smooth edges of their many cracked bomes,
for their children moving off Ihe jaggederocks,

for the perishing of v:asps in autumn,

and for the loss (;f those who pretend’(;q

their hearts were pure.

From “Episodes, cascading”
First published in Chicago Record Magazine 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/29/episodes-cascading/
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: 'Fall down, you say, to your hands and knees. 'v
:Look up,you say, to the charlty of the sky.

' Your bemg that wis before is burned.

- 7Y0u say, Iove

and I will: be your restltutlon

_your water; your vortex, your art.

. { :from™Consecrated”;’ published in Chicago Record Magazine; i021 X
@2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/03/30/consecrated/
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So I found you and I don’t know how

to take you in, if I can but your observations '

of elemental spir 1tu§kt3 are exciting and each’read

is a like long dive into dﬁwmo coral reef-barrier*
colours alien, ammals}Subhfne - both prey and predatorss
proficient in the art of sukvival, and the energy!

7

from “What were you as a man Aristotle?”; First published in Dempster Fire Press, 2021
©2021 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2021/04/11/what-were-you-as-a-man-
aristotle/
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Hell is individually formed,

a private backyard betrayal.

Walk into.the shower,

let it cascade down and dissolve this last
unseen-before glitch — see it, wide- ey_szd
and say ‘forgive me’ say it and

be free. %

from “The light has gone out.”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/19/the-light-has-gone-out/
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Light of God, kinder than a mother’s wing,
richer than the formation of a new constellation.

My arms are enough,

even my meagre successes seem sufficient,
infused with Your light,

taking away the pressure of existence, 4

keeping pace with duties .
and the honouring of dream_s.-"
¥
&
from “Exit Door Closed”

First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2020
isaGrayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/20/exit-door-closed/
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How did I'.become an exile of all | held sacred,
hardly walking up the stairs,

every breath a banishment from life,

every resting position, a pressure on my chest
like an anvil coming down, down

and staying its weight, concave?

What-do | see? Nothing. Value
has turned to ash.

Love holds my hand but cannot release me
from this hell. 5 ,

| wake up and prayers have failed me,

all my understanding has crumbled

like wafer chips of dried-out clay -

eagle broken, sliced up on a sharp rock.

S

from “Dying, an echo”
First published in Raven Cage Zine, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/13/dying-an-echo/
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free-falling in our days,

fortunes and misfortunes,

arms open to God’s ways and grace,
open like a painter choosing his colours
like a poet, her words.

Open

ecstasy in the listening,

surrender in the execution,

gleaming, gloriously summoned

into immediacy, into an all-demanding
autonomy.

from “Centre-Faith (while dreams swirl all-around)”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/24/centre-faith-while-dreams-
swirl-all-around/
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The stream you see is a blessing. The wind

is all around, and sometimes when listening,

it is faraway instruction. Other times,

it topples you over from its reeling power and at that time
you know for certain God is God

and there are no substitutes or shortcuts

or sure-fire prophecies

that will ease the fear of unknowing.

There is just that wind that says

‘Go here’ ‘Go there’ and when there,
maps out

an unexpected direction.

from “Sand”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/25/sand/
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Because there is love between lovers
the broken shelf doesn’t need replacing,

the pond can dry up and no one will lack fresh water.

Because a mother’s love has no limits,
it stretches past darkness, obstacles,
remains fierce and tender at once.

She knows herself less important than that love and

all else perishes beside its glowing depths, worthless

from “Because,”
First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/26/because-2/
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Crossing over into
a porous aftermath,
a root-return basket

of exposed veins and ligaments.

It is sad to be like a lung

that cannot fully expand, but good

to open a window and appreciate a breeze.

from “Crossing Over”
First published in Ramingo!, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/07/30/crossing-over/
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It is easy as taking off a coat on a warm day.
It is dialectics and you are at the nadir,
traveling the éirc[e around, soon to rise.

Leave what you cannot afford to keep

as it is too invasive a burden.

and you are ready to expand; stretch out,
canopy a richer domain, permitted

to be fully nourished and explore.

from “Advance”
First published in Madness Muse Press, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/11/advance/
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Now I am falling, I am in the;aii‘,\eagle—spread,

a sharp pain in my side and'the wind whistling

its rapture. 3 W) \
Everything people do "\ 1;:
12 bound to klll them eventnally N

Take dancing or b1 lcklaylhé orbelng a mother.

& \ N\ ‘.\ \
\ “ - ‘\\ R I o D
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I am still-falling, Thave not. landed _
in someone’s'arms 1\101 on ﬂk: sharp logky hottom. '
The pam remains, so does the wonder,
as I fall, falling,
x 3

from “Mid-Air”; First published in Madngss Muse Press, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongravhurst.con\ -

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/10/mid-air/
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S

I praised and held the wind in a jar.
All the while, the stars melted, old gods
were replaced by new ones, and the once invincible
were fated tnatic through communities, terrorizing
and leaving patliways of blood with their strong arms
and war-loving minds.
Dancers curled up like centipedes,
poets lost their poetry to analysis and clichés,
and worst of all -

no one was able to tell the difference between
what was gold and what was a trinket.

=)

from “The Night Before”
First published in Rasa Literary Review, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/10/12/the-night-before/
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fate is waived
for a stronger endearment, choices

are made that shock the natural order.

Love is understood as an act of the greatest courage

and bodies change, transform their elemental structure -

wind becomes sea, stone turns to air.

from “Ambrosia”
First published in Rasa Literary Review, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/08/15/ambrosia/

514


https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/08/15/ambrosia/
https://allisongrayhurst.files.wordpress.com/2021/02/allison-grayhurst-excerpt-from-poem-ambrosia.jpg

How long before the thirst to satiate
is satiated, then becomes thirst again,
greater than the first longing?

Why is there heat everyday and never rain?
Is time just the planets rotating

like spherical untouchable gods, or

is it nonsense, divisions made

for small minds to draw imaginary
pathways through stark oblivion?

When I learned
Jesus walked with his arms open,
his hands empty, feeding, being fed,
then I arrived in God’s grace
as though I had always been there.

My past was relinquished,
incorporated like a candle flame
into a larger fire,

into the greatest summit.

from “Communion”; First published in Raven Cage Zine, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/17/communion/
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World away of hollows
where light escapes, gets
through, flourishes in the
sluggish dream of humans.
World of many layers — up
to pure communion and down
with the languishing un-animal beasts.
Rivers that flow and merge, travel down.
Oceans rise up, their surfaces new,
surfaces discovered — air, sometimes just
air, other times, divine space where eyes
can come close in, examine the stars.

from “World Away”
First published in Medusa’s Kitchen, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/08/world-away/
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Blue I wondered
blue in summer in
the mornings, caught in
the snail-size tales of
futility and inevitable floods.
Crooked boundaries, solid as
vapour, stung, trapped my fears
far from knowing the mercy of self-forgiveness.

I carried my purse like a stone, collected
empty wrappers, useless pens
and expired medicine,

burning always from head to foot,
impatient for change,

running into the concrete walls

of my collected fate.

Today, I look at the bloom of yellow flowers,
full in their last burst of joy before the frost,
and I am learning to drop that stone,

accept what lives and what cannot.

from “Which Way?”, First published in Raven Cage Zine, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/15/which-way/
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Take a tree,many seasdh-, at any time of the day

the alien dimensions it moves between,

its response to the moon.

Knock on that tree softlj and it will open:

It will greet you,

invite you in and show you a place

without dance, without disorder — v
primordial creation, a wellspring-confidence,

a dreamm _that has no dreamer.

from “Take a Tree” .
First published in BlogNostics, 2020 -
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/27/take-a-tree/
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I died every day
on the sorrowing cliffs,
»»a wolf pack closing in,
, things I knew and believed in,
S8 q\-dmned then tossed over the edge.

Ni0

. @iecs was nothing, and shelter and bread
> colfnectad to this tortuous trope,

turned co@'art upside down and spat

“upon my ﬂuslr face with all the vigor

ofa personai enemy

I fell asleep near the cliffs, woke up and wondered

why I was left here - still alive, no rescue in sight -
"thinking of a helicopter, an angel, an army of

hunters-or even a large helium balloon

to grab onto and ease my descent.

from “Cliffs”
First published in Medusa’s Kitchen, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/06/cliffs/
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Never marked or bruised, your corpse above ground

for eleven days, still fresh as when your soul first departed.
Your father begged to bury you, winning this small mercy,
you were buried, sacred rites restored.

You were mourned for your perfect beauty,
(their defender lost, their defeat imevitable).
You were loved for your strength,

the kind derived from clear-cut purity,

a rare internal moral code.

Glorified, the tale of Hector,
outliving millenniums,
outlasting countless other heroes.

Hector of the soft dark hair, golden helmet, shining.

from “Hector”
First published in Our Poetry Archive, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/10/04/hector/
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You say destruction

and I am beating the light,

slashing the torpedo into

smaller precise devises of doom.

You say reconciliation

and I am beside you, planting

my vengeance like dead peeled skin,

like waking and walking

to the bathroom, leaving the dream behind.

You open your mouth and

you open a door to a feast

outstripped of butchery and good cheer,
outshining all but the lover’s volatile love pitching,
emerging, continuing, clear,

from “You Open Your Mouth”
First published in Dissonance Magazine , 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/10/07/you-open-your-mouth/
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Light that came

from hours caught in madness,

thrashing in the ribbon-tied, lock-chain
shadow centre rcuum plague, persistent

;j impersonal.

asa wild curre

Light that came

so it could walk 3

from * nght ‘me

First publlshed in Synchronized Chaos, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhursti$s

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/22/light-that-came/
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My barren longing, unremarkable, repetitive.
I would change my name, my shape, if it would help,
grow plumage where there is none, but my energy is crushed

with clinging, and the freedom that lords before me

like an oasis is only finished fiction,

a book of great magnitude, but

foiled of substance and lasting nourishment.

from “Deathbed”
First published in Chicago Record Magazine, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/08/29/deathbed/
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A dream suspended that has my whole future in its hold.

So I call out for help like I have many times before.

Do I strike a match, pretending it is a star?
Hang like the tarot hangman over that dull and ruthless ache,

swing a little and I might feel the possibility of a breeze?

I dreamed myself untied and running, sometimes

skipping, brimming with a joyous equilibrium.

I dreamed there was no void, only a place

of still-time, a purgatorial interlude as I shift
from this flow into another.
from “A Dream Suspended”

First published in Synchronized Chaos, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/09/23/a-dream-suspended/
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Before the circle became a line, some

nutshells still held their core - arguments were
for the sake of reflection and deeper knowledge.
When the circle became a line, tyrants were given
free-reign - the mutual exchange

between fear-and-getting replaced morality.

The ones of lights passed away,

passed over their passion, replacing

faith with conspiracy theories.

from “Rationed”
First published in Chicago Record Magazine, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/08/27/rationed/
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The first time I held out my hand,
I expected tangible abundance,

fruit, seeds, candy.

Now I hold eut my hand

and hope only
to keep it open.

from poem “Hand”
Frist published in Our Poetry Archive 2020
© 2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

www.allisongrayhurst.com/2020/10/03/hand/
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Faith is a house, takes you in
to live sometimes as part of the furniture,

sometimes as a carpenter,

-

-5

making furniture, sweeping, o

making more furniture.

from poem “Build”
First published in Chicago Record, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

www.allisongrayhurst.com/2020/08/30/build/
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When I lived without a body,

lived as part of the swing-loop-spin cosmos,
formless a#et whole,
thick and thiy pos

curved ynd straight, senszttv
wztl‘gut the posszﬂln)ﬂof
I Knew crossmggvel

was Tﬁhemurs. SR
I choSe to cultivate the separation principle

and see if I could return to ﬁnity.

from poem “Crossing Over”
First published in Ramingo!, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/07/30/crossing-over/
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Give me one-eyed blindness,
stay on the path, past
Hecuba and her wild rivers

of unfathomable suffering — childless

when once a mother of many,

Queen of an honoured realm.

from poem “No Gods, no Heroes, only women and Hector”
First published in Chicago Record Magazine, 2020
©2020 by Allison Grayhurst; www.allisongrayhurst.com

https://allisongrayhurst.com/2020/02/09/no-gods-no-heroes-only-
women-and-hector/
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In 2020, her work was translated into Chinese and published in
""Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly" and in “Poetry
Hall”.

In 2018, her book Sight at Zero, was listed #34 on CBC’s “Your
Ultimate Canadian Poetry List”.

Collaborating with Allison Grayhurst on the lyrics, Vancouver-
based singer/songwriter/musician Diane Barbarash has
transformed eight of Allison Grayhurst’s poems into songs,
creating a full album. “River — Songs from the poetry of Allison
Grayhurst” released October 2017.

Allison Grayhurst is a vegan for the animals. She lives in
Toronto with her family. She also sculpts, working with clay.
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Some of the places her work has appeared in include Parabola
(Alone & Together print issue summer 2012); SUFI Journal
(Featured Poet in Issue #95, Sacred Space); Elephant Journal;
Literary Orphans; Blue Fifth Review; The American Aesthetic;
The Brooklyn Voice; Five20ne; Agave Magazine; JuxtaProse
Literary Magazine, Drunk Monkeys; Now Then Manchester;
South Florida Arts Journal; Gris-Gris; The Muse — An
International Journal of Poetry, Storm Cellar, morphrog (sister
publication of Frogmore Papers); New Binary Press Anthology;
Straylight Literary Magazine (print); Chicago Record Magazine,
The Milo Review; Foliate Oak Literary Magazine; The
Antigonish Review; Dalhousie Review; The New Quarterly;
Wascana Review; Poetry Nottingham International; The Cape
Rock; Ayris; Journal of Contemporary Anglo-Scandinavian
Poetry (now called The Journal); The Toronto Quarterly; Fogged
Clarity, Existere; Boston Poetry Magazine; Decanto; White Wall
Review.
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Quotes

“Allison Grayhurst’s poetry combines the depth and dark
intensity of Sylvia Plath, the layered complex imagery of Dylan
Thomas and the philosophical insights of Soren Kierkegaard,
taking the reader on a fearless journey through the human
condition, delving with honesty into death, grief, loss, faith,
commitment, motherhood, and erotic love. Grayhurst
intertwines a potent spirituality throughout her work so that
each poem is not simply a statement or observation, but a
revelation that demands the reader’s personal involvement.
Grayhurst’s poetic genius is profound and evident. Her voice is
uniquely authentic, undeniable in its dignified vulnerability as it
is in its significance,” Kyp Harness, legendary singer/songwriter,
cartoonist, author of ‘Wigford Rememberies’ and ‘The
Abandoned’, Nightwood Editons; www.kypharness.net

“Allison Grayhurst is the Queen of Catharsis. Her poems are
like cathedrals witnessing and articulating in unflinching
graphic detail the gritty angst and grief of life, while taking it to
rare clarity, calm and comfort in an otherwise confusing world
of deception, mediocrity and degradation. Allison Grayhurst
takes the sludge of life, and with fearless sharpness of eye and
heart she spins it free of maggots with the depth of honour and
passion. Allison Grayhurst's work is haunting, majestic and
cleansing, often leaving one breathless in the wake of its
intelligence, hope, faith and love amidst the muck of life. Many
of Allison Grayhurst's poems are simply masterpieces booming
with thunderous insight begging to be in Bartlett's Quotations,
lines such as "I drink necessity’s authority." Nothing is wishy-
washy in the realm of Allison Grayhurst. Allison Grayhurst's
work is sustaining, enriching, and deepening for the soul to
read... a light of sanity in the world. As a poet, Allison Grayhurst
is a lighthouse of intelligent honour... indeed, intelligence rips
through her work like white water,” Taylor Jane Green, BA,
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RIHR, CHT, Registered Spiritual Psychotherapist and author of
Swan Wheeler: A North American Mythology and The Rise of
Eros.

“Grayhurst’s rapturous outpouring of imagery makes her poems
easily enjoyable ... Like a sear the poet seeks to fathom sensual
and spiritual experience through the images of a

dream,” Canadian Literature.

“Her poems read like the journal entries of a mystic — perhaps
that what they are. They are abstract and vivid, like a dreamy
manifestation of soul. This is the best way, in prose, one can
describe the music which is ... the poetry of Allison Grayhurst,”
Blaise Wigglesworth, Oh! Magazine: Ryerson's Arts and Culture
Voice.

“Grayhurst’s poetry is a translucent, ethereal dream in which

words push through the fog, always searching, struggling, and

reaching for the powerful soul at its heart. Her work is vibrant
and shockingly original,” Beach Holme Publishers.

"Allison Grayhurst's poetry appears visceral, not for the faint of
heart, and moves forward with a dynamism, with a frenetic
pulse. If you seek the truth, the physical blood and bones, then,
by all means, open the world into which we were all born,” Anne
Burke, poet, regional representative for Alberta on the League of
Canadian Poets' Council, and chair of the Feminist Caucus.

""Read at your peril. You will never look at this world in quite
the same way again. Your eye will instinctively search the sky for
eagles and scan the dark earth for the slightest movement of
smallest ant, your heart will reach for tall mountains, bathe in
the most intimate of passions and in the grain and grit of our
earth. Such is Allison Grayhurst. Such is her poetry,™ Eric M.
Vogt, poet and author.
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"Grayhurst is a great Canadian poet. All of Allison Grayhurst's
poetry is original, sometimes startling, and more often than not,
powerful. Anyone who loves modern poetry that does not follow
the common path will find Grayhurst complex, insightful, and as
good a poet as anyone writing in the world today. Grayhurst's
poetry volumes are highly, highly recommended,” Tom Davis,
poet, novelist and educator.

“Biting into the clouds and bones of desire and devotion, love
and grief, Allison Grayhurst basks the reader, with breathtaking
eloquence, in an elixir of words. Like lace, the elegance is
revealed by what isn’t said. This is stunning poetry,” Angela
Hryniuk, author of ‘no visual scars’.

“Allison Grayhurst is a poet whose work is characterized by
startling imagery and uncompromising emotion, whose pieces
have appeared in prestigious magazines. Lights, darks, colors,
and passions intertwine throughout the pages of her work,”
Louise E. Allin, Literature and Language.

“When I read Allison Grayhurst's poetry, I am compelled by the
intensity and strength of her spirituality. Her personal
experience of God drives her poetry. With honesty and
vulnerability, she fleshes out the profound mystery of knowing at
once both the beauty and terror of God's love, both freedom and
obedience, deep joy and sorrow, both being deeply rooted in but
also apart from the world, and lastly, both life and death. Her
poems undulate through these paradoxes with much feeling and
often leave me breathless, shaken. Allison Grayhurst's poems are
both beautiful and difficult to behold,” Anna Mark, poet and
teacher.

“Allison Grayhurst’s poetry has a tribal and timeless feeling,

reminiscent of the Biblical commentary in Ecclesiastes,” Cristina
Deptula, editor of Synchronized Chaos.
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Common Dream, 1991, Edge Unlimited; ISBN-10: 0969542313
ISBN-13: 978-0969542315

Somewhere Falling, 1995, Beach Holme Publishers, a Porcepic
Book; ISBN-10: 0888783655; ISBN-13: 978-0888783653

Book 1: Journey of the Awakening, 1997, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BOOCH6WOSY; ISBN-10: 1478189339; ISBN-
13: 978-1478189336

Book 2: The Longing to Be, 1998, Edge Unlimited Publishing;
ASIN: BOOCH94ZNK; ISBN-10: 1478197684; ISBN-13: 978-
1478197683

Book 3: Death and Other Possibilities, 2000, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BOOCHB8MOK; ISBN-10: 1478208163; ISBN-
13: 978-1478208167

Book 4: Outliving the Inevitable, 2002, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BOOCHBYD1W; ISBN-10: 1478220295; ISBN-
13: 978-1478220299

Book 5: Into My Mortal, 2004, Edge Unlimited Publishing; ASIN:
BOOCHFGOBO; ISBN-10: 147822858X; ISBN-13: 978-1478228585
Book 6: Red thread - Black thread, 2006, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BOOCHQOJFW; ISBN-10: 1478244186; ISBN-
13: 978-1478244189

Book 7: The Many Lights of Eden, 2008, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BOOCHTR61Q; ISBN-10: 1478249153; ISBN-
13: 978-1478249153

Book 8: Pushing Through The Jelly Fire, 2010, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BOOCHXZYOA; ISBN-10: 1478256567; ISBN-
13: 978-1478256564
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Book 9: The River is Blind, 2012, Edge Unlimited Publishing;
ASIN: BOOCICVQ6K; ISBN-10: 1478280131; ISBN-13: 978-
1478280132

Book 10: Seamless — A Collection of Love Poems, 2012, Edge
Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BOOCIFTUOG; ISBN-10:
1479304816; ISBN-13: 978-1479304813

Book 11: If I Get There — Poems of Faith and Doubt, a collection,
2012, Edge Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BOOCIZQGIO0; ISBN-10:
1479348740; ISBN-13: 978-1479348749

Book 12: Wallpaper Stars, 2013, Edge Unlimited Publishing;
ASIN: BOODQBDZAW; ISBN-10: 1490499172; ISBN-13: 978-
1490499178

Book 13: For Every Rain - a collection of early poems, 2013, Edge
Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BOOE6Y470Q); ISBN-10:
1491065656; ISBN-13: 978-1491065655

Book 14: Jumana and Perfect Love - two poetic prose pieces,
2013, Edge Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BOOE74B45A; ISBN-10:
1491081465; ISBN-13: 978-1491081464

Book 15: Walkways, 2014, Edge Unlimited Publishing;

ASIN: BOOOR1VVH4; ISBN-10: 1502792133; ISBN-13: 978-
1502792136

Book 16: As My Blindness Burns - three long poems, 2014, Edge
Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BOOOS7THFZY; ISBN-

10: 1502838265; ISBN-13: 978-1502838261

Book 17: Our Children Are Orchards — collected poems about
animals, children and pregnancy, 2015, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BOOTZDDP5K; ISBN-10: 1508582920
ISBN-13: 978-1508582922

Book 18: Fire and more, 2016, Edge Unlimited Publishing;
ASIN: B0O1BO7P7DM; ISBN-13: 978-1517327279; ISBN-10:
151732727X

Book 19: Currents- pastlife poems, 2016, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BO1LFV5EYTQ); ISBN-13: 978-15333112609;
ISBN-10: 1533311269
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Book 20: The Fault of Sages, 2017, Edge Unlimited Publishing;
ASIN: B075JT6X6B; ISBN-13: 978-1544785646; ISBN-10:
154478564 X

Book 21: Sight at Zero — selected poems (1988 to 2017), 2017,
Edge Unlimited Publishing: ASIN: BO75Q7TDJK; ISBN-13: 978-
1975894016; ISBN-10: 1975894014

Book 22: The Poetry of Allison Grayhurst - completed works
from 1988 to 2017 (Volume 1 of 5), 2017, Edge Unlimited
Publishing: ASIN: BO76ZTQNXS5; ISBN-13: 978-

1978078833; ISBN-10: 1978078838

Book 23: The Poetry of Allison Grayhurst - completed works
from 1988 to 2017 (Volume 2 of 5), 2017, Edge Unlimited
Publishing: ASIN: B076ZSMPMB; ISBN-13: 978-1978106642;
ISBN-10: 1978106645

Book 24: The Poetry of Allison Grayhurst - completed works
from 1988 to 2017 (Volume 3 of 5), Edge Unlimited
Publishing: ASIN: BO76ZYQNHP; ISBN-13: 978-
1978341272; ISBN-10: 197834127X

Book 25: The Poetry of Allison Grayhurst - completed works
from 1988 to 2017 (Volume 4 of 5), 2017, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BO76ZYG3HV; ISBN-13: 978-1978378766;
ISBN-10: 1978378769

Book 26: The Poetry of Allison Grayhurst - completed works
from 1988 to 2017 (Volume 5 of 5), 2017, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BO76ZYBVLB; ISBN-13: 978-1978476127;
ISBN-10: 1978476124

Book 27: The Poetry of Allison Grayhurst - Collections from 1988
to 2017 (Volume 6), 2017, Edge Unlimited Publishing;

ASIN: B07713CLWC; ISBN-13: 978-1979275750; ISBN-10:
1979275750

Book 28: The Sculptures of Allison Grayhurst, 2018, Edge
Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BO78TJTY37; ISBN-13: 978-
1983534270; ISBN-10: 1983534277

Book 29: Animal Culture (rules of commitment), 2018, Edge
Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BO7TH1IWRD5K; ISBN-13: 978-
1719094962; ISBN-10: 1719094969
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Book 30: If I Knew This Haunting, 2019, Edge Unlimited
Publishing; ASIN: BO7VQWS6PZ; ISBN-13: 9781082365133;
ISBN-10: 1082365130

Book 31: Snapshots (excerpts of poems on images), 2019, Edge
Unlimited Publishing; ASIN: BO7PQZV4P4; ISBN-13: 978-
1090605115; ISBN-10: 1090605110

Book 32: Ways of Mercy, 2021, Edge Unlimited Publishing:
ASIN: BOB8YQR3ZQC; ASIN: BOBYTRYMWW,; ISBN-13:
9798720154585

Book 33: The Poetry of Allison Grayhurst — completed works for
2018 to 2021 (Volume 7), 2021, Edge Unlimited Publishing:
ISBN: 9798740225913; ASIN: B0932GSD5C;

ASIN: B093FW56NQ; ISBN: 9798773718482

Book 34: A Wish Alone, 2022, Edge Unlimited Publishing;
ISBN: 9798803463450 ASIN: BOB7TGNMLW4; ISBN:
9798842289424

Trial and Witness, selected poems, 2016, Creative Talents
Unleashed or CTU Publishing; ISBN-13: 978-0692702529; ISBN-
10: 0692702520; ASIN: B01119063G

Make the Wind, 2016, Scars Publications; ISBN-10: 1530924995;
ISBN-13: 978-1530924998

No Raft- No Ocean, 2015, Scars Publications; ISBN-
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Kind of a Hurricane Press

The River is Blind, 2012, above/ground press; ISBN-10:
1-897224-99-0; ISBN-13: 978-1-897224-99-1

Four chapbooks published under the pseudonym of Jocelyn Kain:
Jumana, 1989, The Plowman; ISBN: 0-929002-36-9

Perfect Love, 1989, The Plowman; ISBN: 0-929002-66-0

Before the Dawn, 1989, The Plowman; ISBN: 0-929002-11-3
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published in over 480 international
journals, She has 21 published books of
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