














Surrealism is art beyond “ART”.


The trap of alliterating life.








Cold concrete outside’s many steps home-enthusiasm wanes, left ash cigarette drops on clean cool table obscuring, (filthifing) reveling earthly reunion past mortifying tears pursuing coarse emotional turmoils—roils inner purpose revealing poor wretched urchins expressed in pelvic-girdle thrust’s real-time sneaks-n-bumps in nights’ panorama of twinkle-twinkle stars and green-molting parrots with piercing (preened) preachy piles of Avant-male penmanship, cluttering billions of perfectly white pages with piss-poor prose.








Is This George De Author?








Nuts crack pieces of legitimate humor, sprawling on the ground clutching their nondescript bits of magistratal opulence, harboring selves’ inside.   Two strokes clock real hands pause scribbling, to complete sentence, carefully touching points and dashed, cross-chocking the vanes of the otherwise fable-istic umbrella shrouding our reason.  Dark shadows blow dusty cornstalk silk, spraying nature’s infection across our inner land, poising cockatoos in ninety-nine year wisdom, for fatalistic flights.  Oh surrender, all ye with no more hope inside; the reality spits all froth and spiny seance.  You must abandon your premises, and fall pray to the cool streams hot minds loathe.  Race finds little favor in such clime.  


All due respects are aside.  Trotting distance : fiction-foe.  





Hurtling breakneck blurring visions grass one gold veldt squashing hills trees to simple dirge : The sleeping giant’s cavern covered with moss of ages neglect—fables unturned pages glint bright crinkle-yellow forgotten hues and surrealisms covered without cover, muslum curtains weeping broken spinsters and drowned sailors washed overboard life’s careful expletives, noisome seconds-tick and crassly-organized routines series ruts; the world-stage plays.





: Loving the dearly-cost bed, she lingers livid thoughts, full of feminine power-trip, next dress flouncing pauper’s need to control, being so.  While pears drop outside, rotting maggots’ homes above ground, biding humus-time till bodies find their ways down in pearly-heaven gates.  Warm sun surprises here and now with closed glacial wind and batons metaphoric Glass Geo Oppen so namelessly defines sixty or seventy-seven times one single year.  Where and when’s inaugurate the realizations farm hands employ, watching corn stalks glow where Indians had magic sayings, and sacred dances cursed them, to stop.  


In three hours to third equinox that calendar turns, the stars shot up, awakening (her) dreamer from 


his slow sagacious speech.








