
Heurodis Began to Wake 
 
   sprained 
Something like     voice: 
   inwards 
my name, folding    to indices, 
   lyric tongue, 
swells on your    from something  
   breadth, 
like judging with    to showing myself 
   breast,  
amply, bareness of    or even worse, 
   hissed  
savage-face, a    out Agriope, 
   just 
without you     another Auloniad, all 
   concord  
aloneiad, the     between us shrinking  
   waist 
like a woman’s   when she does not fall 
   self 
pregnant, finding her   loitering inland instead, 
   change 
implicitly hunting    at all costs, Pandora’s  
   anachronism, 
or Persephonian, an    singing myself 
   lyre, 
a lai against your loud  a sound not as simple  
   like 
as congruence, more   translation, in itself  
   haunting, 
a stealing, a sorting, a   which in the meadow 
   hearing 
becomes panicked,   faunsteps in the warming- 
   sisters, 
up wind, seeing my    silent little things  
   grip 
in the double-tied    of the ympe-trees, one clenching 
   pulp 
a fruit, gone foul,   oozing through her whitening 

running,  
knuckles, and I, tripped, my stanza caught  
   tipped  
on its note,    into a tense 
   tender 
silence, my ankle   as I crouched,  



    
rooted 

so that I too was    when a man came, 
  
or a snake, though   posed nothing 
    
new to me,     down to quiet  
     
by the souls who    in soil, the Otherworld, 
    
in short, the demi-   their touch like pigment 
    
on my page’s face,   boyish, but shown amply now, 
    
for sure, nothing to be   in such a nowhere, as I saw 
     
in Hades’ be-    who sat perfectly still, naked, while 
    
at night and it    was, I dreamt I was a lark  
    
without a larynx, a   making Philomel-lifluous  
    
silence, the sort of    that bloats on 
    
nightness, small against  which was how I knew 
    
I was dead, and   my mother, her trace of syringa 
    
and the light does   down there, so that it seemed  
     
there were always   of me, perhaps there were, so  
    
they started calling us  to which we were indifferent, 
    
plural as we had somehow  overlapping with one, another, 
    
flashing in the dog-bitten  of the underlands, into which 
 
you     pitched,   flanked 
 
by women,   bitches,   horsemen, 
 
calling yourself   alone,     taking me back  
 
to the lattice of   synchronisation,   playing a fiddle 
 

 
glow 
 
become, 
 
witch, 
 
three 
 
flicker 
 
missed  
 
black, 
 
scream 
 
nightingale, 
 
always 
 
loved, 
 
lost 
 
figure 
 
dead, 
 
live 
 
handed 
 
pursuit   



with your fingers,  a trick    you’d learnt off  
  
a woman, you said,  stunning   us dead things back  
 
to life, whether we   wanted   music or not, and so 
 
many things happened at once, I hardly knew myself, led away by a loop of hand on my wrist, 
the back of your head revolving in the many shadows, so that I could not be sure that it was 
you, except for the strings that trailed at your feet, plucked clean off their willow bones, 
sheep guts skeined from a body to shiver at your touch – I cannot recall if I called out to you 
then, nor if so the rough edge of my line, but I did hear the effort of revolution, the movement 
of the spheres, their spine-stripping harmony, and the spinning of the seasons, their dead-
winter dance, and your close-cropped skull, gold and fleecy, turning its features towards me 
with a click of its neck, slipping from Oraia-phonos, voice         
best   voice,   to *h₃órbʰos 
 
orphan,   fatherless as you changed   

 
allegiance,   h₃erbʰ  and so to 
    
ὄρφνη,     another 

darkness, another 
 

shadow,  mutated, as I felt myself 
shadow,  mutating      I felt myself 
 

drifting  back to my other  selves, 
  rifting from  mother  selves, 
 

once again  falling,  somehow saying, 
once again  calling  something back, 
 

though you couldn’t hear me, a spelling, 
unwinding    charms , chanting 
 

your version of  my name, cursing: 
invocations  of my own, rehearsing: 
 

crystallising  myself  from your solution, 
a column of   my own  salt,  

 
sweating,   frothing at the voice  

dissolving  a contract, the same words 
 

we were made with, I do  not 
it was paid with,  I un-  knot: 



 
die for you,   you do  not 

die for me –   you say  nothing, 
 

have me, I am an  apparition, your echo, 
have me, I am  an other, dead already, 

 
doubling on you,  a girl   you’ve never had, 

double-doomed, a song  you’ve somehow heard, 
 

watching the wild  ones  rework you, 
in the rivers, forests,  we  de-compose, 

 
I will not say   I am  your 

     wold ich,  nold ich, Eurydice, 
 

you will not say  you are  my Orpheus, 
just    O 
   0 
  o 

 
      

      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* Heurodis was a medieval folk name for Eurydice.  
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