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               Bark, archive, splinter

               What do you remember about the trees

               What’s the word———Do you remember this one word meaning both time and weather

               When did you realise it was the year all the great poets were dying

               Do you have much in grounding with the calamity germs unmaking this commonplace

               Can you picture time as coterminous, robbed of all its capital, infected by a limitless rehearsal of kudzu8

               And just how does kudzu do it, ferment form, foment it, abolish all angles as kin species spreads over matter, softening the outlines of all others, snatching shade plus some spectacle back

               How long should a field-recording of a foreign body be. Until he brings in a log of borders and militant units of measurement

               Will that same body deliver the latency between what’s possible and what’s staid in the past

               Can you parse that at onceness, pull it apart, rend instancy under verdant duress into scatter, into a stutter beyond your radial and denatured proportions9

               ——————————————————————————————————————————————racial

               Why couldn’t he spot the insect frass in the oak leaf mapped by extractive moths

               And why were the mute forests, behind the charnel manor, in a dream, so leaky, always leaking in their tenure, as if irradiated through with avant-garde organophosphates and the challenge of pure assembly

               Does it matter how duration transpires through these glitch woods; and who can ask, after a clearfelling, whether the fresh copses here once had legal standing10

               ———corpuses

               ———corpses

               When did you last bind a real image down by hand, sequestered it like what soil sometimes does to hijack migrant carbon

               Should metaphors have the right to own whatever they break off a branch———dead wood, cheap wood, dry wood, dry rot, sundry, vegetal sleep

               Which trees gain subtitles from barely transparent invasive pollen11

               And who did you expect to find after reading on a wooden sign planted amongst those castrated asters, that a violent episode place here, that some missing bodies take place, can take place, take it away from the turf of your anachronistic moil

               Are there really vermin in these Chinese rose leaves

               How long to read the most ordinary sentence in the language you should have known12

               Now. Do you remember those pale crabapples, each the size of a small but perfect child’s eyeball, washed out from their sockets, blinking in the sunlight like bewildered silver stewards who have just witnessed their one last true thing. If nothing else

               I remember the earth

               Windfall remembers you13

            

            
               Bark, archive, splinter

               Listen! Never share this code

               Listing thickets for dreams and pillars and coffins for colonial corpses, pipes, whips, the masts of clonal ships, graphs and mourning symbols, arrows and bows, a creaturely peace, family trees, drunkenness, victory, sortilege, and your lot of otherhood judged as venereal, ventral, venial, vernal, venal———As a general

               Bedlam about his florid limbs14

            

            
               Bark, archive, splinter

               Mutt of pine. Must each orange tick be painted and transparent progress

               ———————————————————accumulation

               Wherever the cloud-shepherd earth gives way for breeding ash, notanda, vellum, drafting mistletoe, black sunlight, clearances, hidden life, marking corrupt pastoral, vestigial colonies, and fog over glare over thistle over broom over brassica over timbre over errata over kingdoms over. For the record

               Missing witness trees as mass media15

               You select the same sequence of strange encounters over. A uniform lyric expression

               Even up there, marginalised in the almanac of what is said to be untranslatable, liquid speech egresses

               Ambient river of phantom canopies: leftover body of work

               ———————————————————————holes

               Diasporic hunger to metabolise all this minted nature

               You pinch these lines and databases from a planet not so accustomed to rewilding. Promise to recoup some pangs of wonder16

               Mustering diction in the interest of the non-human

               To roster a higher rank of wilted sleep. Refuse to register the excess of your rounded mutter

               ——————————————————————————ledger17

            

            
               Bark, archive, splinter

               Odd custom of decomposition. As in. Don’t you dare give up the ghost

               Tulip path. Asphodel place

               Fire danger is higher today

               Beasts laced with heavy metals displace the decadent unenclosed field, an earlier picture, revolution, retardant content, a reason for listing living forms, endlessly repetitive. He who ushers in novelty and desire———he recycles the tourist’s postcard18

               A contest to build a glass brain

               How might you sample the hypothetical? Like how a tree biopsies time

               To foreground fragments foraged from carbon copy

               And when does a fragment become a splinter? This means to put a name to

               Defaces the melted meadow

               Sloe film of itinerant poplar fluff

               A water bottle vulcanised into cyan coral. Look how its nutrition label endures in the recovery of its matter19

               Before you know it. The entire field will be concretised by plantations of deracinated plastic

               Sacred trees race towards the product of their translations

               Trapped inside a poem, an infinite number of horses run for over a century. Never crossing that shadepoint

               Feast and fettle

               For even one day I have not been happy

               Increasingly softer layers of highly flammable punctuation

               The heat, his open window, a lonely aperture. Whatever lets in arborescent grammar20

            

            
               Bark, archive, splinter

               Notwithstanding

               To save a grafted tree from its own mutant plot

               Lucretius believed metal smelting and pottery were discovered as a product of several forest fires. An accident

               April is the smell of melting butter and engorged chicken of the woods

               Sententia

               Violet parade of redaction. A pasture of sowbread21

               Breathtaking! An engine that plants trees

               Flagged in the calorific margins of the forage, search fodder

               All this harvesting to produce a commune only for

               —————browsing

               His shed sentences rack up in your memory as rotted sustenance or as rationable glade credits22

            

            
               Bark, archive, splinter

               There is marsh time. And there is the ministry of defence

               —————martial

               The operation to choke the local critters out their sterile commons. To mistransmute the sum violence ahead, the violence which is yet to be downloaded, into just some violets

               ————————————————————————————————mistranslate

               Hazard barracks23

               His need to train, to scrap, to shred, to shed, then to scrape together, to stockpile, to amass, to accrue a contract. You are entering a military zone

               Now, feuhold threshold dominates dander

               Now, it may not be obvious where the squadron of poetic interns are. This could include ambushing, blank firing, their occupation of debrided landscapes

               Or. There is sudden noise, smoke, potential for illumination as a result of thunder flashes, trip flares, smoke emissions, marcescent caltrops24

               Suspicious woody debris smother the ground like consonants. Plus wet, explosive

               ——————wounded

               ——————————————————————vowels

               Warped casings of the second tongue’s pleasure

               To contain———which is to say to deploy the work of carving: transformations, battle prowess, a forked toad, a crested snake, circumstances of this battle of the trees, three clashes of arms, witness the trees in battle, witness 25creation by pure maths, witness poetic prowess, adventures, more arms, and more paraphernalia, even more transformations, such a boasting of arms

               A marital horse

               To narrativise travels then battle feats then three cataclysms then prowess then a prophetic gift

               I was in a multitude of forms

               Inviting perpetuation

               A hundred hosted forces. Woodmongering26

               Jump to today

               A cavalcade of flags soldered out of imperial taffeta

               Tomorrow, you arrive at the fringe of the living archive regiment: you meet alder, you meet willow, you meet rowan, you meet knotweed, you meet blackthorn, and medlar, and rose, and raspberry, and privet, and honeysuckle, and ivy, and cherry, and birch, and goldenrod, and pine, and ash, and elm, and hazel, and knotweed, and dogwood, and beech, and holly, and whitethorn, and vine, and bracken, and broom, and gorse, and heather, and oak, and pear, and clover, and knotweed, and chestnut, and birch, and oak, and birch, and oak, and birch, and oak, and knotweed, 27and birch, and oak, and birch, and chestnut, and birch, and birch, and birch, and oak, and birch, and chestnut, and knotweed, and birch, and birch, and oak, and pear, and knotweed, and oak, and oak, and birch, and birch, and oak, and birch, and chestnut, and oak, and oak, and knotweed, and birch, and knotweed, and knotweed, and oak, and birch, and oak, and birch, and oak, and birch, and oak, and birch, and oak, and birch, and oak, and oak, and oak, and, and, and, and, , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , 28, , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , , ,29

            

            
               Bark, archive, splinter

               A monoculture sensitive to deranged tolerances and free radicals

               Once, interrupting a conversation, you asked the Director: Why are we still labelling wineberry as invasive? They’ve been around for more than one hundred years. They are quite useful now

               Record the gust across sedentary objects that risk being pulped into pages

               Just under half of this audience laughing inside a joke in the language you promised your dead grandmother you would conquer

               As you wait for the translation’s wave to arrive, delayed like the crunch of lactic acid30

               You think that in its adjustment to fresh light and working conditions, a sentence from a new mouth keeps the same font, the same story, carries over only the slurred labour of its
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