Horseshoe Bat
It must have been a keen blade

that eased you from night’s heart.
God’s own shrapnel

creasing the dark.

Your convulsing fragment

pressure-cracking the brittle black

like ice.

Transfixed beneath I watch
you stitch yourself

back to the sky.

An invisible repair

disappearing

as I acquire your blindness.

The whole world dissolving

around you.

You are the dark moon.

The nocturnal crescent

orbiting unseen.

The flung shape

that always returns.

