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We won an all away from matter. Makes the difference,
forgotten tradition of muses. 
 			       In the fog figure
unfreezing your signature,
you’ve been topiary’s flummoxed executioner
that trails behind it. Vascular blackness
let there be absolutist violence.
The eye is a face. Placental clouds making
ghosts at Chateau Marmont. Think. 
Feel. Act. A twitching tongue 
tails in the ear, sister, wife, 
mother, Tsar, peasant peacock, priest. 
We brought you up right, staked out captured ground. 

There I was a couple of years later watching Ballet Mécanique
alone, stoned, less grown into our fleshy pachyderm
of a wash. I pointed my listening into your head. 

Sanguine lozenge in woe’s weave,
I wanted to then kidnapped bankers with a band of bulls.

Every saint desecrates a fire,
the whole I cord bleed with robots, those
robust others, pasture, rambler,
scattered, alerter, an army to beget,
“What nice clothes!”   
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1

In the beginning the crop surplus 
assuages the jobless. 
Fire deranges vehicles 

completed enough to be unfinished, —
Godard allusions in the anime marathon
below an impasto gauze of skiey cerule,

where rich peasants wanted to die 
but also supported Chavez,
Nepal’s mountain movement a king’s skull.

2

All of us are none
the night 
just these peaches
isn’t a slum: Greece,
Polartec fleece —
all of us are none. 

3

The guitar Walmart is 
a girl and a gun is.
The republic is 
isthmuses

to invade to watch Nepal 
for Carmencita.
The girl called  
that thinks I’m plenty and dead. Backyards. 
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