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a mantle stacked in books 
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asked for a bad poem, 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     I came alive 
  
  



 
 
 
 

Later in circle, laughed w/ whomever 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
:they did cringe,  
 
        cough when it was mine 
 
 



AN END OF  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ALL THINGS  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
  w /  

   o u t a k e  V e r s e 



 

T
vs

  

 m
a

y 
th

e
re

 b
e

  
    t

o
 w

e
a

ve
 

   
   

 c
us

to
m

 b
ro

a
d

c
a

st
s,

  
       

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
co

nt
in

uo
us

 f
lip

s 
th

ro
ug

h 
 

 
 

 
 

 
   

  
   

   
   

   
 t

he
 c

o
un

tle
ss

 c
o

sm
ic

  
  

 
 

 
   

   
   

   
 c

ha
nn

e
lv

e
rs

e
 



 
 
Seven thousand  
 
paper planes, 
 
 
            
  
 
 
opened, 
 

chained in  
 

f loral  leis  

 



        
   

th
e

 s
p

e
ll 

o
f 

d
a

ys
 a

 p
o

ly
-l

in
g

ua
l r

 io
t 

ru
nn

in
g

 t
o

p
-o

f-
p

a
g

e
 



  
playlet shapes on  

   
 
 
 
 
 
      
cotton blinds drawn  
      
all around  
  

 



 
 

 

two spare voices,  
 
 
 
    contro picking soft on  
 
  a suspended chord,  I hear ; 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
roughcut-close of 
roaming mitts,  
 
       flesh soft-lit 
      to the  
     
     suicidal strummings of    
         
        Elliot Smith 
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the tonic resolves that made mum cry  
 
 
     turn this Patrick livid 
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[ to the passing  
   vac uum of  the  
   sidewalk h o g…] 
 
 
 
oh but  
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become 
causes  



 
 
 
 
 
when Cronkite cried “oh 
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       warping, this is surely 
    no distorting for the  
   map indeed is placed 
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may each breath suffice for  
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    your bodies erase, 
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 elsewise death come quick  

 
  for me & mine  ] 
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There really are ghosts, 
and some of them are Andy! 
 
 
 
eudemon Andy,  of St. George the 
Martyr & the junkie park it fronts. 
 
 

How do you know when Andy is near? 

When bums find you 
inappropriate.   
 
When do— 

Why, when Andy is near! 
 
 
 
Andy was near, did not wanna know 
my every theory,shifted upwind  
when I tried to make chat 
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china cat,  
china cat   
 
 
 

     tiny cat,  
    china cat 
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i spoke the  

 line aloud  
 
 
 
 
 & alley did recede to an  
 infinite enclosure,  
 
 
 tall as it was long  



i spoke the  

 line aloud  
 
  

 
 :am now thane of  
 my own shady corridor 
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   never shall leave you ‘  
 



       
 
    [ you are not      your own light,  

       
 
 

     pls use the 

   light that surrounds ] 
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         Y O U  
         are a  
         t oo t h  
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         t a i l   
         we’re  
         allholding  
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 the people were free to love 

 one AND other 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 the workers did not  sleep in 
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each remains, retains its integrity 
 
their likeness hangs between them,  
 
they’re as different as two beings 
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[ endless vitamin waves, 
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[each emerging angle gives  its tiny asterisms] 
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	I came alive
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