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I write you a tunnel.
I scratch in stalagmites that won’t groan with their years of reaching for the ceiling,
I carve registers prophesying future memories in the pockmarked walls
and sprinkle in seeds that will outgrow the roots permeating in doubt.
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and family that laugh with their eyes-
Stomping out worries with crow’s feet.
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and the calluses on your eyelids.
I use it to light your way,
then stab Janus and close his mirroring doors.
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