furies and pains

in the chest base we’re together

in the canefield of chest we trace

a tiger summer,

to the vigil of a meter of cold skin,

to the vigil of a branch of out of reach cutis,

with mouth stinking sweat and green veins

we meet in damp shade that lets tumble kisses.

you my enemy of so much minddrift shattered like

as thorned crystal plants, like as bells

undone by threat, as shots

of black ivy set amidst perfume,

enemy of big hips that have touseled this hair

with hoarse dew, with a tongue of water,

notwithstanding the mute cold of teeth and the hate of eyes,

and the battle of agonizing beasts bent on oblivion,

somewhere in summer we’re together

staking out with lips invaded by thirst.

if there’s someone who goes through

a wall with phosphor circles

and gashes the center of some sweet gel

and bites each leaf of a forest howling,

i have as well your hemorrhaging firefly eyes

able to impregnate and cross knees

and throats clad in spread silk.

when in meetings

chance, ash, drinks,

interrupted air,

there are your eyes wreaking hunt

green rays that bore chests,

your teeth open apples that let drip blood,

your wailing legs that bind against sun

and your pearl nipples and feet of poppy

like funnels full of teeth in search of shadow,

like roses made of whip and scent, and still,

still more, still more,

still behind the eyelids, still behind the sky,

still behind the suits and trips, in streets where people piss

you guess at bodies

in acrid churches to half destroy, in stalls the sea bears in its hands

you watch out with lips in contrast still blooming,

dash to pieces wood and silver,

your great veins that shock grow:

there is no shell, no distance or iron,

your hands touch hands,

and you fall stirring black buds to crackle.

you guess at bodies!

like a bug stabbed by orders

you guess at blood’s center and eye

muscles downplay aurora, shaken assaults,

storm flashes, heads,

and you probe along legs that guide you.

o, driven wound of rare arrows!

do you smell what’s damp at midnight?

or a harsh vase of burned rose stems?

do you hear fall clothing, keys, coins

in packed houses where you show up stark naked?

my hate is one hand that traces you out

the shut up pathway, the sheets where someone slept

shivering: you show up

and roll groped and bitten by soil,

and the old wiff of spunk like a vine

of ashen flour slides down to your mouth.

ay loft crazed mugs and eyelashes,

air that floods a flash gulch

like a sun pigeon of thrashing rapids,

like high water mark,

ay substances, tastes, wing eyelids live

with quaking, with a timid blue flower,

ay sombres, grave chest like aspects,

ay great thighs brimming green honey,

and talons and feet shadows, and passing

breaths and pale rock faces,

and hard waves that raise skin until death

full of soaked celestial flour.

so then, this river

hems between us, and you go by the

shoreline chewing on mouths?

so then it’s that i truly am, truly far

and a scorched water river flows by in the dark?

ay how many times are you that which hate does not name,

and in what way sunk in dusk,

and below what rain of chopped cowshit

your statue in my heart feasts on clover.

hate is a hammer that beats your suit

and scarlet front,

and days of the heart fall in your ears

like vague owls of eliminated blood

and the collars that drop by drop form from tears

encircle your throat burning your voice like thread.

it’s so that you never, never

speak, it’s so that a swallow never, never

erupts from the tongue nest,

and so that nettles shred your throat

and a jagged barge wind dresses you,

where do you strip?

in a train, with a red peruvian

or with a reaper, amidst clods, to the violent

wheat light?

or do you run with certain lawyers of terrible gaze

full on in the buff, on the bank by the nightwater?

look: don’t see moon or hyacinth

or damp speckled dark

or mudcake train, or split ivory:

see waists thin like oxygen,

chests that pause building up weight

and identical to the sapphire of lunar greed

you pulse from sweet navel to roses.

why? why not? the discovered days

lug shattered red sand without rest

to the pure helices dawned with day

and a week goes by with tortoise tempo

a sterile day goes by,

an ox goes by, a deceased,

a woman named Rosie,

and nothing but the aftertaste of hair

and of throbbing tongue that feeds on thirst.

nothing but this pulp of beings,

nothing but this grail of roots.

i chase like in a crumbled tunnel, at the other end

flesh and kisses i should unjustly forget,

and in backwaters, when mirrors already

revive the abyss, when fatigue, the sordid clocks

beat on suburban hotel doors, and the flower

of painted paper, and the velvet shat by rats and the bed

crashed in untold times by miserable couples, when

everything tells me day’s done, you and i

have been together wrecking bodies,

building a house that doesn’t last, doesn’t die,

with chained mouths rammed with salt and blood,

again you and i have made green lights tremble

again we’ve begged for mass ashes.

remember only one day

perhaps never meant for me,

an unending day,

without origins, thursday.

i was a man carried off to maybe

with a woman, met like that,

we stripped, like to die or swim or get old

went one into the other,

she gulping me like a hole,

me breaking her like a

bell slammer,

she was the sound that wounded me

and the hard dome sure to tremble.

it was a deafening science with mane and caverns

and chopping up points of medulla and sweetness

i have enveloped the bulk genital coronas

pressed between rocks and chores.

this is a story of ports where

someone arrives, by chance, and scales the hills,

so many things happen.

enemy, enemy

is it possible love has crashed to dust

and there’s nothing but flesh and bones fast sore

while fire gnaws itself

and horses dressed in red gallop into hell?

i want for me sand and lightning

at the base of the outer skin,

and the devouring petal folded out in fury,

and the cherry lip heart of june,

and the rest of slow guts that smolder without purpose

but i’m missing the lime earth with tears

and a window where to await foam.

such is life.

run between leaves, a black

autumn has come,

run decked out in leaf skirt and yellow steel belt

while the season fog wraps the stones.

run in shoes, with means,

with the grey handouts, with the foot’s hollow, and with these hands wild tobacco would adore,

beat stairways, tear down

the black parchment guarding doors,

and go in between the sun and rage of a day of daggers

to throw yourself like lute and snow pigeon on a body.

it’s one long veined lone hour,

and between acid and patience we pass through wrinkled time,

splitting syllables of fear and tenderness,

interminably exterminated.

