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Quiet Hush

Cry!

Fucking baby,

Cry and

Scream and

Toil and 

Bite in

Anger,

Fear and

Dread of the

Incoming night

Tunnelling your

Cold

Breath,

Freezing it as

Ice on a

Cold

Summer’s

Sleepless

Dream.

Drink tired,

Hopeless baby, and

Sense the drunken irony

Sliding with you and

Your . . .

Read

English World and

Sleep

Forgotten

Dreams until the

Clouds no longer cover this

Deathly

Light.

Control that

Frisson;

Release the

Pain caused by 

Love’s

Tiff.

Cry!

Fucking baby,

Cry and

Do not

Forget these 

Tears . . .

