


Compendium of prizelands, this unique Primum in copse, matter toward man,
Motherhood hangs in trees, O magnum mysterium and lux aeternum, Kingdoms fall to loam, the old
map, the body beloved and lost terrain of winsome heights and dark winnows,
and motherhood will ever be stars above steeples, these kid-wishes for ego-ruins, and men will die
eld, the hour of the cosmos diminishecf by memory split into dapple-shift, sprawled
victorious, the sour freedom, something more, the internal expanse E)r seminal rights, splash and
sweat, salt of the jaw and compass skew, on boulders after vigorous swims, drip from
the tumultuous folds, sparkling toward spirit-keep, crayon-melt from the sire, conscience seared upon
owlfix into peat-bed, this cartographical arousal, the idea of touch, the breezing
new from ancient origins, her core, the near-enough-to-love shimmer of the flesh, the sovereign sword,
knowledge “of explored stares, brought swift, signals shy of instant, gleamin

integral badge cng wound of elsewhere-light, all the sky over, all night his shield tem ereg by votive
to angle-ift, spent into the bloogstream with ‘instance, the plow-boy unfqlr;wed

selection, forever hopetul for wide, the close smell of wax, childhood candles, the pacifist apostate,
through legendary doubt, again risen forthought, lake-damp and pi ued?oward

reprieve, so make it someone’s soul, many colors for kingdom come, peel the scribbling cannoneer, here
and again wrapt, smoke from the desire harvest, and the mind will reside within

duty to eradicate pain from the papery skin, work the edges to point to textile courage, to double
switch, heat gone to bone-heaven for transitions, never once nation-home or

renewal, or celebrate every approximation, summer-tell the whole noise into song, shot sprayed
curtain-depth, eyes keyed well beyond creature-pure, never tethered to sleep or

plea, every cry for mercy a box into ballast, gaze at watery stars to sink extinction, to drown
curves and cave, the stun of constant waking, attainable peak and unknown

delirium of female wealth, above chromatic fields, life is longer than male mood and hymn, vague
otherness, the rewards of seldom finishing first, the doppler-melody of time given to

the daughtering waters of dream, grounded %y what will happen, reverence for those aggressive
thoughts, sinew before synapse, passion ‘speed, birds between leaves, sounds from

moon and stem, compassion flown above piety, the cheer of storytime soarings, the choiring violence
over prayer, intellectual allergies from pole to pole along highways, water bent

for future history, slow stellar drift, transcendence post-relinquishment of dominant quest, possessive
proximity to current culture, mortal light around shoulders, stone curved under

embrace, interval beauty spun into afterbath slumber, room-nostalgia surveyance, his primal grasp
adored, foxill past leaf-dead, that winiry spine, this telegraphed playing of possum

tomorrow around yesterday, toward horizon-lust, squint-cornered and of total tragedy, the renowned
laugh, corporeal p|{1nder in the wide open under the sun, philosophy at rest, awaiting

her birthmark inevitability, pajama-shook, calibrate the seasons fill col{apse, every protagonist’s
world, in place of evening’s introspective chill and mental prowess, the untenable

hip-twist and ankle-sway, the rude awakening, fabled star-snufffollowing fear and every hero’s fate, the
gloam and fret, this fabled consortium of questions into answer’s maw of nonsense,

boundary’s blur orbiting the star-bright wish and tonight’s favored survival difference, this cleft
acreage, nape to navel and shins to ribs, the missing link, dressing in thought before

heart’s progeny, the captivated brow-kiss, arise into steep unlikelihood and choiceless bravado, these
eternal radii and infinite circumferences, the long walk to interiors, the familiar

child’s dash toward daunt. as if the rise will will itself back down to convivial stabs at sensuality.
this midnight romp in the wilding yard. passage through woods as darkness falls.

small tremendums in the here-lamp glow.



Peer into depths of changeable power, her Radiant plumage on a dying god, his
Whistling across the fake, the Quick plunge into xyz as connection to Tendons strained and tongue
access to suffering, the strata o?agon raiments worthy of awe, the colors o
message to her wake, simp?e abc, immersion o(nosfclgia-youth into alert, these steamy minglings

and disappointments within a set jaw, past assurance, of mortal delusion an
applause, for she’sthe stronger projection, all of this intoing natural, of geometric surfaces toward
ravery displayed and unappropriated, keen duration mated to light, distance
swimmer, the rippling back, the yeﬁow surprise of sudden sun, this inner resolve, words as seams,
a father-girl”s enduring loss of time-fold compulsory, a mother-boy’s struggle to
the quivered thighs, all of this converging life lifted out of time-pools, cross-clauses merging actions
and energy, those conflicting forces that breathe, soon to be moot, the tensions of
motion and fluid, the waterant twilight undone, the Imno crisis, drifting away from edged intents, what
ill and drain reservoirs, that advocate persistence and surrender occupying all
spaces of congenital joy, mind into the middle of the road, the terminal fray into self-awareness, solo
existence, what is sacred and leaked into conception-fields, every exit-heart, ideas
in pursuit, flanked by dare and progression, these versions of sequential loves, the narcissistic denial of
promise-skin, what wiﬁ become emotions stacked upon ideas, feverish attempts to
hide, wait for muddy shore or air, what will always trump imaginative weave, what will always be
lown horizontal, the ridiculous need to codify within stratification or to tame the
outcropping, that linger-spot fervor, the step-by-step justification of what the pragmatic and unphysical
spread rather than hone, the damaged clearing, the manly frame reminiscent
of drying talk, just whatever appears to be the case, the unspiritual tyranny of clarity, missing the
telling, the womanly twirl on the cusp of industrial machinery, cock-a-doodle
surface-rises, elevated into focus away from swan-finer noise, from bodily tanglements dicative
of cygnet-blush, of approaching the not done, that twining of midnight and noon
language, unmental beyond evaporation, snowfall in sunlight, two birds of overcare, wed to common
everafter, uncommon static and melody in stan%-qlone sounds, top-of-the-ruin
vocalization, watching clouds in flight with the necessary space between senses, strung upon the theory
across concepts, the strangest alphabet abandon, this death of myths under the
combine, watching hairs curl, their gartings and gleams, the civil tools of observational glut, matching
holes witﬁ exclamation pegs, these sexuc? auspices of war, orientations flipped,
every unspoken ramification ofinstincf, this newly evor:/ed sky soaring the obvious fo tﬁe unprovable,
eflections around discourse, transforming water into ﬁlood info ink into soil into air
of togetherness surviving days beyond enterprise, above the cleverness of talks noted into loose books,
semblance into delight, hard indifference into sun, threads of thought struggling
alone, granite-calm throughout strategy, past any land of gray thinking or explanations of meanings
into soft affection, exhaustion out searching for elbow room, for territorial comfort,
doze and waterlap, embracing pink secrets, that uyw melancholy, severance of words and names of things,
younger eyes for revigorating clusion, every to-be-pulled-out-from-under rug,
the coolish breeze and its time- sorrow, the aboutto-be beyond truncation, descriptions of particular bodies
absent of judgment, willing to weep over every night of remembered success wit
to-go implications, the last brush with death till conception, time-ignorant and not quite knowing when
someone else’s son, someone else’s worst days to come, will surprise the burdene
of shoulder in that leaving light. and bodiless, everyone will elude whatever rays of light reach mirrors.
and most requendent occasions of fafe. and the careless, will sKock the normal.
truths most mornings come loud-knocking.



Tallow waters of the shoreminded reflect Squint-trails round the eyes, what will go
Blueswallowing for aim-health, Quickening out of the forest lark, these Rogues for days, galleries of
evergreens without threat, stondglng easy with the only-heart, peerage intent upon
conduct becoming explorers, jaunts to elusive lakes, fantast wrung from louts and loons, hanging too
nearthe endeavor olf leisure, requiring severe happiness, freckles and bark-scent,
discipline undreamt of by his collarbones and cowlicks, the bowery skies unlit to see, her ego catering to
nothing unnatural but respect, trees as the corporeal fascinators resembling
abandoned friends, those he youth-collected and recollected, gentle conciliatory friends, those kind
bystanders, and tears absorbed by the boyhood daygreoms, what too often are
forsook for pseudo-solitude with earliest stars, the overgrown path to the lesser attic, the standard
surtace, the sensitive rambler, weeping mistook for boredom-clutch, for tonal
or anchoret rigor, escalation to the bramble-house, to memory’s tag approach, what is flustered by
or misty-eyed around beauty disturbed or keepsakes of barley-cringe, the cutting
of relevance and earnestness and chase, running around the original inward duty and chauvinist
undisturbed, the full-bracing swim alone or bending of edge-rules, those futures
above pastimes, ringing the trunk-pillar or scaling the shaft into purer selfishness, out-of-this-world

or in company, seen by pines and not devils distributed across perception, those tolle
bells for active madness, flow expression, the straining of life into deﬁa obsession, backwoods torches
or cherubs, this dive and relinquishment into biggish hands, the tithing of fluids
and flame, milk of cognitive warmth, giving muscle to pattern-shoves for untested resolve, for breath
of self into lung-purpose, into primacy and Force, all given for passage into
spark, kid-echoes of friends and idea-caroms, evocation of shadows in darkness, the motivations
and the privacy of parallel efforts toward the real, the verily real, comprehension
in a neglected clump of trees across vacant lots and beyond horizons too stray-grained to connect to
solid ground, ankles in mud and torsos told with fingertips before mouths, out-
playing wilderness, silences that recede, planets never witnessed as comprehensive discovery, the
shivering in air, the bend of necks gefore maneuvering talk, the vigrction-corona
around the cwec?qnd shouts neighborhood-bound, any home-stallion’s inability to find haystacks with
the mind-swirled hush, the pioneer’s foray of touch-and-go, eyes focused on that
from the eureka-boys, peerless vicinity-grazing vu{nerable to barbs aaneedles undermining the skills
eyond phenomenology, the brave brain’s vanished point, heartache converted into
lightning and thunder, strange field-currents, the gone-horse’s failures to locate needles in haystacks,
innermost sharpness at the soft-spots o? domestic charm, the courageous body’s
cause and effects predisposed to adapt, the impervious spirit’s tendency to pinpoint the problem, that
uncertainty, kiss and show, or remember grace in the face of slow collapse, tilted
toward margins, supper ready to attach itself to energy, any evening’s cruel attention span spiralling
time as imaginative power, tread water away from consciousness, impossible
and called and ignored, the sireich toward exchange prophesying around itself, the coming squall
in the deepest open, tough-barter against acceptance of self-end, some light-raging
storm still-distant with eventual twister-dreams, the assurance of sleep always coming, ever near and
easy knowledge, float holding hands before the acquiescence, (he comforts of
bedtime unable to curtcﬁ the feeling of dgepcrture, death-resembled in scattering thoughts all over
questioning heaven, tolerating the real physical struggle and finishing-pain, the
rising wind’s furious allure. its inevitable and ob[i)vion-inducing ush without destroying the house.
and denying the claims of the thorough. undeniable matter mattering less and less.
toward sparkled middle-of-night sunder.



Vantage shall prove his substantiation and Alchemy shall stead her modify-penchant,
Selfsatisfaction of the heart’s Travel-child witnessing every whatsoever Undersun and overlake, the
venture shall slick his stance, the sudden glcncing blows and garlanded bones, the
mass and centrality shifting throughout the long durance-drift, those cloudstransgress, verifying
falls too precious f%r empathy, into the museumed yesterday, the token-chest,
into prepositional soundings, countable revolutions and sun amblings, existence as occlusive, those
pride-realms, into the emotion-abyss of chemical displacement and mirror-flinch,
all as connection-work, some rain on clear family trips and life as spirit- particular sensations around
memory, stumble- and tumble-time, just what could be considered absence, the
bowers over ruins, phantomed notion, those infrospective days spent in shadowed water, arriving at
what is needed, equilibrium lost in the vacant windows, the empty grove, vital
moods and tangled growth, road-hum and light-swish, accelerated peace of mind, often-shone
moment of misstep, the fortunate mishap- bounding of the buck from the hand, but
rivulets and vinelands, past and current, won’t coalesce as instant- or breeze-distressed, classic
luck across generations, advocating just what must be seen as never was, parting
arterial rushes and subsequent proofs, those stupendous restitutional poses of nature, thus restoring
what is needed, alleviating whole swaths as superfluous drama, meeting as errata,
halts of gerund-feel, skulls as repositories for musing, toys on the quilt, the relationship between the |
of entertainment and thesaural foolery, more as less, more or less, unexpressly,
decorative or trophy-like, the droplets down the rear windshield, voices and the other, the one and the
many words of kid-love once discarded in that far-gone elsewhere-tub, that roiled
chance-aspect of the body, emanating from the front this%cckseot self, lake-sure sea-dreaming,
now embodied, szaight-tqlk high-noon cauldron of distant come-calling truths,
thisdarkmeaning-moistened haven in weathery motion too soon to be wet in the altogether open,
testaments of solemn promise, the male absolutes stewing in maybes, the female
language-burdened mouth, nostalgia-bruised, the crucial surrender to tops of trees and shorefronds,
armor prone to overconfidence and rust, hopes velveted around willpower, proving
the eyes forested and hollows along-the-way destinations, those pleasant closed-lappings and bird-lifts
proving what every woman knows, not what every man knows, that uﬁ begs are
wildflowered, legs striding the irrevocable gifts, landswept gilt expanding in the late shimmer, not quite
|earneg but insfinctual, these sniﬁ‘mgs of cool‘?ing-pots, too spice-adventured for the
anvil-plain, arms reaching for proudesttime, the far-eternal embraced alone withthatacknowledged
cowardice, boy-swoop and old-droop, weak-bellied, nevertoo hotto discourage
citrus-lilt, fingers peeling that with more tang than original knowledge, splendor of splendors, fertile
arrogance around sweat, or so he thinks, the devoted taster, or so she thinks, that
finest orange, tongue telling of the ride toward zenith, the plunge into imagination, underestimated
quite wrongly, I?esitcncy derived from potent taste, vibrancy germinating within
storyless assertion, dimensional nether, thought-wander and sense-ramble, across any fabric of sense, all
versions of respect, or if not care, then fractured focus, probability versus unknown
narratives beyond summary or this explorer’s observations and doubts as refraction-work, rivetting

curiosity, risk against reward and fresh pathfindings, life-isshort fancy, life-is-lon
talk, what is tactile, what has risen to notice or dismissal, circumventing the mind to the urﬂ(nowoble
perspectives, mad-domains doomed to prudence, neither wrong nor right, womb-
scope and shape and finality. salons ofthe scrubbed sort, plummeting through the world’s surface.
tourism and gawking, heft and sky-thrust. liberty and mind-swing into zest-view.
into bottomless spirals of daydreamt.
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And also in those days those days yet to come sky fell from the sky and the blue flecks melted into
the yellow flecks of the sun to make a green world And also the seas that were there were a mighty
unknown And also the trees that were there were there beyond learning there beyond the knowledge
of the inhabitants of the land or the water or the visitors to the air And also in those days to come
nothing lived in fire as might be expected And also the minds that were there were a mighty unknown
if not unknowable, then inscrutable, not so much in their mechanisms although the supreme of these
held onto their sense of mystery and some of their secrets but in their textures or not their textures
but their relationships to meaning or to the potentials of meaning or the semantics of meaning or the
meanings of meaning And in those days yet upon us it was reasonable for meaning to not be
wholly known or not be condemned for being partially known or only partially unknown the knowing
almost as unknown as the meaning the unknown almost as welcome as the known apprehension as
lovely as apprehension seeing as lovely as seen And in those days of mind and matter not of mind
as matter memory yearned for tomorrow and projection needed the oldest light These are the days
of words piled upon words, bonfires of the imagination or pyres to burn the imagination as heretical,
self-examination as disease and science as chronic, navel-gazers bedding logicians while clerics
watch from unsapped bowers, these strategic days, these witful frames Those days come not as
stormfronts or storefronts but as effronteries to availing observation All days are those days All days
are just days Or these are the days of constant adjustments and dwindlings, of colors in veins and
the glorious orifice Or those were the days when lightning sought the heart through the brain and not
just the loins through the lips or peace of mind through the denial of the soul or the passion of the
hands through the freezing of the spirit or the grand pulse through the sly transactions And those
were also the days ever arriving, the soon-to-be around-the-corner delivery of the straightaway And
the coming days will bring the risen seas and impresario rivers, the waters of old under new rain the
rushing savant into the supplicant swamp Or the days upon us all will bring moss-rhythms and mold-
rhymes, the nether-urge curled around the brain-stem, the will of emergence spooled around the
spleen all of robustness in a wink all of tradition in saliva or our tears or in blackened tongues And
also in those days those days yet to come effluence came as lust and fashioned a culture while
caverning a context And also the words that were there were stubborn and impenetrable simulacrum
and variance And also the lake that was there was there beyond explication there beyond the
comprehension of its swimmers or the pervasive sky or its sheltering banks And also in those days to
come fire fell from the sky as the folly of story as should be expected and living in that fire was
nothing known And also the minds that were there were minds of mimicry and homage poke and
prod smoke and mirrors flail and ornament And also the minds that were there were a mighty
gathering of privilege and affect of substance and effect And also the also was predictable and
predictive and divine in its more and more its linguistic philanthropy its momentum of neuvtral coast
from peak to surf Those were the days of longer nights Those days to come were the divisional days
Days and nights are divisional Time won't always be divisional Those were the days when the days to
come were to be difficult and dangerous And those were the days when the days were just days among
days And these are the days of thinking better and rampant idiocy These are always those days



These have been those days since day two These will have been those days since day one And also
in those days we mustn’t do as we're told mustn’t assume the royal perch mustn’t swoop for the
decoy musin't turn the other eye These are the days of our unanswered prayers These are the days
of praying and not praying These are always those days These will have always been those days
forever and ever And men won't last forever and women won't last forever and the earth and sky
won’t last forever and childhood won't last forever But if hydrogen and oxygen last forever then
Water won't last forever The idea of water won't last forever without actual water or the minds to
remember or fabricate water Minds can’t fabricate water Minds need water Minds need brains
Brains need water Brains need bodies Bodies need water Bodies of water are finite An infinite
universe won't exhaust its water Bodies of water aren't finite and adulthood won't last forever and
pain never lasts forever and languages never last forever and forever as a word won't last forever
and forever as an idea will go the way of water as an idea and the way of water is to go where it’s
told by gravity and not where it wishes Water doesn’t wish and pleasure never lasts forever but
pleasurelessness lasts in a dead world And those days were the days and are to be the days of
death and comedy of life and tragedy of romance and faith of discourse and doubt Those days are
long gone Those days are long going These are the days of let’s get going These are the days of
let’s get gone And also the also was a pocket of time Time doesn’t have pockets and motherhood
isnt ever stars and daydreams aren’t bottomless and the spirit moved across the surface of the deep
And those will be the days of reasons for pure critique And those will be the days of sex as a flood
of oldest light of light as the progeny of creator and word of word as the excuse for fear of fear as
the drowning principle the principal fear water as enemy air as lover light as judge And these are
the days of don’t get out as much And these are the days of never had a chance And these are the
days of not as spry And these are the days of these kids these days These days language is too
pliable These days are always those days And also in those days gone or coming the amateur
philosopher throve as a false prophet his green world ever greening or ungreening and elsewhere
always greener his mind afire beyond his abiding his honesty hidden in irony his irony hidden in zeal
his zeal dampened by aesthetic mists his style more in his wrists than his ankles more in his elbows
than his knees And also in those days the godless saw gods and the godful were mindful of method
and those destroyed by fire won't resent the ash or the spark or the oxygen and they won’t worship
the flame And in those days the truthless won’t exist and the truthful won’t know themselves And also
in those days of vicinity-wilderness those days yet to come we climbed down from the crowns of our
trees and I'll climb down from the crown of my tree and speak erect with my concerns at hand And
| spoke of the elect as consecrated And I'll speak of the sacred as history And Ill seek comfort in
the flesh of the snow And I’ll have done my best to lust well to last long to lose right to love first And
also in those days of risk and next and near and dear and reach and more | strove to clarify what
needed obfuscation and opaque what wanted defining as if to muddle the mud as if to show the
mirror within itself Let me witness my limits Let me peer beyond my peering Let me haunt the all Let me
stay within compass And also the trees in the rain at night near the streetlamp make me feel less alone
or less lonely And also the rivers obeisant to the sea make me feel less oppressed or less oppressive



And also the mind hard at work at night after the body working hard by day makes me feel human
or hardly inhuman And also the words strung in a silent way between two buildings or across any
narrows makes me feel conductive or connected to the greater silence if not ever the greatest silence
And my good silence stood at the upstairs window watching the wind and rain lash the trees and |
considered what | don’t know about storms and the air currents within storms | know almost nothing
about the air currents within storms or weather patterns as natural structures and | took into account
what | don’t know about the motion of trees in any breeze or wind or gale | know when the wind is
rising | feel something when the breeze is sweet and | tried to weigh what | don’t know about myself
as observer or myself as dimensionality or myself as cognition | know myself as not adequate | know
myself as not done and | stood alone at the window with my burden of calculations and was moved
by the movement of the trees the responsiveness of the living the bend-without-breaking efforts of the
tall and rooted and | felt the freshening gratitude of mobility and shelter and sight across distance
and proximity within time and the paradise of silence and | fell into a reverie of self-magnification and
consequential self-occlusion The world won't yield to my sculpt | won’t cease trying to ply My hands
can’t crescend the inert and in my half-dream of scrutiny and concealment | lost my magnetic position
alone at the window and went adrifting in the wake of the storm, lifted by peripheral winds as if |
were a paper ploy, my chance to participate in ongoing aftermath these days of shallow-breath
boredom of hold-your-breath terror of steal-your-breath majesty of count-your-breaths mortality And
also in those nights those nights soon upon us those immanent nights of more-of-the-same sky came
down from the bible-black sky as excess fervor and without accountability And also the buildings
that were there were a collection of impulses And also the fire that was there was uninhabited | think
it's time we speak of what can be known and not whatever we think whatever we feel whatever we
dream whatever we say about whatever we said whatever we’ll eventually say about whatever
we're about to say whatever was said and won’t be said again whatever we might say about the
saying | know nothing of the burning bush or the lake of fire but | could speak of the spiritual flame
Or | could chalkboard incompleteness theorems | want to speak of something | don’t know how to
speak of, something elusive and evanescent and wordless, something ineffable, or I'm wrong and |
actually want to speak of that wasp on the wall or the veins on the backs of my hands or the taste
of my love's secrets or the anvil upon which we're forged or the textural realm of equations 1'd like
to say my heaven exists within fire where | can’t go I'd like to be able to say | never betrayed a friend
I'd like to be able to say it's all the same in the end If only | could say without hesitation that the light
on the building justifies both the building and my vision I'd like to be able to say my moral stance
was considered from every possible angle before it was assumed If only | could say with utter
confidence that I'm positive | won’t ever be able to say anything with utter confidence I'd like to say
my love resides in the warm roiling waters of original sinlessness If only they had grown teary-eyed
when | spoke of my fondness for the persistence of vista or its auditory or intuitional equivalent If
only | could adequately express the slight bend at the end of one of her fingernails to some receptive
stranger If only | could say there were more to sensitivity than the cataloging of subjective favorites
or empathy for reflective plights If only the genetic code irrefutably indicated individual purpose



Now is the night one blue dew never saved a child from hunger or a whale from slaughter or a
classic shoe from discontinuance | never wanted to have to speak for myself | always wanted the
opportunity to speak for myself | thought | might be able to speak for my neighbor | thought | might
one day get spoken through |'ve always known that one day I'd have to speak for myself | believe
we should all have to speak for ourselves My neighbor might not feel she should speak for me I still
think | might one day get spoken through These days will drain away into those days and those days
will disappear into assessment and be absorbed into the green ideal and be incinerated or evaporate
along with the unblued now and every drop of moisture and these days will undeniably still have
been these days These days I'd like to know more than | do These days | know | don’t really need
to know much more than | already do These days | know | know about as much as any next guy
knows These days | know I’ll never know the absolute difference between the unknown and the
unknowable And also in those days those days coming and going going and coming words did the
best they could within their individual and collective circumstances of persuasion And most self-
respecting ideas should always try to stay out of the way of words We struggle in vain to stay out
of the way of words We're notideas and we're not components like words and we’re not compository
like language and we're more combinatorial than we are compositional and we're more correlational
than we are correlative 1'd rather be creational than accidental 1’d rather be disappointed than
deluded I'd rather be happy than right 1’d rather not feel that failing better rather than succeeding
worse is the only option but | do and 1'd rather not feel that I've about run out of time but | do and
of course I'd rather not feel the slagged and mined-out mediocrity of obsolescence but | do I'd rather
feel like the chosen than the chooser but | don’t And also in those days those days yet to come
people were really mean to each other And also in those days people will be run-ofthe-mill mean
to one another or really kind and polite and pleasant or forgiving and congenial and tolerant or
essentially respectful or essentially indifferent and the nothing-new-under-the-sun same-as-it-ever-was
outlook gets us nowhere There’s nowhere to get but here Let’s go Treading water breeds facetiousness
or jokey avoidance or permutational gamesmanship And also in those days I'll seek higher ground
only to be avalanched in my vale to be flooded in her vale to be crucibled in will Somewhere the
fundamental tenets of thinking finery await me Here is the excruciating evidence of endemic fil to
list to sink in drydock Here is the indefatigable corrosion of neglect Here is all my dirty laundry piled
into a suffering-hill for one Here is the moment the egg is fertilized with the savior Somewhere the
flick of the wrist is properly scorned Somewhere rhetoric is bloodstained | once thought the mind
could scale the steeple | once dreamt of feeling the foetus kick | often imagined her body as a lake
| never envisioned myself here with all of this and none of that We don’t dare diagram the loss The
distance between myself and anything is everything Somewhere words have the decency to keep
their mouths shut Some day among those days to come will be a day of gentle amnesia Some night
among all those thunderous nights gone by | might yet discern the one of my definition Please excuse
my directed melancholy Take the bypass around my elitism Shovel the coal into my only furnace
Leave me be with my undoubting And so across these days we track the eternal fox to some modest
lair of all repute And so in those days the hatches and seams will hold and the speaking won’t stop



The waves broke on the shore below the mind’s lighthouse,
that feminine death unvanquished, the unyielding estuary of the consciousness, words as rocks in
pockets to serve the drowning verve, all as fame unpleasured, the pointy sorrow, the self-ship
coming apart in the other-storm, the other-fleet sailing around the self-storm, prevailing trade winds
carrying most everyone away from this hard island, vacationers and adventurers, scholars and
pals, purveyors of gentler shores, chroniclers of rougher seas, lovers of finer sands, the
houselamp dimmed by spray, the groundswell bent toward cliffs, some estrogen promontory, some
thought-full headland, tidal emotions under fury-squalls, that allusive motherant sea against this
breastal skerry, language-blown and palm-mute, dangerous under brooded fatherous skies,
daughter-cleft at the far reaches of any string of pearls, navel to cape across grass-halved wealth,
cove to ness, thick-house whitewash, the intelligent room emptied of human influence, the spiral
stairwell moist with brine, her coastal moons slant-shone upon inland ideas, her vision beyond
blank melody, shore to overlook, gale or calm, armchaired in the house-depths, warm tea in her
belly, lace at her sleeves, this fictional construct of actionless placement, figmented into common
positions, stormed for motion’s sake, storms as a constant of the wilderned mind, as she could also
be in the garden or anap the daybed or wandering the upperlands in fair weather, her existence
dependent upon shared imaginations, whatever she is, character or portrait or fantast or memory
or archetype or stereotype or shade, friend or mother or sister or lover or wife, or none of these,
still undeniably a daughter, whoever she is, if this is an ordinary world, not a daughter of the sea
or of literary whim but of sexual outcome, birth and infancy and girlhood and youth and sudden
come-of-age, these strands of hair, those particular clothes, these myriad options, some gray if
gray is needed, the inner hurt amid the outer weathering, mortal and locally historical, life-wrinkles
around wry smiles, the gulfstream vagina and the oceanic mind, fingertips of the one and only, salt
and pepper longings, glossolalia and psychosomatica, the unsugared sayings of original
consequence, swirl-of-woman amid girl-gratitude, horsey expectations and scout-spunk, pigail to
pony-tail to billowy tangles, scars and pocks and twitch and flinch, this pale version of a fabricated
miracle, this fleshy concoction, this windswept knob in some untropical clime, receptive to
introspection, to toughening assurance, chill-rooted in bone-ales, in derivational marrow, her
skeletal frame one day coming apart in the ever-storm, this air of changeable power, a dash of
righteousness with a pinch of regret, her smarts uncontested, her will undetermined, whether
through suffering or sufferance, collaged or clotheslined, sun-loved or candle-sexed or subtexted,
her most sensual meridian maritimed for compassionate purposes, this shadowy proof of unobserved
grace, grace begetting speakable grace, some specimen of female genius, unmanned in essence,
the waves broken and the language phosphorescent, shore-long and island-wide, night-stained
after crossing a vacant room to a deep window, her spirit half-unslept, her mouth half-unspoken,
the rain on the glass from another mind, ships gone down throughout expression, treasure-loss to
the undermurk of clarity, wave after wave of tempest and notion, her way of experiencing everything,
of feeling in and out of her skin, sourhood and sweetness, the empirical lux of float and abide,
the tumultuous freedom within the sumptuous fold.



Northern watersheds don’t fear the flesh of snow or the white gaze, their love and confidence
self-placed, skyed dark or light-long, word-curved to the pole, star of inconsequence, our trust in the
goodness of living, heart-flash and mind-settle, these days across dayness, hard work and core love,
tree-descent and water-wean, earth-magnetism for the hyphenated man, my self-spun cloak come
undone for her mothering wound, back before | was landscape or iceshelf, or just since | flowed
outward, or earlier today when | woke enthralled, the ensured warmth of life beside her, her fluid
charms, her sweater-realm, my finesse-renderings not approaching her cardinal surface or her white
sheet, glacial conceptions of transitory import, moraine-thoughts for equatorial organs, our growing-old
slog through pap-smear intrusions and prostate probes, our face-fall wake-up calls of dwindlings and
departures, the fleeting all one glance past protocol, the enduring all one blink shy of a staredown,
her lingo-free cheer-dowry, my scattered attitude, this smattering of church-dust, the splatter of shoot
and excuse, the wandering brute and the hunkered scamp, goatfrolic in the sun-sure heights, her
reach as the braided flirt, my stretch as the satyr-aggressor, this night of nights around our sponsored
leavings, our advertised deaths, my tundral empiricism or my spackled past, the sturdy male with the
sturdier female, able to stand together in a world of meltdown, gaps in walls and awful horizons,
life as seasonal tonnage, as seasonally aggressive and merciful, these cycles avant-human, our centric
weathervanes still spinning atop our minds, our wintry fortitude spawning solemn children in summer’s
cauldron, solemn when not giddy or content or museful, the available array, addiction and spite and
disillusionment, the unreal and the all too real, happiness uncorrected by certitude, beds in cozy
berths and births in haven-beds, ground-living with sky-respect, these days soaking into time, these
nights so dark they’ll disappear, the established primitives of boolean inference, hands heavy on
loved stomachs and eyes heavy with vanishing points, the sealed joists of judicious interiors, our
gathering-hearth, our hooped listening-rug, these granted entrapments, the tastes of her specificity, the
waste of all generalities, what | won’t ever know about existing in fire, what | can’t shelve about the
maddening crowd, this community, these spattered insights, this unmattering weave, her raveled pink
under moss-allure, the flicker-swayed green, the rift-mold clean, tresses upon stubble, my comfort-swim
from her shore to her shore, her outcroppings to her shallows, the sundown burn, the twilight hum,
the evening curl of living unalone, what | refuse to comprehend about cascading silence, what |
couldn’t solve about the gladhanding club, my tattered workshirt, these untricked sleeves, the care
she gives to play, to the filthy equation, the enjoyment créche, all in allegiance to flagless innocence,
my heart hers now that I'm awake to our regular fortune of tangible and intangible pleasures, these
days of shy pulses beneath grandiose transformations, these invited days of immensity and mobility
and stir, those uninvited ego-floods, our escape from punitive reduction, from palliative redaction,
from brute-collar and overease into free-sweat, from rude-hewn into love-carved, the totem-lift of
acceptable response, and thus I'll devote myself to decembering impulses with august results, 'l
work the words to match the math, everything adding up in the end, everything tarned here and
everything shoaled there, the roof-whirl under the sky-blanch, my shabby withdrawal, her retroactive
gasp, the wood-drip and the drift-map, our air filled with approval, our heat pooled into potential, the
coming of more life and more death and more heart-settle and mind-flash across days upon days
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Rambling swims for the strong-limbed, cross-stitching the lake
with confident strokes of vague persuasion, this bank as attractive as that inlet, that frond as silky
as that ripple is pure, the exhaustion of thought before the collapse of sex, this centering of self
in some unstoried watery expanse, and from such brew emerged mental excellence, emerges
goosebumped skin into cooler air, the body alone before suited, bridled when accompanied,
bridal at heart, the heart neither unthought of nor uncondescended to, the mind aware of itself as
bodied, the body unaware of itself as minded, the self aware of the other even as the other is still
arriving and as the other arrives and after the other has arrived, the arrival as unmysterious to and
as ununderstood by the other as by the self, indescribable in its absolute actuality, any motion through
space over time defying hurt and beyondlessness, lonely as life-condition, pained as passage, the
lakewater unresponsive to the other until the other unshoes and unshorts and becomes immersed,
the droplet along the rib on the granite-warm yet to happen, the drying always coming after the
getting wet, the wet following the original dry after the original wet, bound to water through the
waterbond, bound to life through self-other urge, the dual-swim unsynchronized, not as proximal
as expected or dreamt, but lovelier this way, talk suspended, solitude sustained, the near silence
unneared into aloof ambience, the world as it is and as it isn’t, with isolation of this extent—even if
twained—left only to the imagination, the water welcoming, the air not unfriendly, the storms still
distant, the