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A creamy buttermilk call lures the child, soon to be punished. 


The consumptive spasm.


How it all began.


(Bang!)








You’re it!























     





	Invisible needle-sharp hairs stood on end, poking that sadistic, doctoral hand threatening Marguerite’s world.  Hearing the terrible roar of skin scraping hers— of seagoing turtles trapped by nets in the night, she tries to think of giant red suns dreaming, or porcupines stripping succulent bark from dying trees.  She considers the genius of bright beaming eyes, peering over rims of thin gaseous beakers, the melancholy jasmine stuffing nostrils with thick succulent scent— ears numb with weight of immaculate diamonds, and streets wet with morning rain.  It is the stink of summer ivy, when breeze— when bees are frantic, intoxicated on themselves, ignore the wounds; their sound.  She checks his technical office; he struts obverse a table, arranging cold steel tools this way to that.  Her motivations for laying terrified— not learned, nor clean.  She engorges herself on his world—and its savagery.  








	Flames banter conversation’s lurid virtue, spilling sideways across the dry brittle sticks.  Laying center is a stump, besieged with ants, drying slowly.  Worms, wriggling their last, with hisses of body fluids, spitting on wood – their home.   Superfluous heart heaving, newspaper over its head.   She read, from the novel, lying open, to a far-sighted eye.  Spectacles on his table;  


flagrantly hung.





	As if she didn’t know better.  That spasmodic sense of cold instruments, slick with overhead light.  Just waiting for action.  Marguerite’s quiet, mouth invisibly gagged — for too many questions are no mark of humility — and confused, humdrum faces hide the sea of humanity.  Where a piece of string in a drink, reflects clouds, in the bottom of the sky.  





	Surly waiters dress the killed prey, their footsteps of civilization echoing on cold marble, where broken ocean foam once swished on sand.  All rocks have been turned, redressed with answers.  Where the megalopolis of universes weave in, burr upon each other, in small nautilus knots.  The light, is intense in her eyes.





	A mathematician hindsight; look from above— as coils of sticky viscous honey pile up, and slump.  Therein, deciphering equations of dancing bees on platted pollen-soaked flowers.  From afar.  Beyond the ivy— but Oh, the intractable paradox of collapse—  the black hole, they’d like to sew shut.  When they already know; before they see such folly.  Questions answered by steel instruments, manufactured by more steel instruments; 


etc.





	There is pleasant music playing, in the room next door.  
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        Piteous mannequins wrench limbs this way and that, bringing Marguerite bad news, in accrued knowledge of jammed with forceps, and unexplained fiber-optic apparatus, soaked in phenol solutions.  The unabashed zeal of doctor, conniving stigmata of man, collects spittle at corner of mouth, as he concentrates fiercely— pays homage to mechanistic trickeries putting perfectly good magicians out of jobs.  Her skin, sweat’s secret erotomanias, as his fingers trace soft minutia marks he’s to cut and label.  Help God Her.  The dotty mother, and her religiosity!   The gunless, orthodox grenadiers, who’d like it one way, and yet—the other.  Their fear.  Throttling the whore, spewing into her … Rebuked somewhere, excommunicated!, by darkness of light.  The strop.  The blade.  The balk of window to lashing rains.  Who would fein it does not exist?!  Conniving, idolizing, they sharpen lines of a signet, that makes empty marks. 





	I hear their scratching.  They are pretending it won’t happen.  I know them.  They are filled with deceit.  Their imprecations stammered— so it seems they are barely capable.  Their scuffle with good and evil!  What a brutal servile joke you are.  Women walk the tightrope you descend to.  Your hidden parentheticals; orderlies—the gaping wounds of night, on brightly-lit stages!  Inchoate madmen!.  Fetishistic.  Prescribe what’s been prescribed one million ages before, always unaware.  Of innocents hidden, of tit for tats, and basal splays— our ideologues’ elusiveness—their male minds loamy with mildew of untold lives.








	In the forest, the animal, leg caught in a trap— bleeding to death.  Trying to chew it off.  Coots overhead, watching.  Footsteps; scatter.  Man with shotgun smells kill.  Quickens his pace.
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	Eetende.  Hermetic spoors, coming to slant-rhyme so you never hear them sprout.  Rhyzome : Sinister fronts, to nonexistent stores.  Nothing to buy or sell, ultimately.  Because product is illusion, guaranteed to deceive you.  Sublimation, again …. The source.  Packed with cotton, to staunch the blood.  Flows from wallets— from errant cat eyes, in recondite dice.  Censure redouble, to remind you—to forget.  To recapitulate why you’re here.  To enjoy.  And work harder.  And they slit us ipso, hand pound of flesh to scale goddess (Siren of Justice) for official transsexual commentary, ersatz sponsorship, making carapace useless (we hide beneath it)— somber with lies and charlatans.





	Her malarial delusions— his lurid, loping fantasy this  will somehow further mankind—an atonal scandal we sit patiently within, clapping at end of each movement, like everybody else does.  Afraid to stand, afraid not to, hiss our mother cosmogonies, our antithetical laments—out drama extirpate aegis higher need— the best bearing compasses hint in razor-sharp needles.  This doctor!  Who believes he is doing good!  And yes, it hurts!  Try to bite my hand, biting tongue instead.





	Somber, groaning weight of centuries— this operation, this defeminizing of our world—the total remythologization, to tantamount science, weight—swings of metal poised, pivot delicate axes ready to define, chop, and indicate.  The vehicles of enigma, confusing themselves with results.  Capable guide dogs, leading leaders to hamburger joints, when they want to go to the bathroom.  Exploding underground nuclear devices to show we know no-better, in the age of weasels should.  The Bottomless in every act, impeded by depth, and darkness. By lumens and meters.  By megatons, and bed frame shudders.  Blood on sheets, for neighbors’ shouting glee.  Bride soiled.  Humiliated.





	What of sacred marriage?  I hear my own blood dripping.  They defile an instrument of pleasure— the maidenhood of innocents; the ship that takes them to error?  Don’t throw God’s words back to her face : You are wrong!  Hubris.  We will fix you.  Woman.  Your image in us.  Your error.  





	Stuck between languages— that gooey lexicon of emotions, of charged atomic particles, slowed to absolute zero.  Bare scansions sport heavy weights, immured there, hung from Christmas nails, rips tendons.  Malodorous crimson trickles incite flocks, raise-pitches of clerics, point to pain.  Repentance!  For living?  For Gods’ intentions to make you, to have you, walk the earth?  Screams agony, made ecstasy.  The incommunicability of it.  The polluted transliteration— a sacred text, sheep follow.  


Bleating.





	Exalted mutilation, mark of woman— dark curtain covers red-rose flesh.  In their beginning; their end.  Because they are terrified of us.  


Our powers.  Our potential.   They are we.   


We are us.





























�Terminal 


Gangplank








Seas forming thick layers of what’s		lain beneath


step one fretful foot closer to the 		inevitable edge


fall minutes, your sedition, into the		boiling froth


gypsies, and transients dream through.	And tenses


the before; the after; one moment		colliding nets


fishing for prey, to salt, and tin for 		


dinner. 
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