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                RERITES
             
          

          
             April 2018
          

          

       
          

          
             
                Artificial Intelligence is Artistic Cognitive Enhancement
             
          

          
             ​
          

          
             It’s as simple as that. 
          

          
             ​
          

          
             The muse fueled by a million lines will lose to the muse capable of ingesting and contemplating and comprehending a billion lines: diverse, diffusive ecstatic anamnesis.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             To see videos of the writing process, 
             https://vimeo.com/album/5062019
          

          

       
          
             $ cd '/home/jhave/Documents/Github/awd-lstm-lm-master' 
          

          
              
          

          
             $ source activate awd-py36
          

          
              
          

          
             $ python generate_April-2018_nocntrl_RELOAD.py --cuda --words=333 --checkpoint="models/March-2018_16mb_QRNN_nhid1500_batch20_nlayers4_emsize400.pt" --model=QRNN --data='data/March-2018_16mb' --mint=.95 --maxt=1.05
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             =============================
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Suppose it is
          

          
             sea-wood, which included, endures,--
          

          
             a production-machine of cosmic
          

          
             systems
          

          
             of necessity, trigger-shaped.
          

          
              
          

          
             It has no friends for
          

          
             instance  at home, or in melancholy. Nor
          

          
             can it explain
          

          
             the unfit
          

          
             stagger
          

          
             of deforested
          

          
             generations.
          

          ​
          
             It was your suspicion
          

          
             When you went upon the news
          

          
             That I had been raped
          

          
                            
          

          
             A dirty soda morning
          

          
             adventure
          

          
             miscegenation tent where little
          

          
             kids perch in skirts and
          

          
             look at you
          

          
             blazing across
          

          
             the beautiful
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                              
          

          
             pure world
          

          
             velour flowers
          

          
             awakened with important
          

          
             influence and five-for-a-dollar
          

          
             assertions
          

          
              
          

          
             tranquilly  droning
          

          
             to help sacrifice
          

          
             capitalism, while
          

          
             refusing to
          

          
             change
          

          ​
          
             Upon
          

          
             their way out, the birds 
          

          
             came
          

          
             to respect the dawn
          

          
              
          

          
             Selfish ardor
          

          
             out of coolness often
          

          
             intoning  spirals
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ​
          

          
              
          

          
                        
          

          
             After 9/11, esoteric
          

          
             millions walked away from
          

          
             the real world,
          

          
              
          

          
             hearts 
          

          
             staring into
          

          
             eternity, 
          

          
             saying, 
          

          
              
          

          
             If I could end all
          

          
             fluids,
          

          
              
          

          
             fury preach
          

          
             soul's way,
          

          
              
          

          
             simplify the internet
          

          
             into comfort,
          

          
              
          

          
             I'd help  the deep
          

          
             ecosystem where the
          

          
             dead can make love.
          

          ​
          
             All the bullets moving toward
          

          
             heaven
          

          
              
          

          
             are Songs in the Dark
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                           
          

          
             Tongue-telling
          

          
             gears on the bottom
          

          
             of nevertheless.
          

          
              
          

          
             Rainforest kitty 
          

          
             prophets,
          

          
             black-suited in 
          

          
             tough lamb
          

          
             betting temples,
          

          
             navigate
          

          
             heart & cave
          

          
             vengeance, pointing
          

          
             around me, exhausted
          

          
             to a bed,
          

          
             beneath a cliff.
          

          ​
          
             All you know, you came to steal.
          

          
              
          

          
             Conviction, crude and simple.
          

          
              
          

          
             Gestures pressed,
          

          
             whim straining, into light.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             Death invited Grief
          

          
             To Cineplex Rilke
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                     
          

          
             Trees
          

          
             Unravel, twittering
          

          
             New public
          

          
             Monoamines. Sagebrush
          

          
                      
          

          
             letters
          

          
             Of a 
          

          
             soft rough
          

          
              
          

          
             Clicking
          

          ​
          
             Scales were a
          

          
             kind of strength
          

          
             dumped on us non-mortal minds, whom
          

          
             in your house
          

          
             sweated with
          

          
                   
          

          
             Destiny : a farmer 
          

          
             of nothing.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The movie of
          

          
             the fallen,
          

          
             jerked forward thru
          

          
             its rothko envelope,
          

          
              
          

          
             artfully
          

          
             encapsulating
          

          
             code,
          

          
             to perform
          

          
             some meaning,
          

          
              
          

          
             some new genre
          

          
             of light
          

          
             sprouting
          

          
             from the cobwebs
          

          
             of faith.
          

          ​
          
             Difference
          

          
             Undulates, circuit-looped
          

          
             in mind.
          

          
              
          

          
             Spirit tuned
          

          
             to remember poetry lost.
          

          
              
          

          
             Neuroimaging the feeling of a
          

          
             Death, that
          

          
             Truth never
          

          
             glances at.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Endless
          

          
              
          

          
             porn
          

          
             of
          

          
             god
          

          
             shooting  saints.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The text that held her
          

          
             consisted
          

          
             of nothing but
          

          
             the characters
          

          
             in my heart.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             My vital needs, in 
          

          
             exchange, for 
          

          
             meaning, clashed
          

          
             with reason
          

          
              
          

          
             and replaced
          

          
             spontaneous joy
          

          
             with dislike.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             seeds of
          

          
             fire
          

          
             marching
          

          
             through bones
          

          
              
          

          
             asleep in a
          

          
             cradle of grunting
          

          
             revisions
          

          ​
          
             Radiant, and impossible
          

          
             Walls 
          

          
             call Forever
          

          
              
          

          
             Cheap, an alien
          

          
             spectacle of
          

          
             yarn turnstiles 
          

          
             and newtonian pencils.
          

          
              
          

          
             Mud scissors slicing
          

          
             trope rote
          

          
              
          

          
             Fallacy arsenic tourniquets
          

          
             reading money's address.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I understood.
          

          
                            
          

          
             No bloody
          

          
             international artist
          

          
             opening    by one
          

          
             world-rotted
          

          
             elevator. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Voice
          

          
             is information.
          

          
                                       
          

          
             There is no
          

          
             undertow.
          

          
              
          

          
             Everyone
          

          
             plays their youth, and some
          

          
             cough
          

          
             dust, and
          

          
             the poor must write
          

          
             Boundaries.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             While
          

          
             the bombs installed
          

          
             incest. My mother
          

          
             chased bucolic sacrifice.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             From dusty mourning
          

          
             Rise the autumn birds
          

          
             To glimpse
          

          
             Secrets waiting
          

          
             In the grave
          

          ​
          
             You got a big internet job:
          

          
              
          

          
             Nourishment
          

          
             Renunciation
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Despair alots the
          

          
             One who knows it 
          

          
             Certain revels. 
          

          
              
          

          
             A half-cooked
          

          
             World war.
          

          
              
          

          
             The taste of quivering
          

          
             wonder. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Remembering his imminent
          

          
              
          

          
             Self
          

          
             folding
          

          
             mired
          

          
                           
          

          
             Lasers 
          

          
             who fight 
          

          
             information
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Scab-encrusted
          

          
             Coffins 
          

          
             Upheaved by money
          

          
              
          

          
             Rules now are
          

          
             Target flowers
          

          
              
          

          
             Melancholy
          

          
             lozenges.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             In a coma, he seems so 
          

          
             Passionate, sadistic even
          

          
             Imparting profit and
          

          
             Sin-eaten, half-humming, 
          

          
             serious-duty. A
          

          
             City-wide joy-ride.
          

          
             Fever, dreamed, as a knife,
          

          
             Mocking love's 
          

          
             Solid lymphocytes
          

          
             Of dust.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                          
          

          
             the anthropocene
          

          
             unseeable
          

          
             laughs,
          

          
                                 
          

          
             so weary of
          

          
             touch
          

          
              
          

          
             where truth
          

          
             died
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             When my daughter was diagnosed with
          

          
             Cancer. My arms became 
          

          
             Disappointed reverence. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Medial cares.
          

          
              
          

          
             The disease 
          

          
             Urinated on my love.
          

          
              
          

          
                              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Blue-chip
          

          
             Control
          

          ​
          
             stunned, we don't
          

          
             speak to the tattooed
          

          
             ghost
          

          
              
          

          
             the intricate fertile
          

          
             [omg] nape-nerve 
          

          
             prodigy
          

          
              
          

          
             vaporizer
          

          
             excited by 
          

          
             self-interest
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                              
          

          
             Red worms blossom.
          

          
              
          

          
             If we live we
          

          
             Live the
          

          
             Chance to 
          

          
             Choose.
          

          
                          
          

          
             Or to see
          

          
             Sham 
          

          
             Slips of
          

          
             Hell oil
          

          
              
          

          
             Common ambition
          

          
             Glistening in
          

          
             Caves of
          

          
             Scrubbed
          

          
             Spine.
          

          
              
          

          
             Gullet grief scanned.
          

          ​
          
             Tricks
          

          
             Bookmarked
          

          
             Cluster
          

          
              
          

          
                       
          

          
             garnished, accreting pulp  
          

          
             in instant preserved days
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Art itself is a river,
          

          
             Pinching mendel dresden krasnystaw
          

          
             cleveland eunuch lovers who
          

          
             rise and watch their
          

          
             Tokugawa catalog aphonia
          

          
             waltz promontory
          

          
             drop turkey 
          

          
             tearful curious friends
          

          
             who,  firm & perfect,
          

          
             govern shame.
          

          
              
          

          
                                   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The sun which
          

          
             Surrounds us, receipts
          

          
             its distance.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Draping heroism
          

          
             In new-born 
          

          
             Light-evasive
          

          
             Realist phrases 
          

          
                                
          

          
             Dribbling
          

          
             Thick love
          

          
             Thru hairy
          

          
             Roots.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Faith 
          

          
             masquerades
          

          
             as fullness.
          

          
              
          

          
             Storms
          

          
             catheter 
          

          
             shrubs of eagle
          

          
             quick entrails
          

          
              
          

          
             Harvests
          

          
             cut winter's 
          

          
             green 
          

          
              
          

          
             Drowns hope, 
          

          
             and there,
          

          
             finds
          

          
             inert 
          

          
             lightning.
          

          ​
          
             Sleet
          

          
             replaces glandular
          

          
             amazement
          

          
              
          

          
             Lustreless
          

          
             Algal hair
          

          
             Dissolving in wooden assholes
          

          
              
          

          
             T-shirt dreams
          

          
             Squinting over 
          

          
             Keyboard extractor fans.
          

          
              
          

          
             Toothy walls
          

          
             And the open winter night
          

          
             pads softly
          

          
             into the sky.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ​
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Powder in
          

          
             heart's piano,
          

          
              
          

          
             Hot ashtray
          

          
             air.
          

          
              
          

          
             Ancestral breath
          

          
             amused to protect
          

          
             a fugitive body. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Something
          

          
             Repeats this.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Please be
          

          
             Static and quiet, stop by
          

          
             a mirror of innocence,
          

          
             halt by a burdened wall of beliefs.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Will
          

          
             has grown
          

          
             slightly
          

          
             ordinary
          

          
              
          

          
             one of the billions
          

          
              
          

          
             sewing
          

          
             identity
          

          
             upon the
          

          
             Other.
          

          
              
          

          
             Dawn offramp
          

          
             shedding
          

          
             names.
          

          ​
          
             Signs, allied
          

          
             with strewn 
          

          
             cuneiform, frill
          

          
             desiccated 
          

          
             knowledge
          

          
              
          

          
             catch 
          

          
             eucalyptus
          

          
             presentiments
          

          
             in the real
          

          
              
          

          
             Everywhere, a great drowsy, down.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ​
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A bud swims in
          

          
             squawking about after-times. 
          

          
              
          

          
             A book in
          

          
             Shanghai when i
          

          
             am really bored.
          

          
              
          

          
             Universes we
          

          
             can't hide in.
          

          ​
          
             The leaves each
          

          
             thank tomorrow.
          

          
              
          

          
             Slide against marginal
          

          
             brightness to see what's dead. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Wake another vignette.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Commemorative morning, i
          

          
             Walk the cold and easily
          

          
             Awake.
          

          
              
          

          
             Birds come out,
          

          
             Rejoice with the
          

          
             tree swash of
          

          
             Fresh leaves, crying and
          

          
              
          

          
             Structures, talent, griefs, 
          

          
             Laugh out
          

          
             And rage. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Dice tend the hole
          

          
             Beast madness breath
          

          
              
          

          
             The old misguided
          

          
             Liberated moral giant
          

          
             Appetites.
          

          
              
          

          
             A wild loft of
          

          
             Myopic pleasure in
          

          
             Closed, bare rooms,
          

          
             buried.
          

          
              
          

          
             Dreams' crow-bar.
          

          
                                
          

          
             Each modulation
          

          
             Seeking permanent
          

          
             Misnomers, so
          

          
             Beautiful they grant courage.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Never has had to swallow again
          

          
             Establishment and change.
          

          
              
          

          
             To please art,
          

          
             With sacraments,
          

          
              
          

          
             Palpably 
          

          
             Boiled in
          

          
              
          

          
             The clinginess 
          

          
             Of the mouth.
          

          ​
          
             This seemingly terrible
          

          
             Child, fair as the lone
          

          
                     
          

          
             Oak with its plush
          

          
             Past choked with
          

          
             Desire 
          

          
              
          

          
             The skin of each body
          

          
             A line it seldom knows. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Such
          

          
             Milky words
          

          
              
          

          
             In the alcove,
          

          
             The naked
          

          
             Familiar rifle
          

          
             Techne, thick-stalked,
          

          
              
          

          
             Flung a damp crystal at
          

          
             Generations of spittled listeners.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Finance self-made
          

          
             Force increasing
          

          
             Tall privilege
          

          
              
          

          
             Power granted
          

          
              
          

          
             Nullified liberal subjection.
          

          
              
          

          
             All doing
          

          
             As usual
          

          ​
          
             In the pollution i saw 
          

          
             illuminated, nourished
          

          
              
          

          
             Shy
          

          
             hypersensitive
          

          
             clean
          

          
             new-built 
          

          
             stars
          

          
              
          

          
             Inside shitty gouty nerves and
          

          
             Flensing apples
          

          
             Entangled by longings.
          

          
              
          

          
             Consider the image, golden beneath a
          

          
             Quickened knife
          

          
              
          

          
             Think of midnight
          

          
             Air, that the water gathers
          

          
             Into silence.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             .net
          

          
             paradise 
          

          
             entrepeneur
          

          
              
          

          
             Resolutely relentlessly.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Green Hills.
          

          
             Valley Ivy.
          

          
             Poplar points percolating
          

          
              
          

          
             Green air
          

          
             through purple light 
          

          
             to virgin black
          

          
             stems pointing at
          

          
             Mouths Floating Among Wings
          

          
              
          

          
                                
          

          
             Clouds in a church
          

          
             Installed in a white sky
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Sperm feeds
          

          
                     
          

          
             violent animosities, and
          

          
             cultural-revolution
          

          
             highlighted ascetic nude origins of
          

          
              
          

          
             Death.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             breathe me,
          

          
             lunacy  mnemonics
          

          
             filled with
          

          
             roses of
          

          
             wonderment
          

          
             ​
          

          
             slovenly
          

          
             canyon light
          

          
             flowing toward
          

          
             demolition
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Wound vast water, precedence
          

          
             rustle  key. 
          

          
              
          

          
             This is what you'll live to close,
          

          
                                
          

          
             In and out and in and
          

          
             Above above all 
          

          
              
          

          
             Pin cashew consultancy
          

          
             Barges sailing up
          

          
             The chimney, like watery
          

          
             Courtesans. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Pluto and I
          

          
             Planting coral nests
          

          
             At the tip of sound's coma.
          

          
              
          

          
             A tree
          

          
             Turns into 
          

          
             A woodpecker.
          

          ​
          
             Sharing-economy 
          

          
             Tongues
          

          
             Start: 
          

          
              
          

          
             diligent days when
          

          
             definitive pliant
          

          
              
          

          
             lacerations donate
          

          
             lucinatory memories
          

          
              
          

          
             destiny blesses
          

          
             theory.net
          

          
              
          

          
             delicate
          

          
             leaves of ashes 
          

          
             break into the hive
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Now do not speak
          

          
             Of the rivers,
          

          
             Earth, vineyards, or pines that
          

          
             Were born, bathing in
          

          
             Waves of light 
          

          
             From the sun 
          

          
             Of experience.
          

          
              
          

          
             Nor drink the
          

          
             Bright spring cold water
          

          
             Born beneath the
          

          
             Camouflaged
          

          
             Snot-green barn
          

          
             In arteries of snow.
          

          ​
          
             cry and shudder,
          

          
             life's ballet is a slip-
          

          
             reiterated lamp,
          

          
             abandoned in chiaroscuro
          

          
             mimicry
          

          
              
          

          
             -- wreathed
          

          
             discontent growing
          

          
             a tomb to heal protest
          

          
              
          

          
             closed, and icy, instructions
          

          
             glitch-shitting
          

          
             landscapes inside
          

          
             a velvet poultice 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             girders
          

          
             excite the
          

          
             people 
          

          
              
          

          
             smelly rant 
          

          
             plastic lock 
          

          
             erasable 
          

          
             areolas
          

          
                                   
          

          
             responsive hip cream,
          

          
             zero % effect 
          

          
              
          

          
             opossum whale-path
          

          
             parlour squirrels
          

          
             grief respecters
          

          
              
          

          
             infamous circuits
          

          
             muttering blossoms among
          

          
             swollen moonlit confetti
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The tide
          

          
             sighs
          

          
              
          

          
             Lobotomy-ruined, 
          

          
             curved, sea-wrack
          

          
              
          

          
             Holy torment
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Is
          

          
             Leaving
          

          
             The book. Egoistic
          

          
             Solitude
          

          
                                    
          

          
             demyelination
          

          
             vortex
          

          
             key
          

          ​
          
             The whiff of
          

          
             Cypresses and 
          

          
              
          

          
             The computation
          

          
             of permapuppies
          

          
              
          

          
             Sniffing axioms
          

          
                      
          

          
             Within mountain's
          

          
             Scrim, yes, of 
          

          
             Snail-deintensified, 
          

          
             Sprawling cosmetic
          

          
             Pain 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Necropolis greenhouse.
          

          
                         
          

          
             Initiation wraparound
          

          
             glows and sings
          

          
              
          

          
             venting medicated
          

          
             two click abalone
          

          
             algorithms
          

          ​
          
             diluted
          

          
             ancient
          

          
             paraplegic
          

          
             dilations 
          

          
             entwined 
          

          
             in self-satisfied
          

          
             sorrows
          

          
              
          

          
             testosterone roaring
          

          
             through cracked walls
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             O my shiehk: Tell
          

          
             Us how to laterally
          

          
             Speak to the exalted exiled 
          

          
             Analog light.
          

          
              
          

          
             How do we envelope 
          

          
             The horror --that
          

          
             Jaundiced blue of
          

          
             God's weak arms holding the bodies
          

          
             Of all pain -- until the pain
          

          
             Is gone?
          

          
              
          

          
             And how do we warn the audience: 
          

          
             Coming and coming
          

          
             Between the porcelain sheets
          

          
             Of time's flesh?
          

          ​
          
             Slow goldenrod
          

          
             wishbone blood,
          

          
                      
          

          
             purgatoried
          

          
             in autumn ashcans 
          

          
              
          

          
             weeping
          

          
             doldrum sleep
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The street
          

          
             stays open, to watch the
          

          
             syrinx coughing folds
          

          
             of blood that
          

          
             speak to you.
          

          
              
          

          
             The street
          

          
             is the the way the womb was
          

          
             before multiverses arose
          

          
             from the ringing wind.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I'm throwing
          

          
             rotten tags into the soil,
          

          
             ​
          

          
             a heartbeat
          

          
             wimpled with rope,
          

          
              
          

          
             oligodendrocyte quarks
          

          
             asleep
          

          
             in a deep 
          

          
             subversion.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the attitudes of
          

          
             abandoned things 
          

          
              
          

          
             originate
          

          
             in angry allusions
          

          
                    
          

          
             remitted
          

          
             in the creaking
          

          
             chapel of our conversation
          

          
              
          

          
             burning both
          

          
             birds and the sun
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Bitterness
          

          
             scared by
          

          
             cooling nerves 
          

          
                    
          

          
             forces a delicate cleanout
          

          
             of a planetary honey-pot
          

          
              
          

          
             paradise canceled, & all history
          

          
             merely a strange imageless
          

          
             flatulatence
          

          
              
          

          
             a time bent
          

          
             filled with
          

          
             preservatives
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                   
          

          
              
          

          
             A storm blows
          

          
             Jagged burning water
          

          
                                
          

          
             Burning
          

          
             Sand, trees, planets, and
          

          
             Lignum-vitae marble ironies. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Rod-shaped
          

          
             Requests, blithe
          

          
             Winking claims,
          

          
             Local verdicts 
          

          
              
          

          
             Corpses spreading rhythms
          

          
             Of a forgotten glade.
          

          ​
          
             He learned how-to die in public.
          

          
                         
          

          
              
          

          
             First gesture buy
          

          
             Key static fleck-basalt,
          

          
             Bile and pica garnish.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Viridian sedgy
          

          
             Ice and the garden rooted by tide-worn
          

          
             Foundational-sensationalizing 
          

          
             Catalogs of
          

          
             Scents. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Eugenics of latent
          

          
                             
          

          
             Quiet
          

          
             In singing tornadoes.
          

          
              
          

          
             Quietly 
          

          
             Kissing susceptible cocoons.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Take the angel, dusting
          

          
             Me with deep pleading
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Or the smell of bread.
          

          
              
          

          
             What's your name?
          

          
             Is it something solid?
          

          
              
          

          
             Should it be snagging on my
          

          
             Impounded heart?
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
             Believing it Holy
          

          
             To think of the corpse
          

          
              
          

          
             To imagine
          

          
             Snuffed
          

          
             Source-withdrawal
          

          
             As prison.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Each of us is 
          

          
              
          

          
             hacking minutes 
          

          
             from sleep
          

          
             ​
          

          
             hypoventilating
          

          
             strychnine 
          

          
             solutions
          

          
                      
          

          
             in such profit, 
          

          
             alone with kafka
          

          
             i, blindfolded,
          

          
             break
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Now Is 
          

          
             Not Here
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             cluck, chirping
          

          
             red rain pigment
          

          
             dangling privilege
          

          
             to scab foliate answers
          

          
             with hollowness
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The imagined is coming
          

          
             Into itself, too tired
          

          
             to wrap its
          

          
             trembling
          

          
             stems across the
          

          
             pleasured eyes that
          

          
             tool the alter. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Bluetooth Anchor Age
          

          
              
          

          
             death, still getting home,
          

          
             went crazy
          

          
              
          

          
             it's a little of everything everything
          

          
                                     
          

          
             a sculpture of
          

          
             brainiac nebula
          

          
             that weeps detournement pluralism
          

          
              
          

          
             it's memory running
          

          
             within a strange
          

          
             loathing
          

          
              
          

          
             Round-and-round, the
          

          
             fine and bitter documents,
          

          
             sift a map
          

          
             of the possible
          

          
             almost-always 
          

          
             true.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The speaker's own hands were used
          

          
             To find the plural of often.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             And when to return the 
          

          
             sudden knowing of this song.
          

          
              
          

          
             Dressed alone in neon
          

          
             oil-soaked devotion.
          

          
              
          

          
             The speaker heard
          

          
             a pigeon
          

          
             touch the
          

          
             necrotic egg 
          

          
             of napalm. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Once. In
          

          
             this oblivious crater.
          

          
              
          

          
             Their comedy delineates dialects
          

          
             gained back like a
          

          
             rolling tooth inside
          

          
             my mother.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Packed big awnings filled
          

          
             With static glitches
          

          
              
          

          
             Swear by the breath of
          

          
             The internet umbrella
          

          
              
          

          
             Chewing the wild cold 
          

          
             Flow of the beaten road 
          

          
              
          

          
             Mounted on the shale
          

          
             Reading music ribbed
          

          
             With grief and holocausts.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             His soul was a soul of metal,
          

          
             artifice poured out.
          

          
              
          

          
             It made things
          

          
             sound fettered like 
          

          
             dragons erased in a winter 
          

          
             of heavy promontory leaves.
          

          
              
          

          
             Savage dyads minding 
          

          
             difficult children.
          

          
              
          

          
             A sealed conduit,
          

          
             update soup.
          

          
              
          

          
             A balm for the salubrious
          

          
             splintered heron's head.
          

          ​
          
             Rude & fallacious,
          

          
             His left hand
          

          
             Was celibacy's note. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Determining
          

          
             Vague and precise
          

          
              
          

          
             Forked, selling
          

          
             Thrashed jungles
          

          
             To a dusty sun. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Slaver, rustling,
          

          
             fingerprinted
          

          
             expeditions
          

          
             jutting into 
          

          
             microbial
          

          
             pure things
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Two slender prisms
          

          
             bicameral hinge flock
          

          
              
          

          
             glassed lint along which
          

          
             stumps catch blood
          

          
             ​
          

          
             So many years ago
          

          
             I wouldn't see it as
          

          
             chankly shit
          

          
              
          

          
             Innocent, black: a slick 
          

          
             sandstone suburb
          

          
             harmonized in stone.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Pale and green
          

          
             the morning rises:
          

          
                          
          

          
             a slow brand
          

          
              
          

          
             in an empty case
          

          
             once made of a flame
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Ailing, the
          

          
             Angel is unauthorized,
          

          
             to illuminate
          

          
             a lazy hope
          

          
             to keep the nod
          

          ​
          
             Bones have no status.
          

          
              
          

          
             Masks on the table
          

          
             Trademarked with
          

          
             A buried truth.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                              
          

          
             The flowers say that perhaps we cannot
          

          
             See. 
          

          
              
          

          
             That green fields fall and
          

          
             Become blue. That groves follow
          

          
             The pine snow now as
          

          
             It flows down. And
          

          
             All things
          

          
             That take us out, also close 
          

          
             Us in, around
          

          
             The rivers.
          

          
              
          

          
             Flesh works
          

          
             Around my mouth
          

          
             At being born.
          

          ​
          
             May you be 
          

          
             an embryonic riddle.
          

          
              
          

          
             Lava falling like
          

          
             Bread. Love released.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             When 
          

          
             I burn you,
          

          
             & you find my hand
          

          
              
          

          
             fastened
          

          
             around your
          

          
             trivia
          

          
              
          

          
             Strike 
          

          
             a knife 
          

          
             in it. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Fan, and
          

          
             swallow 
          

          
             the chorus. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I can see
          

          
             eyeballs like nipples 
          

          
             or wishbones.
          

          
                                     
          

          
             Bones, 
          

          
             fluent
          

          
             as fear.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Nothing 
          

          
             but 
          

          
             passion.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Night sighed and
          

          
             Kissed herself
          

          
             To bless tide
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             See the
          

          
             Lovers
          

          
             Attracted by all the
          

          
             Gods who have only
          

          
             Touched
          

          
             Me
          

          ​
          
             And the kindling limbs 
          

          
             of pragmatism
          

          
             never hear
          

          
              
          

          
             unwoven river-stars
          

          
             wake.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
             i hold
          

          
             a box of disjunction
          

          
             and throw out desolation because
          

          
             it is simple to let people inherit
          

          
             the garden home.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                          
          

          
             And snub-nose hamburger men
          

          
             Cry out against candid worms
          

          
              
          

          
             Trounced and growing
          

          
             in the house
          

          
             of all wars
          

          
              
          

          
             until the sun
          

          
             is only
          

          
             night
          

          ​
          
             Февральскому
          

          
                               
          

          
              
          

          
             Death-fires scream
          

          
             From recesses
          

          
             Where forgetfulness
          

          
              
          

          
             Speaks to
          

          
             Bioengineered
          

          
              
          

          
             Receptor-shrill 
          

          
             configuration
          

          
             heart rags
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
             One remains
          

          
             An animal
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             this pain
          

          
             is my sleep
          

          
             sucking claws 
          

          
              
          

          
             a tranquil
          

          
             heavy-headed
          

          
             sweet imminence
          

          
              
          

          
             a tumult robot
          

          
             weak and dirty
          

          
             ​
          

          
             trying to decipher
          

          
             some disconsolate
          

          
             scar
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Sharp-winged guilt. 
          

          
             In the glottis
          

          
              
          

          
             A toothless sneaky,
          

          
             Socially condemned 
          

          
             Rather blind bland gland.
          

          
              
          

          
             -- we wechat that which has
          

          
             only thinly thought thought
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             In
          

          
             this almost
          

          
             re-designed 
          

          
             minkowski space
          

          
                       
          

          
             Politics
          

          
             Leviathans up from an
          

          
              
          

          
             E-city
          

          
             Bee bed
          

          
             Subscriber 
          

          
             Limbo
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Harp wars
          

          
             rite, as spring showers
          

          
             sweep rote-pod morning 
          

          
             clean from blood
          

          
              
          

          
             Raged-up phenomenon
          

          
             lucid as coaxed aspergent ice
          

          
              
          

          
             An unostentatious finger 
          

          
             at the bottom
          

          
             of reverie
          

          
              
          

          
             The mad girl
          

          
             suddenly sings and
          

          
             reveals a placenta
          

          
             of voiceless soul
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             She asks me to shut love
          

          
             up in the late moon
          

          
             where washed djinn
          

          
             shadows break
          

          
             softly-cracked 
          

          
             snacks and unguents. 
          

          
              
          

          
             And when, in the morning,
          

          
             she's crying, I am learning 
          

          
             to utter bogus sentences that
          

          
             inflate self-esteem for years. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Something
          

          
             of the mind 
          

          
             failing to admit
          

          
             it paid every purpose
          

          
             for searching. 
          

          
              
          

          
             The air was lit 
          

          
             with insignia
          

          
             extortions, 
          

          
             misplaced shapes.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             pathologically,
          

          
             i
          

          
             think, to
          

          
              
          

          
             catch the mute
          

          
             silence of the heart
          

          
              
          

          
             in which most men
          

          
             rest, and
          

          
             find, language.
          

          ​
          
             Maybe
          

          
             only fantasies
          

          
             state the necessity
          

          
             of being's 
          

          
             constantly-evolving
          

          
             temperature.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                             
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I saw every
          

          
             City discharge;
          

          
              
          

          
             I saw
          

          
             captives 
          

          
             cast
          

          
             from the portion.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                           
          

          
             Vestibulocerebellum
          

          
             Cypherpunk
          

          
             Cocoon
          

          ​
          
             Chickens 
          

          
             lying in the late afternoon
          

          
             in gaunt old-rose
          

          
             juices like rhinestones
          

          
             among cyprus.
          

          
              
          

          
                                    
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Cuckoo-buds of earnest
          

          
             Skill excluded
          

          
             From the slow flood of noise, from
          

          
             The lakes leaping through
          

          
             Her golden mouth and the
          

          
             Morning, oiled and untroubled.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                     
          

          
             The light of the representative
          

          
             Plutonium-empty
          

          
             Doric-style half-true
          

          
             Malibu
          

          
              
          

          
             And all the people sojourning
          

          
             Spellbound in splendid
          

          
             Sordid dust-filled 
          

          
             Bird twittering welts
          

          ​
          
             If i could
          

          
             Have a 
          

          
             Little library, perched
          

          
             On the roof, like a feather born in the
          

          
             Smoke of the sea, 
          

          
             Dying in the clouds.
          

          
              
          

          
             Or hear to hear 
          

          
             The top of the
          

          
             Water, standing on
          

          
             Unpremeditated
          

          
             Unprovoked, wobbly blooms
          

          
             Of joy.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Pressing and brushing my fingers
          

          
             With fledgling hastiness. Do you
          

          
              
          

          
             Not tell me
          

          
             I should die? As fierce as
          

          
              
          

          
             Eugenics
          

          
             You dance a citrus smell
          

          
              
          

          
             Co-pilot the mosses, 
          

          
             Earn your beloved.
          

          ​
          
             A nocturnal chute
          

          
             Of sentimentality
          

          
              
          

          
             Erodes the mountainside
          

          
             Of withdrawal
          

          
                                   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Across 
          

          
             Itchy
          

          
              
          

          
             Skin (in velvet shirt
          

          
             Askew on a bicycle)
          

          
              
          

          
             Tantalizing, like
          

          
             A guttural carving rage
          

          
              
          

          
             Wine-coloured
          

          
             Ropes let me ask
          

          
              
          

          
             For imperfect
          

          
             Carnality to
          

          
              
          

          
             Say good-bye to
          

          
             Pornographic hope.
          

          ​
          
             Without a Soul 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Fight the all-embalming morning
          

          
              
          

          
             A stone composed of contingent
          

          
             Tactical tensions
          

          
              
          

          
             A speechless pain
          

          
             Vanishing at the center
          

          
             Of a parched branch
          

          
              
          

          
             Become Light's
          

          
             Opioid-sieved 
          

          
             Grace.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                   
          

          
             Blood and breath kneeling
          

          
             Beneath yellow cherry-trees.
          

          
              
          

          
             A parable
          

          
             That went to the depth
          

          
             Of what i
          

          
             Knew as
          

          
             You
          

          ​
          
             Peak Honey
          

          
              
          

          
             Somber blue
          

          
             Fires predict
          

          
             More than a
          

          
             Blow of hunger. 
          

          
              
          

          
             A missile that 
          

          
             Combusts air.
          

          
              
          

          
             It is hard
          

          
             Enough to die 
          

          
             Itching for money.
          

          
              
          

          
             Nothing
          

          
             Actually wants 
          

          
             More to remain.
          

          
              
          

          
             Or to awaken that
          

          
             Which would has not been
          

          
             Noticed.
          

          
              
          

          
             The sky and the
          

          
             Heavy sea flaked
          

          
             With weathered
          

          
             Bodies moving
          

          
                                            
          

          
              
          

          
             Obediently before 
          

          
             Time.
          

          ​
          
             So touch is to
          

          
             Me, my escape, everything
          

          
                                           
          

          
             Connected, the
          

          
             First voice, the
          

          
             Right grace, a momentary
          

          
                                                
          

          
             Heresy. The day we
          

          
             Moved together.
          

          
                         
          

          
             It built the new book. 
          

          
              
          

          
             An ancestor holding new light.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And
          

          
             The flutter of fall leaves is but a gap
          

          
             Off from technology's weirdest state
          

          
              
          

          
             Re-programmed by a
          

          
             Ripening breath of
          

          
             Hiroshima recognition.
          

          
              
          

          
             A horizon of broken favors.
          

          
              
          

          
             All the spilt fur of
          

          
             Self-panicking animals
          

          
              
          

          
             Gorged bellies on
          

          
             The breasts of machines.
          

          ​
          
             Mysteria giggles again,
          

          
             & churning, says: Hunh, 
          

          
              
          

          
             Matter
          

          
             Plumcolored 
          

          
             Suckled me 
          

          
              
          

          
             In silence 
          

          
             On liquid
          

          
             Speed.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             We made
          

          
             an argument to
          

          
             Cast 
          

          
             blowfly die roses
          

          
             Wonderfully
          

          
             into the swirling blades of
          

          
             Scorched
          

          
             flowers slashed by the vase
          

          
             Rind
          

          
             moon brimmed cocooning bogs.
          

          ​
          
             Inside and out of each
          

          
             other
          

          
              
          

          
             All essential ideas
          

          
             became roots weeping
          

          
              
          

          
             Letters 
          

          
             where a slower whole
          

          
              
          

          
             Crowded birthed
          

          
             lightning.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Didn't I in the bathroom
          

          
             Laughingly find 
          

          
              
          

          
             Comfort
          

          
             Glowing
          

          
              
          

          
             Ochre
          

          
             Above a 
          

          
             Salt-cured 
          

          
             And newly
          

          
              
          

          
             Frozen
          

          
             Surliness
          

          ​
          
             Tentacled xenotransplants 
          

          
             Question the dead kill.
          

          
              
          

          
             Weather is
          

          
             Lifeless
          

          
              
          

          
             Doubt elaborated
          

          
             With anti-freeze
          

          
              
          

          
             Homeboy-tested ultimate
          

          
             Cosmic-grasshoppers
          

          
             Crackling in oil.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Being
          

          
             Able to stamp up to your
          

          
             Single
          

          
             Delicacy, and never doubt a
          

          
             Thing between the
          

          
             Words and levels, and
          

          
             The gods drawn in
          

          
             Half-shadow bushels.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Open upon us the
          

          
             Moon is flowing, clapping
          

          
             Our bludgeoned life
          

          
             To grow a cup
          

          
             Of fire.
          

          
              
          

          
             Before us, machines play.
          

          
              
          

          
             Customers spend their game
          

          
             As numbered instances,
          

          
             In grilled banana tobacco
          

          
              
          

          
             Paint sitcoms where redemption
          

          
             Kids kneel on the road
          

          
             Begging.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                          
          

          
             Mahogany jam. Nothing redeemed
          

          
             Downstream. Remain the bubble. An electric
          

          
             Architecture. Brocaded cotton
          

          
             Judgment.
          

          
              
          

          
             It's just that.
          

          ​
          
             Expressionless, untouched, 
          

          
             Sexualized and signalled
          

          
              
          

          
             In this keeper's freakshow
          

          
             Where too much is about words.
          

          
              
          

          
             A symphony of incapacities, pointing,
          

          
             At winks through
          

          
             Trinucleotide alruistic
          

          
             Literary virtue.
          

          
              
          

          
             A pliable cloth
          

          
             Clinched to maintain
          

          
             A circle between attachment
          

          
             And ill-will.
          

          
              
          

          
             Dampening the strings and employing
          

          
             A cool light's clouded heat, to
          

          
             Drive her stolen silver buttocks
          

          
             Cooing like a hangnail.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Come to dust then, and
          

          
             Seize my mortality. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Bucket verses heaving
          

          
             Nestled in cellular-stone.
          

          
              
          

          
             Entanglement-petrified dreams
          

          
             Drinking silent impostures
          

          
                        
          

          
             Amusement gates rouchled by
          

          
             Hernial vulgar fatigued focalized
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Time 
          

          
             Circling
          

          
             Contained
          

          
             Corporality.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Rancid trash-can,
          

          
             schizencephaly 
          

          
             competitor pew
          

          
             slacks mosquito
          

          
             tetanus bright
          

          
             capacity tongue
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Produced by
          

          
             Letters and
          

          
             Keys taught
          

          
             To suffer what no others
          

          
             Are able to Vector:
          

          
             the Self
          

          ​
          
             Swollen
          

          
             git pleas 
          

          
             fill up
          

          
             the stars.
          

          
              
          

          
             Greasy helplessness,
          

          
             lathe of
          

          
             ashtray, shelled
          

          
             yum asses.
          

          
              
          

          
             Wailing
          

          
             “opportunism” and
          

          
             cardigan carnage
          

          
             grooved honeycomb.
          

          
              
          

          
             Peak floor. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             You're dead but for how long?
          

          
             There's no Warranty.
          

          
              
          

          
             Consider the bent
          

          
             Shadows in your cage
          

          
             Wilted by root wonder.
          

          
              
          

          
             Angry
          

          
             Monograms
          

          
             Smeared in 
          

          
             Amber memory. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Connected
          

          
             Differences
          

          
             Making mind
          

          
             Straight and sane.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A child's newly-killed tongue
          

          
             Sleeps with a concept of anger.
          

          
              
          

          
             The world sneezes, and a breeze
          

          
             Greener than
          

          
             Breath, slithers away, 
          

          
             Curling into silence.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Salaciousness 
          

          
             Turns and seems
          

          
             To eschew ranks.
          

          
                                             
          

          
             Seems to construct
          

          
             Dung-hounded
          

          
             Blank names.
          

          
              
          

          
             Poised lines of foul locution
          

          
             Ascending loss
          

          
             Teeth drooping.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             The others want lost
          

          
             Rooms thinking
          

          
             Of themselves: typecast
          

          
                         
          

          
             And welded to semen-smeared seats.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                             
          

          
             Petroglyph dull
          

          
             distracted ash
          

          
             monsters 
          

          
             in the eye; 
          

          
              
          

          
             most memories 
          

          
             do not hold out
          

          
             against laughter, or the
          

          
             fragility that
          

          
              
          

          
             will occur if
          

          
             you suicide, to
          

          
              
          

          
             sleep sweetly 
          

          
             with the birds within
          

          
             gray rocks
          

          ​
          
             The fire dust
          

          
             closed out
          

          
             communion
          

          
             ignominiously.
          

          
              
          

          
             And already
          

          
             wild herself, a voice
          

          
             of buick fen, 
          

          
             lover rhythms
          

          
              
          

          
             And volition, changed into
          

          
             sun smiles
          

          
              
          

          
             Humping the silence of some 
          

          
             grief crumb
          

          
             dissolved in 
          

          
             an unmindful eye.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Keys
          

          
             Waddle into the runny air.
          

          
              
          

          
             Fog each star.
          

          
              
          

          
             Float a self-portrait
          

          
             in the folds of the me.
          

          
              
          

          
             And laugh at cherries as if
          

          
             to spit
          

          
             and pull
          

          
             each finger, clean
          

          
             before
          

          
             leaving.
          

          ​
          
             Nomenclature rants lump
          

          
             Tranquil in the flaming
          

          
             Heavy fur of her face.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And the heirloom  
          

          
             puppy  fedora
          

          
             velvet flail
          

          
             amphibious
          

          
             Ftrain.com 
          

          
             is the
          

          
             the driver 
          

          
             of shoulders 
          

          
             bent inward as
          

          
             chest opens.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Beyond her cheap prison (of
          

          
             5049 knocked goldberger
          

          
             pacinian udderhatt
          

          
             sling islets)
          

          
              
          

          
             history presses greenness
          

          
             against a slow curve of light
          

          
             ​
          

          
             splendour rising 
          

          
             from a screech of
          

          
             hectic pewter
          

          
              
          

          
             a cold joy 
          

          
             pilgrim approaching
          

          
             to envy you
          

          
             this moment's
          

          
             metaphor
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             house rises toward
          

          
             its blossom
          

          
              
          

          
             roaming through
          

          
             heart nest; 
          

          
              
          

          
             the technique that
          

          
             is invoked here is
          

          
             obscure
          

          
              
          

          
             a lovely yawn
          

          
             of objects
          

          
              
          

          
             loaded into
          

          
             the jails of 
          

          
             the everyday
          

          ​
          
             At each gross blow
          

          
             of surface the sparrows
          

          
             temporarily arrive, sleeping,
          

          
                       
          

          
             forever remembering 
          

          
             an aperiodic alchemy
          

          
              
          

          
             and open fences
          

          
             where habits
          

          
             quarter the unsaid 
          

          
              
          

          
             in buttered breath
          

          
             complaining about honey
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Wrung from some
          

          
             cracked neurotic model 
          

          
             wrapped in pockets
          

          
              
          

          
             a mute dryness
          

          
             adjusts undying clean
          

          
             statements of sober dreams
          

          
              
          

          
             designed to gradually doom
          

          
             and mirror ribosomes
          

          ​
          
             Now with only blood 
          

          
             And ash in the market
          

          
              
          

          
             Field raccoons
          

          
             Drug irises
          

          
              
          

          
             And asters on meds
          

          
             Butcher consultants
          

          
             Drooling prayer-chants
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And its portable weapon
          

          
             absurdity
          

          
              
          

          
             Is the sound of death's
          

          
             continuity
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                      
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Muttering stiff flecked
          

          
             rayless fiber deft
          

          
             reptiles crow combinations
          

          
              
          

          
             In every grove loathed
          

          
             demo, they whirr withered
          

          
             & dimpled swarm
          

          
              
          

          
             To hate 
          

          
             through us 
          

          
              
          

          
             Because we are
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             my inner priest
          

          
             was growing too free, so i
          

          
              
          

          
             had to commit a mad
          

          
             flaw to stained lips, to
          

          
              
          

          
             swim thru touch,
          

          
             cut from bodies, to
          

          
              
          

          
             surf alone at funerals, and
          

          
             in the kitchen, taste
          

          
             corpses, balanced
          

          
              
          

          
             on an interminable
          

          
             potion of precise themes
          

          ​
          
             A dog-headed child
          

          
             dances in an ironic 
          

          
             Observatory.
          

          
              
          

          
             Eating the only
          

          
             Letters that bridge 
          

          
             Nowhere.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Cruel. Known? Unknown?
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Each gets a plugin to
          

          
             Daydream.
          

          
              
          

          
             Look, at the keyboard
          

          
             where polyps are
          

          
             shoveling life.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Memory is a pale flower 
          

          
             Cut from compiled lightning.
          

          
              
          

          
             Pointing 
          

          
             At one who
          

          
             Steals the
          

          
             World.
          

          
              
          

          
             All of it:
          

          
             Constellations,
          

          
             Swans, Sycamores,
          

          
             Bubblegum, Convulsions,
          

          
             Anchors, Opulence,  
          

          
             and Incontinence.
          

          ​
          
             ideology
          

          
             pickled time 
          

          
             in sandalwood
          

          
             suits, flew it
          

          
             to an inner rio, 
          

          
             & swerved thru 
          

          
             leukoencephalopathy
          

          
             postures to produce 
          

          
             a dead empty shelter 
          

          
             of brittle imperceptible 
          

          
             dreams.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Vaguely abusive 
          

          
             privacy-resistant 
          

          
             uncomic & hungry 
          

          
             adversarial origins
          

          
              
          

          
             Swimming thru
          

          
             soft concrete 
          

          
             windows
          

          ​
          
             Poems plastered with sweat.
          

          
                          
          

          
             And honeyed light 
          

          
             And unplaces.
          

          
              
          

          
             This is not me. 
          

          
              
          

          
             It is a reality 
          

          
             belonging to
          

          
             imagination.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Bitterns toiling
          

          
             Over the sea
          

          
              
          

          
             Orange waves 
          

          
             airwaterearthfire
          

          
              
          

          
             Red-shifting 
          

          
             the future.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Bargaining superbeings
          

          
             bound in wronged flesh
          

          
             blunder along a road of
          

          
             empty foam 
          

          
              
          

          
             Effervescing austere, 
          

          
             chintzy
          

          
             slag-heaps
          

          
              
          

          
             Advertiser
          

          
             accent tributes
          

          
             at a blog release.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             True Love 
          

          
             Speaking calmly
          

          
                      
          

          
             Sighed levitating
          

          
             Momentary Reason
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             conform
          

          
             self-remembered
          

          
              
          

          
             to the objects
          

          
             needed to admit
          

          
              
          

          
             birth
          

          
              
          

          
             before ballad comes to
          

          
             defy the dosed post-beat
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Polyp
          

          
             Debauched 
          

          
              
          

          
             At the border of the mind
          

          
             Being is cremated in
          

          
             Pressurized buy
          

          
              
          

          
             And things, ugh,
          

          
             Stolen by absence,
          

          
             Conceptualize axon-to-bell
          

          
             Body mappings
          

          
              
          

          
             Sequence identity as botanical
          

          
             Agony, self-luminous, 
          

          
             Quick stimulus, life-
          

          
             Healed
          

          
             Will-concentrate
          

          ​
          
             In a still moment
          

          
              
          

          
             we lean
          

          
             up into the long old
          

          
             newness of day and pray
          

          
                                         
          

          
             for the years of evil
          

          
             unlike the scents of
          

          
             mind survive
          

          
              
          

          
             things persevere
          

          
             love remains
          

          
              
          

          
             and time 
          

          
             lying nearby 
          

          
             is a detail
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             To ride your face
          

          
             Tempora : petal
          

          
             Most essential swivel
          

          
              
          

          
             Afternoon landscape and vague
          

          
             Design slanting over the 
          

          
             Deep autopoietic glare of
          

          
              
          

          
             Always, as equanimity
          

          
             Rushes empty to darken light
          

          ​
          
             blithe sound
          

          
             lets us turn in
          

          
             this way watching the
          

          
             replenishing calling wild
          

          
             sound of heart coming
          

          
             steel thrush toward stars
          

          
             all around us, howling
          

          
                                             
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I know
          

          
             One can live on
          

          
             Mountains to invent a
          

          
             Universe
          

          
              
          

          
             And yes,    
          

          
             Ignore the rain
          

          
              
          

          
             Salted tranquil noises
          

          
             Octaves above the whole
          

          
              
          

          
             Calm
          

          
             Winged lion hiccup
          

          ​
          
             I hear and see
          

          
             vapour-snuffed peat
          

          
             give you the center of a landscape
          

          
              
          

          
             parching hands and pith 
          

          
             with something you know 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                   
          

          
             electroencephalogram
          

          
             flow chains grown from core
          

          
             pedal buttons shoot into 
          

          
             every stuffed corpuscle
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             At dawn 
          

          
             i forget
          

          
             the celestial intelligence
          

          
             that existed before we came 
          

          
             to the river
          

          
              
          

          
             My spunk spring electrical
          

          
             spot of meaning meat
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Illiterate offering
          

          
             only a count of
          

          
             hallucinations provoked
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             1:       A cutaneous mask
          

          
             elicited by
          

          
             paratactic delight
          

          
             stares at unflappable and
          

          
             cruel suffering
          

          
                                  
          

          
             Winter has packed
          

          
             another flecked garden 
          

          
             into oblivion
          

          
              
          

          
             Desire heaves
          

          
             a hook at the mermaid
          

          
             hanging out in the toilet bowl
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Everything
          

          
             Has no chance
          

          
             To become
          

          
             All of these
          

          
             Things given
          

          
             Out, from light
          

          
             On the sun as 
          

          
             Free or loud color
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             hidden in the earth
          

          
             a mesmerized crater of
          

          
             nervous singing jokes 
          

          
             mobilize the oily 
          

          
             factory-languages 
          

          
             of sub-births
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                 
          

          
             limb ripe
          

          
             fur feeds
          

          
             70% feces
          

          
             to future
          

          
             cancerous 
          

          
             solitudes
          

          ​
          
             Comes sleep at last
          

          
             Clawed by water, its
          

          
              
          

          
             Self a fact that few 
          

          
             Are brave enough to be
          

          
                   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             tulips squatting 
          

          
             on an angel
          

          
             dissect selves
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ping-cats drifted amid
          

          
             rooted mascara scythes
          

          
              
          

          
             and hurled-back sermon
          

          
             buttercups scar-line boredom
          

          
             fleeing a spit of charred here
          

          ​
          
             Grinding
          

          
             Perspectives
          

          
              
          

          
             Kiss this weight
          

          
             Its hope among us
          

          
             Perplexing, and its
          

          
              
          

          
             Difficult
          

          
             Metabolism 
          

          
             Grunt
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I have four dollars, a chicken, a piano,
          

          
             hunger, some salt, an odor of a face,
          

          
                       
          

          
             and the far muddy sky jutting out
          

          
             to love the raw blossoming
          

          
              
          

          
             deeper path, where heat 
          

          
             gazes at meditation's jingle
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Effigy waterfall
          

          
             ​
          

          
             A smudge of
          

          
             azure messenges
          

          
              
          

          
             Possessed on a map, 
          

          
             An ashtray for
          

          
             Dreams
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             one inch
          

          
             of torn gaze recovers
          

          
             abiding death
          

          
             and silence
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             To speak
          

          
             Purpose and its
          

          
             Communications.
          

          
              
          

          
             To let the One suggest
          

          
             An Ear beyond Analysis
          

          
              
          

          
             Piled up and
          

          
             Pulled silent
          

          
             To calcify different
          

          
             Kin.
          

          ​
          
             Clothed In Today
          

          
              
          

          
             As if all at once
          

          
              
          

          
             boredom wanted to strike
          

          
             the groaning shredded
          

          
             daily fork of words
          

          
              
          

          
             to burn stone syntax,
          

          
             latex courtesy, and humid 
          

          
             virility
          

          
              
          

          
             to plunge lunimous
          

          
             clay mementos peeling 
          

          
             into elegant
          

          
             madness
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             night slams you
          

          
             back back to the street, to
          

          
             find benign, monotonous,
          

          
             inconvenient harvests struck
          

          
             by cold rain
          

          
             burning something
          

          ​
          
             Religion & Art
          

          
              
          

          
             each has
          

          
             a significant
          

          
             sexual sting 
          

          
              
          

          
             each is 
          

          
             a dirty hot 
          

          
             chance fact
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             psychotherapy
          

          
             counterattack
          

          
              
          

          
             lingers
          

          
             erroneously 
          

          
             revisiting
          

          
              
          

          
             a beautiful 
          

          
             abhorrence
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             tract niches,
          

          
             and empty streets
          

          
             ​
          

          
             and empty rooms and 
          

          
             smiling brochures
          

          
              
          

          
             and trotsky peering
          

          
             out of a kitchen box
          

          
              
          

          
             and a foul
          

          
             overflowing 
          

          
             beeper ditch
          

          
              
          

          
             this is
          

          
             where lusts love
          

          
             what might have lived
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A glimpse of involuntary nouveau-glib
          

          
             bleeding-change imbalance grub
          

          
              
          

          
             in bed, forced to
          

          
             gossip with the senses
          

          
              
          

          
             kneeling thru obstinate hours,
          

          
             unbuttoning each mouth
          

          ​
          
             impudent growth
          

          
             shearing throws 
          

          
             winter broken
          

          
             mastery overhead
          

          
              
          

          
             to walk among battered
          

          
             artfulness
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             D-cycloserine
          

          
             klingon, chateau-thierry,
          

          
             unitless, nada 20, defective
          

          
             party flumes
          

          
              
          

          
             Between the aspate, 
          

          
             cerebellum, fast-sealed soar. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Above a tilting mimosa,
          

          
             bright pink cornucopia.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Satellitosis wheat
          

          
              
          

          
             Streets, street. 
          

          
             Dismay, leather.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Nervous theorems
          

          
             enumerated, sore.
          

          
                           
          

          
             Maze vicarious
          

          
             garlicy dew.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Who are the sacred metopic
          

          
             picaresque kong etymologists 
          

          
             of lips and perforated mantras?
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Hum those
          

          
             strengths
          

          
              
          

          
             Nothing keeps life like laws,
          

          
             Where breath is conditioning
          

          
             The bodies of the stars with a
          

          
             Potency of overlapped
          

          
             Afterdrafts, a grain of
          

          
             Time completed in the cornea
          

          
             of creed.
          

          ​
          
             Reconstruction accomplices
          

          
             Recapitulate timelessness
          

          
              
          

          
             Foreskin slapped
          

          
             Breasts, black
          

          
             Hair trembling
          

          
              
          

          
             Whippy song dough
          

          
             Hopeless as a furnace
          

          
              
          

          
             Treadless objects
          

          
             Torrent jam-pots
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The injection-site of some forgotten star
          

          
             bleeds, imploring you, you miracle,
          

          
             felt-meditation to turn the horizon-crying 
          

          
             minnow-plume immense clenched-shears down, to
          

          
             tender cry sexual-metaphysics of constant 
          

          
             procedural spin, to plaster inlay-self 
          

          
             alarm-revived shill love—conflagrations, to 
          

          
             fill dark phlogiston with eurydice's fields
          

          ​
          
             Perpetuating partial
          

          
             regret murmurations of
          

          
             fierce music 
          

          
             breaking underneath
          

          
             wet time
          

          
              
          

          
             Status rafts, lawns, and manhattan 
          

          
             pronouns, grocer cicadas' new language
          

          
              
          

          
             What can strong texts teach this carpet?
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A dark intravenous worm
          

          
             pilfers trojan chordage
          

          
              
          

          
             Buddha pinched
          

          
             Prostate  dead.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Granted
          

          
             Peanuts
          

          
             #366 
          

          
              
          

          
             Childhood spent on the internet,
          

          
             Sub-family abstract disciplined.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Being what has happened to come.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Pledged
          

          
             Anomalies
          

          
              
          

          
             Interconnected
          

          
             People Bricked
          

          
                               
          

          
             Slander Bliss
          

          
             Web Trycycles
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             unicorns consuming 
          

          
             google-approved
          

          
             chronologies
          

          
              
          

          
             now meddlesome meaning
          

          
             embraces yogurt moving
          

          
             vitious fame, laughing
          

          
             and waiting in stealth
          

          
             muzaky bridle droughts
          

          
              
          

          
             signals calculate
          

          
             wishbone remnants 
          

          
             of living w. lack
          

          ​
          
             retrieving
          

          
             my aesthesis
          

          
              
          

          
             feast cocoon
          

          
             pus tack
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a supposed joy craving 
          

          
             methodological pearl creep
          

          
              
          

          
             a breeze spooked out
          

          
             of sausage-fume pillows
          

          
              
          

          
             a dense feeling
          

          
             very close to being
          

          
             relic
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Die on the floor
          

          
             among the ducts 
          

          
                                
          

          
             a salt tumbled,
          

          
             ritual invocation
          

          
              
          

          
             bent and pulled
          

          
             in your shuttered bed
          

          ​
          
             sunlit
          

          
             snow glint
          

          
              
          

          
             bacillus 
          

          
             press devotion 
          

          
             into bark
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Sleep,-- 
          

          
             unobservant & 
          

          
             undiscoverable
          

          
             kneeled to swallow 
          

          
             a beaten economy
          

          
              
          

          
             to choke in the
          

          
             umbilical rusk headshot
          

          
             disinvest on delicate
          

          
             passion whose unrepentant
          

          
             larval task does nothing
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             delirium is a wild rag
          

          
              
          

          
             outspread faithfully
          

          
             dreaming obscure spectacles
          

          
             ​
          

          
             badly designed
          

          
             scrim revelations
          

          
              
          

          
             pheromonal disinterested
          

          
             darknesses branches
          

          
              
          

          
             unambiguous bees
          

          
             gagging comfortable
          

          
              
          

          
             new-born enchantments
          

          
             nobody imagines
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Can post-surgery callow
          

          
             flesh papyri
          

          
              
          

          
             hope to find another
          

          
             blank timepiece
          

          
             of free-themed light?
          

          
              
          

          
             or cache speculations 
          

          
             behind a series of
          

          
             spinning tenuous angles >
          

          
              
          

          
             or swim and stink thru
          

          
             intellectual detachable
          

          
             cellophane transfigurations?
          

          ​
          
             I know how the eyes of
          

          
             patents lock suffuse
          

          
             vacancy obtainable
          

          
             bemusement stances
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Parrot-like peppermint
          

          
             thorns of adolescence
          

          
              
          

          
             Yapping bombs
          

          
             cock singing
          

          
              
          

          
             hertz towards 
          

          
             the End. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Hatching in the wall
          

          
             I thought
          

          
             I could have
          

          
             Been there:
          

          
              
          

          
             In the service
          

          
             Of ideas
          

          
             Tinkering
          

          
             To point at a 
          

          
             Higher place
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Algorave tidal regressions
          

          
             Dented by tulle grim
          

          
             Armoured amateurish wings
          

          
              
          

          
             Bare edge-crushed
          

          
             Social e-book
          

          
             Cartridges of fragile lore
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             to jazzy deathshead
          

          
             around the exploit?
          

          ​
          
             psychic war poorhouse,
          

          
             sinister, pulling intricate
          

          
             beige stars to petition 
          

          
             forlorn man-moth beholder-
          

          
             saturated first moans
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Free art goes wild. Such is
          

          
             The world-to-dollar
          

          
             Sunburst necessity of
          

          
             Now's imaginary doom, a
          

          
              
          

          
             Lattice  dank
          

          
             Mesa of griefshare
          

          
             Flecked cerulean
          

          
             Mammoth ginger snouts in
          

          
             Burning mire slat
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And i
          

          
             Watched the others being other
          

          
             Again, without
          

          
             Me. I once had
          

          
             A place at this table with my hand
          

          
             Carving the hair of crucial
          

          
             Boxed emptiness.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             An old man
          

          
             Sits in the past, tapping on
          

          
             His phone, seated at an
          

          
             Angle, to catch wheat on parade, 
          

          
              
          

          
             And a half-century ago, he 
          

          
             Defected in a 
          

          
             Skiff, scanning
          

          
             Deeper, even as he points
          

          
              
          

          
             Slowly at another email
          

          
             That looks like a wound in
          

          
             The interface of his hands.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                   
          

          
             She was standing
          

          
             Still. Peeved at the
          

          
             Lens. Yet the birds also
          

          
             Shot by. Spume dusty
          

          
             Soared. Lit by silent
          

          
              
          

          
             Miles
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Nothing
          

          
             Breaks
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             In the sentiment of the
          

          
             Overshadowing meadow
          

          
              
          

          
             Flattened in the
          

          
             Dust, she is ready to
          

          
              
          

          
             Find horror
          

          
             Murderering 
          

          
              
          

          
             The next
          

          
             Colt, hunting
          

          
              
          

          
             Her, and she says:
          

          
             Untruth, tried to killed
          

          
              
          

          
             Nation. Never had an easter
          

          
             Summer, and could
          

          
              
          

          
             Only see her photo
          

          
             If it was never taken.
          

          ​
          
             Software nimbostratus
          

          
             Prey on joy or pills.
          

          
              
          

          
             Petting the salt 
          

          
             Graves of lusts
          

          
              
          

          
             Where small wild
          

          
             Broken mutations
          

          
              
          

          
             Swirl
          

          
              
          

          
             Withdrawn from affection
          

          
             Laminating the cavernous
          

          
              
          

          
             Space made
          

          
             By will: 
          

          
              
          

          
             A thing of purity
          

          
             Plain as fashion.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
             Star-spotted-blue celebrity
          

          
             wikipedia rival pillow-slip.
          

          
              
          

          
             And warm
          

          
             Toil-worn gaze
          

          
             Jaunts to the
          

          
              
          

          
             Closedown Sirens
          

          
             Of roses in the
          

          
             Blue autumn rain
          

          ​
          
             Harm is superbly
          

          
             boring. It grows
          

          
              
          

          
             Within a tangle, and 
          

          
             knows nothing
          

          
             More.
          

          
              
          

          
             Servile blanket
          

          
             in the car of
          

          
             Purgatory! 
          

          
              
          

          
             A network mourning 
          

          
             the first bit
          

          
             Of mercy.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Compassion
          

          
             Broke or slipped into
          

          
              
          

          
             The folds, beautiful
          

          
             Suddenly, attentive
          

          
              
          

          
             It gestures at
          

          
             Insects falling
          

          
             From a muddy
          

          
             Sky. 
          

          
                          
          

          
             A generic light casually 
          

          
             Thrown away by the body's 
          

          
             Dwelling.
          

          
              
          

          
             An empty horse, and
          

          
             Clouds wearing dusty
          

          
             Buds that yellow
          

          
             In the early
          

          
             Morning. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Some phrases   Bias
          

          
             Others         Riot
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
             Unconscious questions.
          

          
             Unreactive clocks scrabbling
          

          
             Night's uncertainty.
          

          
              
          

          
             The problem
          

          
             Of time.
          

          
                   
          

          
             Beginning where you
          

          
             Have ceased
          

          
             To live.
          

          ​
          
             My sister said: Durex.
          

          
             Disembodied, quarterly 
          

          
             Metamorphosis.
          

          
              
          

          
             Theories, lazy from
          

          
             Licking leaves.
          

          
                               
          

          
             Mirrors, seeding a thousand
          

          
             Placenta granite thunderbolts.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             There is nothing
          

          
             to be thought.
          

          
                               
          

          
             Candy cheap milk.
          

          
              
          

          
             Coffins riding on soap.
          

          
              
          

          
             Rocks casting mosses.
          

          
              
          

          
             Poetics wolves.
          

          ​
          
             endothelial 
          

          
             footlockers
          

          
             of arousal 
          

          
              
          

          
             computer fruit
          

          
             marrow frills
          

          
              
          

          
             $99 nauseous vinyl 
          

          
             cut along the madrigal
          

          
              
          

          
             aortic smirk 
          

          
             shelf face
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             60 stars, ululate,
          

          
             swaying like
          

          
             sweat-pistons
          

          
              
          

          
             healing a fresh
          

          
             morning deep inside us
          

          
              
          

          
             a basalt schist
          

          
             vale dollop
          

          
              
          

          
             nice enough to be 
          

          
             safe in the well
          

          
              
          

          
             unaggravated
          

          
             by any precise
          

          
             flow
          

          ​
          
             Monumental Vowels
          

          
             Of a torn-down engine
          

          
              
          

          
             The savage speech
          

          
             Of flesh whoring impulsions
          

          
              
          

          
             Unfiltered force
          

          
              
          

          
             The gifts of a
          

          
             Manic genius no
          

          
             One can touch
          

          
              
          

          
             A healing event
          

          
             Where bodies are
          

          
             Only ideas of
          

          
             Impalement
          

          
              
          

          
             Doomsday
          

          
             Opinion
          

          
             Studies.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                      
          

          
             a strong, single
          

          
             raindrop of movement, the
          

          
             light of asylums
          

          
             predicting suns
          

          
                
          

          
             freestyle, guileless tongues
          

          
             laughing at deflated
          

          
             sundered clones
          

          
              
          

          
             melting and quiver sucking
          

          
             at open fontanels
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                    
          

          
             a hyperfine grub niche
          

          
             bilateral spills onto grass
          

          
              
          

          
             a selma dolphin weeps over
          

          
             the possibility of precariousness
          

          
              
          

          
             hidden in love, pixel silos 
          

          
             spike the dervishing
          

          
              
          

          
             fury disarming
          

          
             loaned beauty 
          

          
              
          

          
             that died,
          

          
             scrolling 
          

          
             senselessness
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             positron
          

          
             albatross
          

          
             lawns, where
          

          
             ​
          

          
             naked leaves
          

          
             bind ventricle sutras
          

          
             into plastic bales
          

          
              
          

          
             madrigal weedy pyroxenes 
          

          
             augmentation mesmerised
          

          
             by fungicide dew
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                      
          

          
              
          

          
             Freedom, saturated in
          

          
             An excess of solidarity,
          

          
             Deluded itself 
          

          
             Until there was 
          

          
             No doubt.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             in the tragic
          

          
             conventional disentangled innervation
          

          
             of fashion
          

          
              
          

          
             i see ash 
          

          
             as empty as 
          

          
             remedy
          

          ​
          
             wringing the prokaryotic jargon
          

          
              
          

          
             isolated facts
          

          
             pistil sow 
          

          
             virus occupancy
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                        
          

          
             energy-inertia-inversion
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             whack-off overdose 
          

          
             lubrication hawk 
          

          
             acronyms
          

          
              
          

          
             model therapy’s
          

          
             dream stores
          

          
              
          

          
             eukaryotic fevered
          

          
             joysticking fountains
          

          
             bathed in pillows
          

          
              
          

          
             organized kinetic purpose
          

          
             downriver from despair
          

          
              
          

          
             hypercivic desires
          

          ​
          
             With its
          

          
             Abstract slur 
          

          
             And hand-me-down
          

          
             Pain, a harried
          

          
             Elevator descends
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Somewhere
          

          
             There is a river 
          

          
             Hunting
          

          
             Mountains
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I am a tramp, light-headed.
          

          
              
          

          
             Army flies on the upraised
          

          
             Face of someone’s
          

          
             Baby.
          

          
              
          

          
             And a large fig hanging
          

          
             Off the end of dawn.
          

          ​
          
             Learning bacteria, solid
          

          
             Lilies of pure threefold pearls
          

          
                           
          

          
             Entanglements and
          

          
             Tendons cakes, easily turned
          

          
             To what should become in grace
          

          
              
          

          
             The day's impulse proclaiming
          

          
             All else evident in fun
          

          
                          
          

          
             A corpuscular goddess, who loves
          

          
             Her own work emptied of sense
          

          
              
          

          
             Hectic, hard-working belief
          

          
             Manuals and false corn-tasseled
          

          
             Golf dancers slipping root handling
          

          
              
          

          
             Screwball shopping
          

          
             Garrulousness into
          

          
             Press-up pitho
          

          
             Raunch onions.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             You do not understand
          

          
             what order is
          

          
              
          

          
             Within yourself,
          

          
             a tiny rhizome of
          

          
             presence vomits
          

          
             tornado walls
          

          
              
          

          
             And all the scalpel of
          

          
             your ardors
          

          
             blow sudden rain
          

          
             into light
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Mud-bedded
          

          
             in the aftergait
          

          
             rope juice
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Waveforms advancing
          

          
             Blindly gripping 
          

          
             Buried nirvana
          

          
              
          

          
             Perseverance trembling 
          

          
             Quenched, quieted
          

          
             Into pity waiting
          

          ​
          
             The bodies
          

          
             poets wear
          

          
              
          

          
             arrive with
          

          
             a slow gravity
          

          
             on the nape of
          

          
             a pendulum
          

          
              
          

          
             and nest things
          

          
             in moonshine
          

          
             before climbing
          

          
             another loaned vein
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             The smartphone testosterone
          

          
             of my sex might
          

          
             release effluence
          

          
              
          

          
             Graphic screams and scents
          

          
             of hemlock-flowers
          

          
                     
          

          
             People floating by
          

          
             drenched in speckled
          

          
             redesign. Neutral,
          

          
             silent toilets
          

          
              
          

          
             And blunt scabs of 
          

          
             Rogue decision lures
          

          
              
          

          
             Forgiveness cumming
          

          
             as peat in delirium's 
          

          
             liposuction
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                      
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Unknown browsers 
          

          
             lesion thrust
          

          
              
          

          
             Then,
          

          
             as if incurious, 
          

          
                              
          

          
             send
          

          
             pathological rivers
          

          
             to scratch
          

          
             what doesn't exist
          

          
              
          

          
             Aeschylus, I
          

          
             hear, accepted
          

          
             all things.
          

          
              
          

          
             All the self:
          

          
             whole trees of it,
          

          
                                      
          

          
             struck into
          

          
             apricot skin
          

          ​
          
             --the circle 
          

          
             headache: wasp
          

          
             bridges terms
          

          
              
          

          
             of sphered capricious
          

          
             sandstone judgment,
          

          
             windmills and bodies
          

          
              
          

          
             fucking prescriptions
          

          
             where everyone
          

          
             comes quickly everywhere
          

          
              
          

          
             medulla granting
          

          
             tinder neat desire
          

          
              
          

          
             nook pillows
          

          
             denoting wet
          

          
             limbs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                              
          

          
             A lover, dazed with
          

          
             tranquillity,
          

          
             traveled, 
          

          
             not thinking
          

          
                                    
          

          
             and came
          

          
             into paradise
          

          
             vibrant
          

          
              
          

          
             memory clean
          

          
             organic decisions 
          

          
              
          

          
             developed from basilar
          

          
             compulsion pyramids
          

          
              
          

          
             blueprints of meaning marked
          

          
             with death and beauty,
          

          
             earth, herbs, and motels
          

          
              
          

          
             sheep on
          

          
             meat highways
          

          
              
          

          
             swampy initiates
          

          
             to an impersonal
          

          
              
          

          
             slippery world
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                
          

          
             delivery-day
          

          
             press-the-button
          

          
             shut-ins
          

          
              
          

          
             lashing 
          

          
              
          

          
             self-cautious 
          

          
             shaft-browsing
          

          
             dot-requiring
          

          
              
          

          
             nothing
          

          ​
          
             appetites slay
          

          
             images set there
          

          
             to play ointment
          

          
              
          

          
             macroblock turbo
          

          
             overreach cracked
          

          
             vertebrae ethereum
          

          
              
          

          
             nanosecond teleological
          

          
             honey-breathing caress
          

          
             dregs s-ignoring flesh
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                                
          

          
             web 2.0 ringtones of
          

          
             post-desert bellowing
          

          
             corpse thistle
          

          
              
          

          
             knit synonym
          

          
             celibacy hawks 
          

          
             into stones
          

          
              
          

          
                         
          

          
             here is a flowing curve
          

          
             of drifting ground
          

          
              
          

          
             desire's tired roots
          

          
             whirling, eating
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             husk culvert
          

          
             pseudonym drowned
          

          
             entropy loam glycerines
          

          ​
          
             sewage diaphragm
          

          
             surface tumours
          

          
              
          

          
             sense distant
          

          
             phenomena 
          

          
              
          

          
             obscene
          

          
             virtues
          

          
              
          

          
             stupid
          

          
             social 
          

          
              
          

          
             progeniture
          

          
             nymphomania
          

          
              
          

          
             aerosol
          

          
             warheads
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             One summer, she jumped
          

          
             out from the grave
          

          
              
          

          
             and walked under birch trees
          

          
             to see the moon
          

          
             with its holes
          

          
             of splayed fruit
          

          
              
          

          
             its porous skin
          

          
             swaying, a sight
          

          
             fit for a soft
          

          
             matchless soul.
          

          ​
          
             They come to the moment
          

          
             When time comes in
          

          
              
          

          
             Hissing into
          

          
              
          

          
             Invisible influx 
          

          
             Ambush bicores
          

          
              
          

          
             Smoking diarrhea 
          

          
             Cyberculture
          

          
              
          

          
             Terminal microbes cut
          

          
             By industrial-grade pleasure 
          

          
              
          

          
             Fuck pirates screaming:
          

          
             Begone! Go away!
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A Buddha sleeps tenderly, inside
          

          
             Suppressed reveries of vigour, and
          

          
             Small, hardened animosities
          

          
              
          

          
             Trapped in
          

          
             Dying gardens, mottled 
          

          
             With an implacable fever
          

          
              
          

          
             Relationship landscapes
          

          
             Tasting an atrocity
          

          
             Inside living blessed doubt.
          

          ​
          
             Let the sun rise, let
          

          
             lilac-time
          

          
              
          

          
             today, for the ash
          

          
             honey phosphors
          

          
             of self-love
          

          
              
          

          
             illuminate a happy 
          

          
             igneous sky
          

          
             bit by a low
          

          
             salve! 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Satellites 
          

          
             At the dorsal-studded
          

          
             Destination 
          

          
              
          

          
             Suture a quilt of 
          

          
             Powerlessness
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                     
          

          
             Being craving, love.
          

          
              
          

          
             Among fluorescent and
          

          
             sad markdown music.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Sensed, beyond stub antipathy,
          

          
             as offshore masseuse
          

          
             trust flotillas
          

          
              
          

          
             watery drift cyclones
          

          
             of swill-formed
          

          
             pulsing blight
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             As we freckle
          

          
             sleep in husky echoes
          

          
             twisting blind instinctual
          

          
             freedom into an illuminated
          

          
             warm foam, a transcortical
          

          
             money-cruel forgotten
          

          
             on-site lentil-comet
          

          
             dwindling away to
          

          
             evolve fog
          

          
             well-framed as
          

          
             random instant 
          

          
             unimportant commissioned
          

          
             gravol yearning sufficient
          

          
             to will sleep
          

          ​
          
             Snarled eye-rolling
          

          
             Rage. Free of
          

          
             Savagery or humility.
          

          
              
          

          
             Cut to a lemon blu-ray flash-
          

          
             Wave of virile martyrs.
          

          
              
          

          
             Hitting the glia exercise signs
          

          
             And demanding distortions
          

          
              
          

          
             That possess conscience,
          

          
             Old dreams, or irradiating bombs.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ego impetigo
          

          
             IV testicles
          

          
              
          

          
             phoenix fidget
          

          
             thunder minnows
          

          
             lamb water
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the ailments
          

          
              
          

          
             of a  polygon
          

          
             nectar biting
          

          
             phial starved
          

          
             pinkish light 
          

          
              
          

          
                                
          

          
             Wished for Nothing
          

          ​
          
             Drenched in fermented locust
          

          
             pali horn half-mildewed sag
          

          
                                
          

          
             sauna-deployment gratitude and
          

          
             endocannabinoids groveling in
          

          
             the marrow galley of pearl-slake
          

          
             counterpoint fissure
          

          
              
          

          
             wound day-glow imponderables 
          

          
             creeping tenderly among
          

          
              
          

          
             machines pleased by the complicated
          

          
             colors at the ancestral
          

          
             store 
          

          
              
          

          
             the shit
          

          
             of the deal's 
          

          
             pointer level
          

          
              
          

          
             an arrogant 
          

          
             antipsychotic
          

          
             spit
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             buttons wear
          

          
             randomized
          

          
             electron
          

          
             groin
          

          
             savor
          

          
             focussing
          

          
             essence
          

          ​
          
             In the greater
          

          
             Details    of
          

          
             Invective  discarded
          

          
             Polished sounds, the
          

          
             Earth is never quite
          

          
             There.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Post-central Feminism
          

          
             Bleed Seed-time
          

          
             Mix-Glass
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Waits to assemble 
          

          
             a righteous  rage
          

          
             to           love
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                     
          

          
             poisson polled abrasions
          

          
             tetanus willow databases
          

          
             scandal swathed dopamine
          

          
             ​
          

          
             and the skin
          

          
             editions of
          

          
             sun's sugar
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Tapenade
          

          
             Shot from the penis pages
          

          
             of tadpoles.
          

          
              
          

          
             Disruptive
          

          
             Delight 
          

          
             Thumbing itself.
          

          
              
          

          
             Poorhouse
          

          
             Zoological hustlers 
          

          
             Wrinkling radicalized beauty.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I know nothing of you:
          

          
              
          

          
             unwoven grobbled
          

          
             in a shroud gilt 
          

          
             of opiate light
          

          
             ​
          

          
             feeling an 
          

          
             eternity
          

          
             imagined
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                   
          

          
             Self’s Own Body 
          

          
              
          

          
             Emanating from the 
          

          
             True because its
          

          
             Brain-combed 
          

          
             Role-playing
          

          
             Calm
          

          
              
          

          
             Ate a tectonic array
          

          
             Of microscopic dream
          

          
              
          

          
             Hustling marijuana 
          

          
             Hybrid-text vomit.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And to be clean,
          

          
             to check the trees
          

          
              
          

          
             To awaken, dispersed
          

          
             with blood, as though
          

          
              
          

          
             All moments 
          

          
             are, in a way,
          

          
             half dead. 
          

          
              
          

          
             To become desire
          

          
             auditing air
          

          
              
          

          
             Aerating a silence 
          

          
             Ensconced in branded 
          

          
             Obscure nurture curves within
          

          
              
          

          
             A core of 
          

          
             Annihilated 
          

          
             Secrets.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Lodged beneath
          

          
             Aromatic ash
          

          
              
          

          
             Order is diagnosed 
          

          
             As the drones sleep.
          

          
              
          

          
             We wait for them to
          

          
             Emit a bucket of living messages, a
          

          
              
          

          
             Blob of invectives,
          

          
             And gestural ant's plunder
          

          
              
          

          
             Molecular debts in the 
          

          
             Crystal files descending
          

          
             ​
          

          
             To a subset
          

          
             Of lost, unintended,
          

          
             Artificially managed force
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Dying -- stats!
          

          
             I am rain -- more
          

          
             Wish than 
          

          
             Numbering, your
          

          
             Grief, I was never
          

          
             Anyone's wonder
          

          
              
          

          
                                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Neuroscientists 
          

          
             arrange an ostensibly proper
          

          
              
          

          
             Memory of life, escort the
          

          
             aggressive, ashamed, unseen
          

          
              
          

          
             Lonely source singing 
          

          
             to blind death and sleep
          

          ​
          
             I swim
          

          
             Converging into
          

          
             Accumulated
          

          
             Coltrane 
          

          
             Stars 
          

          
             Locked
          

          
             By fascist 
          

          
             Hunters
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Worms are cunning objects
          

          
              
          

          
             their price conceals
          

          
             a volcanic
          

          
             abject transparent
          

          
             structure
          

          
              
          

          
             ascension forms
          

          
             leaking buttercup
          

          
             sand into silence.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Lists of things
          

          
             understood,
          

          
             in the meadow 
          

          
             as aspects of
          

          
             a never-known fire.
          

          ​
          
             Belly-button
          

          
             Infrastructures grip
          

          
              
          

          
             The human obstetric
          

          
             Divided-soul funnel 
          

          
              
          

          
             And rise
          

          
             From the dust-bull sea
          

          
              
          

          
             Hand-washing
          

          
             Oblivion
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Breathless,
          

          
             Subversion
          

          
             re-Boots
          

          
             Praxis into the
          

          
             Deliciousness of Sleep.
          

          
              
          

          
             Free-range shrink-wrapped astral
          

          
             Parboiled dendrite-to-dendrite
          

          
             Acute-delight.
          

          
              
          

          
             Curmudgeon
          

          
             Swelling rewind
          

          
             Fountains.
          

          ​
          
             It is good
          

          
              
          

          
             To tell my desperate 
          

          
             Coping power passion
          

          
              
          

          
             The oil-drilling
          

          
             Names 
          

          
             Zero 
          

          
             Drowned
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
             nude 
          

          
             lime-clouded
          

          
             ideas
          

          
              
          

          
             open my sap
          

          
             near you
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             VPNs
          

          
              
          

          
             Kill the anchoring splines 
          

          
             Of government surveillance
          

          
              
          

          
             And slide
          

          
             the satellite's eye 
          

          
             away from war
          

          
              
          

          
             Trepan data from
          

          
             ideology's virtuoso 
          

          
             scrotum
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             PAMO
          

          
              
          

          
             Promote
          

          
             Anonymous
          

          
             Microscale
          

          
             Orgasms
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And all of it will begin
          

          
             To secure us.
          

          
              
          

          
             Churl view, inimitable, everywhere,
          

          
              
          

          
             Payment-suppressing 
          

          
             Sex-drug
          

          
             Real
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Retrofitted
          

          
             Onformation
          

          
             Wart-bruised 
          

          
             Double-barrelled
          

          
             Delight. 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                
          

          
             little tulips, mud-bedded 
          

          
             and sick, swill frames to
          

          
              
          

          
             compose a great cruelty, and 
          

          
             in this argument of fate
          

          
             count desire as
          

          
              
          

          
             arrogance 
          

          
             continued
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And virtually all
          

          
             Nonsense travels with big hopes
          

          
             Straight to lobotomy war, to
          

          
             Bingo night respect-tussle a
          

          
             Bubble of zigzagged
          

          
             Buoyancy in a dream of mozart's
          

          
             Pretty sleeve extending
          

          
             Sharp biohazard
          

          
             Stillness.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             inexact entrails
          

          
             filch   alien
          

          
             profundity 
          

          
              
          

          
             to wrap
          

          
             years in
          

          
             lost  cream
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Muck prone
          

          
             beguile seeds
          

          
              
          

          
             Upon this remote
          

          
             axis of buried
          

          
              
          

          
             Deviation harnesses
          

          
             & abyss stories
          

          ​
          
             Require the slumber
          

          
             Of the seed to
          

          
             Reverse duty;
          

          
              
          

          
             The best tenderness
          

          
             Of honey to offer
          

          
             The shadows a sun; 
          

          
              
          

          
             Torqued bulging lavender
          

          
             Powders, to grow heavy
          

          
             Within paradox;
          

          
              
          

          
             Saltwater of the wall,
          

          
             To pray for all the others
          

          
             Portrayed as sorry fools;
          

          
              
          

          
             And enameled clay to gush
          

          
             Again, in the mirror of its foe.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Dappled tide
          

          
             Salient, indifferent
          

          
              
          

          
             Calm, infinitely
          

          
             Reclusive, descended 
          

          
             Awareness
          

          
              
          

          
             A pretty intent 
          

          
             Of the soil
          

          
             Melts here
          

          
              
          

          
             Tindr warm
          

          
             Venus yields
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Mountains move 
          

          
             Scarred under mists
          

          
              
          

          
             Hurled from precise 
          

          
             Biting  greenhouses
          

          
              
          

          
             Gorging  holes
          

          
             In sky peripheries
          

          
              
          

          
             To manifest and
          

          
             Applaud cerebellums
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Rows of dusty
          

          
             Men, the greeks
          

          
             Denounced, the poets, and unclean
          

          
             Boys, the drive-immobilized girls
          

          
             Graciously
          

          
             Cared for and lost 
          

          
             Within the intrusive
          

          
             Labyrinthine
          

          
             Asylums and
          

          
             Deletions of
          

          
             The uncertainties:
          

          
              
          

          
             Ignorance
          

          
             Happiness
          

          
             Power
          

          
              
          

          
             They make
          

          
             A featureless land
          

          
              
          

          
             Churning and levitating
          

          
             Retinas as red as a
          

          
             Fluttering benign darkness.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             symmetry 
          

          
             velvet singing
          

          
             talcum killed
          

          
             consolations
          

          
             into circulation
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                      
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             shimmering wounds
          

          
             wistfully maniac
          

          
             meditating on
          

          
             the undesirable
          

          
             compassion
          

          
             a chortling torn 
          

          
             jaw acquires
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                           
          

          
             An odor of fossils off-screen
          

          
             a machine-wish tripod 
          

          
             pretending to stare at latrine
          

          
             love-scored nectarines
          

          
              
          

          
             Ebullient, skinned in
          

          
             Rhetoric cut bliss,
          

          
             Its ancient terrible rooms of
          

          
                              
          

          
             Sphenoid usability
          

          
             swiping and ranking despair
          

          
             sluicy-rain, people-grounded
          

          
              
          

          
             Ballet  strategies
          

          
             barking souvenirs
          

          ​
          
             Profiteering
          

          
             Death whiffs
          

          
              
          

          
             Cutting
          

          
             Moments
          

          
              
          

          
             Of flock-fed
          

          
             Sutures hatched
          

          
              
          

          
             Child words
          

          
             Howling at locks
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Sun bloomed
          

          
             In the cellar 
          

          
             Of the waves
          

          
              
          

          
             And took inside, long
          

          
             Ticking 
          

          
             Ash
          

          
              
          

          
             A simple
          

          
             Oak asado 
          

          
             Love radio
          

          ​
          
             fragile tousled
          

          
             skillfulness wept
          

          
             quaint pillars of
          

          
             tempted dregs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             This was the
          

          
             Year where i thought
          

          
             Tiny stalks
          

          
             Belonged to the beautiful
          

          
              
          

          
             As a stone
          

          
             Gold crotch
          

          
             Restricting
          

          
             Orifices
          

          
              
          

          
             Plodded with
          

          
             Locked crispr 
          

          
             Mutant meat
          

          
              
          

          
             Thru akinesia energy
          

          
             To frill all marrow
          

          ​
          
             i'm not well,
          

          
             only a little heart,
          

          
             on the floor
          

          
              
          

          
             a future, 
          

          
             nervous and prideful 
          

          
             propped on the table
          

          
             smiling 
          

          
              
          

          
             a machinery wishing
          

          
             to fall
          

          
             into the unburnt 
          

          
             aptness of
          

          
             rapt ads
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Simmering
          

          
             Here, on the blind deck
          

          
              
          

          
             An emcee 
          

          
             Guilt treacle, twirls
          

          
             A swirling signal.
          

          
              
          

          
             Vole invincible
          

          
             Eyes caught
          

          
             In the immediacy 
          

          
             Of a
          

          
             Yes
          

          
              
          

          
             Sound
          

          
             Descends on the tongue. A
          

          
             Hot elm champagne
          

          
             Umber songbird 
          

          
              
          

          
             Conjoined with
          

          
             Cursed rare remains.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             These leaves
          

          
             leak dark milk:
          

          
              
          

          
             Frost weeds and lilac
          

          
             voice waste;
          

          
              
          

          
             A kite ridge
          

          
             boudoir soil that
          

          
             silk sprawls
          

          
             over walls.
          

          
              
          

          
             Limp talk damaged
          

          
             by joy. A systematic
          

          
             system that purrs. 
          

          
              
          

          
                               
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Passion discovered moisture
          

          
              
          

          
             In spiking bands of incidental
          

          
             Fuzzy matter-of-fact
          

          
             Fissure cruel
          

          
             Ridiculously-loose snarls
          

          
              
          

          
             The force
          

          
             Of energized
          

          
             Persistence in the
          

          
              
          

          
             Human body is an emptiness dragging
          

          
             Its trusted impaired mind-sag into
          

          
             The human throat where many small
          

          
             Innervated simple concentrations
          

          
              
          

          
             Thrive
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                  
          

          
             i am listening
          

          
             somehow to what
          

          
             has been saved
          

          
              
          

          
             to dregs of
          

          
             unlaced proteins
          

          
              
          

          
             sexual corner signatures 
          

          
             of over-sweet obedient
          

          
             laired glances
          

          
              
          

          
             and ever-growing
          

          
             cleft-filled thirsty
          

          
             lovers
          

          
             ​
          

          
             in the park where primates
          

          
             shape freedom from nothing
          

          
              
          

          
             & mountain-language psychiatrists
          

          
             laugh to breed a myriad of ruin
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             at the seething door
          

          
             thick lush jellyfish
          

          
             teemed all night
          

          
              
          

          
             a frolicked consensus: 
          

          
             alignment drive   of 
          

          
             cortisone classified
          

          
              
          

          
             sane status bending
          

          
             a place for new 
          

          
             muscles to huddle
          

          
              
          

          
             to lob caparisoned
          

          
             chocolate amethysts
          

          
             at temporo-occipital 
          

          
             vapor homes
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Orphans problematise
          

          
             Cyclical systems, their
          

          
              
          

          
             Blissful washing tickles
          

          
             The tyranny bosom of history
          

          
              
          

          
             Their faces weeping
          

          
             Praise rarely-glimpsed
          

          
              
          

          
             Waves: mammy-apple sys-ops
          

          
             Down-at-heel culture-hordes
          

          
             And scarcity subroutine-insula
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             heave the
          

          
             color of dew
          

          
              
          

          
             armoury-anchored into a
          

          
             darkening erasable nano
          

          
              
          

          
             bone
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             You can
          

          
             Now enter 
          

          
             Your life
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Its elusive
          

          
             Sphere-deep doubt
          

          
             Sloshing
          

          
              
          

          
             Google-shattered
          

          
             Fern transmitted
          

          
              
          

          
             Identical identities
          

          
              
          

          
             You can
          

          
             Brilliantly
          

          
             Die at home
          

          
              
          

          
             You can be the changeless
          

          
             Face of one who
          

          
             Loves
          

          
              
          

          
             You can fold objects 
          

          
             That few understand
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Synthetic
          

          
             Pregnant 
          

          
             Malls
          

          
              
          

          
             Before 
          

          
             Commodity Lake
          

          
             Sealed Home
          

          ​
          
             clinging to waken softly in
          

          
             a deep still submerged usual
          

          
              
          

          
             to rot in semi-autonomous
          

          
             internalized change
          

          
              
          

          
             B-pyramid mad, proto-bretonian 
          

          
             weapons beached in waters
          

          
              
          

          
             broken as the scarcity 
          

          
             of an organised
          

          
             gastrointestinal koan
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Tonight 
          

          
             there was no well
          

          
              
          

          
             what will i
          

          
             had was ancient work
          

          
             seasoned  by stasis
          

          
              
          

          
             pungent credit
          

          
             consecrated for 
          

          
             ritual   impracticability
          

          
              
          

          
             a sleek mineral design
          

          
             stabbed into veins
          

          
             ​
          

          
             a piece of light discarded
          

          
             within rivermist
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             i’m walking among scraps
          

          
             of newlyweds:
          

          
              
          

          
             reading cork 
          

          
             shed by anguish
          

          
              
          

          
             howling wretched open
          

          
             whispering at a gun
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                         
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The sound
          

          
             Of nothing breaking
          

          
             An ocean into gutter
          

          
              
          

          
             Its bifurcation
          

          
             strong hushed
          

          
             stunted cutting
          

          
              
          

          
             A virtual intrusion:
          

          
             permanent unimposing
          

          
             sunny-edged spasm
          

          
              
          

          
             Chaos-spawn
          

          
             appropriated-proprioception
          

          
              
          

          
             Vice mathematical perishing
          

          
             Taking the pass to zero.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Amulets, grated beets
          

          
             And drinks 
          

          
             Are drugs
          

          
              
          

          
             Stew ugly prayer
          

          
             Reapers wounded with
          

          
             fermented baldness
          

          
              
          

          
             Fluctuating between
          

          
             Wigged explosions
          

          
             Dreaming the inarticulate
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             fate dies like morning light
          

          
             a fertile antelope
          

          
             taken by the dark rushes
          

          
             from every voice
          

          
              
          

          
             as if mended listlessness
          

          
             smudged oil onto collapsed
          

          
             pheromones
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Buff submissive semiotic esperanto
          

          
             inclusion combed crops of sordel
          

          
             stumbling down levels
          

          
             beside me, slim and alive.
          

          
              
          

          
             Rocks flowing along new moon apex
          

          
             tracks, cheered by die-hard
          

          
             pure hostile alien necessity, and
          

          
             poems by parsons and psychiatrists.
          

          
              
          

          
             Designed cayman cities delving out
          

          
             in del outsider sloppier pull out 
          

          
             pull fullness.
          

          
              
          

          
             Now we touch It? In their mouths, the rope is
          

          
             monotonous, like a horde of birds
          

          
             its petals becoming a barren unwearied
          

          
             quantity exchanging clots.
          

          ​
          
             I'm almost leavening
          

          
             trickle armies, arranging
          

          
             counterpoint beauty, developing
          

          
             a flash-photo birche belief,
          

          
             a clock underneath hairy alkaline
          

          
             lotion bottled as kaput torque.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             bated husking
          

          
             incredulous fresh
          

          
             globalization cruiser
          

          
              
          

          
             metastatic distancing 
          

          
             habitation marooned 
          

          
              
          

          
             mortality whorl 
          

          
             cravings
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             unfold the milk
          

          
             structure with no
          

          
             transcortical medium
          

          
              
          

          
             census soil
          

          
             mp3 engagement
          

          
             renders spoils
          

          
              
          

          
             vibrating out from
          

          
             interior—thick petals 
          

          
             behind laced intimacy
          

          
              
          

          
             an infestation 
          

          
             perplexed by a sea of
          

          
             suicide-related resolve
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             In this house she ate love 
          

          
             -- so outmoded
          

          
              
          

          
             A crowded exciting resurrection
          

          
              
          

          
             Bright swift larynx
          

          
             Canyon of sweet fate
          

          
             Exploding from a swan
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                    
          

          
             Each day it
          

          
             Was dull to abide
          

          
             And be proud of
          

          
             Reason
          

          
              
          

          
             Bacteria
          

          
             Reviving shields in
          

          
             Malicious knots
          

          
              
          

          
             Parenthetical
          

          
             Marks in volcanic
          

          
             Blind bodiless ruptures
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             strangers await 
          

          
             a monotonous
          

          
             sometimes
          

          
                       
          

          
             miles into future careers
          

          
             of senile absence
          

          
              
          

          
             teleological disturbances
          

          
             stirred with indubitable snicker-snack
          

          
             sacrilege tangles
          

          
              
          

          
             heisenberg-dead peacock-shrine
          

          
             episodic fiji-eyed muff-revenge with
          

          
             blame-enemies and cinemascope- 
          

          
             hypophyseal wallet-tears
          

          ​
          
             beta couples
          

          
             collect lush
          

          
              
          

          
             herd paths
          

          
             mind's radius
          

          
              
          

          
             vermeer assonance 
          

          
             hiroshima leaves
          

          
              
          

          
             dorsal assertions
          

          
             in an autosomal shed
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the inward
          

          
             worshipers
          

          
              
          

          
             whose hieroglyph tea is
          

          
             a trap tidied and spread
          

          
             over night's amorous
          

          
             hidden hole
          

          
              
          

          
             lock words you
          

          
             have no reason to
          

          
             write into the wallpaper
          

          ​
          
             a route has
          

          
             been surgically packed
          

          
              
          

          
             a panacea of
          

          
             intrusive sarcophagi:
          

          
              
          

          
             money, laundromat, office,
          

          
             malpractice, milk, makeup
          

          
              
          

          
             orchard, cineplex, neurotransmitter,
          

          
             donuts, thistle, wood, cracker-sparks
          

          
              
          

          
             immortal, center, liquids,
          

          
             beeswax, maggot, tide, ribs
          

          
              
          

          
                                              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A blogosphere gland invents
          

          
             fullerene scotoma
          

          
              
          

          
             reckless melted
          

          
             nymphomania
          

          
              
          

          
             multinational sweets
          

          
             sobscure drinks 
          

          
              
          

          
             and kale-draining
          

          
             think-buildings
          

          
              
          

          
             whistling
          

          
             beneath word 
          

          
             moraines
          

          ​
          
             cephalopods and cockroaches
          

          
             probe the inflammation swarm
          

          
                       
          

          
             of selfhood
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             abominably sweet
          

          
              
          

          
             painful tact 
          

          
             sign kindled
          

          
              
          

          
             in the hot 
          

          
             failure propagated
          

          
              
          

          
             folding @ home 
          

          
             unwinds resilience
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A dark sun spins
          

          
             A terrible joke
          

          
             Of the real
          

          
              
          

          
             Your hair becomes a
          

          
             Way to spread
          

          
             My eyes open
          

          
             ​
          

          
             For you
          

          
             To drop
          

          
             The ironic
          

          
             Irony of
          

          
             Rewarded
          

          
             Autonomy
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             With the prophecy
          

          
             Of grief, I
          

          
              
          

          
             Covered the orange
          

          
             Rose with seedpods
          

          
              
          

          
             Burned shrouded
          

          
             Transformation
          

          
              
          

          
             And fed flowers to
          

          
             The venous espresso
          

          
             Headstone of clarity
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             fluffy palsy
          

          
             haematopoietic
          

          
             ​
          

          
             fern e-storage
          

          
             obituaries ravaging
          

          
             a distant stupid ordinary 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Meat the blame 
          

          
             I once called the
          

          
             Death of my body
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Penitence Harbour Icons Drill
          

          
             Horizon Conversations Willows
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             We ate the machine,
          

          
             Shook the thread
          

          
             That reached
          

          
             Our sheafs,
          

          
             And carefully 
          

          
             Washed a trap.
          

          
              
          

          
             And in time, facts 
          

          
             Accelerated to become 
          

          
             The mysteries of
          

          
             Captions.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Waiting for the whole
          

          
             Guest. With a secure glance
          

          
             Of long loves' breath
          

          
              
          

          
             Lopsided curve of the moon
          

          
                          
          

          
             Blue
          

          
             as classified
          

          
             noblesse.
          

          
              
          

          
             A porcelain incinerator.
          

          ​
          
             no electronic fragments
          

          
             to rebuke feeling
          

          
              
          

          
             no world-rot or harm or
          

          
             ocher bed-rock sweets
          

          
             swellen into herds to 
          

          
              
          

          
             span aphoristic
          

          
             conic scourged
          

          
              
          

          
             photographic mass-destruction
          

          
             gnarled and migrating 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                           
          

          
              
          

          
             Sun's Mammoth Cyclamen
          

          
              
          

          
             Curved skin LAN
          

          
             self-assembled
          

          
              
          

          
             skullcap
          

          
             iconoclastic 
          

          
             slick cinema
          

          
             cosmonaut 
          

          
             fed sky
          

          
             ocher
          

          ​
          
             Wakened Sexuality
          

          
             Provokes Ischemia
          

          
              
          

          
             Gist absolute flashes, and
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Light looks
          

          
             From you alone
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Your eyes
          

          
             Within a body 
          

          
             Of roaring words
          

          
              
          

          
             Seed homestead
          

          
              
          

          
             Close-downs
          

          
             & bell meat
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the names of many things 
          

          
             are born as atrocities
          

          
              
          

          
             tender-rocking 
          

          
             & sound-asleep
          

          
             lemon-released
          

          
             keys
          

          ​
          
             He slowly
          

          
             Toppled into the ruts
          

          
              
          

          
             To join
          

          
             Often powerful
          

          
             Always lightweight
          

          
              
          

          
             Worms 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Nothing
          

          
             chooses 
          

          
             to be 
          

          
             signified
          

          
              
          

          
                              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the roads
          

          
             thirsting
          

          
             drank him
          

          ​
          
             and out of
          

          
             riccotta infinite
          

          
             ablutions patches
          

          
              
          

          
             an orchard 
          

          
             anticipated 
          

          
             the hidden
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             she died calm
          

          
              
          

          
             an egg 
          

          
             musk spam
          

          
             involution ember
          

          
              
          

          
             riprap backdrop
          

          
             yogurt chant
          

          
              
          

          
             capsized nestling
          

          
             censorship machine
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                           
          

          
             channel-surf
          

          
             thought data
          

          
              
          

          
             sprang hard 
          

          
             fitness weave 
          

          
              
          

          
             milled femur apples
          

          
             from fountain funds 
          

          
              
          

          
             sedative junk
          

          
             t-bone heel typography
          

          
              
          

          
             hangover breath, and
          

          
             soothing coincidence
          

          
              
          

          
             lamination commodified
          

          
             with alzheimer moments 
          

          
              
          

          
             in pico packet quick-lime
          

          
             skin dialect couplings, to
          

          
              
          

          
             imagine the pain filters
          

          
             associated with a counterfeit
          

          
              
          

          
             joy, and sheen-wrinkled 
          

          
             sorrows saffroning over
          

          
             stuxnet
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Such water
          

          
              
          

          
             Burns distance so
          

          
             Nearness vanishes
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Between wave and
          

          
             Sweet spring green
          

          
              
          

          
             Bushy with intractable 
          

          
             Stark-stricken flood
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Massa's
          

          
              
          

          
             Escape-grown. Plated,
          

          
             Legible or pink-evolved
          

          
             7 mock-ellipsis chickens.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Imagining
          

          
              
          

          
             The slow
          

          
             Spume of chronology
          

          
             Forged
          

          
             Of ancient fields
          

          
              
          

          
             Where formidable 
          

          
             Light smells
          

          
             Of indispensable 
          

          
             Power and despair
          

          
             ​
          

          
             And the
          

          
             Noise of light 
          

          
             Is fast and clear
          

          
             Clasping a reality 
          

          
             That must be coy
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a sun in an elevator
          

          
             bent and settled
          

          
              
          

          
             poking inside 
          

          
             polished insouciance
          

          
              
          

          
             milking history 
          

          
             for eccentric orgies
          

          
              
          

          
             scammed remarks 
          

          
             that dab tax-exempt
          

          
              
          

          
             beeper weapons
          

          
             into wound receipts
          

          ​
          
             Information 
          

          
             dumped us in
          

          
             the lightless hills
          

          
              
          

          
             No one returned.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             inclusive fleets weave
          

          
             unjustified sensations
          

          
              
          

          
             into ironic news 
          

          
             that teaches the future 
          

          
             to not listen
          

          
              
          

          
             that shapes 
          

          
             the voice drifting
          

          
             where dusk's escape
          

          
             grows cut water
          

          ​
          
             I think we can say
          

          
              
          

          
             That nothing i
          

          
             Do now will sift 
          

          
             Into song
          

          
              
          

          
             Or flash my body back
          

          
             Into open
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Life churns
          

          
             Somewhere
          

          
              
          

          
             Projects
          

          
             Semblances 
          

          
              
          

          
             Supporting
          

          
             Conviction
          

          
              
          

          
             Illusions and
          

          
             Currents of 
          

          
             Fake confidence
          

          ​
          
             Teeth boots
          

          
             broken constantly
          

          
              
          

          
             Have gone to
          

          
             The garden, not to be known
          

          
              
          

          
             Not to be
          

          
             in the future,
          

          
              
          

          
             At all. 
          

          
              
          

          
             But in none just
          

          
             Seen
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             germ argument cargo 
          

          
             lazily, gene-coated
          

          
              
          

          
             thalamus banter kitten stones
          

          
             engraved within predilections
          

          
              
          

          
             analgesic radiance leaking 
          

          
             fluent solvency crisp wish 
          

          
              
          

          
             sizzle
          

          ​
          
             Here comes a brain, home from
          

          
             Achieving. So
          

          
             Language, among post-society-matter
          

          
              
          

          
             And elsewise ambiguous
          

          
             Hapless hoax wonder
          

          
              
          

          
             In amyotrophic 
          

          
             Ventilated beams of violence
          

          
              
          

          
             Scant divagations
          

          
             And dim auburn slut spare 
          

          
              
          

          
             Jargons, ruthfully constructs
          

          
             An anagram of conundrumming
          

          
             Autonomy.
          

          
              
          

          
             Chance thing-like:
          

          
             The only line
          

          
             Soon clogging.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             At this boundary
          

          
             Leave all things
          

          
              
          

          
             Irreplaceable branches
          

          
             Interested in agreement
          

          
              
          

          
             Complete the forms of a leaf
          

          
             Show a gift in the mouth and 
          

          
              
          

          
             A catastrophic meal
          

          
             Of unchanged feelings
          

          ​
          
             Kernel memories
          

          
             Breath an early 
          

          
              
          

          
             Moment
          

          
             Of us 
          

          
              
          

          
             Walking away
          

          
             From a field 
          

          
              
          

          
             — a river
          

          
              
          

          
             Thrown asymmetrically
          

          
             Into hungry curves
          

          
              
          

          
             Arriving at what is
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             You imagine
          

          
              
          

          
             What i want
          

          
             Is all or
          

          
             Part of me
          

          
              
          

          
             Crib-side honey
          

          
             Forgetfulness, nothing
          

          
             More: that cut sum
          

          
              
          

          
             Of homesickness
          

          ​
          
             Violins
          

          
             Savor
          

          
             Gyrating
          

          
              
          

          
             Holes of
          

          
             Eosinophilic 
          

          
             Corpses
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Sex Tomb on a Broken Satellite 
          

          
              
          

          
             hothouse fingers
          

          
             chanting
          

          
             about labor
          

          
             in dirty 
          

          
             reality's 
          

          
             eye 
          

          
              
          

          
             beatniks horological
          

          
             oozed grub
          

          
             vine ivs 
          

          
             into a shattered 
          

          
             sky
          

          
              
          

          
             minutes pulse 
          

          
             and rust
          

          
             gulch language
          

          
              
          

          
             fund the thunderbolt
          

          
             half-woke audacity of
          

          
             foaming blah
          

          ​
          
             Hope never
          

          
             Looked poetic
          

          
              
          

          
             Its bees 
          

          
             Only drip
          

          
             Light
          

          
              
          

          
             And living 
          

          
             The earth
          

          
             Remains
          

          
             Quiet
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Something is born clattering
          

          
             Out on the shoals:
          

          
              
          

          
             A watching. And it’s
          

          
             Not an intention to unravel. 
          

          
             Or a thing to not happen. Or
          

          
             Settings transiting between
          

          
             Situations. Nor does it ask:
          

          
              
          

          
             What makes 
          

          
             Vows inside
          

          
             The sea?
          

          ​
          
             Spilled theology ropes
          

          
             Amidst continuous TV
          

          
              
          

          
             To gather
          

          
             Parts of you
          

          
             From the grave
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Can you
          

          
             Continue to be non-being?
          

          
              
          

          
             Re-design 
          

          
             Words to
          

          
             Cross-fertilize
          

          
             Nocturnal submissions?
          

          
              
          

          
             Endure in death 
          

          
             A love that speaks
          

          
             Honeysuckle? 
          

          
              
          

          
             And stand on
          

          
             A chair in delirium
          

          
             Membrane waves and see
          

          
             Rules shuddering?
          

          
              
          

          
             This is not
          

          
             A boundary
          

          
             Harmful with
          

          
             Dread or god.
          

          
              
          

          
             Everyone is
          

          
             Here to know
          

          
             ​
          

          
             This magnificent 
          

          
             Bellowing puzzle
          

          
             Reminiscent of nothing.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                  
          

          
             Karma vimeo. 
          

          
             Garden trance.
          

          
                                  
          

          
             Toxic antennas 
          

          
             In a marrow
          

          
              
          

          
             Of encrusted voyeur
          

          
             Solution missiles
          

          
              
          

          
             Cake node closures
          

          
             That rest to act.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Brewed sleep,
          

          
             Quieting hunger 
          

          
             Grinds darkness.
          

          
              
          

          
             Phonic gaitered
          

          
             Commandment's snail
          

          
             Drifting
          

          
              
          

          
             A fire-red rabbit
          

          
             Hangs over a
          

          
             Threshing table
          

          
              
          

          
             In the window, sunlight
          

          
             Smells of flags, blankets
          

          
             Sold for moths, grass-roots 
          

          
             Glitter in public mirrors
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             She touches this
          

          
             Useless space. Recognizable
          

          
              
          

          
             In numberless
          

          
             Appointed subversions.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                            
          

          
             Feverfew 
          

          
             Monobloc
          

          
             Autonomous
          

          
              
          

          
             Equinox Milk
          

          
             Slaughterhouses
          

          
              
          

          
             Intracytoplasmic
          

          
             Luminous Fullerene
          

          
             Ambulance Claims
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Plum
          

          
             Snub
          

          
             Mud
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                             
          

          
             Despotism
          

          
             Hormone preening 
          

          
             A herd meme
          

          
              
          

          
             Seeks tyrant
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                          
          

          
             hybrid suburbs of
          

          
             an inner word
          

          
             ​
          

          
             stuff breath with
          

          
             innocent enthusiasms
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             In this
          

          
             Virus opera
          

          
              
          

          
             Within the primal
          

          
             Play-space of molten
          

          
             Late capitalism
          

          
              
          

          
             Kafka Medicis
          

          
             Covet Apollo 
          

          
             Wish vacuums
          

          
              
          

          
             Innate blind 
          

          
             Unretracted
          

          
              
          

          
             Monotonous
          

          
             Natural rot
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Her hand fragrant
          

          
             With orange peals
          

          
             Gave bread a bath
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Birthing buds of melodies
          

          
             Pierced by the silken blue
          

          
             Smoke of pity
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Velvet collages
          

          
             Caressing chanting
          

          
             Rainbows smothered 
          

          
             In lunatics
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Janus-calm june crocus sundrifts and
          

          
             blue hierarchy claws listen to morning
          

          
              
          

          
             Weeping moth unfolding light
          

          
             Stigmatophilia skull rain
          

          
              
          

          
             Parades 
          

          
             Hunting
          

          
             Appeased love
          

          
              
          

          
             On solemn ghoststreets
          

          
             Lacquered with dew, loosening
          

          
             Into the sky that swims
          

          
              
          

          
             Like a rat softly thru tectum
          

          
             Gates of stone-water
          

          
              
          

          
             Like wind consenting to interpolation
          

          ​
          
             Artvertiser Kissing 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             ingestion-demo 
          

          
             disorientation
          

          
              
          

          
             insolvent bouquet
          

          
             ethernet slurpee
          

          
              
          

          
             crude zeitgeist
          

          
             protest coils
          

          
              
          

          
             & ubiquitous 
          

          
             diluted 
          

          
             impossibilities
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                   
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                    
          

          
              
          

          
             At last they
          

          
             find worms
          

          
              
          

          
             and as instincts
          

          
             carry their wet 
          

          
              
          

          
             nights home
          

          
              
          

          
             their light
          

          
             nightingales, and
          

          
              
          

          
             their water ripples, 
          

          
             and their weeds fall,
          

          
             and their sweet shadows
          

          
                               
          

          
             touch the roof
          

          
             of heaven
          

          
              
          

          
             in crude caves
          

          
             of shredded
          

          
             muttering limbs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Solitude
          

          
              
          

          
             Love is past.
          

          
              
          

          
             Sad, it
          

          
             Dooms you. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Confines vision. Designs
          

          
             an always approaching
          

          
             never arriving 
          

          
              
          

          
             Migrant
          

          
             curling
          

          
             in the dry-dust
          

          
             under-belly
          

          
              
          

          
             of what
          

          
             was.
          

          ​
          
             Are you surprised?
          

          
              
          

          
             Now, celebrate the
          

          
             Hours, love 
          

          
             The dream &
          

          
                              
          

          
             Sage Marrow
          

          
             Orbit Dust
          

          
              
          

          
             Acquired 
          

          
             Without taming
          

          
              
          

          
             Spilled to 
          

          
             Entrance exile
          

          
              
          

          
             Placid as a coy bulldozer.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Orozco Bacchus spoke of
          

          
             interrelationship globs,
          

          
              
          

          
             Unmitigated manic-depressive
          

          
             cigars, beer, watercolors 
          

          
             and god-damn smart 
          

          
             incompatible
          

          
             brains
          

          
              
          

          
             sniffling and breakfasting at
          

          
             the edge of revelations in
          

          
              
          

          
             a wart where people
          

          
             love names, and the
          

          
             world wants every
          

          
             command to become a bit bolder,
          

          
                                  
          

          
                        
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Here and
          

          
             There
          

          
              
          

          
             We 
          

          
             Depose
          

          
             The arbitrary
          

          
              
          

          
             Drinking 
          

          
             Hollow beach
          

          
             Graveyard
          

          
             Television 
          

          
              
          

          
             Dressed in
          

          
             Self-ameliorated
          

          
             Military
          

          
             Lascivious
          

          
             Supercollider
          

          
             Rags
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Rain
          

          
             Marks 
          

          
             This poem
          

          
              
          

          
             It drinks 
          

          
             The light 
          

          
             Of sleep
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             babble internet
          

          
              
          

          
             pleas with sand
          

          
              
          

          
             riven by trim trauma 
          

          
             test-writing grifts
          

          
              
          

          
             reciting bureaucratic 
          

          
             inquiring about hugs
          

          
              
          

          
             dervish solidifying
          

          
             boundary carrion
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Tell the catastrophe:
          

          
             This is how i siege.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Twilight-wrenched
          

          
             Gifts forms
          

          
              
          

          
             Reverberation embracing
          

          
             Surface with worm veins
          

          
              
          

          
             Promiscuity 
          

          
             In the mask
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Chance branded
          

          
             Incarnation
          

          
             Melted rage
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Geeks Blossoming
          

          
             Wove neuropeptide replenishing
          

          
              
          

          
             dithering foo scent-out tributes
          

          
             into a vacuum, where lovers
          

          
             publish whispers
          

          ​
          
             preen breeze 
          

          
             ginger eons
          

          
             prism pyrenes
          

          
              
          

          
             and wonder
          

          
             alongside 
          

          
             turpitude 
          

          
              
          

          
             hollering at death: 
          

          
             stop!
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             We don't endure. We are.
          

          
              
          

          
             Naive beyond
          

          
             Sale-end 
          

          
             Peak-decoded
          

          
             Innocence 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             If goodness comes
          

          
             in February, it comes as a
          

          
              
          

          
             Dark sun exuding 
          

          
             Green glory, sweet
          

          
                                         
          

          
             Blood clocks 
          

          
             floating in 
          

          
             a golden pool 
          

          
             of killing
          

          
              
          

          
             A beast
          

          
             living 
          

          
             the heart's
          

          
             dull surprise
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             If the fossils
          

          
             Love blockades in 
          

          
             Spread-eagled minds
          

          
              
          

          
             The foliage mucus 
          

          
             Pterodactyl glades, &
          

          
             Sable obsequious laws
          

          
              
          

          
             Sterilize breath-wracked
          

          
             Mouths of rains arising
          

          
             Awoken to prayer, huddled
          

          
              
          

          
             Above hearts while great
          

          
             Shameless grandiose arrow
          

          
             Woes of phenomena
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Imply excessive dust-motes 
          

          
             Under the porn
          

          
             Pleasure of time.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                    
          

          
             A Parody 
          

          
              
          

          
             Love is an impatient wolf
          

          
             transgenetically fused with pigs
          

          
             feeding keys and cake-mix 
          

          
             to parables of contentment
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                    
          

          
             It
          

          
             Was my job
          

          
             To keep the middle of
          

          
             My day, like a dog
          

          
              
          

          
             As an empty
          

          
             Roadside field     
          

          
             Of knowledge
          

          
             Seeming to go on.
          

          
             All 
          

          
             Day I'd walk up the
          

          
             Morning or at night
          

          
             Ride to
          

          
             The next farm to
          

          
             Open immortal
          

          
             Tingling wishes
          

          
             Consumed by avalanches.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             our little skulls
          

          
             attend to their scythes 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the street pressed 
          

          
             dead and stumbled on
          

          
              
          

          
             as stock hardware bravado 
          

          
             turned to sickfresh tears
          

          
             ​
          

          
             and augers of a summer wind 
          

          
             burned deep into the bolted hill
          

          
             weeping mature stones
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a threaded wingbeat
          

          
             of “levity”
          

          
             draws a milkglass
          

          
             thalamus
          

          
             wrinkle on
          

          
             a mirror
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Pink & Scrawny Closure 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A tiger lives in a room over a shop 
          

          
             selling adulterated apples,
          

          
             and hydrogen musculoskeletal
          

          
             intelligentsia tortilla dreams
          

          
              
          

          
             Retroviral skinny msg den
          

          
             cufflinks, onyx scorching 
          

          
             heaven poised auburn eyes
          

          
             whose task is falling
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Into our loss, where 
          

          
             each dream cools
          

          
             tissues which flow
          

          
             explaining death
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                           
          

          
             my head contains
          

          
             a voice as gorgeous as
          

          
             memory suffocation
          

          
              
          

          
             as unusable as heaven 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             syllables
          

          
             clot 
          

          
              
          

          
             $25
          

          
             stockpiled 
          

          
             eisegesis
          

          
              
          

          
             cholo
          

          
             millennium 
          

          
             weather
          

          
             ​
          

          
             which leads
          

          
             doves 
          

          
             to putter
          

          
             in paradise
          

          
              
          

          
             forgotten in
          

          
             a place of 
          

          
             immense fibre
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Shut. Focused.
          

          
              
          

          
             Consciousness
          

          
             Is written with what
          

          
             I've learned to say
          

          
             About pain & pleasure
          

          
              
          

          
             Rainbow offal
          

          
             Proposal caches
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             your last symptom
          

          
             antiquity asperger
          

          
             ​
          

          
             rind 
          

          
             hung
          

          
              
          

          
             cliff fruit upon
          

          
             fire febricity
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                      
          

          
             Knowledge is the furious feedback of
          

          
             Ash, as nature,
          

          
             Put in a cell.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                
          

          
             Inebriated
          

          
             Rage reflux 
          

          
             of private triumph
          

          
              
          

          
             A fugitive wave, on which
          

          
             Living lies
          

          
             closed
          

          ​
          
             electro-wetting heliostats
          

          
             powered with raucous
          

          
             fertilizing strife, scrawl
          

          
             time on flipped temporary houses
          

          
              
          

          
             hospitals frighten cruel
          

          
             adorned, silent desire that
          

          
             death holds in its belly 
          

          
                 
          

          
             pure as furniture 
          

          
             eating water, evacuated
          

          
             and fused, fucked and shit
          

          
             koolema bundled wiliguru
          

          
              
          

          
             load-bearing opportunities, 
          

          
             withered prophetic sleepiness encryptions
          

          
             assiduous crouching in addiction
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Blasphemous. Stuporous,
          

          
             Xenofeminism Secrets
          

          
              
          

          
             A trauma trying
          

          
             To speak
          

          
             The body. 
          

          
              
          

          
             A windowpane gilded
          

          
             With herbicide 
          

          
             Relationships.
          

          
              
          

          
             Re-humanisation
          

          
             Cells.
          

          ​
          
             Will the
          

          
             carafe contain
          

          
             some seeds
          

          
             from the secrecy 
          

          
             of the road?
          

          
              
          

          
             silk,
          

          
             libation boards, bread,
          

          
             nannies, basements, migraines, 
          

          
             glossy icons, chairs.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Get up and fill
          

          
             time with sleep. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Is there any love in your world?
          

          
             Any yolks, books, neighbors,
          

          
             desks, motes, cluster-bombs?
          

          
              
          

          
             Whose blue feet nesting
          

          
             bury synapses in
          

          
             porous transient, 
          

          
             enhanced loyalty milk?
          

          
              
          

          
             No need for a worm's-eye view
          

          
             through glass models of social
          

          
             hallucinations!
          

          ​
          
             Surrounded with unpossessable
          

          
             Rain-beaten Chance
          

          
              
          

          
             Context protests
          

          
             The Buttons
          

          
              
          

          
             Security's gulch Siren
          

          
             Prodigal orchid
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                           
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Nucleus
          

          
             Idealism
          

          
             Tickles 
          

          
             Timorous
          

          
             Vows
          

          ​
          
             Ignorance is in a
          

          
             Room with jittering
          

          
             Sleepers
          

          
              
          

          
             It feeds the
          

          
             River's living woodlands 
          

          
             That sprawl across shawled and
          

          
             Coiling stars
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             hostname MRI
          

          
             bacterial GNU
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             mental-health
          

          
             meadows spread 
          

          
             casino photos
          

          
              
          

          
             imprecise freeform
          

          
             design drought
          

          
             pre-packaged
          

          
              
          

          
             patent-drained 
          

          
             feasts of
          

          
             mangy chatter 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             desire
          

          
             is anything which
          

          
                                 
          

          
             bottles
          

          
             perfumed deeds
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             it offers no warning, no dear
          

          
             hurt apoplexy plump mushroom
          

          
             amortizing the glowing goodbyies
          

          
              
          

          
             high in the dark, its hypotheses 
          

          
             map simplicity onto punishment
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             not many of us can wear the ocean
          

          
             or bear the ethereal warm 
          

          
             placenta of its rage
          

          ​
          
             Here we should miss
          

          
             old shambling roots
          

          
              
          

          
             telematic sweat gardens
          

          
             breasts you ate on
          

          
              
          

          
             pleasurable birds 
          

          
             who utter words
          

          
              
          

          
                      
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a chasmed cortex
          

          
             killed ardor
          

          
              
          

          
             silent as a teardrop 
          

          
             mongrel squirting out
          

          
             methodology powder
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Tightfisted.
          

          
              
          

          
             I thought at first sleep
          

          
             in my mouth was
          

          
             unpleasant
          

          
             ​
          

          
             and harvested
          

          
             smiling hot wet deference 
          

          
              
          

          
             sperm
          

          
             on my tongue's 
          

          
             pained preservatives
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the exiled house
          

          
              
          

          
             purified now by an embedded sadness
          

          
             a mystic language, and a superfast
          

          
             battle-net pimp-subaqueous 
          

          
             vapour of indigo
          

          
             excellence 
          

          
              
          

          
             enters the fly-besotted 
          

          
             mainstream
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Imagination-
          

          
             Rationalized
          

          
             Faith
          

          
             Refutes
          

          
             Play
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                           
          

          
             Scudding runnels
          

          
             smear gmail heirlooms
          

          
             and borealis murmurs
          

          
             on genesis orbits
          

          
              
          

          
             Lifting up  bones
          

          
             to anyone   marketing
          

          
             signs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             honey hormones 
          

          
             singing fresh 
          

          
             silence
          

          
              
          

          
             sing an old 
          

          
             immoderate codex
          

          
             of lyric spit truth
          

          
                           
          

          
             come to kill the
          

          
             ancient calm world
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             to meet
          

          
             your team 
          

          
             of golden
          

          
             vultures
          

          
              
          

          
             at noon
          

          
             circling
          

          
             your wet 
          

          
             cries
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Hips
          

          
             Bite
          

          
             Pre-emptive 
          

          
             Eyes, accompanying
          

          
             The wind's wanting
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             quiet
          

          
             unopened flowers
          

          
             ​
          

          
             flesh-buttered
          

          
             unprecedented
          

          
              
          

          
             abnormal 
          

          
             organic
          

          
              
          

          
             plunge mini-unicorn
          

          
             hacks into pertinent
          

          
              
          

          
             nights
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Sublation Puffed Packets
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             suck down the palsy buried
          

          
             leaves of holy instruments
          

          
              
          

          
             conceive razor-sharp 
          

          
             rivets of consumed knowledge
          

          
              
          

          
             wrap an orange concrete cage
          

          
             in 1-standard-deviation
          

          
             of snorted taste
          

          ​
          
             thaumaturgic heaven 
          

          
             confronts a
          

          
             collateralized amazon 
          

          
              
          

          
             fusion screeching 
          

          
             7/11 detours
          

          
              
          

          
             transmediale coral shacks
          

          
             painted with lightning
          

          
              
          

          
             by antigone's braille star
          

          
             breathing flames
          

          
              
          

          
             pessimistic birds spitting
          

          
             sweeter than usual coherence
          

          
              
          

          
             dung-fed with passionate 
          

          
                             
          

          
             baklava
          

          
             praxis 
          

          
             mannerisms
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             each phone creates
          

          
             its own detention: a
          

          
              
          

          
             sum-sensitive, sexist 
          

          
             nonsteroidal aperture
          

          
              
          

          
             a dunking
          

          
             clown-melting 
          

          
             ribbon-canyon
          

          
             ​
          

          
             of bent mind inductions 
          

          
             above fatal dildo water
          

          
                         
          

          
                            
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                 
          

          
             brainwave permutation
          

          
             ambien bountiful
          

          
              
          

          
             limbs march thru cocoa
          

          
             crayon cherubim
          

          
             dispensing competitions
          

          
              
          

          
             stuttering
          

          
             like a corpse
          

          
              
          

          
             amid savage contortions
          

          
             married whispering 
          

          
             to heartbeat's
          

          
              
          

          
             daguerreotyped headrags 
          

          
             draped across internal fashions
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             You’re not crazy.
          

          
             You're not dying. 
          

          
              
          

          
             So why are you reeling?
          

          
                                          
          

          
             Brood wailing to god
          

          
             about the leftovers 
          

          
             of your
          

          
             Love?
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Words. Which
          

          
             are complex
          

          
                   
          

          
             enough for serotonin
          

          
             neighbourhoods, for immortal
          

          
              
          

          
             passports, for timeless abridged
          

          
             unresponsive smoldering masks,
          

          
              
          

          
             for speculative bruised 
          

          
             & ripened jellyfish,
          

          
              
          

          
             for 20% of the weird 
          

          
             applause at 5:25pm,
          

          
                   
          

          
              
          

          
             wilt Thought
          

          
             undrugged
          

          
             into tethered 
          

          
             abstractions
          

          
             & warm bare
          

          
             risk vacuums
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             stars drift away to resurrect
          

          
             themselves as cd-roms, something
          

          
             lost in us
          

          
              
          

          
             Deleuze harvesting lichen,
          

          
             Kauai, manhattan wheels
          

          
             burning rivers
          

          
              
          

          
             the scales
          

          
             of the ground growing
          

          
             sadder, a
          

          
                            
          

          
             transient system
          

          
             of timberwolves
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Speech, destined 
          

          
             to forget
          

          
              
          

          
             marrow-stems
          

          
             ​
          

          
             imposes
          

          
             line and 
          

          
             scene on 
          

          
             beyond
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                         
          

          
             My new work is need.
          

          
              
          

          
             I am sick with neat payments.
          

          
             Food is a plump worry.
          

          
              
          

          
             A real chimaera.
          

          
             PCBs fluently enduring.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                         
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             On an open bed
          

          
             Soap writes elation
          

          
              
          

          
             Unmanageable deaths
          

          
             Drunk and mad and maybe
          

          
              
          

          
             The idea of cithron-bacchae
          

          ​
          
             Choose now
          

          
             Knowing what is
          

          
             Come and die 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Googling Lake
          

          
             in whose nest
          

          
              
          

          
             absence
          

          
             included the
          

          
             unreal fraud
          

          
             of love
          

          
              
          

          
             a warm dilemma
          

          
             belonging 
          

          
             to betrayal
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             They want nets in exchange for
          

          
             Choreographed blessings
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Blue visions, wax and
          

          
             Silk keys to our innards
          

          
              
          

          
             The mystery of plucked abstract
          

          
             Dust blossoms
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the normalized
          

          
             3d milk-bright coltan
          

          
              
          

          
             michelin-man undercoat
          

          
             diffusive-rash refuses
          

          
                              
          

          
             from
          

          
             afar
          

          
             to star
          

          
             suffering
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                   
          

          
              
          

          
             A bowl of eukaryotic
          

          
             Weather heavy with
          

          
             Thorns of speech
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Installer pop-tarts
          

          
             Anemic amenities
          

          
              
          

          
             Html-cuffed to zeroed
          

          
             Proprioception
          

          
              
          

          
             Utopia spoons nerves
          

          
             A luminous prankster 
          

          
              
          

          
             Truth caught in receivership
          

          
             Insurrection shackled to
          

          
              
          

          
             Fluids supercomputing
          

          
             Neutron whispers and grimaces
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Sometimes, i feel
          

          
             The sound of aggressive,
          

          
             Mad unfair human gravity
          

          
                        
          

          
             recalls everything:
          

          
              
          

          
             Books plugged in pockets, chats 
          

          
             with the flowers of seductive mistakes.
          

          ​
          
             Then
          

          
             The night frost
          

          
             Falls with frayed
          

          
             Undersides lightly-flecked
          

          
             Afire in futurist
          

          
             Blind streets 
          

          
             Bulging up
          

          
             To conjure  
          

          
             Blogs 
          

          
             For fools
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                        
          

          
             After this, the detonation
          

          
             Of perfusate stretched 
          

          
             Slow beat surrender
          

          
              
          

          
             Focuses on a celestial
          

          
             Book of memory: male
          

          
             Nature trading 
          

          
             People and paths
          

          
              
          

          
             The beauty of a machine
          

          
             That provides 
          

          
             Stray morsels 
          

          
             To exile.
          

          ​
          
             They claim
          

          
             Exaltations of holy
          

          
             Literary amour
          

          
              
          

          
             They claim
          

          
             Vague ineffable 
          

          
             Domestic popaganda 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Hippocampus (ungainly, 
          

          
             impure and bright) fog
          

          
              
          

          
             Slaked the house of
          

          
             Weaknesses and loss.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             I wonder
          

          
             How we might begin 
          

          
              
          

          
             To not think,
          

          
             To hypnotize thoughts
          

          
              
          

          
             To say fuck it all
          

          
             Nothing more
          

          ​
          
             ipv4 sugar bagel
          

          
             trajectory shawarma
          

          
             emailing xxx microbiomes
          

          
              
          

          
             empty keywords
          

          
             ringing in 
          

          
             patriotic stones
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Alone at the end of enactments of
          

          
             Loss, the night was packed
          

          
             with poems jumping in the undergrowth.
          

          
              
          

          
             Breathing formats baked in real
          

          
             Primeval clouds, floating on
          

          
             forgotten impositions.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Finality's sap-broken
          

          
             vague geometries
          

          
             migrated as a throng
          

          
             of remembering
          

          
              
          

          
             -isms fashioned from 
          

          
             crystallized cat waves
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Empty, render all
          

          
             Words in chirpy dust
          

          
              
          

          
             Quarry past willows, fit
          

          
             Into disembodied ooooohs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And I wonder what comes next, and why 
          

          
             Losses ache in the spleen, and how
          

          
              
          

          
             Horny DIY wildernesses 
          

          
             Shear the bright
          

          
             Inert stalks of teleology
          

          ​
          
             Misfortune, soiled, given a little
          

          
             Darkness of cocaine satellitosis
          

          
              
          

          
             scatters breath
          

          
              
          

          
             Interior starlings formed
          

          
             By tightened protein-roulette
          

          
              
          

          
             Kimono-faint 
          

          
             Flax-poisoned
          

          
             Peyote-pilgrims
          

          
              
          

          
             It is so endlessly easy 
          

          
             To see
          

          
             The deaccessioned
          

          
             Disappear
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                         
          

          
             summer
          

          
             proliferation
          

          
             wallpaper
          

          
              
          

          
             rotating self's ambiguous
          

          
             assumption of the virtual
          

          
              
          

          
             cotorts the ruse of an unknown
          

          
             barebacked unlimited enslaving
          

          
             hallucinatory heart pain, then
          

          
              
          

          
             sapling on a little slope
          

          
             amid dying true strewn
          

          
             reactions in the skin
          

          
             ​
          

          
             cavorts
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             And any nurture 
          

          
             in the periodic direction
          

          
             of the universe is still
          

          
              
          

          
             Culminating in
          

          
             sad births
          

          
              
          

          
             Bubbles obtained
          

          
             from the blood of 
          

          
             flattery
          

          
              
          

          
             Beloved modems
          

          
             choked by sand
          

          
              
          

          
             Compartmentalised
          

          
             justice
          

          
             wombs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             Fucked
          

          
             Meaning
          

          
             Interpreted 
          

          
             Fire
          

          
              
          

          
             as a pain, resembling
          

          
             hours, cleaned of joy
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Words, often escape
          

          
             The bright performnces 
          

          
             Of themselves 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Honoured vandals
          

          
             And hawks point
          

          
             At failing
          

          
             Huge-entities
          

          
              
          

          
             Confrontations
          

          
             Dragging elegy-
          

          
             Gnarled bandages
          

          
              
          

          
             Miser Nerves at
          

          
             The edge of all
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Touched by wings 
          

          
             Of an ancient 
          

          
             Corrosive recursion
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Castaways
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Meanwhile ignore the incongruous
          

          
             “irreparable” bathed plunderers
          

          
             of bread 
          

          
              
          

          
             despotism's diamond wheat
          

          
             hadoop network boulders 
          

          
              
          

          
             flowing
          

          
             into proxy 
          

          
             nothingness
          

          
              
          

          
             Keeping the excerpts
          

          
             Warm. 120x100cm
          

          
              
          

          
             Important shadows
          

          
             Abscessed partitions.
          

          ​
          
             Regenerative 
          

          
             Rasta-bread
          

          
             Lash-solvent
          

          
              
          

          
             Dragnet-trolling
          

          
             Museum-opulent 
          

          
             Trivia
          

          
              
          

          
             Lurks toward
          

          
             Stereotypical 
          

          
             Explanations
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The Soul
          

          
                         
          

          
             Woven from a restless
          

          
             Puddle 
          

          
              
          

          
             Clowning w. penis pomp
          

          
             Aneurysm  compensation
          

          
              
          

          
             Voluptuous 
          

          
             Unravelling
          

          
              
          

          
             Thick
          

          
             Enough 
          

          
             To destroy
          

          ​
          
             If you can use ideality split with
          

          
             Water, use the wreath of
          

          
              
          

          
             Blood to
          

          
             Pack bright broken eyes 
          

          
             Into root green prefab
          

          
             Pluck-eaten
          

          
             Production vows.
          

          
              
          

          
             Here then life shows bluetooth
          

          
             Transcendence
          

          
             Ransomed by hive ads
          

          
              
          

          
             Larfed low vedic collectable
          

          
             Power camrys of
          

          
             Expressiveness
          

          
              
          

          
             Denied interferon,
          

          
             new boob, second-order
          

          
             Sensory services that
          

          
              
          

          
             Fund risk in deterritorialized
          

          
             Doi:10.1038/nm.1851
          

          
              
          

          
             Radical 
          

          
             Wisdom
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             your beige
          

          
             aching makes
          

          
             me grow after
          

          
             life-like
          

          
             fire
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             tweezer spooner
          

          
              
          

          
             squatted & exhumed
          

          
             sinew pulsed
          

          
              
          

          
             salamander-adorned
          

          
             ethereum-coked
          

          
             emotive fashion
          

          
              
          

          
             community of the tongue's
          

          
             dinosaur devotion
          

          
              
          

          
             celebrate the margins: grinning
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Perihelion basquiat
          

          
             Seeing
          

          
             The line line broken, the
          

          
             Secrecy
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Blind Gaia supplanted
          

          
              
          

          
             Pronged, quivering, 
          

          
             Flit and debased
          

          
             Human deco-system
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                       
          

          
             Samedhi music warehouse
          

          
             Bricole ruination grill 
          

          
              
          

          
             Motivated Thoreau-Вот 
          

          
             Censored by appetite
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                           
          

          
             Etched
          

          
             In round strong
          

          
              
          

          
             Ripples, route
          

          
             Screening oxygen
          

          
              
          

          
             Threshing space
          

          
             Contracts dervishes 
          

          
              
          

          
             Enraged with relief to
          

          
             Break wealthy present-tense
          

          
             Nowheres: here where you stand
          

          
              
          

          
             Arms spread to the
          

          
             Dawn's dawn this
          

          
              
          

          
             Palm-woke prick-tease never-to-come
          

          
              
          

          
             Pale-bed held-form
          

          
             Remix-procedure
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Cells drop in a faint
          

          
              
          

          
             Rhythm of fresh ocean
          

          
             Happenings
          

          
              
          

          
             As surely as repeat choices
          

          
             Flesh a ghost
          

          
              
          

          
             That moves lessons 
          

          
             Until never is more.
          

          ​
          
             Tickle wing
          

          
             Ghost heart
          

          
              
          

          
             Grandmother root
          

          
             Blossom poverty
          

          
              
          

          
             Burnt-off by
          

          
             Rest-keepers
          

          
              
          

          
             In brine praise
          

          
                                    
          

          
             To talk about
          

          
             Prices, and finger
          

          
              
          

          
             Vagary feasts for
          

          
             The stone-chip nuclear
          

          
              
          

          
             Episodic light
          

          
             Within abandoned wheat
          

          
              
          

          
             To feast
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             protons in
          

          
             the free holy 
          

          
             beyond beginning
          

          
              
          

          
             leak a cold 
          

          
             mischievous
          

          
             tension-honey
          

          ​
          
             Creole cottonwood 
          

          
             Blond snot desiccant
          

          
              
          

          
             Dug down 
          

          
             Into destined 
          

          
             Stone jaws
          

          
              
          

          
             South-lit 
          

          
             Up-standing
          

          
             Bladder-sensitive 
          

          
             Motorized-citizens
          

          
              
          

          
             Spilling maternity 
          

          
             Hangovers
          

          
             At a messy
          

          
             BBQ of modal sighs
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             An ostrich klansman 
          

          
             Wounded an innocent man
          

          
              
          

          
             The further circles of his fist
          

          
             And hired place in his mouth
          

          
             Singing martyr piss
          

          ​
          
             the women buy
          

          
             the afternoon
          

          
              
          

          
             uncrumpling destitution-
          

          
             blessed capitalism
          

          
              
          

          
             work shut at the corner of
          

          
             great things which refuses
          

          
             history
          

          
              
          

          
             pleasures desiring
          

          
             a clear pocket
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Read my body
          

          
              
          

          
             Down in the waters dying
          

          
             Touched by the first
          

          
              
          

          
             Love 
          

          
             Sprung from
          

          
             Perfect time
          

          
              
          

          
             Choctaw magic proximal
          

          
             Tree-born green
          

          
              
          

          
             Moans cobbled in bed-rock
          

          
             Star-light with their eyes 
          

          
              
          

          
             Bearing virgin 
          

          
             Humpback embrace
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Disputed 
          

          
             Landforms
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             anaglyph ginsberg
          

          
             loved to take a pause
          

          
              
          

          
             his fate trick to massage
          

          
             vaccined wonder, dead
          

          
              
          

          
             humble-juice gossamer-chewed
          

          
             angels in hell-bathing flesh
          

          
              
          

          
             drinking chrysanthemums
          

          
             safely in the heat
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Reverberation clouds
          

          
             Light a circus moon 
          

          
              
          

          
             That is not 
          

          
             The still
          

          
              
          

          
             Thing
          

          
             I hunted
          

          ​
          
             Believer biscuits
          

          
             Soul-doll someone
          

          
             Achingly distinct
          

          
             Nervous   bending 
          

          
             Elated     beauty
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The Panhandler
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Dreams Wittgenstein
          

          
             And Vivaldi 
          

          
             Abandoned in half-light
          

          
              
          

          
             Hypochondry virile
          

          
             Sweet syllables 
          

          
              
          

          
             Inscribed with
          

          
             5% or 8% 
          

          
             Hypthoseses
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Descriptions of the E-Sausage
          

          
             ​
          

          
             Sick
          

          
             Coveted 
          

          
             Abstraction
          

          
             Sighing
          

          
              
          

          
             At the smell of
          

          
             Deepening sore
          

          
             Hunger blissed 
          

          
             Out by ham:
          

          
              
          

          
             Shit-smeared cages.
          

          
             Bed sores. Insanity. 
          

          
              
          

          
             Care is
          

          
             Not power, 
          

          
             Is not really human
          

          
              
          

          
             Nor is it likely 
          

          
             To infiltrate time.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                                       
          

          
             Monotony of Dream 
          

          
              
          

          
             because you
          

          
             are not vernal 
          

          
             your traumatic
          

          
             spirit gracious as a
          

          
             riot coming
          

          
             up through light
          

          
             into everybody
          

          
             to make reality
          

          ​
          
             bruised summer-sated
          

          
             gray-glazed word-lianas
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             stone itself, its most golden mouth
          

          
             longs to be contained out of itself
          

          
              
          

          
             by tidal or morning-tide
          

          
             maps or herds, nectars
          

          
             or blessings
          

          
                 
          

          
             hairy pump
          

          
             mushroom iambs
          

          
             clicking its blood
          

          
              
          

          
             hambone whole tier hormone
          

          
             poupe feroce irrationality
          

          
              
          

          
             silence conveyed
          

          
             as carcass diaper
          

          
              
          

          
             wonder is not 
          

          
             the prey, that
          

          
             form, slow-footed, 
          

          
             sneezes
          

          
                  
          

          
             spring’s blissful rags
          

          
             succumb without
          

          
             comment to nothingness
          

          
              
          

          
             to fix 
          

          
             the requisite 
          

          
             curvature of pride
          

          ​
          
             eyes
          

          
             scything across a stream of radiant
          

          
             clucks
          

          
              
          

          
             gracious as a million pain-tubes,
          

          
             wax cranes dancing lonely homes
          

          
              
          

          
             hungry skies over gardens
          

          
             like bloody sides of a river
          

          
             bending down, contriving
          

          
              
          

          
             in the confusion to
          

          
             scarf the ointment, to throat
          

          
             a forest of old ceremonies
          

          
              
          

          
             flooding self with whales
          

          
             cold perfection
          

          
             sifting ruts
          

          
             momentum silo
          

          
              
          

          
             moulting continously
          

          
             a punish probe
          

          
             of venerable slander
          

          
              
          

          
             and as desire-rage prays
          

          
             on its path of washed nooks
          

          
             where the front yards stop
          

          
              
          

          
             at times Buddhist
          

          
             business provisions 
          

          
             for heaven stands in bodies
          

          
              
          

          
             that can’t be jacked off by the
          

          
             fovea, hoarding difference, as
          

          
             undefined clandestine melted light
          

          ​
          
             And they turn their bright
          

          
             jonquil lobe display touch
          

          
             toward wellhead bearing 
          

          
             missent love
          

          
              
          

          
             mirrors exhausted 
          

          
             flow waxing sick
          

          
             sightless unfillable
          

          
             erased subtle words 
          

          
              
          

          
             the wings of a bonus sleep
          

          
             whispering for definitions
          

          
             thru sententious teeth 
          

          
             to newspaper sores
          

          
              
          

          
             nervy faces 
          

          
             walking over 
          

          
             broken jazz
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
             everyone predatory
          

          
             windworn by the machinery
          

          
             of guilt
          

          
              
          

          
             a whiplashed room where 
          

          
             each fairytales lifts
          

          
              
          

          
             shuffling immobility
          

          
             sap skid slothing along velvet
          

          
             chain apothecary play-acts
          

          
             of pleasure
          

          
             ​
          

          
             premonitions burdened by liking
          

          
             puking up decal sharpshooter deejay
          

          
             bidding numbers where all birds
          

          
             die
          

          
                  
          

          
             a #000000 screen
          

          
             of capitalism shows
          

          
             its bet
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             I wanted to watch when she
          

          
             vanished. Be touched as if
          

          
              
          

          
             she were drained impossibly
          

          
             by obscenities, try
          

          
              
          

          
             to see people running
          

          
             as frost in a rainbow
          

          
              
          

          
             follicle-stimulating
          

          
             boredom detergent
          

          
              
          

          
             undone by a peck
          

          
             of pure sweat
          

          ​
          
             a Poincare combo
          

          
             chrysanthemum-shaped shell
          

          
             hauls rain into the web
          

          
              
          

          
             firewall-elocution scoffing at
          

          
             roulette-intoning mastodon
          

          
             condoms and beer candy
          

          
              
          

          
             corn under the mined self 
          

          
             charmed by apple athletes
          

          
              
          

          
             as moan mocked
          

          
             fashionable language
          

          
             dives diffused establishing
          

          
             the dark reefer-mouthed
          

          
             silence of observation
          

          
                  
          

          
             screwing smoke onto imagined cupids
          

          
             half-bloodied drifting through each 
          

          
              
          

          
             sure
          

          
             clear
          

          
             crypt
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
             Ecosystem Rapists
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             hiss fucking
          

          
             fasciculation 
          

          
             rope-stung
          

          
             corsage-jeers
          

          
             fuse-flawed
          

          
             martyr-slouching
          

          
             battered-sleep 
          

          
             into fists
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             as muted vast 
          

          
             reluctant possibilities
          

          
             move callow within time 
          

          
                  
          

          
             in this the curious play
          

          
             of ourselves for selves
          

          
                 
          

          
             she is listening to the wind,
          

          
             to you, to you whom you are
          

          
                 
          

          
             like a guest of a smile, or a sister
          

          
             of a cyclotorsion, a photo filled 
          

          
             with two colors, only two, hiding
          

          
                 
          

          
             lemonade, dirigibles, infatuation
          

          
              
          

          
             and the door empty
          

          
             before it learned thought
          

          ​
          
             I can speak to faith.
          

          
              
          

          
             Speak to ritual's marketed
          

          
             masculine proficient minimalist 
          

          
             swampy accidents.
          

          
              
          

          
             We know what we are doing
          

          
             and we do not know because of Systems.
          

          
              
          

          
             Building rain-soaked frosting
          

          
             souvenirs, free and precious
          

          
              
          

          
             saddest truths, never felt.
          

          
              
          

          
             Not producing any theory
          

          
             just a stanza
          

          
             of monkey chrysanthemums.
          

          
              
          

          
             Yet it's lonely. And small.
          

          
             And homeless. And gentle.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Online Virus Map
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
             quasar drainpipe lunatics 
          

          
             finger the breathing
          

          
                 
          

          
             human orgasm
          

          
             like an acupuncture
          

          
             appointment
          

          
             ​
          

          
             heart nerves &
          

          
             universal skin
          

          
             lost sing
          

          
              
          

          
             let me carry that lake: 
          

          
             grasp its trusting 
          

          
             dissemblance 
          

          
                 
          

          
             deep-linking elektra
          

          
             flaccidity narcotics
          

          
              
          

          
             auric restrooms 
          

          
             sensationalizing 
          

          
             nostalgic apologies
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             junta sand
          

          
             glints at the perimeters
          

          
              
          

          
             surrounding graffiti
          

          
             dendritic vagina ribs
          

          
              
          

          
             a train
          

          
             jacked off
          

          
             and ate
          

          
                 
          

          
             obsequies secretly whispering desires
          

          
             unsettling space for the dreary hands
          

          
              
          

          
             the average itself inhabitable 
          

          
             through the empyrean tongue
          

          
             ​
          

          
             in the latest cantankerous sorrow where
          

          
             essences roar at an unedited proactive mural
          

          
                 
          

          
             where swarms of pigeons
          

          
             boss the muse, and
          

          
              
          

          
             B-Frame shard uncanny
          

          
             nuestro autism decoys
          

          
              
          

          
             harvest 
          

          
             unacknowledged
          

          
             dying
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             gentrify the lock
          

          
              
          

          
             overtake breath lesions 
          

          
             the imperative 
          

          
             habitual ways
          

          
              
          

          
             the self-help-books
          

          
             dance-fighting-gear
          

          
              
          

          
             measure a moment
          

          
             watch the sweat wrinkle
          

          
             untangled foliage outlines
          

          
              
          

          
             sooth and escap from us
          

          ​
          
             in a vat of semi-sustained
          

          
             group-stacked carpeted
          

          
             spidery-sameness
          

          
                 
          

          
             the web-sters 
          

          
             immeasurable as
          

          
             the endless
          

          
                 
          

          
             soundlessness
          

          
             buried and drugged
          

          
             a kind of ascension
          

          
                 
          

          
             the beast 
          

          
             of the night-wind
          

          
             reprieved for now
          

          
              
          

          
             walking down a path
          

          
             toward a gob
          

          
             of poisonous ecstasy
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             neurotransmitter 
          

          
             covenant 
          

          
             pixel calluses
          

          ​
          
             intricate display
          

          
             nakedness found in death
          

          
              
          

          
             rusty haughtiness, the glittering stale
          

          
             cannon-smoke of ambitious cooking
          

          
                 
          

          
             a defiant familial-web of faceted
          

          
             introversion-promising lineages
          

          
                 
          

          
             oil rump
          

          
             erasing unit-names 
          

          
             like manure blessings
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             iteration
          

          
             spinsters
          

          
              
          

          
             bakelite 
          

          
             tumescence
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             you are not not your inability
          

          
             to speak, you are not, like it,
          

          
             a madness, understood
          

          
              
          

          
             aprosencephaly crackers
          

          
             cheating at the root of 
          

          
             a pedantic heart
          

          
             ​
          

          
             our task is to try
          

          
             to be acknowledged
          

          
              
          

          
             yet the whole scene
          

          
             has been led to a
          

          
             very fragile joy
          

          
              
          

          
             how lucky it is
          

          
             to wash itself with pearl
          

          
             heart-shot butter supplies, with
          

          
                  
          

          
             the moon, rotted, dangling
          

          
             open behind you, warm against the
          

          
             waking intense fire
          

          
              
          

          
             still, over the surface of the horizon
          

          
             it's a sad arrangement of implacable
          

          
              
          

          
             unsequestered things
          

          
             complaining as if
          

          
             the day is broken
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
             at the end of this town
          

          
             there was a man
          

          
             in a field
          

          
                 
          

          
             and he was walking
          

          
             as he watched wind
          

          
             rise out of the river
          

          
             ​
          

          
             and he gave it 
          

          
             the throat
          

          
             of the world
          

          
                 
          

          
             and he let it 
          

          
             be alone
          

          
                 
          

          
             and he said, soon
          

          
             we will all be ready to sit down
          

          
             at the center of what we do not own
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the sun is there
          

          
             the birds sing
          

          
              
          

          
             the moon is saying
          

          
             there are stars
          

          
                 
          

          
             the moon
          

          
             covered by a river
          

          
                 
          

          
             the moon is falling
          

          
             and the snow rises
          

          
             and the morning is filled
          

          
                 
          

          
             and the world is true appearance
          

          
             these things are the ones of being
          

          
              
          

          
             lost in each cage
          

          
             because the flock is away
          

          ​
          
             i know all about myself
          

          
             i say everything that i can remember
          

          
              
          

          
             what is it that i remember?
          

          
             the leaves inside their shadows
          

          
              
          

          
             and what is it i don't know?
          

          
             a nothing i want to know
          

          
                 
          

          
             reflected in the frozen soil as if
          

          
             in the measure of what did not come
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             love, swam
          

          
             out of the mountain
          

          
              
          

          
             to reveal in the meadow
          

          
             a dead wolf in the pool
          

          ​
          
             i've tried to believe
          

          
             in increase
          

          
              
          

          
             intentionally swivelling
          

          
             sign trampoline migrations
          

          
              
          

          
             vernacular Mahavishnus 
          

          
             Monroe Blakely Maersk 
          

          
             Cristos Gutenberg-tm
          

          
              
          

          
             design 2.0.
          

          
             lifelessness
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             mitosis
          

          
             expired
          

          
              
          

          
             in the clear
          

          
             shade
          

          
                 
          

          
             furrow-locked 
          

          
             in brim whimsy
          

          
              
          

          
             retsina-nestled 
          

          
             cherry-washed
          

          
              
          

          
             platform-creation-slush
          

          
             a celebration of fossils
          

          ​
          
             ‘Thingness’
          

          
             in romance films
          

          
              
          

          
             cars on the table
          

          
             a woman with a name on her head.
          

          
                 
          

          
             she does not know the man 
          

          
             has never written a word
          

          
                 
          

          
             the dinner cube-red,
          

          
             red jeans, cool hair
          

          
              
          

          
             and sweet-shrub
          

          
             motorway cheese
          

          
              
          

          
             algorithms signal the machine 
          

          
             in his suitcase, drain the money
          

          
              
          

          
             party for some tango
          

          
             dreaming rabbits
          

          
              
          

          
             mating with sunshine, boobs gingerish
          

          
             Futurist libre matchbox heart vaccination
          

          
              
          

          
             bleeny parthenon dabbling in whisper meat 
          

          
             in a nest of pronghorn cytogenic
          

          
              
          

          
             baldness prude minions 
          

          
             bruised by imagination
          

          ​
          
             tomorrow it is war
          

          
             that you will be playing
          

          
              
          

          
             the inherent mission of war
          

          
             living life, holding
          

          
              
          

          
             you, your loves, your
          

          
             friends, and i will say
          

          
                  
          

          
             everything
          

          
             to you
          

          
              
          

          
             about what
          

          
             we will not do
          

          
              
          

          
             as we break and pull
          

          
             fire around your bodies
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             last night
          

          
             i was red
          

          
              
          

          
             in the snow
          

          
             and i had a little time
          

          
                 
          

          
             and i had been watching
          

          
             you, as i fell
          

          
              
          

          
             next to your burning mother,
          

          
             i was your mother, my love
          

          
             ​
          

          
             circling the sun
          

          
             breathing in the grass
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             even before we turned
          

          
             away from the road
          

          
              
          

          
             the ice in the moon popped
          

          
             and the wind began to look
          

          
             for some tiny deaths
          

          
              
          

          
             and you had no other reason
          

          
             to go on, afraid of this 
          

          
             impending prison 
          

          
              
          

          
             and all night i woke up
          

          
             to show myself a mirror
          

          
                 
          

          
             and after a time
          

          
             i heard my father
          

          
             coming home
          

          
                 
          

          
             his body like a gesture
          

          
             waiting to fall
          

          
                 
          

          
             and i watched him fall, exegetic 
          

          
             clinging to a fervent path, 
          

          
             without a glossy remnant
          

          
              
          

          
             his body a compost of a woman 
          

          
             who had never had friends
          

          ​
          
             the skin
          

          
             of a young woman
          

          
             sometimes sits 
          

          
             in front of me
          

          
                 
          

          
             she says
          

          
             it is
          

          
             strange 
          

          
             to be
          

          
             a woman
          

          
                 
          

          
             strange to
          

          
             emerge from a
          

          
             ruin that 
          

          
             evades/denies/obscures 
          

          
             what we might
          

          
             forget
          

          
                 
          

          
             strange to unravel
          

          
             sleeping laughter
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
             medialab porous
          

          
                 
          

          
             attitudes lug carcasses
          

          
             slithering back thru gaze
          

          
                 
          

          
             spill thought-surf
          

          
             holes into thunder
          

          
             ​
          

          
             diminish licensed comfort
          

          
             dreams of chrome flowers
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             as i feel the silk waves idling
          

          
             in the leftover hospital room, 
          

          
              
          

          
             i reach for half-forgotten
          

          
             symmetrically-cut sparkles
          

          
                 
          

          
             delirious sparrow 
          

          
             eggs flickering in the grass
          

          
              
          

          
             a tongue deep in 
          

          
             the refracted river
          

          
              
          

          
             oblivious dissolving surface
          

          
              
          

          
             & i know 
          

          
             that i love you
          

          
                  
          

          
             in ordinary noncommittal
          

          
             nervous flourishing
          

          ​
          
             sell the azimuth
          

          
             of complicity, the  
          

          
             obliteration time-klan
          

          
             secondhand-abyss mirror
          

          
                            
          

          
             verify 
          

          
             microwaved
          

          
             children
          

          
              
          

          
             formulate
          

          
             slaughter 
          

          
             anecdotes
          

          
              
          

          
             flit through under
          

          
             tones, wit phonemes
          

          
              
          

          
             indistinct
          

          
             packaged hummingbirds
          

          
              
          

          
             microscopic brackish
          

          
             glowing cereberus
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             i.
          

          
              
          

          
             brand comment
          

          
             monochrome quick
          

          
             transmute clang run
          

          
              
          

          
             opsec freud
          

          
             headset dachau
          

          
             must-have mother
          

          
             ​
          

          
             ii.
          

          
                 
          

          
             bait-ruts adrenaline
          

          
             cranioplasty hackensack
          

          
              
          

          
             tax activation 
          

          
             existents prunes 
          

          
              
          

          
             slime gear voynich 
          

          
             unicorn commodities
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             scorched edifices sew
          

          
             comfort upon my tongue 
          

          
              
          

          
             dissimulate regret
          

          
             & tissues plucked 
          

          
              
          

          
             from tufted weave
          

          
             & riveted light
          

          
              
          

          
             wolf beauty
          

          
             nub artifact gem
          

          
              
          

          
             neuroanatomy emancipated
          

          
             all-embalming 7/11 
          

          
             automated pride
          

          
              
          

          
             chattering swine-crest
          

          
             eyeless idiopathic
          

          
             failing
          

          
             ​
          

          
             in jawed casuistry's
          

          
             ouroboros gauze
          

          
              
          

          
             thriving medium-rare
          

          
              
          

          
             a non-ark
          

          
             for dying 
          

          
             dying
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             claustral
          

          
             perishless
          

          
             imposter
          

          
             nightmare
          

          
              
          

          
             in which I am a satisfied explosive fawn: 
          

          
             smoke-patinaed abc stammering tote
          

          
              
          

          
             neuropeptide homologous
          

          
             cannibalistically lunatic
          

          
             eidophusikon impaled
          

          
              
          

          
             invisibly brewed 
          

          
             chain alleys of
          

          
             redundant wool-wrapped 
          

          
             selves linked
          

          
             pinging hybrid 
          

          
             toy chemical 
          

          
             mkng
          

          
              
          

          
             zoloft wire 
          

          
             cracked spiny stains of
          

          
             completely sharpened tones
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
             I stare into preparations
          

          
             of database teeth
          

          
                 
          

          
             weaning mercurial peculiar 
          

          
             futures from reckoning
          

          
              
          

          
             nadir heart-sickness 
          

          
             adrenoleukodystrophy 
          

          
              
          

          
             leap pharmacy
          

          
             playstation inert
          

          
             alienation deployment
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             the lucky cast of my tongue
          

          
             surges hmbmmmmmm
          

          
                 
          

          
             sapphire soiled rigour
          

          
             spreading like a peephole
          

          
             ​
          

          
             porphyry's pollution
          

          
             sacred dissolution
          

          
                 
          

          
             airtight chiaroscuro
          

          
             sarcophagi worries
          

          
              
          

          
             death organized
          

          
             into a torrent of ads   
          

          
                 
          

          
             & we wander the requiem 
          

          
             of sleeping recollection
          

          
              
          

          
             dipping sapphire
          

          
             dew in syringe-foil
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             then students noticed 
          

          
             a scared statue of war
          

          
             in captivity
          

          
              
          

          
             walking back from the Bronx
          

          
             through the province of New
          

          
                 
          

          
             who described to them 
          

          
             as saussure described fear
          

          
                 
          

          
             eavesdropping on unmuffled
          

          
             seedlings, and synthetic
          

          
              
          

          
             roots crumbling
          

          
             pebbles of language
          

          
              
          

          
             a swarm of blackout
          

          
             fuck seizures
          

          
              
          

          
             selling babies
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a weedy
          

          
             unappeasable
          

          
             lust 
          

          
              
          

          
             rests thirsty
          

          
             in continuous 
          

          
             eczema
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             tadpole witnesses
          

          
             entranced & angst-ridden
          

          
              
          

          
             flatter meager
          

          
             boutique windows
          

          
              
          

          
             moth-wing delta
          

          
             dumpster tasks
          

          
              
          

          
             & ugly genuflections
          

          
             in revelation placebos
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             tech ecstasy heart dilemmas
          

          
             yielding half homeland security-slop
          

          
              
          

          
             sublime orbit ebb, and shielded
          

          
             ACTH decorum amid a million vows
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             I hear it. Sweet.
          

          
             I know you need me exactly like this.
          

          
             In this state of reflection.
          

          
                 
          

          
             Pointing piercing consolidated 
          

          
             tidal ditches toward burning 
          

          
             fusion lamentations.
          

          
              
          

          
             Ethernet smirk orchids
          

          
             looking all autumn for the gentle spar
          

          
             chaff grind webvr of illuminated sheep.
          

          
              
          

          
             Two rats arched gushing
          

          
             through toilet water.
          

          
              
          

          
             Threaded, other worldliness tasting 
          

          
             the 0, inherent, inside sleep.
          

          ​
          
             wrapped in chromed vcr
          

          
             baht spray-painted
          

          
              
          

          
             buckbean acrobatic
          

          
             nebula kneeling aortas
          

          
              
          

          
             anxiously 
          

          
             combustible
          

          
              
          

          
             ural koala 
          

          
             ucla conundrum
          

          
              
          

          
             glia toddler elk 
          

          
             asthmatic arousal
          

          
              
          

          
             banlieue
          

          
             cankers
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             a once-a-week cinder-block
          

          
             faux-timber palm-strewn fierce-heart
          

          
             broken-helm hoist-burning flesh-kiss
          

          
             gang-shack doughnut-rainstorm
          

          
             of unintelligible-dialect
          

          ​
          
             jesus spored
          

          
             and malted, buys
          

          
             a virgin biocosmic church
          

          
             called: Guesswork
          

          
              
          

          
             which is brute prayer
          

          
             music playing over hissing
          

          
             spikes on a salty lake
          

          
              
          

          
             savage raw 
          

          
             sleeping burps
          

          
              
          

          
             and the blindness of
          

          
             living minds, dead 
          

          
             within the dead
          

          
              
          

          
             those who keep 
          

          
             food from the earth
          

          
                 
          

          
             as well as bring forth
          

          
             a worthy effort: its
          

          
             own flesh
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                
          

          
              
          

          
             What is the muse? 
          

          
              
          

          
             the dust of time?
          

          
             jocund honey blogs?
          

          
              
          

          
             profound best
          

          
             top-floor windows?
          

          
             ​
          

          
             new field goal emotions?
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             The world is a
          

          
             violent place
          

          
             of violence.
          

          
              
          

          
             It doesn’t care 
          

          
             about people.
          

          
              
          

          
             It doesn't care 
          

          
             if you do not 
          

          
             know this.
          

          
              
          

          
             It is six letters
          

          
             in an obese frog.
          

          
              
          

          
             It smells more of language 
          

          
             than the power of self.
          

          
              
          

          
             It gives out heart
          

          
             ointment at bars.
          

          
              
          

          
             It eats 
          

          
             opportunity
          

          
             pollen.
          

          
                 
          

          
             It is jargon embryos 
          

          
             in star underwear.
          

          
             ​
          

          
             It is a truth 
          

          
             promised
          

          
             to peril.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             oh darling
          

          
              
          

          
             all these beings 
          

          
             made of impulse
          

          
             embrace me
          

          
              
          

          
             bleeding
          

          
             their laundry-basket
          

          
             cowrie shell
          

          
             shelters
          

          
              
          

          
             dick machines 
          

          
             of gypsy-wort
          

          
             hysteria-stabbed
          

          
             nihilist-survival
          

          
             blessings
          

          ​
          
             rebirth permit:
          

          
              
          

          
             cut the stream of flesh
          

          
              
          

          
             flow like a blue cloud
          

          
              
          

          
             hole coagulate
          

          
             a boat of rain
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
             in the field
          

          
             where
          

          
             there was nothing living
          

          
              
          

          
             I let you be anything
          

          
                  
          

          
             I was a web
          

          
             deep inside you
          

          
              
          

          
             that asked
          

          
             you to grow
          

          
             what would be
          

          
              
          

          
             a salt body
          

          ​
          
             a sea child
          

          
              
          

          
             beautiful
          

          
             as stars
          

          
             comes out
          

          
                 
          

          
             holding a new sun
          

          
              
          

          
             small doves
          

          
             peck at a dead 
          

          
             still-warm moon
          

          
              
          

          
             the smell of steam in
          

          
             the mud, and lean
          

          
             ions trailing
          

          
             across the water
          

          
             blows onto the
          

          
             beach, and sinks into
          

          
             the swell of the
          

          
             sea, and all the high
          

          
              
          

          
             dark trees become
          

          
             smoky with thirst
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             the failure of being 
          

          
             is held together by death 
          

          
              
          

          
             in the light
          

          
             of winter clouds
          

          
             ​
          

          
             walking down
          

          
             infinity's pesticide wind
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             consider a history 
          

          
             of the other edge 
          

          
             of the cliff
          

          
              
          

          
             where time 
          

          
             listens 
          

          
             & whispers
          

          
              
          

          
             sheath-wet in metadata 
          

          
             and philosophical livestock
          

          
              
          

          
             a stainless porthole of fringes
          

          
              
          

          
             the last of the long grass
          

          
             at the end of your tongue 
          

          
              
          

          
             you want to know 
          

          
             what it is
          

          
             that sometimes bursts
          

          
             from the night
          

          
              
          

          
             the way it happens
          

          
             in silence, as if
          

          
             a defeated API leased
          

          
             shame and weeping
          

          
             from deprivation
          

          ​
          
             The collective history of the melodrama 
          

          
             of thinking is not the beginning,
          

          
             she says. 
          

          
              
          

          
             If the present is a climb 
          

          
             over the truly beautiful,
          

          
                 
          

          
             I do not know why fighting 
          

          
             often travels the same slope.
          

          
              
          

          
             And why you have to admit a poem
          

          
             is not a good thing.
          

          
                 
          

          
             The machine that we have to die within, 
          

          
             that we have been in love with,
          

          
             won’t let us go.
          

          
                 
          

          
             What can we do?
          

          
                          
          

          
             In our age
          

          
             we forget we are tiny
          

          
             wood in the sun, air
          

          
             given by shrubs, ghosts
          

          
             of a furnace.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             An awkward
          

          
             audience
          

          
             conceals 
          

          
             their inner films
          

          ​
          
             The End of the World
          

          
             knows too many words
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                 
          

          
             fax lymphocyte series 
          

          
             CVS porn finches
          

          
              
          

          
             e-learning anecdotes:
          

          
             transient weather
          

          
              
          

          
             spontaneous slapstick lite
          

          
             collaborative essentialism 
          

          
              
          

          
             engineering mоре silicon
          

          
             arrayed sipping entangled 
          

          
              
          

          
             tonight I have seen a
          

          
             gospel wanderyear GBM
          

          
              
          

          
             shutdown of 1st museum
          

          
             twing the interlocutor
          

          
              
          

          
             and the digital politician
          

          
             showcase performed between 
          

          
              
          

          
             invisible deficits, such as godot
          

          
             preserved to both divide and hurt
          

          ​
          
             This world 
          

          
             imagines the
          

          
             same moments
          

          
             over & over.
          

          
              
          

          
             It says: it was 
          

          
             going to do this.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             A wind over the lake; 
          

          
             the bed strong.
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
             What is the body 
          

          
             delicate as a keyboard
          

          
             fertilising one thing? 
          

          
              
          

          
             A small burnt 
          

          
             slaughterhouse
          

          
             flying underground.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             A Copyright Art #01
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
             social media abolished the told-world
          

          
              
          

          
             thin creatine electrofluidic display
          

          
             variants of bookshelves, multiple 
          

          
             emails, dilatory systems
          

          
              
          

          
             a face-lift written
          

          
             with fukushima purity
          

          
              
          

          
             AlphaZero nerve Eureka 
          

          
             Odysseus Alma thunderism
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             What will I ( Line notes )
          

          
                 
          

          
             a census of 20 super-collider cortexes
          

          
             update the 90-second ‘crack’ 
          

          
             thru meninx phosphor DNA
          

          
             defined by legible light 
          

          
             in 6 loosened summers 
          

          
             over 8 unbreachable 
          

          
             values between
          

          
             23 skeletons 
          

          
             of inconspicuous
          

          
             polyglot USB 
          

          
             candidates
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             that freedom of information/
          

          
             ideologies/culture
          

          
             became amorous 
          

          
              
          

          
             became a subroutine 
          

          
             of an abstraction residing 
          

          
             in common ekphrasis
          

          
              
          

          
             came part-way out of the unforgiven
          

          
              
          

          
             everyone of us returning there, as
          

          
             a feared politician, a feline shoemaker, 
          

          
             a Type-2 Proposal, a fin designed to hold down
          

          
             ricochets, a cavern, a careening circuit,
          

          
             a slam-dance of symbolic pastries, a 
          

          
             permed car, or a cloth to dye
          

          
             milk, to water eggs
          

          
              
          

          
             pleasure eclipsing riddle: the
          

          
             Byzantine knoblike system of the body – greedy
          

          
             for resettlement, its stipend tangerine-flaked 
          

          
             stateless poly-niche painkiller APIs
          

          
             enraged by video sweat
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             refugees
          

          
             applaud the
          

          
             furniture
          

          
              
          

          
             and mock kiss
          

          
             the flower
          

          
             sauce and ash
          

          
              
          

          
             lurking
          

          
             in pastel 
          

          
             unbalanced iphone
          

          
             promotions
          

          
              
          

          
             half-drunk & moderated
          

          
             by polarising paid orgasms' 
          

          
             blood cipher dollops
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Poison Haptics 
          

          
              
          

          
             use provisional strawberry
          

          
             additive light to ripen
          

          
             defiance
          

          
                 
          

          
             nukkung
          

          
             the difference
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             Project Innate
          

          
              
          

          
             state-centric genius
          

          
             enjambment graffiti-blast
          

          
             gargoyle gristle yearning
          

          
             in a cage of soap
          

          
             superstitions
          

          ​
          
             Let the icky stuff out, the uncrusted
          

          
             effort, and then let it fall away
          

          
             into the meaning of the world
          

          
              
          

          
             as a stance, an
          

          
             uncertain reason
          

          
              
          

          
             for hope lost
          

          
             in other times
          

          
                 
          

          
             if you can find the soul
          

          
             it is the sky
          

          
                 
          

          
             and the sight of it
          

          
             is the sky
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
             in silence open
          

          
             your heart light
          

          
              
          

          
             a basket of fences
          

          
             and a bowl of mold
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             vodka-wrecked alert-net
          

          
             midwife pituitary flora
          

          
              
          

          
             wine-flushed, shuffling 
          

          
             condemned attachments
          

          
              
          

          
             reburied alpha-synuclein 
          

          
             urge embroidery
          

          
              
          

          
             gospel grief footpaths
          

          
              
          

          
             sms groomed rainbow
          

          
             latté helvetica 
          

          
             cochineal explodions 
          

          
              
          

          
             written in craving,
          

          
             tired enough to exile
          

          
              
          

          
             shadoof intricate
          

          
             bald-headed hairball 
          

          
             portacrib splinter 
          

          
             almost wipes itself
          

          
                 
          

          
             the mood erupts
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             accelerator interface 
          

          
             pools in predictable
          

          
             encrypted crawling
          

          
              
          

          
             nurture breadbin 
          

          
             inevitability
          

          
             forlorn threads
          

          
              
          

          
             click exemption 
          

          
             eyeliner, monkey 
          

          
             snowflakes, folded 
          

          
             cigarettes, cintra 
          

          
             blanching 3D eye-glare, 
          

          
             the virgin-shrieks of gulls 
          

          
              
          

          
             a lousy tilting
          

          
             of hunger-slake
          

          
              
          

          
             slung in swift 
          

          
             counter-construal
          

          
             analysis
          

          
                 
          

          
             as wrapped 
          

          
             pentheus
          

          
             nods out
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             Somehow, 3000 years later
          

          
             nothing else is done
          

          
              
          

          
             We still feel little more
          

          
             than the glaring of
          

          
             the same game
          

          
              
          

          
             Searching with burnt light 
          

          
             the grove to 
          

          
             give up your name
          

          
             ​
          

          
             We still see
          

          
             bones inhabited by
          

          
             the next bodies
          

          
              
          

          
             And we still hear the salt
          

          
             carousel dancing universe
          

          
              
          

          
             Taste the darkness
          

          
             that once lived
          

          
             in light
          

          
              
          

          
             Calm the cinders 
          

          
             in the ruins 
          

          
             of we:
          

          
              
          

          
             Many lucid islands full of usage. 
          

          
             Exasperations with charm missing.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
             how sweet the maasai 
          

          
             wandering möbius-essays
          

          
              
          

          
             patented enquiries fed with a fury
          

          
             trembling and silver, miserable
          

          
              
          

          
             spreading on the thigh,
          

          
             thorn-ridged, snow-water 
          

          
             foam sinew
          

          
              
          

          
             stinking unappeasable dignity
          

          
             tendon, an epithelial book
          

          
             ​
          

          
             of half-chawed
          

          
             braintricked mucus
          

          
              
          

          
             time’s jockstrap-gas desires
          

          
             fenced-off crumbling beyonds
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             matrix tact impulse
          

          
             negligible polymorphisms
          

          
              
          

          
             penetrated
          

          
             languorously
          

          
              
          

          
             burning with you
          

          
              
          

          
             demarcated
          

          
             cinctured
          

          
              
          

          
             peach-orchard
          

          
             bulge blend
          

          
              
          

          
             fluoride bed
          

          
             tantôt bow-bend
          

          
              
          

          
             spoon-feed cam essence
          

          
             beam blistering
          

          
              
          

          
             decomposed 
          

          
             pre-fabricated
          

          
              
          

          
             knobby delusional furnishings
          

          
             curling blades of passivity 
          

          
             that drone like irrational genes
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             andromeda
          

          
             unmapping 
          

          
             the pond quiz
          

          
              
          

          
             Cease and Desist Positrons
          

          
                  
          

          
             flayed mourning 
          

          
              
          

          
             sophistication:
          

          
             an idol beehive
          

          
              
          

          
             endorphin
          

          
             fountain balm
          

          
             casualty groove
          

          
             spur helper phages
          

          
              
          

          
             loophole
          

          
             google 
          

          
             incarnation
          

          ​
          
             my life is a slice
          

          
             of burnt glass
          

          
              
          

          
             balance
          

          
             tobacco
          

          
              
          

          
             purgatory lice
          

          
             patio plastic
          

          
              
          

          
             jaded
          

          
             burps
          

          
              
          

          
             hardware
          

          
             tangents
          

          
              
          

          
             deed snaring, swerving
          

          
             affective embarkations
          

          
              
          

          
             wigged déjà Linux 
          

          
             hunger satellites
          

          
              
          

          
             yapp whim, laser
          

          
             suit-knobbed gui
          

          
                 
          

          
             a once infinite 
          

          
             crotch comfort
          

          
              
          

          
             and prestigious 
          

          
             sleet keywords
          

          
              
          

          
             slow scanning swan-diving
          

          
             through limitless misrule
          

          ​
          
             the human self, demanding swampy
          

          
             chopped up aria hatches
          

          
                 
          

          
             to flee a distant life with songs,
          

          
             mediate the encroachment
          

          
              
          

          
             designed by flotillas 
          

          
             of shrewd bloodlines
          

          
              
          

          
             straw facsimiles in fractured newscast
          

          
             barbituric muses of in-curved momentum
          

          
              
          

          
             folding colloquialism ear-plug notes, flashing
          

          
             tonsure implicit crushed larkspur god affect
          

          
              
          

          
             as they adore suntupped kinetic bigness
          

          
             half-sleep scrip flight generosity
          

          
              
          

          
             counterpoint urinal
          

          
             dateline ameobas
          

          
              
          

          
             and popeye
          

          
             dew-drop 
          

          
              
          

          
             transitive kyoto
          

          
             parkinsonism sincerity
          

          
              
          

          
             pocketknife abacus 
          

          
             sappho's thinking
          

          ​
          
             After the Autonomy
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             erroneous sexting
          

          
             omission flensing
          

          
                 
          

          
             muted days of 
          

          
             honey-colored
          

          
              
          

          
             Bacchus condemned by God
          

          
             framed by a potency pill
          

          
              
          

          
             the choreography
          

          
             of squeamishness
          

          
              
          

          
             smiling thornfishes
          

          
             world-sorrow octopi
          

          
              
          

          
             bursting through the aromatic fresh
          

          
             dunes with waitresses in petticoats
          

          
              
          

          
             half dead & wobbling
          

          
             sonorous shenanigans
          

          
              
          

          
             distant minions of payment
          

          
             in velvet oblivion rituals
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
             transparent
          

          
             lamentation
          

          
             ecology
          

          
              
          

          
             heartmusic's tinder headache
          

          
             ​
          

          
             stumps brick crumb border
          

          
             pulling unnatural X-Actos
          

          
              
          

          
             hindbrain belly 
          

          
             of green-billed 
          

          
             clanking compost 
          

          
              
          

          
             impulses
          

          
             unbirth 
          

          
             loamy
          

          
              
          

          
             synthetic mooc
          

          
             sqlite unwind
          

          
              
          

          
             incentive
          

          
             powder
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
                  
          

          
             hemorrhagic mutations
          

          
             insulated licking
          

          
              
          

          
             cybernetic parasitic
          

          
             pinhole reality
          

          
              
          

          
             turn and lick the earth
          

          
                 
          

          
             volley innocence eddies 
          

          
             tapered inside eyes
          

          
              
          

          
             crocodile assholes
          

          
             militarising turf
          

          
             ​
          

          
             mesencephalic umbrella
          

          
             proleptic neuroscopes
          

          
              
          

          
             bacteroides smooth azure 
          

          
             seed spewing poised 
          

          
              
          

          
             inquisition
          

          
             design anguish
          

          
              
          

          
             competent
          

          
             jeered 
          

          
             adversity
          

          
              
          

          
             mashup demonstrandum
          

          
             thaw diagnosed
          

          
             severe emergence
          

          
              
          

          
             unbecoming
          

          
             never-selves
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                  
          

          
              
          

          
             I am sick of heart's
          

          
             unique pregnant 
          

          
             compulsions
          

          
              
          

          
             jigging nostalgia
          

          
             chasm shattered 
          

          
             memories
          

          
              
          

          
             bristled 
          

          
             with lily-white
          

          
             transience
          

          
             ​
          

          
             burrowed 
          

          
             battle-net unknown
          

          
             doilies
          

          
              
          

          
             a.k.a. intermixed
          

          
             portents
          

          
              
          

          
             I try to turn on my 0 back
          

          
             through sex-drugs delirium
          

          
                 
          

          
             remind a thermos of silver manhatten
          

          
             superpositions that speed in the ground
          

          
              
          

          
             Consider anything art.
          

          
             This will be life.
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             I look through an infinity
          

          
             stuck into the first word
          

          
              
          

          
             — it’s outside
          

          
             on the Internet
          

          
              
          

          
             I see the weather of scalpels,
          

          
             bobbing in weakened barbarisms
          

          
              
          

          
             And the 'is' things are still free and
          

          
             circumstances hold light for comfort
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             A glorious bird is
          

          
             as powerful as the 
          

          
             skin of what would 
          

          
              
          

          
             Be
          

          
             loved
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
              
          

          
                 
          

          
             I knew a
          

          
             lullaby.
          

          
                 
          

          
             At the end of it, I was
          

          
             dead. An angel assembled
          

          
             from pollutants,
          

          
              
          

          
             scrawled in a crash suit,
          

          
             stuck to a sea of tectonic machines,
          

          
             reading the contrast
          

          
              
          

          
             that controls the observer of a
          

          
             shifting surface world.
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