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t r a c e  l e a k a g e :  

l a  P e t  c e M e t e r y

Under the soil  is   another soil,

  holding bone   to   bone  to

trace substance,   leaking  rumors

  about    bad  timing     and

signatures.     It is

  waste we breathe   that 

we drink but    cannot touch or

count  the number of   times

  we have    taken   in

this land and       body,

thinking a hole     (so simple)

might actually    forgive us  for

  what     was    left.

 We didn’t                clean it up (have never)

but our hands      and tongues are

leaking,   and there is   so little time     

 left   for   unburying it   alive. 


