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i'm tickled to think. cancer ravishes. 
here's the risk. an image. one of travesty. 
what is a mountain. ida behind me. 

a time bigger than me will come is here now. 
farmer. spider. taxes. undercurrent. crevice. 
how easily i forgot about the mechanics
 
the pull strings of beauty. dark said. i grew. 
is evening a question. it is. now. i thought of you 
talking about how the sex was better.
 
garbage a mile away. through the meadowlands i will. 
the stove is closer. beside hunter's milk. o grandiose. 
fingernail on the couch. stellar dichotomy fiction.

mourning one foot. running. and looking for universe. 
eurydice. don't go. i  i  said so. a heart on my heart. 
blasted from coins counterfeit and free. 

then elegance. the nihilists played loop mischief. 
tender. so tender jessica. hiding in a playhouse. 
me a giant. i'm sorry. your flower hug. the one 

after harvest and before the funeral. i held it felt it 
for long past due until a new devil welcomed me with 
gumption. the kind across honey and below milkweed. 

making gerunds not love. eyes reflecting black holes. 
a script a scroll a different blue time with bridges. 
goodnight, serious. the lies a fixed wing. broken again. 




