The second poem typewritten
called taciturn the first is tiger
breath.
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what if simulation is crushing.

don’t you see not really.
gorgeous thorns. what i wanted.

o a.r., i thought of you. are
you dead yet. i can know but i'd rather not.
feast your eyes upon but not over.
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taciturn by mike sloane

what if simulation is crushing.
don't you see not really.
gorgeous thorns. what i wanted.

oa.r., i thought of you. are
you dead yet. i can know but i'd rather not.
feast your eyes upon but not over.

what is smaller bigger. smaller bigger like doves.
dan, ain't it the truth. how deep are you in the
ground. like eons. or faces. fake sun burn me.

o fuck the new haiku. a row of cookies. volcano
pieces. crush malcolm. i will not write about water.
jean i wear your death watch.

do you know that part of the song with the frogs.
i am that. here now. i can eat almost. anything.
anytime with space. please give me space quadricep.

hunger is a wallow. in the castle. what more do you
frighten when fire is billows.
she took my don't say it. the urge. the face again.

o theme. i am sorry i didn't announce my condolences.
first charles and now gale. i put some other names
side by side by side. and then a quick delete. they

looked really nice together. typing them. see them.
finally telling you. this is happy. golf cart full.
will to live. thunder.

why didn't i try this sooner. why didn't i. you know.
be. faster than crunching. bigger than grey.
elephants. aesthetic pause censorship as always

voice. reaching across. it felt really nice to hear
the word taciturn. i could maybe will do this
everyday. but with what bum. the one that moves

not gossamer. but sheepskin. the one i wear.
sun behemoth. dial editor.
gentle mouth. birthday tear.

fake camera. bring forth some phenomenology. not for 23 years though.

whatever holes.
cat simulation. mission statement. nature drums.

hunger once again. you know that dress kisses.
during orgasm. replete with eye strokes.
the love we walloped.

still golden lies. the true aristotle. foot!
down! keys in that sweet dune buggy i float around.
pretend necker, i move you but see nothing.
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