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The Race


�


you never win;


(Because)


all routes are you   no-


 absolve third-world issues


(for) no gaps 


between  (   )


    worlds.














Live … The music fresh, punishing, videos of bugs rolling vulva like leaves into things, spinning silken cocoons, laying eggs, rain spatterin on the grass, slow motion.  Killer lasers, and video transfigurations, warp all around the room throbbinvisible DJ Goldilox sound.  Screechneedle on record drinks, savory things on plates in bowls, some kind of comic enjoyment.  Pump up power bass, beetle strand mind-state, pulsates center floor.  Organic simile, giant flatworm—swings to and fro… Like, not sure.   People pouring in at three fifty am.  Ants attaching close up to Voracious Fans, throwing air molecules, wear vivid clothing, sweating rapid spins drench shirt tans, transsex bodies not.  Male female, or the other way.  Sundew flowers making assimilation.  Fried hair, so many directions at once.  22k hertz in pure digital sense you’re here, in middle, the end … Beginnings all over.   The Franchise, nature had all over us.  On the play list, makes profound marks, nobody will entirely understand.   Carefully timed hip movements, full of pregnancy.  Whether we know it or not.  


Most likely a vehement denial.
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A conveyance, a qualm, the fiercest jettisoned simile, the nimble truculence, genially transposed.  Tremors in the lower abdomen of havenots, in unison stumped and blocked with fluttery butterfly wings of next things to do.  Vissitudinal levees, threaten collapse, demented and spumy with their unexpressed exasperation—those unhandy emotions, waxen and bristly, squashing(noise), globular, bobble then wedge their vigorous thrusts, in our anagrammic aghast, playfully nudging. Those expressionistic sides astride vigilant shadowy predicaments!  Our immemorial matrons squawking, tottery and immunized — their uncoordinated selves latent devotees of stylized conveyance, heaved from burning ships, at night. 








Cawing urgently, gravely, stowed aquatic nightmares dithered to sharp osculation, the momentous echeloned in the imperturbable haberdasheries, and exemplary, underslung automobiles.  Our sacred pugnacious epitomes (thistled and barbed) enthrone fox-like profitless, brinks of extinction, where trample cloven grottos cleft mental palates, of youthful arrowlike downs.  Animals rove Shornflanked promontories, hiding travertine thoughts, caught in everlasting mouthedness, and nasty trenchant accretion.  








His pimentos, sun-ripened, disjoin with tempos of wind—and talus trolls its gravelly-sheer cliffs of her almost-pious elation.  The recitive, pre-mammalian, dyspeptic miens of humped and trumpeting calcified animals, half-awash in terrazzo, tinged in toppling fluxes of scientific projection, artist rendition, and schists in some stately, wind-scoured pre-reptilian brainstems.











Some Bizarre half-sense on a single sheet, flown in on a still air breeze.  Who would ever think, from where.   At a fifth hour of the day, oh-fivehundred lieutenant, snatched mid-gust, as it wandered by.   As if message from cosmos, after flying.  At the race.  Human variety.  Rave.  If you have to know.








���Where the plump toe-headed dykes, brown roots poking out (colored to be that way—painstakingly)cavort in the airline cue, or mind numbing inched forward spaces, making one wonder why a society that devises high tech computers linked by nano-threads and no-cal cheese wiz, can’t figure a better way to do this.  Two check-ins and a delay, re-ante’d every twenty, reduces perfectly capable people to mush.  Wears their humanity down, already perilously eroded, by polyester, stupid haircuts, and too-tight jockeyshorts.  Not to mention the traffic, piling poisons upon the road.  One lackluster mug aground another, in the graveyard of low-frequency lighting, baffling carpet patterns, and terminally uncomfortable seats.  Shuffling forward. Practicing, for Alzimers to come.  











Ripped at the bottom.  His curiosity, the Malaga of words, spilled on to white.   Set to the winds , for some unknown course.   Made him walk around.  


Looking for more.  


	








Trains sluicing night, mincing silence.  Thought of cryogenic engines, bruising the air, with heavy satellite payloads.  A streak that could be a meteor, or something larger, happens drunkenly.  That instant.  As the man with the gilt-edged bible, looks sideways, nervously.  
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Note: Mick is typing these stories from (somewhat) illegible handwritten material—“I’m pretty busy now, and hunt-n-peck takes time.  I’m going to do it though.  Soon.  I promise.” 


he says—


�“Try Living Dangerously, In the meantime.”
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