cut tape eyes

his eyes were middle-aged balding in the 

fat sunlight falling from a crack in the roof               at noon                          then midnight

small fragments of what he’d seen seep into a piggy bank full of sunlight

like a filing cabinet left open in the breeze  other than his organs he’s free

i swear on the physical matter cross my microscope hope to fall back asleep

bulldozer through my dreams his eyes were dirt roads forked 

stuck into both (possible) shortcuts like a (trapped) breeding sow in a gestation crate

shoveling up the extra sunlight left by the river bank like buffalo nickels off the sidewalk

cloned potato for dinner and b-grade still stunned movie flesh-

ing itself out in his levels of pocket like a choir of safe keys 

i asked him if he’d ever seen his save key

he clears his hard-drive and sticks to his own execution like a sticky topic brought up in the morning hack  sink full of running seconds he puts out his hand to stop the time

nursing a measuring cup   his eyes were see through  were two horse apparitions riding through the mouth of his next desert(ed) thought or dry statement  kicking the hour down the glass it slides like a stampede revealing its weak to the prey 

they knelt down over the (fcc approved) knock-off bison clutching the roses in their eyes 

wide open- blinded in the sunlight  bits of what i see fall out like hair in radiation  

the thorns stay stuck into the meat of what i (must) chew through   his eyes were fat

on me   heavy man fell from his own (individual) window today landed on top a patch of weed (dandelion) in the sidewalk   -cannibalism-  

feed on the image    we’ll make it happen for you again tomorrow  

his sentences were like mink eating their young     as he said it all his eyes burst  

into   laughter   but everyone thought he was crying  they put him out with a blanket jumping on his piggy bank heart  we kept each other alive sucking each other’s blood  

out of wounds that dressed us like speech  he copywrited his slur  overdubbed the thrown flowers and warm embrace   hung himself in his stage clothes   made sure he kept his eyes open like a balding mind beating itself on the mirror          jump through the loop   

sleep through the fire  our eyes were his monitors we pretended to point out the weather   i turned the same blue as the screen  lost my eyes in his

never-ending pocket of time and geographic(s) picking lint in the camera field like a barking dog through the night never goes inside like a scientist sleeping on an atom with an ear on the shell tied with a string to his finger like a parachute in a to-be-cut-down-tree

make shirts and flag from the lint it was manufactured in the states like the wire through my television  busted eye-lid  his thoughts were crossed  quantized heart hope to catch the carrot pulled from a mine      it came from you anyway      

his eyes were only in the mirror    caught us like (cloned) hot potato still warm enough to cook the money on  to burn the margins like the language  roast the meal nothing’s worth sacrificing  nothing’s worth a comma worth an exhale 

born scared to die written into the words

trying to come up with the right

funds to pay the board 

4 lives left 3rd level about to climb above freud  soon i’ll be able to afford yoga   die in asana  drown in a poland spring but in america with my co-workers and time on the clock 

record it in ice  remember it with an electric fridge  erasable toe tag (reincarnated like information in a pc) (that’s not right to talk about) fixable expiration date   keep keeping -

alive his grandmother wants to die  no one knows how to say it   lacks the language 

ate it all for snack    his eyes were crumbs at the bottom of a bag         blind rope in the sky against the (window) screen in the breeze  the same breeze they light forest trees with

a crow on a carrion like the back of a get-away-car gasping for oxygen holding onto its money like hands over its eyes  doesn’t know where to put the apostrophe 

alarm clock contraction (join and)march to the labor  it was a rain dance in a greenhouse to a drummer in our head  his eye beat on me like sunlight without an education 

can’t relate to the sale   they teach me to walk in water  drown on land  we called it next- month’s rent   the (buffalo) nickel’s will to live   the eyes of a twice baked potato still hunting its bacon and semi-colons jumps for its next breath remembering it was left in  the freezer   churn photograph from moment   freezer burn thoughts chewing the precooked-mixed-meat-day  the invasion wasn’t a sacrifice  we liked it up our eyes   they knew it    and sold us more i hope to reincarnate as a misunderstood sentence   

he hopes to be coherent in front of the mirror the whole time  imagining himself again imagining himself again      the camera was like water was like his eyes a mirror chanting in the sun  -a scope-lens like a freezer around all that’s left of now   a short cut of lamb sacrificed of its sacrifice and proper apostrophe  instead of owning anything  it just was.      his eyes on a daydream like cheese on a trap he put the whole thing in his pocket and run like film real like fat sunshine through a skylight like (the length of) food storage organs through my bowels    like bulbs on a balding eye       his eyes were butt up against themselves

                                    like forks in a dish-tray 

                                       looking for their next meal                       

