
     Awake 

   

   What woke me was not a kiss  

but an injection. Bewitched 

by my brain waves, I fell ill  

in a genteel herbaceous border, 

which is now a thicket of thorns.   

 

How will I ever find  

my old life?  

Give up. Learn to cultivate  

shade, rejoice in mosses. 

 

 

Gwyneth Lewis  

   

 

   


