sediment
cast unmeasured time crushed in mass, heat, forced

to spread without space through layered layers making

body lose form, solid quiver,

passing on without voice

murmurs through a hush

reflesh

detritus settled and rotting

the skull hovers above a bonehouse of guts while this

ripe sap stench seeps

through the waft. inertia.

life mediates life predicates

objects surviving what made them.

residue.

the cell hordes chant amidst the chatter

of ensconced voices. split in two,

a parting, now laid separate on

soil. one flickers in the twining

wind, flops above the crusted terrain

slaps against the

voice pushing up its stem

petals prying back the jaw.

incontinence

peace everywhere found, everywhere broken by

ragged screams, homeostasis disrupted the

slide down echoes back to the rest. some

listen, fewer hear,

the touch, as if probing the fluid

solid of bone beneath, searches without object,

softens, strengthens along the way.

you’ve not hovered into fallow air.

the pad of a digit finds its way beyond bound layers

of word ramparts, the satellite signal diffuses

to grit that won’t lend chew. inedible,

still hear it, its pounding frequency:

can’t you see you’re made to bend? 


grave
drip nestled in broken earth

absorbs, absorbed, one

into many now one in

all sluiced through capillary

action not done. empty arising.

need commensurate with want

ever simultaneous. give and

take set in flux from

never not. radical diffusion

spread upwards out, crux to tip

offered thoughtless

sum to leaf, encased free

in cellulose, to green

the light draws it, browns

it out, burn baked frantic

vapor wisps ascending

notwithstanding

wind whorls, the swarms.

wax to blank banked bluffs

charged, in glut, amass

a lift, unwielding

piss coalesces to

drop

fade
he wanders in mind knowing not cheek

rubbed in dirt pack nostrils horse

flared to a dead earth

scent living when now he

ends

before it rains he wonders at forests of

buildings like words he won't

forget until he does

and then nothing but

everything

he sprawls on dirt in bed above

ground now loving what never

was till when loving was

never and the walls are

walls

after it rains on horse flared fires of

forests all now ends and he

now dead earth scent sprawled

bed in dirt loves walls that are

walls

how, or not
suffering is the means, to creation,

to speak of means, of creation.

suffering of an act not done, of stillness amidst motion,

incessant, of staying, fixed, against a flood

flowing not wrong, not right, in a known direction

to an unknown end, of letting water and dirt

and stick and rock pass unaware, wearing down excess

to a core, or nothing, yourself, flayed, naked,

a sign, a warning of what could, what will,

a hope, no, less, much less,

an if only, restless, involuntary striving

to be without hope of being, ever,

without drama, all pain forced into a prick,

waited for, felt, overwhelming,

killing, no, almost,

a test, of truth, or something almost,

almost truth, reflected, refracted, innumerable times,

never conceding, for time, for truth,

infinite time, unending cycles,

in essence, its naked brilliance, killing, as

death itself, despite attempts, inconceivable,

conceived, to live, hiding always,

always here, always present, always now.

the rest is distraction, needed, clung to,

god, a center, meaning,

a way to be for the pain of not being,

to have choice, freedom, in distraction,

to forget demotion, constant, to nothing,

to a body, less than nothing,

clothed or unclothed, thinking or beyond thought,

waking in sleep, alive, yes, alive, though

no more than if dead and rotting, perhaps in appearance

less active, always waiting, staring,

for a signal, a prick, to come

at a time unknown, unforeseen

despite anticipation, then doubt, despite

terror, the horror of sight, cold flesh sweating,

heart beat heard, the next just perhaps,

uncertain, nevertheless, of having felt, having been,

and questions, answers forgotten, or less, words only,

then more, the whole, or part, with meaning, somehow, somewhere,

or none, and nothing, again,

grey and waiting.

it is perhaps this or something more, beyond imagination,

imagination still unable, as said, to imagine,

conclusion, as always, yawning, as here, open to

all, the world, not reduced, ever, to a word,

and beyond, the conceived, inconceivable, inconclusive.

irk

there they go again. and us here

picking toes. it wreaks

of garlic. her armpits? a

fertile patch of sweatspew. throw 

back into groping arms, skin, slick

skeined lips, clayshit rub

on asshole. stand up,

step back and stare: who is

this nobody, one of us though

not of us, rising taut, pressed

into muscle till bone grinds

bone, nerves pinched and delirious?

let all penetrate all pores,

digest it.

as blades swish through

out over there, eyes

on ground, a tight nap bush, a

voice to empty yet

sign something, listens

inside the change:

impoverishment.

