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unstitched eye 

learning to voice 

her last stint 

 

                                                                                          a cra 

                                                                                                    ck 

                                                                                                          in every mattress 

                                                    

                  stop laughing!  

                  he folds her duvet 

                  into himself 
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                                                                                    his flute blinked 
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whole worlds spat into tissue the vicar 

 

                                                                      storm clouds burst  

                                                                                           with relics   

                                                                                                     the vicar  

                                                                                                                pets  

                                                                                                                     his dog 

 

                                                            under a stepping-stone the vicar omits the mayo  
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                                                the vicar  
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loss                  small gag salvation with big toothbone 

                                                                                              the vicar 
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                            the ventriloquist’s magic                         how to beat eggs 
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paint stripper 
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                                                         six rounds  
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                                               gr e :             i  f 

 

                                                                               my spaceghost bets 

                                                                               and loses again 

                                                                               lucid dream 

                                                                               my teddy bear 

                                                                               is always on fire 
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                                                                                           the same old                                 

                            

 

                                                                                                                           winter moon 

                                                                                                                           how to drown 
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who’s that about 

man on a soapbox 

shakes a leaflet 
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                                   marble plucked 

                                   from his eye 

                                   drones of memento mori 
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                                                                       scissors 
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alone again                                                                                                                                           seek 

which voice                                                                                                                                     ye shall 
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the hunter hunts 

a blade of sand 

carnation 

the legend  

of birth-canals 

 

                                                   as usual the ocean dribbles south 

 

                                        something or other the sandpiper eats herself 

 

                                           to sunbathe or not to sunbathe sandpaper 

  

 

help me i’m drowning 

the canyon tosses  

a fist 

kisses 

a rock 

 

 

                                              chewing  

                                                              a rock 

                                               of gum 
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                                                                    a rock. . .  
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not knowing whether to exist or 
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