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Soon 

delicious 

time will 

miss me as 

darkness 

lingers 

once more 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Fat 
glass 
for 
free 
grass 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Work is a 
vast 

translucent 
ice from a 
wet ocean 
naked of 
hot dance 



 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Some never 

explore the 

cup and let 

the champagne 

seep away to 

dirt 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sister, like me 
you squirm when 
night is young, 

but question the 
cold worry 

 



 

 

 

 

  

Pick my 
embrace in the 
deepness of 

this wild 
universe 



 

  

Broken 
magic is 

our poetry 
to sail 

secretly 
and 

celebrate 
healing 
bellows  



 

  Corduroy 
of my 

caramel 
woman 

surround 
me like a 

warm feline 



 

  

Fish lie so good, 

to fly out they 
could, to eat 
you with salt, 

but no pie! 



 

  

Moist 

concrete, 

who would 

pool on you 

then blush? 



 

  

Come as you are, for that 
flower is live liquid perfume; 

present it, then have him 



 

  

Porcelain 
dog hard as 
stiff marble 
said “Word 
brother, we 
breath sky 
not poison!“ 



 

   

Picture it, 
steam 

breezing 
from their 

hand was all 
soft, almost 

woman 



 

  

Perhaps 
long decay 
be always 
too slow 

with 
piercing 

color 



 

  

At my home 
star, men 

look at it but 
not know why 
prisoner on 

thing 



 

  

Eye daughter 
speak! Say 
beat, bath, 
rob, job, 
window day, 

if there 
are yet 
trees 
child. 
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