

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cold washes

foam of dancers' stockings
Europa's night trade calling
always

calling

through chemical snows

cubes and rings

are the same

subhyper worlds
interthrashing

in soft violence

why

did you pulsate through me
so fast

bolt

of wet mauve

stretched taut across your
unbelievable moonflesh

and

electronic hair

spilling

hot

from dark screens

all that I wanted

the stillborn poetry of beautiful images
without

movement ever

a

dead moth's

infinite

glance



there are stories
about

the effects of
stars on brains
where

from Rth I cry

to

Saturday's crown
stupid and impotent
fits and
ejaculations

with

a couple of fingers
I

dig

deep

into darkcherry suns
from Rth I cry



where vessels fall

I sing or call it so

my Jjob

to write things

for someone

who has no concept of Beauty
myself

my face right up against it
so

we can go without vessels
into

deep anti-space

words of the far-future
will

not

say

like this



hover and buzz me

suck of Venus
nothing/connects
no/discussion

inhaling yellowjackets
numbers frighten

vibrate

onto me

with all your might

beneath

this whistling I can't stop
sub-thrusters in my sleep
behind

these suns I take you mindlessly
mindlessly

mindlessly



a name which echoes

Sunday's moon

a glass alphabet losing control
of imagery

rapid lines moving across

your .

throat of pear

O stars

the rain

awakes

It dances



ice cracks on the river

at

the mere thought of your 1lips
pressed

to this mirror of lilies

that

is the endless porch I pace
beneath you

your are the moth

of

winter Sundays folding
room

into room until

my face

is pressed

all the way

into your bowels
until

your neck bleeds

and

you collapse

with extreme violence
into

no poem

whatsoever



I look up

skirts of orange fungus

to see nothing of seams or cracks
dying

for a poem

to get me back there

to

my days enfeebled amidst

these lingering twitches of starling
titter

away

from this begatting place

to

my Idiocracy

of

solecisms jesters and bitter ends



the way I

imagine memories

to verify my existence
endless pages of droolisms

chronicling

suicidal moments

of

on-worlders

a

pirouette off Neptune
eyeballs

leaping

from severely damaged
astronauts

barking back

at

Rth



moonblind on my porch

fits controlled by promises of deeper
space glories

making poems

what's left

of armspits and vulvas

what's left

bad signs machines dogs howling
up

slagheaps and dotworlds

to

the crest of mornings'

million

flares' afterglow

in

your orange eyes

and

thoughts'

liquid running

to the spaceships rising

along the river

as always

your magnificent ass moving away
from my face

Monday it's you



when doors close and selfseal
and windows flow

the already-folded of the slowfast
cloth-of-1light

unexpects the sky

thoughts too-Terran

arrive to eat me

over and over

the scrolling shadow of you
doubles back around me

spiralled tight entities of skin
electrum-drenched in red
watching the insane crush

of mouth against chemical mouth
as

flowers turn to glass suns

and butterflies

and dogs dance on the moon



all night

I play with edges

recalling centuries of lace, centuries
of bright orange

some

billenium

I'll have to pay for this

ring it up now I still have

worlds and worlds

to brutalize



derelict vessels in millions
relentlessly gorgeous in their
ugliness

nowadays. everywhere

squids and oids

halfsoft halfhard

like cunt

or

the girlboy syndromes walking
on

wordstilts:

across the Crater of Manias

I land on in

the ochre swallow

at

the fountain head

of

Itself

the

Verse



you
remind

me

of winter's moongrass

and

the white peahens

inside

the blackpearl hives of Pluto

or so I wrote for you shitfaced on Mars
thinking of all your septic grace and
elegance

now I'm just a ghost warbling and this
ain't Houston

your
cold

narcissus swallows
me

O red sugar time
there

is no Space between
our

skin



well fuck me
look at that ---

what? there!
whats there

it looks like a porch
floating in space

a PORCH??

uh yeah like an oldeRth
artefact back in the fucking day

but what

I dunno

look theres granma

oh shit we're already---

well fuck me look at that



shivers

of green and mars

with

goldgashed tails flickering
with

wands that cluster

round

you

un-voiced

hands of glory

show 1 by 1

the distant robotropic minutes
hurling

into

decrepit

lipshaped

phrasegates

opening sometime in November



thinking

in the wrong direction
—-~-bring

it back, your
clackings and wind-up
moanings

sighs broken in half
deep

in the pillow

when

I reimagine your bone structure
after

last

night's sex during teleportation
I

see you've come back
to me

all over my bed
spinning, spinning
like

a liquid silver top



I

can still remember
when Rth

was enough

(0]

blue star

burn

this heart away



alone and sick

no permanent hole

I set the transmitter on infinite loop
circling

my helmet

with

the merciless chill

of

pages

swallowing themselves



you're like a flashlight in a streetcrazy's
hands

onoff offon

in wet dark furrows

through windows

into dead trees

your metallic apparition
floating out of parking garages
your style -
that of a faroff still-perfect system
of undiscovered aesthetics

your smooth presence

makes my hands shake

and I

daydream all day of your hands
in my mouth

please

accept this gift of d-cells
I'1l

stick my head

in your heat shaft

and bang it all around

until

you/come/and/come

and

my flashlight never hits

bottom



the dogheaded world howls

its balls off

and chases me

down the shards of the streets
following the map of sleep

I arrive

at a river

awaken in a strange kitchen
building

a woman of spoons and formica
a kitchen

so tiny

I never want to leave

its furcovered walls

I do anyway

carrying my lunch

in a plastic bag

still wet with 1 bright kiss
left over

from last night's outstanding
performance

in

today's world

a robot in every room

means alot .



anything can slip in not
anything can slip out
taking her
headsdown-buttsup

when

I see the pink envelope
winking

in my mailbox

wet like a newborn

with

dreams of whole books
released

after each interpenetration
of

flesh and text

then

in the voids

remains

an eerie sweetness

I am on hands and knees
sniffing

along the starry floorboards



Throatstar, Throat-

star

throw back

your head

for me

this unique flesh

to traverse the darkling glitter
and no human voice



I take out your lips

and lick them

all night long

in slow motion

while

caressing your empty white dress
that excites me

like a poem

coming on

forever

there are no crickets up here



starships

never were silver
always gold

in the longago glow
of Rthkitchens

all well now melted

like
snow in fire
this
new Childhood



I pour you into my
brain sac

like a movie

and go under

you

until I reach

the place called Spithole
up

into your gutted
furnace

of

galaxies

burning with mucus and
shit

pouring out of everywhere
but no blood cums

only

dim flickerings

of

your mechanism's memory
of

consciousness

a cold

honey

dripping



decayed hipjets

artificial thrusters

a grim prosthesis sticks up raw
and red

my

skin ripped off by her passing
moons

a

kiss in space in a tank of dry
ice

I

changed in deference

to the holes

of the borgs

see what they've done to me



stars and poems and female bodies
pink fires

on the wind

the

curve of any moon

when

the moons have moons

starmaid fall back

now

let go all your eggs

at

once

it smells like science fiction
around here



hardcore

like velvet

a metal cunt

raw with unfilled holes
of

old robotic lusts

a

shroud of light

in

sunless craters

the poem is a cold statement



I want to live there, the Poemless
Place, where true Poetry can be found,
continuing the Stars' defilements,
under the Saucers' shadow-smut of

clouds



I was wide
awake thinking
of

your buttflesh
that's why

I have to unlock you now
awaiting

that

shiver that
spasm

when you were
my own body my
own

mind a .
white word in
a black

box



when she was flesh I loved her
now I cry your darkest tears
fragments of text

against itself

screaming the red dust of Antares
ink at first

compulsive then uncontrollable
thrusting

and stabbing

at the Hole of the Book



lines and circles, circles

and lines
of suckers
dreamGirl

from darkest Jupiter nights

squids and squirrels
with the humanoids

O mirth and joy

I am the MOST OF ALL
my

face splits into

12

to

eat

all of your pussies

at once

fusing



she

falls into motes

under me

my

relation to objects strictly
drooling and pumping

in

fits and starts

to look at 1self

and to wonder

at

an actual arrangement
of

the image

at it would appear

in a mirror

her

feet

on either side of her head
I

hold on to her

ankles

for my life



no hour ordinary

no marvel untasted

it could be anytime

you never can tell

a Saturday night

or anywhere

else

in

blackout

watching sciencefiction movies
I don't know I'm watching
until

a week later

I dream I'm naked

in

zero gravity

with

the burning shits



it's so quiet

the skies are dark and seperate
crystal engines still

on

their mats of cloud

I want to fuck your cold silences
then

call me she said I'm tired of calling
you

tired of hearing

the sound of 1 tongue

licking itself



dragging on and on and on
through

the worlds of Thursday
afternoon

only
this image
keeps me

to watch the sky to watch
the sky

I need something

I can

open

many times a day
and

constant skinlink

to

your silver bottom's
liquid

face



flabbergasted

and flashing

past the metaphysical squalor
of

signs and seances

to

where

light and pines bend and
blend

to be sampled

hence and forth

the skimbleskamble of Under
my scarlet welkin

what new Rth

what robot joy



elegantly

tight

burrow of itch

my tongue turns black and hard
inside

your paragraphs of spiked hair

where

are we
stars came
women left
verses
begin their
choking



in dreams

or movies

or poems

even short paragraphs
the Astronauts

looked like silver butterflies
flapping their wings
in dreams

or movies

or poems

even short paragraphs



in

this gravity

my heart breaks

like waves of antimatter

on the shores of your smile's wellremembered pinwheel
face

I loved in

Moontown



the darkbright brightdark
flickers

harshed fleets of Prose
coursing

to Violeté6

not like Black9

at all

horizontal astronaut music
in my head

my lute keeps playing itself

Ring Around the Galaxies



I am an Idiot under the stars



SHOUTS THE WELKIN Vol, 5
Book 13



mmmmmmmmmmmpamnnnmnmnmoonoamimnnnmnooononmonononnonmommmmmoooononom
daaaaaaaaadaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa

rrrrYy Y Yy I rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrry
S



dreaming of Mars

and
~robots
serious cities and
superdolls
I
lift the future's skirt
and
see

clouds that look purple
or
are purple

under low and rusted skies
in
Wyoming

dark
ny
name
that gilled hole

shouting

TASTE THIS
standing

in

starsdeepas fuck



Conjuring worlds from the infinite
abyss of Time

gazed too long

into

deathless blue

caught something

in my eye

Bugout

fucked

brown sickness

from

the smegma of Martian whores
made me

bugeyed crazy

mind to come

mind to go



distortion is what

whose lenses see what

nature?

like I'm walking all the way to
Earth

alone

who reckons me now

haunted childhood afternoons
precipitating notebook crises
50 years on

starmaids flaring

eternal Thuvia riding

through

endless carmine towers

across glass plains

her

vulva hovering open

above me

redhaired Mars you have always been
mine



black gossamer of nightpink
hair, gracile

Martian, liquid

rose

Pear and Moon
silver anklets
lilac
face

Little 1

come share my sleep-

cone

I

beat my head

against the clouds

minus you

between purple and violet
static

2 weeks down

2 weeks up

swallowing black domes and butterflies
all night long

Pretty 1

come there is nothing
deeper

than this page



Martians came saffron and scarlet
in amberheaded nights

dimglow of yellow eyes alas
brought

the songs we could not hear
moons turned cannibal and spread
between

buildings and planets

in sleeps' outer rim I hobble
through

burlapped and dogheaded hermit
looking

for the Tall 1 of dreams
shoulders of falling water
back flowered with that bleak
impetigo

making straight for my face

leaking

as the grace and melancholy of childhood
summer mornings

leaking

from pustulant eruptions

all this Redness

when you came

Martians

you left

Martians

your wordless echoes

bringing

the afternoon sickness

of

the unbearable lovelies never
to be tasted



the hour of the aliens
always dusk

silver distant doors
start quivering

I watch them

through gauze and
screens

carrying pink orbs
on their fingertips
through blue forests
where drugged winds
bring a continuously
unfolding raptus

of legs and kimonos
behind

gingko-leaf windows
I think of my lute
and ride

the long brightness
to a .world:

of plums

buried

in snow



red dust on moonfaint skin
burning

under the 01d sky

at night her wings

and gills

quiver Martian kisses

in the shadow of your monument:
so many lips

the impossible given daily



the Sleeper dreams of mermaids swimming in star
foam

a robot face appears on the screen

O little dark 1

watching the ships burn into the heavens
your voice never reached me

across

the Billions

still

I follow

your vaportrails everywhere

attenuated

to attar of blue

O watertoy how I need you now!

with your archaic fingers and dripping
skin

O cloudlily

floating in a sky of words

take back

this red sand raining

Mars on the brain



Alone the Astronaut

nor in Space

Chair of Shadow, coffee
in Light

"distances bigger suns dimmer
autumn under
rose and peach maybe
at evening
least not earth nor
female helmets
but a red smell flows"
wrote in his notebook

Now it rains

in graphs of silence

he reads Mars Tablets
Nightfall burns at satin
thresholds

in his head they dance
the Powdery Ballerinas
rare skins of Eo

So little remains
to say nothing

of Mars

nor in Space

"Moons infinite and crystal like children
laughing barefoot in the beaming grasses
of dawn"



I fall like sleet to you
in

haiku days

the yellow hole

the drugged lips

burning me down

to

the orange-moondust
of lilies

that falls

on all the gestures
of

an unturned phrase

unsalvagable
artefacts

of

my nights

to tell you

the meaning of Beauty is
Beauty



Looking

for the oracle of sciencefiction
they told me

in time

my visions

up there

in the future

listen

for the black siren singing
from

a black star

I went down stoned

on Ghost

and crazed

with Martian streetbabble
bright

echo-scraps and

whispers

of archetypal daughters
in my sleep module

Now

I lie beneath the
wordbitch

and suck

at her curdled milk

an idiot's life
under

an idiot's moon
after all



How deep

is it

this flesh

this flash

I saw an endless statue of you
in Novatown

I can extract you

from anything

with

spark and stylus

clawing

and clawing my way

through Space

each hour darkening backward
to

this empire of lunes

I call my own

turning

away

from Terra

strange pages burning under me
a scarlet rustle at winter's edge
just

as I encounter

a

serious problem in line length
I look up

and see

a gold robot

sitting on a porch

staring

into the sunset



pinnacles of the gilded Earth
have blinded and Xrayed

all the sleep-tubes

hidden

inside

winter constellations

remembering

jade cicada storms

iron deer weeping

I come

to the syrinx of ice cracking
under

the kingfisher's lunar poise

where

I live is unthinkable

but by the words

I can barely figure

as they :eat each:-othér out
perpetually

I spy
on flesh

with spiral periscopes
and wait

for the Owlheaded

to

drop on me

from

the silver ruins of night



why Mars

why not Neptune

I follow you following me around like a tiger beetle on a
circular path in a cuckoo's woods
your

mirror's

meres

reflect

everywhere off everything

much like a series of new worlds
Our

perfect path is set

signifying

nonhuman intercourse

O red wings

O beautiful synthetic mouth



Limes, red salt, clear wine
drunk on Martian mornings

cloud sonnets, written with the guill
of an angel's wing

we lift our long glasses to the blur

hour

the sparkling cinnamon dome of afternoons
and,

selfluminous,

you hallucinate me

I am the stardust beneath your feet

fallen,
for,you,
alone

through Winter's scarlet evenings
filled with dragonflies, ginger and kimonos

along myriad paths where eyes flash gold
like gingko leaves
set in rings of night

the silk moon sings to the moth
and

your voice

sounds like rain

falling on the pagodas
reflected

in our ancient helmets



prone to all the Romantic Stupidities
involving

flailing tails and insane beauties
just beyond

Deimos

when tense gender and syntax

all

mixed

hysterical infantilism

leaking through all quarters
violent babble of minutes holed us
like

an asteroid storm

trying

to write 25000 poems a day

to these artefacts of childhood
hidden

among willows and bamboo

the

Chinese girls

with blue silk wings

flying

flying from Saturn to the Sun
drenched

in

the semen of astronauts



between

the retardedness of society
and

the genius of isolation

there are things so obvious
they don't exist

S0

when a drop of Mars runs down
my

face

I start dreaming

of

the breasts of bank tellers
and

the nervous legs of secretaries

mornings

always crash like this
among

the bright moist hovels
of the future

in an orange light
along the river's kneeling nymphs
on afternoons

burning up

with

jewelweed voices



light drops

green tea

from porcelain

lips

on trips to grey
Venus

an ovoid face comes
and goes

metal skin beckons
I fuck it

all the way to Mars
flowing amber

soon to watch the eclipse
of a 2headed girl
after

getting trashed

on the solar rim
getting stuck

in a planetoid hole
I am forced

to roam yowling

at the steel night
every moment

a wallowing

in the shit of stars



I am the designated Idiot
hermitKing

of Mars

with female dogs

my cave

stinks of Earth

I am down

with it

so

fuck all that shit
leave me to my rants
and bitches

yo, Mars,

word?



I don't dance

I can't dance

But

I might have to dance
If you keep this up
Said

The Manstick of Mars



other worlds sang
other suns called my zither
Terrandark silence
everything beautiful
gold cricket

purple eyelids

yet still there is always
will be

a tickling ache

where you won't be
earthblue hole

a thorn of sugar
pricks at cold Mars
slow hiss of minutes
and red wind

through kimonos

a single voice raised
to you

white bowl of water
silk moon

bamboo

throat



funnelled blur of ice-
cunts
a cherry rotting
translated
until
you sound like you're
on Mars no I'm
on Mars
or I was this morning
when I got up
now it gets me up
a crown of orange
a bridge of thighs
a crack of hair
in the
glass
fire-moss
burning
inside
I AM on MARS
brilliant in
cusps
2 moons!
2 moons!
2 moons!



her gyrations had given out
many hours back

going down

into Tuesday

a disease from nowhere
visited on me you
your heads

blocking the welkin
out

naked

asteroid behind

satin hours

brand new pure white
from

the Lightholes

IF

the stars came down
breathed on me

would be the same

I can't stop thinking
those ankles

of yours

and

the golden trash

of your split moons



there

was a flaw

in

the squall uncaught

spot

of white

in the

Red

Why would a Martian call me
Amigo?

spacecrazy maybe

or

fresh from the wanting-rooms
to

want to do it

again immediately

always a symptom of fug-fug
lingers

of residue

on

the mindtips

waving

what I don't see

at

the Martian bars

then again

everything

does look prettier

if you ask me

Amigo



to be

an

overwrought

spectacle of suns

a

string of

mauve

universes

hanging

in a kitchen window
against

the icy litany

what is a Poet

What does a Poet do

the Martians say

Poems give birth to Poets
the Martians are a dreamy lot



on Mars

he grew silence

the cold gash of sunset
rode

over him

astride thoats

of moondestroying thunder

on these drugs
graffiti

write themselves

in

a stoned hand

acid gleam

drunken faces coupling
in

paragraphic fits

the

last of the worst
returning to Rth

THE MAD AND THE GOOD
just

5 words written

too many

trillion days ago

on Mars he grew silent



superdreams of superspace
deep snowy

voyages backward
SundaySaturday

to

the sound of robots
fucking

now

extremely famous in the
Vega Cluster

and so besotted

by

the sky Inside

remembering

how red were the butterfly
clouds

in Martian dusks

when

pretty gibberish filled the Air
with

golden

commas



coffee to Mars

right??

speaking of crosshatched
comets

gutterrantists

and

absolutism

strange evening becomes
strange night

amazing

sky

not a part

S0

awesomely astride

it all

outside the port

ripped on moonvodka

I

watch your face

recede

through a million frames
taking

it all with you

I

tell myself

its all skin
its all Mars
its all words



I'm

behind you all the way
swallowing

Mars whole

to

Jupiter at least

here they come

Let's dance

with our heads

in our hands



Under

the white silk sky

text

a heartstopping grace and
beauty

or

Them

landing, and disembarking
into our snowy fields
faces

like stars or roses

cold and

exploding

a

dream is a kind of music
passing

through sleep like

water



gold radiance of willowships
repeated dreams of the tiny
darkhaired 1

lonely autumn dripping down the side
of her

hair streaming and streaming

color of Mars now

asleep

in a nest of stars



I wrote you

from Mars, from New San
Francisco

despite

mutability problems
I wrote you
expecting

well

I was drunk on
Orange wine

and cried to remember
sO0 beautiful

so wet

a

visual syntax

will it work

rain and thoughts
going for broke
musty old prose-moth
flapping

all night in the
cupboards

I

watch you fly

out of my hand

into

the zero degree
morning



epilepsy
tuberculosis
silvern

poetry

that's what the vignette
called for

a Chinesemartian girl
speaking .
ancient and recondite vocables
long

without meaning

I

stared at lacquered screens
a

million pagodas rising

to

your inkdark lips

and

watched you reading me
with

bamboo eyes

orange winds passing
across

many black skies

as

I fed you the stars
1

at a time



maybe

it's a gift

the insane days of
now of yore of
hence all

crashed

into 1 major
fantasy

something

about what

words

used to be

or visions

from

transparent orange
domes

into

the acidlight of endless
simultaneous

dawns

when

I

dwelled

above

the leaves

maybe

it was a gift
about

what the words will be
both

keeper and
keepsake

of the true

Humans



a burlap silence

the Monk remains

a parasite of starlight

the ghost of Mars

a whore's monstrous discharge
of endless pink tissue

of sky

out of his mouth



To a house under the stars
they came

they

peered through bleak windows
sense of wonder

back

then

what happened next
don't ask

in human kitchens

with walls of

they

all eyes and lamps
flesh entered

heavy blue dusk skinned
in

nacred lickings

2 fields and a house
and

in the woods all night
trillings of they



face

down

on Mars

through cracked glass

final thoughts

It's so beautiful and so fucking
quiet

milkpretzelsmother



The Prince of Moons

doth sigh

upon the Arc of Mirrors
halfangel halfbasilisk

he sees

sequestered galaxies turning
in

lonely splendour

The Prince of Moonlets
doth sign

wordshuttles at pluslight
each

carrying a chrysalid

a mirror an alien sucktube

Martian skies he thinks

Martian sunsets he thinks

the wells of the stars, the burning
words between

wonder never

dies

echoes the Pilot

all science is fiction

all sciencefiction is truth

how we got here

The Prince of Moonlings
swoons again



on afternoons
of red velvet

I eat red chocolate
and drink red vodka

with the red whores
of Mars

I sing here
each morning
uncovered from alien

soil
O fleet caress!
of red milk and red semen

lure me deeper

into your hovering estates

to see what name that shadow has
on the curtain of human times

for now red Mars turns
a deadly green

Antares I am coming ready for your light!



SHOUTS THE WELKIN
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Book 14



fragments from fomalhaut



all my life

I have wanted
to go

to the stars

in dreams
they

came
wrapped in
the dark
Lanes

her
thighs
are
coldspace
where

the poenm
crashes

calling
the stars
down

each

by

name

great horned
moon
screaming
like a

cat

ripped

in half



time's dose

of cold
syllables

scroll jammed in
the

dark things
falling against
the house
pieces of leg
orange paper
manias

in moondrenched
rain she is
pink

a snail waving
her

antennae

getting

her

out of me

not a possibility
apparently

I have a cunt

look
the sky is filled
with Troubadours



walking

into roses
and stars I
still dream
of synthetic
smiles

moonfaced
woman
forward
thrusters
ancient
hips
superfuture

dusk of jewels
ice and ermine

in

layer upon
layer

an eye burns

at your throat

years of light

overanddone
with

I rattle
like February
in this cage
of stars



humanoid grace
womanshaped
paragraph
words of
stupor and
clarity

the promise

of knees

how did I
forget

the secret
of sittings

all

the craters here
are filled

with

the ghosts

of deer

lamps and

winds

the polished back
I cannot

reach you again
lost

Fomalhaut



cold planets
streets

un

seen

under
geesehaunted
skies

flesh that visits
in between

Mars

and cyborg orgies
poems

scattered on the
porch

straight up

the glass skirt
stark fires
remember me
what happened
10000 jets

the books are
gone

something
strange and
wonderful
sat on my
face

and sang



how T

tremble

like a saint
under

your

cold gushings

between words
I am where

to undress
the fading
galaxies

why

don't you just
come back

to Rth and
fuck me in

the head

so I can be
alright

again

once you
chimed speeding
in silvery
whispers

along the pines™
million

fingers



cloth

and hair
screaming

in the nights
across

the inner sky

years and prose
fill

the dumps

sticks and
mirrors throbbing
sexghost not

1 person

wishes gone
days over

now I shall

lie

down

upon

these cold suns

when I say
the word moon
to her alone
I will be
done



images of such
wonder I

cannot see

then blown

a mouth of eyes
inside the

tree

a thousand
dogfaced
hangovers
chasing me
heavy fires
of

December

light
whisky
suicide
paper clock
one

shiver

a hand of mind
on the house
trash between
words

10million worlds

purple gleams
and dies

it is the dawn
it is the poem
gone mad



half flesh half
lichen

round firm permeable
hair corroded

ice and mist

pouring

out of your cracks

stardrops and Mars
and

troubadour colors
silver the past

in robot poetry
chronic space

a ruby hole

unpeeled and
screaming

up and down
cunty tunnels
blaze

of zeroes
white dolls
and

blue dolls
crush me
into
moonlight

your ice

cream butt

drips in this

heat

can you pass

me

the flibberdeegibbets
please



touch

your blue skin
for me who
cannot touch
anything

in my years
the ice-
wrens

sang

at my porch
the fleets
arrive

little dollgirl
coffeenightgirl
made of everything
hair

shouting over the
treetops

you give me

the

heebiegeebies

come and cleavage
gnash and gnarl
text ticking back
word-time and again
choice oddments of
slur, blistered
nights of Saturn



there you are
feathers

emeralds gold
orchid rockets
eyeball cursor
twitches wires
beautiful beautiful
garbage

on lunar after
noons along

the stardrifts

I walk

my crystal streets
under lamps

of green floating

pink ships

white paragraphs
astonishing
nonsense

my conecap reaches
all the way

to the moon

I am

sealed in

her

head

that moves like
a bird's



slow as cloud
moved

across me

in other sleeps
doors of snow
into

gyroscope rooms

word vessels

in sparkling
fleets

become hyper
flesh

in extreme space
behind this
woman

how long

can a window
last

I am hungry
for

the

stars

winter skies
porcelain legs
decades of kitchen
floors

looking

for lost paragraphs



shits of ice
under

Sunday

a grey

come

into the hole
of years

dark rains

follow me

smelling

of fish and spices
impossible moons
and tears

sick path

to this

just off

the assemblyline
all the fresh
maidens shake
their dew

all over my face

what I'll never
see

beckons me

to

the raw edges
of poems
mermaids
hypervoids
Neptune chiming



straight down
into cold squares
orbiting around
dead planets

home again home
again

place unknown
spaceships aglow
only poems
travel this fast

spreading

clusters of orange
chapters

still at large
programmed in my
nose

smell of IT

silver pupas

in

silver comas

glass mind of
Sundays

slow dancing sticks
in frozen streets

drowning in
cinnamon

inks, liquid
hair, days blank
with

memory



breath

that freezes suns
sky in sky

skin in skin
after rush

of

ambient recalls

foam of vertigo
white spreading
into blue

a pure cold bliss
the back of you
all silk and
vapor

a blue mouth
a glass moth
winter's neck
pear

under red

footsteps across
the

top

of my sleep

my

notebooks
from
Horsehead
screaming
orange orange
orange



glass tunnels
and
fire-beams

to

Mercury

and silence

I

have this puke of
doggerel

for it

flooding

icons of memory
and salt

a cold black
cum

I can't control
spinning

into the holes
of artefacts

holograms
teleports
those robot smiles
remember?

astronaut sun
astronaut

moon

pissing
pissing in the
dark



scared of the rush
scared of the
emptiness

that is not empty

morning of stars

in hands

cold slow voyage
envelopes and pastures
drunken at portals
with faces up

skirts

these words
astronaut's brain

look on her lips
get it down
gullies of light
white burrow
unwritten flow

alone

on the moons

for

ever

furlined craters
poetry

is fashion or
nothing



furnaces

cinder trucks
spiral of icedays
I

slip

on the page

again

critical error

space would open
ether mouth
voice is flesh

years of afternoon
pleasures of distance
blank words against
blank pages

amidst

statues ghosts mummies
I

put words down

in

self-erasing inks

all gone

effervescent

woman

motes in a glass

of light

only a red foam left
on my lips



7thousand years
since Earth

this alien sleep
without maps

or lightships or
dreams

of return

lowering my face
into

the hot white moons
of my

wife

that is

the sad truth-memory
of it all

swallowed in time
and paper

shadows of a miliion
chandeliers

thrown

across this vessel

cats of crystal
singing

to the centuries
of

icey nights



the giant

serpents that sleep
in

Martian canyons

poems
burning and burning
inside

with

cold blue flames

sciencefiction lyrics
that

burn like candles

in the white abyss

and

every phrase
must

dance

with

itself
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THE BOOK OF STARS AND DREAMS



stars
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I weep stars these black drops
these jets of red
across the night I weep stars, now,

who once wept jewels



this

beautiful day's
silk

gates

of

breathless blue
and pink stockings
ending

just so

at your unbreachable
cusp



along

a green cleft

the

Geezer crawvls

tongue full of holes
licking

everything

FUCK MY VOICE! he
shrieks and

shrieks



after
the
failure
of
all human flesh
dreams of
imperishable
silver



the stars burn like words
the stars hurt like dreams
I will fly back to them
someday

and darken this page

with

my

forgottenness



these blue curtains,
old streets,

dead roses,

shadowy worlds all un
phrased
brightyellowearth

I scratch and scrape
at you

deaf and dumb master
of

ceremonies

I am beyond

imagery

for good



transparent and astonished
between

slices of mica and pomegranate
filmed windows lingering
still

in Sunday's dim-morning-world
vast

grey

craters

and livingrooms eternal

with

cloned childhoods

between

burlap and velvet I

am burning

with

uni

verses



trees glow

inside themselves

place of shadows ghosts souls
flow of days

voluptuous white

escapes into otherness
dressed in cobalt

skin in seizure

a vision caught by language
look for beauty

cry for beauty

entertain me

now



Come to be words

articulate me stars

I'm the King of Weeks and Skies
dizzy and faint

with

revelations beyond imagination
Come to me

works and stars

who knows

clouds at 4am

knows my vision

paragraphs and panties

come to me '

be



abed

the abyssal heights
of preMonday

I climb haloes of stations
to

the crown of ships
my

head never leaves

I rise

toward the orange cities
unnerved and crazed
by memories

of your

legs

S0 Obsesgive

I became them

now

I can walk

now

I am always

up your

skirt



blue

eyed winter

in your robe of skies
this

filigree of stars
and

ancient vessels
brings

me still

the

reflection of a hand
deep

in

a timeless window



what it means

the striking beauty

of

brief lyrics

white melting into white

in

collapsed star composition books
all the shapes of light

that

gleam and glint and glitter
your

curves have bent

to the otherside of backward
inside

you



black and white tomorrows
machine memories

this music of the Pleiades
plumflesh evenings

when black sleet blows
across bright portals
this

eldorado of lamplight

and

velveteen

now cry gold now

fall red

after the shock of Sun
and

your station's face

O Worldlings!

Hear

my voice of nothing



icicle

upthrust

through

this dead cloth

of

fantasy

revealing

objects

of

great psychological
beauty

and pleasure

also

involving

flesh

but :

not physically

in

the presence of 1
all

my bolts and stitches
fall

apart

O let me sing

like

a Troubadour

in a spaceship

this

cold lyric of wishes



one lamp gleams through black
words

planet

maybe eye

wayfarer's last minutes

a book in the sky a metal
leaf

a

finger in the brain
cold wand of a sleek and polished
body

turning

in the arc of a promise
the breach of the day
the quickest of flares
dying

more swiftly you
esoteric

suns



at

the End of Lamps

one vellum leaf

from Lyra

for a woman of flesh

this shadowrose of lips
across double moons
mirrors under bridges
to

catch

the heathery voices

of

all the summer nights
that sing

a permanent vision

of

the blue sun's paragraphs
dripping jewels

breathless I cry an old man among the

stars



translations/

drugs/

telepathy/

Mars/

the clouds where we live
between

arches of light/like weather
blank tablets/

mystic comas/sonnets burning
in

iced sleeps

I

skin the future

from here

to permanent rictus

run

from dark to Dark

chased by infinite grace

and

the idea of real magic

I

awaken hard inside nothing
spurting flame

with a cold shaking

surely

surely your ass is all

of

this universe I

need



an alien/far away/unforgiving
thing

of

dead moths

chemistry sets

female places

drugs and clouds

bleak thighs pitted with cyanide holes
and

extinctions of the absolute
negative

legacy

of paragraphic violence

like

dresses that bind

until the days crack

and

the world I am not in

is

the idiom I seek and seek



ex
tinct

sparrow her light

enters and leaves

a gloss on me

beneath me her face

half

book

half

planet

liquid bones

of

certain ideal Librarians
who

rival crystal

and

winter suns

in their

haunting presence

among my visions

that most disturbing ambience
human



the Troubadour's
mouth

opens

into a gryphon's cry

gold and silver

falling

upon the lands

of

broken hands and stanzas

of my worlds

O reign of words
O fleet so quick
across

my

eyes

return me now

to

the inmost sun's
dazzle

of pink

to poetry's
most

beautiful face
un-coiling



I see

a purplehaired beauty
with

longcandled fingers
studying

books of crystal

and

crying tears of light
amidstr

reams of dust

she

floats and flutters
in

robes of plumage
miles high

to retrieve 1 slender
tome

of neverheardof verses
printed on transparent black sheets

in

this massive swooning hush
she bends

to my ear and whispers

On a journey to leave
Before dawn getting up
My future your key

A sciencefiction muse
To

Imagine you

Writing

Me

Down

then flutters<-away
then flutters away



I

travel through flash
backs

distilled

from the trash of reflections
where

light

teeters

marvelling

at

itself

goldbird

and wax

the million years

of a finger

near the face

of

porches

hovering

in dreams of Rth
where

worlds glisten forgotten
and my shadow

is

a million branches
on

your

unmoving surface



ice/muse/tongue
a burning hand
in

my

forehead

itch and shudder of mornings
a

hundred irridescent pulses
all over you

the starports waiting
at

this age

one more time

exist



and
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tripping heavily all the t4me
there's no word back
from the sky of them

my brain entwines

with cinnamon shapes and dances
like a 10legged ballerina
giving hope to the grinding hips
of futurist poetry

but I am eaten alive

by strange mundanities

at the windowsill of this universe
it always comes back to this

I am haunted
by snows of acid and the covers
of pulp sciencefiction magazines

O SKY WHERE ARE YOUR COLD ARMS NOW



willow and mint called me
to these hollows of moondust

alchemy of saucers
took me through sky after sky after
sky

to the last
shadow of your self burning
across Mercury

with eyes of cloud and memories
of black skirts rising
in the orange air

*

I have caught myself staring
out of endless rooms

through endless windows

into endless yards

I am finally beside myself
a hymn to the unwoven

O willow and mint
growing in these craters
closer and closer

to glass and elizabeth



what do jewels mean
what does a trillium mean
what does frozen water mean

pushing forward through ice and flesh

the new encounter
on a new Rth

and I want to do it
trip my fucking brains out
while my body

suffers unknown entities

these are words
they mean nothing
listen

I can hear a Robot
spouting
cosmic poetry



what magic haunts of Earth remain?
what culverts full of stars

what frozen crows dropping black suns
into the boiling mind

Arcturus has gone in the flash
of an eye ‘

the homunculi lie sleeping

at the outer rim

is there a lyric left on this dim plane?

the pages are dancing for there lives
gold ink drips from the trees

cloud ghost shadow form

into a shapely symbol

I am unrepentant

I loved the Rth once

I'll meet you again soon
Europa

to find new ways of fucking



maybe I'm on a roll
back and deeper to where infinity
stands

up

maybe I'm not either

because

getting from 1 room to another
takes

forfucking ever

and so much is lost in between

when I left

the port of Bethica

a

very definite lyric chemistry
followed me

like a perfume

my brain exploding like a shuttle
all

grace notes and last lines

O intractable existence

words and skin burning burning
so many Rths ago

I remember

a

distant head and a wellformed
tail

sometimes

wonder does return

a blinding blue rift
between

SO many

legs



in these darkest of skies night after
night

how I miss your meteor kisses
how I miss the hours of snow and bamboo

*

in orbit around you for years
as you so slowly went down

how I miss the rose of evenings
how I miss the shuttle songs shivering

out of your amber face

*

how I wish I'd tasted you
when you were flesh

on that porch
my thirsty lungs drinking a million
pasts

where the sun's ligt ends
at this rain of cold tears



we watched

gryphons of light return from Rth

millions of seahorses rising from the snow

red centaurs disappearing into the dance of possibilities

long and slow early mornings

through black windows

we saw the fires of childhood burning
burning these fragments

of glory away

until only the sky remained
a robot darkness

between

stars



beyond the snow
2 blue stars burn in an emerald window

approaches to the absolute remain these things

a human hand
a sunflower

coming down from a 3thousand lightyear trip

might mean that something
had to have happened

a velvet crash
girls unending or upsidedown
but not real

plumes and fountains
of pink
rising

from the Troubadour's head
and

it's all heaven
here

white Sundays
marble hands and memories

a moth-face peering
from the curtain
folds

with
my mother's eyes



after

the unbearable freak caress
a hideous silence

clogged

the noise drains

through centuries of mothdust
I suck at lyric holes

I eat

the living bread

of Martian thighs

dripping

the psychic honey

of

an un-turned

light



dreams
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OLD WORDS FOR NEW SKIES

a

world like a hand
gloved

in platinum

writing
a selfreplicating Poem
about
cold faces
and gynecoid embraces

in
pools
of red ether
between
star and star

a cuneiform of fur
rubbing

rubbing my face

in this deep pink sleep



looking at stars through a glass of vodka
I remember
nothing

shitfaced and screaming at Rth
eyes
orange with truth and vision

this arc of dotage and under it
poets

and astronauts

watching

afternoon television

blind with time's trash
to see

the names of stars and jewels
through

a glass of vodka

to sleep the million

sleeps

and to
remember

nothing



hard hard crashing

in

spaces between the black shit
of thought

and

the green silk days

the Orange Lattice collapses
into

a severe hangover

in

the no-sky sky

once there I piloted

now I crawl around this room
looking for pink whispers of foam
at sleep's

horizon

now
I climb dead walls
of

prose

toward

the dark wet cracks
of cyborgs



bird-glitter

in clouds of sepia-time
permanent late-
afternoon

hour of a hand

in the 10 degree light
stroke of pelt
apparitions

from deep childhood
bird-glitter but not
from birds



wasted inside you
receptacle of tongue
late sheen of word
tasting of IT

through glass trees by the river
blue wings aflutter in a poison light
out there
was so long
ago

hallucinations were never the same after
on this indefinite planet
nothing
better
than this flesh-remembrance

she's human but she'll do



this fevered 1lily
of

middleage

when one might
fuck

anything

because

it might be

the last

it might

feel

good

the last one
face down

under

a dead sky

all my stars and
futures

ending

in you

O searing moons of snow



writing the prose inside you
cumming

wasted in rants

into

the hard black sky

of

Sunday

long travail

so gone from here
morning

in this universe
breathing

ice

sucking hard at blue
windows



between

rising

suns and setting
suns

I

play with cubes and screens
and

await that single
sun

in

the hole of noon
where

my head is caught
between

years and hair streaming
a

sun

so dark

I can dip

my

fingers into it
and

smear its cold
ink

all over

your

10thousand gashes

all over your featureless black face



clocks or birds
which 1is it
all this cinnamon light means something

and trees what of the trees
silver
between them

an endless line of figures

with hoods all the same person
walking slowly

to

the great curve

where

the worlds end

*

and where are you ambered
vessel
and how does it

feel
to be sealed

between
two
indifferent suns?



from skies un

dressing

sound of wind but no wind
over

holes of ice

music

of female

spikes

and beams

strange world

of silver backs and distant knockings
a

feather of silence
falling

with extreme difficulty
from a starry dawn

an

existence

after childhood

one of

many

improbabilities



in these years within vears
never more than a child

how can there be
SO many rooms

to look back into
O when Time was forever

there were spaceships and birds
and on Mars

she awaited
with her burning orange hair
and her white thighs melting

all over the pages and worlds
and in my hands

just now this silver sun
colder still

than these rooms and these years
and never more than a child



her eyes are winter days

who
knows the abyss of Pilots
and swallows

she combs the light
and
sleeps like glass

hands floating among books

awash
in golden ether

she combs the suns
she drinks the moon

she lives in a ruby tube
atop

the city-clouds
tit with music

such glories in her kisses
as if
all space were cloned

with
her mouth



a sciencefiction dream come true

on a March day
that smelled of gynecoid
ships

behind the sky
and
cones of rose

delirium of gyroscopes
and
pleated skirts

it was so early
then
and the shouting

clouds are coming robots are coming
ROSE THE CONES ROSE THE SHIPS

then but a spark in space
gone these planets
these porches

and wept
with
that knowledge



the last Astronaut knew the blank
insertion

paragraph folded into paragraph
only to remember

at the end

but 1

beautiful thing

particles

of female

combined

with brief utterances
sedation

of lightyears' endless cloud
of glitter

extreme and pure
between
stars



3weeks out

an entire weekend of night

buzzing the addled way

a goldwillow dream of kimonos falling
not

this spastic crawl across MARS

a wasp inside

my helmet

configurations of zeroes and wvulvas
not lovepoems

my face is on fire

orange wasp absorbed through the skin

out of the rye fields

a pilercing cry of cold
moonlight drenched in wine
unforgettable that

alien foetus

that daughter of mine



my face to the planet
I smother
and gag

blow me away Andromeda
take my head

and

pull me through

your
thousandyearnight

to
the outside
of what

is not



unctions lanterns quotes

a
doll's mouth

drips

trash and sperm
fleck

of tanager

at

the corner of an eye

mannequin, artifice
of ankles, a clone's

perfume
unfortunate shelf life
not just expired but

discontinued

still

I want you it her

I'll keep your buttpiece

in my bed
a knee maybe a
nape

parts of you
to comfort me on the way
back to my head



I saw them silver and beautiful
in the night outside
my bedroom window

a face from a million years away
looked back at me

only light-minutes passed
as if coming out
of my skin

and eyes
like the blue foam
of galaxies swirling

in the snow burrows
I heard
the howls of thrusting

the spines cracking open
like a Motherbird's

eggs

O yesternight
come and finish me
off

icicles, icicles

my face is frozen to the glass there are
no starships there are no children

it hurts mommy it hurts
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meteors



cries
from the pines
goodbye
don't say goodbye
cries

from the moon Goodbye don't

say
goodbye
O I would
drown
in pink honey
spent

on the thighs

of angels

stark
hours
raving
white velvet ghosts

trapped
inside
my helmet
smothered

in snow
and roses

your breath
is
starlight

centuries
of
light
pouring in
lyre
of Mercury
sea
of gold
acid
and there
what
black star burns



a moon
a breath
on cold

glass behind
that mist
gone forever

suicide/beauty

what are those
planets
or
silver plums

right up against me

new phrases

old lamps
the orange horizon
was it
you
tomorrow

morning's glass

look through
drink from

liquid orgasms
of
blood and
silver
shuttle and flesh

One

forever Sunday

SO many universes
on
this afternoon

with you let's walk

across the moon
drink

red tea
in a bamboo forest

bathed in earthlight
like

snow in summer



this universe child's play
your voice pure ice

bytes of titanium and

goldwillow shivering
digits alphabets

shattering cold quiver
colder swallow

your lights never go out
murex and silver

drink
from my goblethead

every moment I dream of the SEAa,

Andromeda
every moment
amongst
your billion
billion
lights

cold veils
your lace
burns me
to the hilt

hear my séng
CICADA
like the last star

at
the end of time



world of
spreading holes
world of

red jade

world of deep cinnamon

arch of you
infinite
and
ululating

gold-dark shadow
covering me

O rain of pearls
now trillions
of
years across you
your
silhouette against

the black suns blacker
than them

your eyes dead

garnets
windows
of silk
into
the already spread
fans

O heaven Heaven falling

today



against
a black
throat at
Monday's evening
white gardens
of phoenix-flesh
again
again cold wings open
close
open
and
I taken there

through blue windows

into
the owled years
of

childhood's deep unspokenness

my face burns
off
in
your nest of thighs
who
knows
what things will happen what

things
of flesh

O coldest wines yet to drink



skirts of pink

moonlight
skin
at 4am
stars
behind rain
things

to do

on Sunday
after
a million Saturday nights

in a row
hand
caressing
itself
a lamp follows
perfume

in the rift

where no one passes



all space astride me
can it be
can I be

everything receding
into

where nothing happens
except you

Frozen Muse
I watch your

buttflashes
all over my

bedroom
breathing
salt and feathers

while all

the

girlkins
dance
upsidedown

on the rooftops

QUOTH
I am Hole

I am
all galaxies

inside you wired
to

me
cracking up

into speech-
glitter

such deep rest in
Saturn's
arms
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HELIOPAUSE



SCIENCEFICTION
is the ballet of dead astronauts in their orange suits
in cold black space

SCIENCEFICTION
is teleporting replacement borgs from one whorehouse
to another

SCIENCEFICTION
is a drunk stoned interstellar Troubadour gibbering
space-manias to his darlings

SCIENCEFICTION
is moonbasing winter clouds to get through Monday's
World

SCIENCEFICTION
is flying upsidedown against the sky

SCIENCEFICTION
is the endless circular day of the space station
still waiting for 2001

SCIENCEFICTION
is the chitterchatter of drooling astronauts who
believe they have become poems

SCIENCEFICTION

is the violent twitching of tiny synthetic buttocks
shoving me into the hard gold liquid walls of the
universe

SCIENCEFICTION
is the sound of 1 white lily swallowing 1 drop of
star

SCIENCEFICTION
is childhood's eternal moment eternally ending

SCIENCEFICTION
is rain in the night
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signals from blue4



no one returns

my suns have grown much colder
in the great Interims

I have traversed the lampyears
and not without damage

to Algol, Fomalhaut and

Lyra especially

my songs are iced now

and sick with Time's

gold flower

no one returns but
you did

almost human

face of implosions
from here I move
toward

that cloud

of dark mondays

O hear me O hear
me now O galaxyface O
page after page of
Harrowings

no one



to reach the Poem

long roads touched me

shuttles opening like sunflowers
what can I say to all

this

pupas fermenting paper lips
kisssed over and over

this glass being of things
that won't

write down

red deer of longing

stars berries the wind
blows straight through me
and leaves the world behind



my planet my planet

vomiting your

light

1 fuckt up morning after another
continuous crashing how

long all coordinates lost

smell of sundays

lingers deep into fridays

ghost behind every

curtain

ghost behind every ghost kneeling
unheardof thrustings

in

this luminous blue like
Pluto-moths

burning me up



steel evenings where

the light fell like snow
white violets for eyes, mauve
clouds for lips, your

skin an extreme form

of consciousness, this
planet, a phrase wrenched
from an astronaut's last
breath



in the fleshrooms never moving
situations of talking of solutions

this murex glass I drink from
called your voice

memory of ice fountains O
delight of March suns inside
you

bleak as velvet, I will
lift you

from this tarn of Rth
to my face

my whole body sheathed
in a cold grimace

bleak as kissses I will part
the scarlet robe
to see the endless snow beyond



roses and moons
priscillas and peacocks
desks and thighs

acid angel's voice of liquid
crystal

at sleeps' last door

on this glass pillow

filled

with crickets

after

the mauve evening
I look

for the silverness
the clasp of light
at the

sky's throat

O lie upon my eyes

ivory shadow

violet tongue

the sky is perfect

the stars have made me sick



the last 2 days are gone
Antares

the girl with a hundred legs

is gone

the cries of the Phoenix haunt
the vast night

the abyss of snows and weekends
is unfiorgiving

between her thighs was a nest
of spice

now the last lighttraces of ruby
and henna

fade from us, Antares

the cries of the Phoenix die
upon the hundred-legged night



blue coffee on white porches at
the shallows :

of mysterious satori

3rdGate Pleiades weekend

brainiac amour in a spicegash

speech blown a part at Cygnus

digital voices

exclaiming STAR STAR

then entering a squall of paragraphs

still seeking words like maroomed and marmoreal
I follow empty skirts

deeper and deeper

to get beyond Procyon I wait

trembling in lightdrive I

weep



your gold wings rise
from my sleep

like treetops

and shimmer

in the coldviolet

of your dawned eyes
your emerald bones
become this dust

of universes your
sapphire tears fall
and fall

forever and I

cry Beauty cry

Alijien

you are among me now



I am trying to remember

the sky what
it looks like

in this
bleak nest of anti
dawns

awash in your white
feathers

in space

there is no sky
under

stars

or skirts

it's all

a

dark cold dance
of

words



SHOUTS THE WELKIN
Ve 11
Book 21



DENEB

Shout the Welkin © G. Sutton Breiding 2001-2003 464 www.GSuttonBreiding.net



the last time I fuckt you
Atlantis was still rising whitely
toward Andromeda

between

your gills and fur

I licked you

for that glandular narcotic
that would keep me

icehard as my poems

all the way to that grail
of unbearable

beauty

how like an earthCat you purred!
I knew

I stroked you

even as I slept inside

your hypnospod

slept and dreamed I stroked you
like a lute of stars

a million years

of cobaltHeads and gorgonclouds
and then you woke me

with a fluttering lip and a trill
HERE WE ARE you wrote

HERE WE ARE FOREVER





