
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



I 
 
Fangs at the bottom of the ocean, 
Pattern of the dark, 
Dagger toothed, stone mouthed, sucking and waiting 
To swallow you in the dead of night. 
 
All that drifts down I swim through, 
Flakes the tides let go, scraps of skin and bones; 
A marine snow falls upon my head 
And I wait and wait and wait 
 
To drift down. 
Let us glow this light forward 
In time. Do you see it? Would you swim to it? 
You are dead, your body is smithereens. 
 
I have eyes only for the nightzone. 
Light I have never seen, 
An eternity of darkness has been my life— 
I am teeth in the abyss. 
 
II 
 
At midnight when the light goes out of your eyes 
And flecks of paint cover your pupils, 
Then I have become you. You look in the mirror 
At a face that lived in the bottom of the ocean. 
 
Don’t show your face to others then. 
They will fear you when your eyes 
Root them to the spot, 
For the anglerfish swimming in their minds. 
 
The darkness of the human soul is my false lamp. 
My glow leads not from dark to light 
But to bring into the light the dark of an 
end. 
 
The bottom of the ocean is cruel. 
I am crueler. I am its pattern, its 
Sign, heart, and dreams; 
And when they sleep above, I’m still gliding, gliding, and thinking. 
 
 
 
 



III 
 
What thoughts skate across your mind past 3 am? 
Can’t you see the world has gone limp? 
Look around you—at the walls and the floor, 
The objects of day. 
 
Cannot you see that your soul has left your body, 
That all you are is a heart that beats for a 
 Brain? Look at the world around you: 
Tinny vessels full of dirt, flattened, darkened. 
 
You live in night. 
You sit in the abyss and trust your eyes 
Which, though they see by lamplight, 
See not. You are alone 
 
In the dark. You are in deep water, 
Deep, deep, deep 
Water that has crushed everything around you. 
Look at that pale light bobbing atop your head. 
 
IV 
 
What draws you through the world? 
Are you happy in your life above? 
It must be nice to feel the sunny waters, 
To swim where it is blue.  
 
Let me describe a world. 
Here is a cold black rift. 
You are bound 
In a body made to withstand pressure and eat. 
 
Your cold blood moves through your heart, 
You think of death and freezing; 
You are a spot 
Of hunger floating through the ocean alone. 
 
What a life. When your light 
Is the means by which you kill and 
Only a faint glow, 
A cursed ember. 
 
 
 
 



V 
 
Now there is nothing  
But basalt 
And water 
Cruelty 
Bubbles popping  
Hot water vents 
 
You have no chance to eradicate this pain or to bring light to the ocean floor. It is as dark as 
the inside of a pyramid. Night unending. You are alone here forever. Your home is beneath 
the waves. You are  
crushed 
 
but for a speck of light that glows, wiggles, bounces. 
You are an anglerfish. 


