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Of	Lullaby
My	 orchids	 suffer	 from	 your	 paramilitary	 attitude.	Won’t	 you	 touch	 me?	 Every	 bit	 of
lullaby	soothes	moments	of	the	hurt,	despite	the	uniform	and	lovely	water.	What	is	known
of	our	biographies:	that	they	belong	to	us	and	fan	out	into	meanings.	Cuff	links	rubbed	to
a	dramatic	shine.	Pristine	 things	swerve	 into	relationship	with	seasoned	elements.	Can	a
habit	 be	 unlearned?	A	white	 shirt	 used	 to	 clean	 unruly	 appliances.	 Real	 flowers	 in	 the
photograph	appear	affordable.	Phases	of	our	joining	include	partial	poverty.	Would	seem
refreshing	as	respect.	As	familiar	as	 the	word	 tulip	where	the	flower	has	been	unframed
petal	flesh.	The	desire	to	pulp	a	value.	Quantify	the	fact	of	touch	as	hospitality.	To	temper
parchment	with	pressed	flower	skin	held	in	a	book.

Faculty	of	memory,	the	way	you	looked,	and	still	the	earth	around	these	other	tangibles



	

A	Limited	Edition	Lust
How	 do	 you	 reciprocate	 the	 act	 of	 smothering?	 Control	 spawns	 jewelry	 made	 from
breath’s	rubbing	the	mirror	clean	and	dry.	One	looks	peaceful,	while	the	other	peeks	out
from	 behind	 a	 clumsy	 shadow	 in	 pursuit	 of	 independence.	 I	 watched	 the	 penmanship
begin	to	falter	into	age	that	he	could	not	resemble	perfectly.	A	gentleman	stepped	from	the
shower	with	a	pensiveness	 less	 sharable	 than	certain.	Misting	some	of	 the	occasion.	No
one	certain	who	he	was.	Few	write	letters	anymore,	much	less	love	tunes	that	flow	from
left	to	right	on	five-lined	sheets.	The	fabric	strays	from	clarity	to	something	sweet	to	touch
as	 this	 companionship.	A	 limited	 edition	 lust	 shifts	 conversation	 from	a	breezeway	 to	 a
bold	alert	for	rationing.	Most	of	 the	men	considered	themselves	heat	 lamps.	Most	of	 the
women	did	not	seek	the	sun.	Who	does	not	seem	interesting	beside	a	crowd	of	strangers?
Someone	truly	interesting.



	

Elusive	Paycheck
I	am	not	a	cinder.	Do	you	blank	me?	What	shaped	mirror	do	I	hold	to	you?	Am	diamond
refund.	Back	 to	 square.	Am	 longing,	 lofty	 doctrinaire.	Am	 long	 on	 bonds	 and	 short	 on
coin.	The	squall	will	parse	things	as	amendments	to	the	lofty	sitcoms.	Are	you	there?	The
mozzarella	leans	in	close.	Restricts	me	to	the	gooseneck	shaped	like	myriad	filmed	silvers.
When	will	the	ever	promised	mist	come	home	to	page?	Never	will	get	used	to	an	elusive
paycheck.	Commas	plunked	down	 like	 collateral	 sing	ominosity	of	 postponement	 set	 to
music.	Will	 there	ever	be	a	 there	 to	poke	 fun	at?	My	silence	 is	presumed	a	 symptom.	 I
attract.	 For	 instance	 I	 can	 neptune	 clear	 across	 the	 hall.	 Perambulators	 glisten	 when
presented	to	the	swell	guy	learning	on	the	banister.	It	used	to	be	like	peristalsis	here	and
now	it’s	turned	to	crumbs.

Template,	forms	of	unison,	shelter	as	withdrawal



	

Fraypoints
Leaves	 green	 themselves	 past	 budding.	 Tea	 malt	 codifies	 hegemony.	 And	 when	 we’re
slow,	we’re	sampled	in	parentheses.	The	symbolism	leaks	fraypoints	when	we	smother	our
cadavers	home.	Come	close	and	water	me.	If	I	were	seventy,	I’d	need	a	crane	to	move	my
books.	I	would	avoid	stilts	and	sip	with	confidence	stability,	panache.	Near	the	ivy	is	more
ivy.	 Near	 the	 strains	 of	 numinous	 vibrato	 I	 confront	 the	 real	 output	 of	 scars.	 Primacy
recency	adopts	new	flavor	and	delivers	lumbar,	texture,	plenitude.	How	many	ounces	are
we	 dancing	 in	 (dependently)?	 The	 new	 birds	 squall	 as	 they	 are	 formed.	We’re	 finding
more	of	our	declensions.	Raw,	from	scratch,	out-of-the-box	the	way	we	do,	and	all	at	once
as	children	with	blueberry	mindsets	all	our	own.



	

Dislikes
Dyslex,	I	thought	he’d	said.	No	shadow	is	worth	being	salted.	His	eternal	award,	my	father
stressed.	Mid-course	 corrections	 seem	 like	 lobs	 over	 a	 short	 fence.	Wheat	 grass	 in	 tiny
quantities	enhances	what?	Embarrassment	surrounds	the	words	a	little	slow.	People	laugh
nervously	on	hearing	the	addendum	mental.	Tough	becomes	the	next	word.	Distinct	from
Golden	Mean.	Are	 there	 things	we	 can	 laugh	off?	The	 idea	 is	 to	 cease	 and	 reconfigure
tepid	 nonchalance.	The	 luck.	And	chercher	 (en	 francais)	 the	 room	where	we	were	wed
then	 several	 sentences	 beyond	 the	 several	 sylls-	 as	 mussed	 as	 cabaret.	 Lengthwise	 the
temperature	mid-sectioning	these	white	alert	first	blues	tempura	altogether	rapt	and	such.
The	omniture.	The	look	and	feel,	the	sound	of	…



	

Vault
We	have	bootlegged	matching	body	chemistries.	 I	hear	 this	 is	a	 suites	hotel	where	each
one’s	neck	and	neck	with	strangers	capable	of	Rolfing	or	deciphering	Egyptian	characters.
The	 lapdog	 of	 our	 sensibilities	 calms	 strangers.	 Equally,	 viscosity	 deranges	 pulp	 and
garden	 tools	 and	 heavy-armed	 equipment.	 She	 said	 that	 he	 reminded	 her	 of	 slim	 pond
prose.	She	was	wearing	six-plus	pounds	of	tone.	Levels	impulsed	their	way	to	my	cravat.	I
simply	 soloed	 out	 of	 reach	 and	madcap	 heresy	 just	 out	 of	 strict	 conformance.	 It	 takes
several	spare	monks	to	jumpstart	a	religion.	Several	under-recognized	hewn	minds.	Cane
sugar	in	sufficient	quantity	to	unseam	the	emotions	cantilevered	in	teased	tragedies.



	

Concentricity
Installations	 house	 imaginary	 stallions.	 I	 dreamed	 erasure	 of	 oncoming	 achievement,
shared	thus	shelved.	The	episode	was	focused	on	how	I	might	say	no	to	kin	requests.	The
harm	seemed	morphine	as	dishonesty	painted	experience	a	cool	blue.	A	woman	to	whom
I’d	handed	my	whole	personality	returned	from	the	performance	to	alert	me	to	simplicity.	I
am	acquainted	with	this	brand	of	hiding.	People	do	not	lean	out	from	their	beds	to	answer
accusations,	invitations,	halves	of	hypothetical	debate.	All	ponds	appear	the	same	to	me.
All	anaerobic	exercise	seems	desk	time.	Voluntary	trapeze	artistry	adopted	chivalry	as	first
disguise.	Historians	in	my	experience	don’t	gravitate	toward	convertibles.	Rest	stops	dot
the	landscape.	One	of	the	two,	en	route	to	a	funeral,	plotted	the	likely	stops.	Black	birds
tasted	sky	in	unison.	Her	eyes	when	closed	were	just	as	lovely,	riding.	She	smoked	gently
a	 cigarette	 between	 hums.	 Obligations	 broke	 off	 into	 slogans	 to	 eradicate	 a	 feathery
falsetto.	 Curiosity	 and	 respiration	 aren’t	 the	 same.	 Amateur	 of	 course	 refers	 to	 the	 air
quality.	Small	temple’s	ice	changing	its	chemistry	to	water	running	down	the	stained	glass
windows.



	

The	Sorting	Process
She	said	evidence	of	craft	within	a	person	had	its	edges.	She	said	color	of	the	tight	vest
ought	 to	 be	 some	 kind	 of	 a	 criterion	 but	 that	would	 never	 likely	 fly.	 I	 wondered	 for	 a
moment	 about	 credibility	 I	 had	 all	 along	 assigned	 to	 her.	 I	 wondered	 how	 derivative	 I
might	 be,	 standing	 on	 wet	 pavement,	 trying	 to	 construct	 some	 permaculture	 from	 the
spatty	 pools	 and	 shiny	 leaves	 and	 soggy	 things	 once	 thrown	 away.	 What	 constitutes
success?	The	way	the	papers	read	and	tanned	announcers	have	it,	you	would	think	that	a
prerequisite	was	a	fleeting	nature	linked	with	imprecision.	I	don’t	mean	to	suggest	I	see	a
problem.	Whatever	 rigor	we	can	muster	 is	as	good	as	what	uneducated	people	had	after
exposure	to	great	minds	that	placed	in	cupboards	various	ideas	that	served	several	people’s
purposes	 long	 enough	 to	 stick.	 Even	 ardent	 prejudice	 has	 sold	 well	 and	 continues	 to,
depending	on	positioning.	Depending	also	on	competing	headlines,	and	what	has	won	the
coveted	attention	space	of	fifteen	seconds,	during	which	the	listeners	tell	themselves	they
are	committed	to	this	learning	and	will	follow	through	of	course	with	lives	that	prove	their
good	intentions.



	

The	Finish	Line
There	was	this	blueline	master	you	would	drill	for.	It	just	hugged	the	episodic	part	of	me,
kept	waiting	in	the	ruminative	patch	of	antlers.	Seized	with	(shall	I	call	it)	rhapsody	you
could	construct	yourself	by	lining	up	the	endpoints.	At	least	that’s	how	I	think	of	them,	as
roads	through	places	they	were	going	to.	And	that’s	the	finish	line	that	spells	abandonment
they’re	all	discussing	epidemically.	 I	 remember	mooseheads	 in	 the	doctor’s	anteroom	in
Mishawaka.	It	was	dark	in	there;	you	could	imagine	viral	intercourse	outside	the	antiseptic
sanctum	where	 the	 smell	 of	 alcohol	 on	 cotton	 balls	 seemed	 linked	 to	 throat	 sticks.	The
doctor’s	manner	cuffed	you	in	a	way	with	stylistic	health	that	might	preclude	him.	I	would
leaf	 through	magazines	 that	 left	no	 space	 for	 thinking	and	continue	making	 lines	 touch,
mazing	up	the	place	with	fully	webbed	thought.	Consequences	factor	in	ahead	of	time	if
you’re	the	sort	of	person	who	uncoats	the	little	lambskin	of	a	walk	toward	destiny.	We’re
stuffed	with	 intervention	and	with	 self-control.	When	 is	body	posture	going	 to	 leave	 its
calcium	deposits	on	another	person’s	mood.	There	are	already	ones	of	us	who	sweep	up
matter	 like	new	fools.	As	 though	positioned	 in	a	club	 that	half	 includes	 the	seedlings	of
credentials	substituting	for	live	souls.	Just	mesh	with	something	goes	the	cant.	Just	press
your	velvet	lines	on	top	of	evolution	and	imagine.	Close	your	eyes.	The	stop	watch	never
has	to	glow.	We’re	principled	as	haste	and	tender	offers	crave	attention	from	us.	I	resolved
to	have	released	prior	vocabulary,	suspecting	it	would	alter	my	demeanor	from	example	to
exemplum.	No	 such	 taste.	 It’s	 each	 sense	 for	 itself,	 not	 tied	 explicitly	 to	 gender.	What
protons	want,	protons	acquire.	You	(all	of	you)	are	free	to	document	the	headers	and	the
footers	 and	 the	 contents.	 Fire	 and	glaze	 and	 seaside	 your	way	past	 the	menagerie	 upon
menage.	 It’s	 quiet	 in	 more	 places	 than	 Antarctica,	 especially	 if	 you’re	 committed	 to
pronouncing	all	its	consonants.



	

Temp
Each	day’s	a	dozen	more	unlike	it.	Sentences	might	be	from	anyone.	Wood	carving	settled
dust	 of	 onomatopoeia	once,	 a	 hundred	 times.	One	 false	mood	and	 ridicule	becomes	 the
currency	of	favor.	Hedging	grows	into	a	specialty.	The	numb	safe	drone	of	repetition	lulls
her	spirit	back	to	sleep.	A	learning	curve	as	shapely	as	her	expectation	of	it	flings	against
against	wallspace,	one	thought	at	a	time.	She	logjams	her	way	back	to	reflexes	rumored	to
be	natural.	A	cold	knell	chastens	vertebrae	one	at	a	time	listless	or	driven	by	appearance
posing	 as	 reality.	 She	 pinches	 strong	 clamps	 from	 the	 time	 clock	 and	 begins	 as	 a
chameleon	unwittingly	assists	in	the	resurfacing	of	scenery.	She	propels	the	singing	voices
into	play	absent	a	tuning	fork	reputed	to	be	true.



	

Simplicity	That	Stretches
Mythology	 refuses	 to	 go	 forth	 and	 multiply	 a	 cinder	 or	 cold	 jewel.	 Heart’s	 argument
becomes	 an	 indefatigable	 simplicity	 that	 stretches	 only	 when	 stretched	 to.	 Omnivores
implant	 the	 feel	 of	 pantomime	 to	 be	 polite.	 The	 blank	 check	we	 thought	we	 knew	was
coated	with	a	parlor	game	of	keep	away.	Her	least	known	painting	called	“Still	Shot	with
Shoulders,”	remained	dangerously	near	the	spine.	And	blinds	sang	shut	the	moment	that
she	drew	the	cord.



	

Sweet	Crescendo	Pie
I	like	my	gender	opal	when	it’s	stuck	so	we	can	ridicule	our	settlers	as	the	antelope	they
play.	 Rude	mire	 cusps	 a	 new	 house	 riddle	 to	my	 tonguing.	 The	 truckload	 of	 unwanted
things	can	make	me	spiel	all	over	whiteboards	information	I’ve	made	up.	To	fill	timetables
given	 till	 I’m	ripe	enough	to	fall	 into	unspongy	land	foretasted,	wrung.	The	waspy	 little
henchman	suckles	bric-a-brac	as	curvy	little	ice	pings	center	weeds	in	the	untaunted	west.
Do	chemists	have	to	own	excuses	for	their	limp	white	shelves	bereft	of	stock?	Why	am	I
stuttering	the	answers	to	another	quiz?	It’s	two-ply	ring	toss	once	again	and,	buster,	these,
our	children,	have	to	soap	somebody’s	window	to	get	home.	It’s	in	their	craw	unwanted	so
fresh	 paint	 to	 be	 gainsharing	 wood	 looking	munificence.	 Come	wildly	 to	 the	 forefront
home	bedraggle	me	 just	 south	of	where	a	birthpoint	 shall	be	 spoken	 till	 a	burial.	When
comfort	asks	a	little	sewing,	lower	shades	until	the	season	shifts.	Then	be	nude	and	slander
any	pie	place	happened	as	 the	 justice	system	musses	driveways	with	our	symbols	of	 the
range	parked	in.

Lastingly,	the	houseprints	scent	open	a	ready	stratosphere	in	welcome	of	the	spruce	lank
wisps	of	rain



	

The	Solo	of	Detail
He	 lived	 beside	 a	 megaphone	 that	 made	 food	 purchases,	 balanced	 checks,	 prevented
loneliness.	Then	all	tone	matching	ceased.	How	simple,	when	a	thing	is	over,	to	refashion
it.	 Quiet	 seemed	 a	 viable,	 long-term	 solution	 to	 the	 years	 of	 being	 loved	 in	 that
conspicuous	full	way	that	prompts	a	form	of	rage	no	one	can	understand.	He	liked	his	soft
bright	clothes.	He	liked	being	a	fraction	of	some	fruitful	thing.	Church	was	an	easy	system
to	keep	rote.	You	used	certain	nouns	and	made	the	reverend	think	his	trend	was	catching
on.	Until	today,	too	little	had	been	thought	through.	Which	grew	blatant	in	the	absence	of
that	 sound,	 thereby	 highlighting	 all	 preached	 syllables.	 Through	 the	 filter	 of	 an	 absent
hearing	aid	he	used	to	hide	unwanted	words	that	passed	for	a	presumed	affection.	He	saw
himself	in	patches	of	the	unkempt	land	that	seemed	to	need	no	wind.	He	tried	to	like	what
he	had	known	 and	what	 he	was	 until	 the	 noise	 of	 people	 thumbed	 its	way	 into	 his	 ken
again.	 The	 preacher’s	 decibels,	 the	 neighbors,	 and	 refrains	 that	 came	 back	 into	 all
memory’s	 elastic	 temperature.	 The	 gloss	 of	 being	 by	 himself,	 all	 a	memento.	 Piece	 by
piece	 he	 learned	 himself	 again	 in	 quiet	 with	 just	 birds	 alongside	 home	 without
companionship.	The	solo	of	detail.



	

A	Change	in	all	the	Breathing
Cement	meshes	with	symptoms.	Just	as	thought	quintuples	phobias	the	same	as	mercy	kill.
Sweet	 wood	 offloads	 intact	 notes	 to	 draft.	 A	 semblance	 of	 the	 same	 small	 politics	 of
statutes.	Midriff	pieced	together	halfway	thrives.	This	close	to	death,	a	change	in	all	 the
breathing.	Wood	inserts	details	after	commodities.	The	situation	ethics	log	on	to	a	hundred
likely	smiles.	At	snailspeed,	very	few	are	scenery	to	hold.	Some	crescent	rolls	precede	the
tension	in	a	quake	to	vacillate	between	symptoms	and	wash.	The	first	semester	sanctifies
by	rote	the	cortisone.	Entirely	episcopal	with	desert	flute.	One	kind	of	wood.	A	hundred
trees	distracting.



	

Foreplay
Mirage	quintuples	facelift	catalogues	so	smoothly,	any	fossil	would	divulge	a	secret	past
of	quorum	specified	by	four-laned	highways.	Snap	sugar	peas	equip	the	reasoning	power
of	craft.	The	sum	total	of	constraints	is	policy.	A	velvet	bow	around	whatever	gift	was	to
be	given	back.	Thumbs	criticize	a	motion	visible.	Community	means	sharing	ovens	 that
make	 bread.	 As	 passing	 newly	 warmed	 bread	 hands	 receive,	 accept.	 And	 shoulders
demonstrate	the	strength	to	hold	what	comes,	 toss	of	the	die.	A	pretax	vigil	soaped	with
power	 to	 renege	 and	 brash	 chance	 happenings.	 Is	 crime	 identical	 to	 an	 absence	 of
accountability?	 Calendula	 high	 fives	 annunciations	 past.	 The	 clumsy	 life	 force	 sans
ingredients	we	labor	to	demystify	rings	home	barbells,	cowbells,	church	bells.	Sandwich
in	 the	 little	 dumpling	 adversarial	 arrangements.	Youth	 crimes	 value	 curfews.	 Three	 can
linger.	Four	can	fall	from	space	nets	safe	from	their	robust	queues.	Lasting	headrests	give
in	to	their	limelight.	Fractions	caretake	what	we’ve	lost.	Perhaps	a	late	night	coif.	Surprise
renditions	 of	 patrols	 chemlab	 their	way	 to	 health.	Detached	 as	 dotted	 Swiss	 but	 tough,
resistant.	Patience	lets	go	leisure.	Ritual	compress.	So.	As	it	was	won	and	thought.	Skill
level	changes.	Focus	changes.	What	is	reported	shifts	toward	wide	end	of	the	megaphone.
Abrupt	 as	 civil	 court	 away	 from	 comfort.	 Fear	 erased	 and	 often	 is.	 With	 morning	 an
eternal	evidence.



	

Voice
A	 fingerprint	 attached	 itself	 to	 gut	 string	 and	 vibrated	 home	 a	 little	 while.	 The
consequence:	attention	talked	into	significance.	All	eyes	following,	all	ears,	etcetera.	Is	it
better	 to	have	fresh	cut	flowers	for	the	luncheon	or	brown	betty	for	dessert?	The	thing	I
most	liked	of	her	home	was	measured	rest	she	counted	palpably.	When	my	time	was	up,	I
knew	 enough	 to	 leave.	 I	 saw	 this	 calmed	 her.	 Tone	matching	 comes	 hard	 to	 would-be
loved	ones.	At	least	we’d	conquered	easily	enough	the	challenge	of	hearing	the	same	tune.
In	unison	seeking	repeat	signs.	Most	of	water	that	protects	her	home	bears	no	relationship
to	thirst.	Her	ego	quenches	other	egos.	Whatever	protocol	grows	feverish	is	right	when	it’s
prolonged.	She	offered	 easily	her	hand	 I	 touched.	On	 joining	 the	 string	 section,	 not	 the
same	as	concert	mistress.	Not	alert	with	freeze	frame	duty.	Never	to	replace	a	son.
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