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THE COMING AND GOING
OF BELONGING

/NG
) £

MARTIN WILLITTS JR.

Reading William Blake
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What Do | Know of Belonging?

"I am under the direction of messengers

from Heaven daily and nightly." Blake 1802

1.

Iam pierced open by angels
engraving angles of light.
What do | know of Belonging?

Some men are wretched,

month of fog and rain.

Some lash at darkness,

as if it made any difference.

I am exhausted by angels.

lam sleepless with them.

What do | know about Belonging?
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Some men build cathedrals

in their lonely hearts, bells stuck,
never ringing out angels, never
holding the breath of God

into belonging, or into a garment,
or keepsake of tenderness.

Loss is angel’s feathers raining.

Some men never recover

from a tremendous fall.

Some men hurdle darkness at others.
What do | know of belonging?



