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�The bottom of my shoes

�are wet

     from walking in the rain.



	   An  Altered 

     Kerouacism

�	        l





 High coo

   Strip poems



  novel prose
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Speaker begs microphone

the mirrors wince 

his sound

(why shout whispers?)

























Arms

third ignites fist

hits seconds.

















Whose

tight knot loose shouts

jump closer























In one minute two lifetimes and

who is counting?

















Red fever

wrests the leaves

falling peal













Empty life

 full head;

 talk is cheap



















Charmed life answer

  asks the   sin.

‘Yes, Father’



















 Tall grass

  crush  winter

thought short



















  The shaman calls

   the rains soak

       the winner

















Deep breadth

shallow sides 

puncture filling

















No word

all emotion 

chaos burns insides.



















Sorrow pine

sprays needles

cold rainy day.













Deep river winds

short legs 

wait    till snow 

is  

gone.















“Do you want a brother?” Mom asked me.  “Would you like a small friend?  Might be a girl.  Is that all right?”  I don’t  know.  What she’s saying?  But I know is big.  “Like Andy has.  You know Andy and Mike.”  I am Andy, can have Mike.  “Or your cousins, John and Bill.  But Bill is big now, so he and John can play.”  I am Bill, could have John.  John old; Bill like me.  Good, I think.  “We’ll have less time for you, though. Your brother’s going to need us a lot.  We thought should know that first.”  I feel afraid.  I am scared.  Mom scared too.  I make my head go up and down.  I am almost two.  And I like big things.













   Listen sax 

 cold train   o-home

Woe-goose, minus flight.
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Listen Sax!

Jacks poems

sound lounge, word shout.













Sudden moments

ransom our chaos of

‘See spot run.’





















Mind wrest control

          stay visceral. 

Toes in sand.



















I was throwing up poverty over a couch 

whose springs pointlessly make me 

even more miserable.

The television’s on, I watch 

draining lukewarm Seven-Ups.  

I only get soda, when I throw up.  Makes me sick to drink

    my warm sweet queasiness

but when I get something means

make up for the times…

My stomach inside-outs 

all over again.





















I say

We can’t be the same 

people and

be together.

she sez

then change.

.

I hate being the same old person

every single moment.













X-day



Friday

I burn journal would-be 

left on doorstep.

Postage due

Saturday

much better.

















Good writer writes how

   lousy speakers are writers

how   the times have changed.



















Psychedelic deranged is

   mind deranged by

 everyday life.



















Sheep

  lecture

Hypocrisy





















Blur



when you lift prose from novel

and make poetry

Or take period from periodical

to give excerpt new name

Call something else

word music

remove line breaks

add concrete.  Abstract

noveau-whatever

new art…

You get the idea.

























�

                     Anger bottled

   oceans inside

find   high sea    waves























In hose of hot water 

Sun shines  one hour more.

two lives standing  wait.  
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Poets end 

 sentences with silence.
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Poets,

and their endless

silences.



















voice, Voice

Active, passive (reflective)

window closes self.















   Dada 

Charm school:

           everyone graduates.



















The

ironic plastic fire under cigarette-smoke 

        scottish terrier woofs 

hangman’s noose, nobody hears.























                











  The circus almost over?

Riding litter-strewn Mission’s

clackity-clack bricks
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harm

comes

ways













			Silent peoples

			  shouts

			broil inside.













   Chairperson, I’m confused.

  Yes?

 That’s what I mean.















It.  



Word stand-in

for god’s lack.













Inward looking

outwards forcing

   inverses

line of sight.
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�Burning Bed’s					Conniving creek

lover’s luring—					slick   sides

come die with me				cement, never happened this way













     Dire straights

    bitter curves

 gravel’, every other corner.



















More freedoms

shushh murmurs

gag order given



















Terse fragment

chipped cup.

Bleeds protracted lip.

�I n

Eyelids  droop

dreams’ start.

Call time morning.
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  In thro footfall

dance paragraph

   of do  that

     do this.













Moon eye

winks clouds

warm breeze Lullaby





















Rotten

  step.

 Creaky.















In the old days—

      water

from the taps.
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Compact snap!  Open

looking at

	Time weep away.















  Each cell.

   Hello?

We assume they

      cannot listen?!



















Flax hair

wet roots.  Scalp

    glistens child

            roaring.













Our Stars

seemingly 

        oblivious

obscured by (?)

inner night.







One bed

close bush

raking

outside wall as

Night moans

silence.

























Vertiginous Homily

(pause)

homily-minus

falsity

+



R rhetoric 

 covers

�roof





































 Knee-Jerk

 Books

  on tables

  all same.

 Faces in 

hands.  Sleepy.

 Walls

 covered with

old gray posters

 echo

dead student

dying students

  songs.























Squished skunk on road.

Breathe deep 

perfume life.



















Bagpipes and sheep

devouring a field.







What you memorize:

   Frozen

 time.

















each mosquito

        a death.

















simple under

 complex  under

 simple























lack of food

lack of sleep

a power

of insight.









Forms are

  Poets’

Board games



















Food 

       like 

  smack.

In refrigerator

 Ice.

















Live

words 

 read
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“Kerouac and I are not real at all. 

The only real thing about a writer is what he’s written, and not his so-called life. 

And we will all die and the stars will go out one after another…”



Burroughs











of herself.

Alone.  Mirrors.















SOBBING IN PUBLIC SCREAMS

emotional  Breakdown.

 For  attention or

        release ?

























This document is in progress, and may expand, or be polished without notice.
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