-in the city i wake      it pours

i can see the fire i can’t start

and all this means 

and will mean is 

i give the breath respect

or at least some of them-

bombs (and oven timers)
she died with a bomb on her back

i left her in a red room

the trees    turn          into stores

and i don’t even notice

the rain

sitting in a pot hole

         dreaming under billboards loving through a (wire)reflection eating from a waste of a view hurling floors and flowers throwing rocks and armies to hear how deep the enemy goes  i bump my head on a low billboard  she never even let the explosive go off   it was just the burden of an un-burst bomb on her back that crushed her    what title does the silence take the space between idea and symbol when the point or blast breaths in     where the garden can make sound we search for the right ear  i leaned italic over her with a comma waving a semicolon  the judge never caught its breath  our fall continued mid-febuary  no floor     with the (k)not in the day i climbed still                            in the nature

of a contemporary tree i chop myself down                                                  with the duck

from a bandolier’s on-going grease spill i found budget dinner face down on the sure line (between two opposing directions (bad luck bad presumption)
in the spirit of a road-kill bird  i lay dead attempting to fly    (crossed out)    or

i warn the others to stay in the trees (none of these cross outs count) and not fall  fall suspended illusion suspended  a world still in its place the ditto moon scrap still babbles on a corner traffic mimics itself 6oclock never moves a junkie (still) nails its fix tomorrow the moon will repeat its last words all night over and over like it will truly forget that the sun is still there

(while everyone’s (still) waiting for the bomb to go off)

