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there is no speaking, now
on the bask of settling minutes,

dispersed in blue thickness, 

insistent, of continuous waking -
we stay awake, against 
the weight, the sealing,
the matted gum of stale moments

persist against 
the eroded present,
resisting instruments, 

and ignores that form, 
that inwards drawn
to release 

folding loose behind 
a curious palm, 

articulate, evading touch,
a creasing gravitation,

and reflex knows 
concavity, breeds it,

slips yellow in, to sour and heat
and seize a coward gesture 

by rote, a going
without measure

aspired to the shy urging
of earthly law, made a body in

the enlightened sense, insensate, 

and, uneasy, without foresight, 
trailing with elliptical care 

to the warmth on the map

a squall - vocal 
only the dewy higlight 
white balance 
of the clattering day

the pressure 
relief in digit force,
a weakly metonymized will,
a pooling intention,

a particular loss 

when the encroachment 
became 
all lip and lapping, 
gave to greeting, 
to cascade 
salted interruptions
and corrode 
any membranous securities 
fit true and sheathlike





the new growths 
were animal growths

fit to signal the length
and animal luxury

the wreck of edges 
inwards-rounding

towards petaled neglect
and flushed wrinkling

to know fear before source
and sign, to be cold-struck

the habit, the cropping, 
the rigid, its thieving

the calcite that pines 
in the cell and ascends

towards the sites of our
neglect, the flooding

and impressionable matter 
not so pliable 

here’s the spirit
laid out skinlike

here’s the ganglion -
a head that gives
on, and recieves -

(to kiss is to consume touch)

think it spiritlike,
think it scalded
in promethean refrain - 

press the edges
find them ashy,
incoherent, already
rebodying, already

inviting combustion,
already alight -

again receding, 
again reception -

what is heat, to the spirit
is their reaction self-same to the skin?



i let drop the
transaction, or rather
its nature begged 
the ground, and 

my fingers spread
to grant the weight 
its ownness, which

split in turn, that
emulsion of time
and memory, care and
distraction. there

are congestions in the
present whose mass
is fit to collapse behind 

i need the line by 
line remaking, can 
attend only to

renewal in this 
way, as it 

shrieks the break
of newness from 

a sediment ignored
only for falling 

so far below
the eyeline, where

solidity in all its 
essential, worthy 

posture becomes

another thing swept, 
dissembled, 

dispersed

that which we call a lack
the vacuity of uncommon 
naming, the nameless -

momentum of a futile 
pneumatics, peristalsis
the predigested present
repeats, and this

sick motion, sickness' 
convulsive token 
outlaps the very
stillness in nature

known not as rest
but occlusion - 

that which we call a fullness
now clots, now implodes
is not named sating





this is a doubling
i double myself in actions
i cannot move in any law
that is not universal

is this circularity,
which we call law
is this repetition,
which we call lawlessness
return outside conformity

is this the same sun
the same searing 
displacement of breath
the same rosy fingers 
which oversaw 
hearts put aside
for momentum

i displace my ingestions
to be ambivalently 
hidden, exposed 
in the daylight

is this the law 
which stipulates 

closure as a necessary 
symptom of the circle

do i abide it

all nature conspires 
in semaphore

i sit in the lover's antithesis,
a superstitious seat

the weight of each sign
is final

a buckling flight, wrapping
irregular orbits, catching
will thrown into question
by the train, 
the trailing

of the cause, the credit - 
the question - which 
manipulation, what ground,
what carrying, to whom

does efficacy stick and
propel from, what mass,
what moving, 
what mind -
which partition of mine,

if any, an innocuous loss - 
there is no understanding
fear's presentation at
lack, at latency's careful

charge, covert in-handings - 
a dispossession only born
in the gap between faith
and provision



mercurially, they say
as if the flit was
more labile than
quick on the uptake, 
nimble, as need be 

on a ground which pitching
cants the very answer
to a betrayal of the senses,
a betrayal of circumstance

hot mercury has need 
of dodge and weave, so
closely entrained against 
that surface composed 
of its thrashes and bursting

another redness floats 
nearby, removed,
knowing nothing of heat 
or motion, yet stands
for rage, that crystal

what wonder, that between 
these fields where ground yields 
to pressure and charge,
stepping assumes its
wingedness

the dilation, the thumb 
rubbed on the rim, the prying,
the slack we birthed in
tactility, the tactility
we evoked, all our common
absence laid the slats
to fumble over, now step,
now skip, now stumble 

now we attack the distance,
now we we call it mild
and let it settle 
now we compress 
concurrence, lust, despair, 
harmony, and fleshed
presence, flat offerings
in the declarative mode

call it heart in hands
call it sweat, smile
call it weary
call it prayer
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