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such  that beautiful suds  sucked under memories  are nothing now but cuds—

following lemon grass  to provide  symmetries  my secret to a lass

what passions interpose  without words or mysteries  are a moment, suppose

I am sharing shuttles  and everything here tries  the last scene  by battles.  

The whirlwinds have covered the hills  and we outsiders are complicit to see  yellow flowers blooming around cicadas

chattering, your meadows  are equal measure choking on fumes  after making something for ourselves.

But from vines to monoliths  from evergreens to graffiti artists  the lines are chiaroscuro behind any rapacious. 

I own your boat and that reveals  these pure pupils at my endings  you consider as good grief news

this is the second red rose  from the forest behind those bells  the media take what it is

as essentially parochial issues  and place them as islands  floating between the fjords  

You practise Englishness.  I am sorry I cannot miss  such disesteem any more 

I am tired.  He or she is  a roadblock ahead from marrows  I must find anybody filling with vespers.

Perhaps, empyreal Afghanis tans  I am now a Kabul’s.  No more to these chafes

I must hang my shirts  before I can hang myself with any sense  that has more in the mythic systems

It seems  abstract individuals  find themselves embedded within the inns  clearing fruitless midwestern patterns

and these remain the same pleasures.  I give up periphery for naught in nuts  because it is bigger in the sea

Receiving death threats  than dealing with alibis  or silly rejection slips

Performing this among adolescents  what viewpoint television takes  around or toward conflicts 

is presented, giving its observers  to settle standards  in open fashions 

That is why she goes  to Australia or Canada or mercy killings  again fork nightly chasm. Because

this refracted light between these  Bosch and Brueghel is  certain hues of visions.  

We all need one or two evenings  to complete those lives  we have with inner space or peace
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Flight 
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All your friends have gone pass the goal after  waiting for dealers who lose their franchises  who are probably feeling parts maker  I carry an ample numbers, clauses  standards and procedures about merger  with genuine disagreement to power.

Immediately announcing your silence  which I am expected to support now  in respective attitude towards this trance  fights, protects a source almost bliss or woe  being the unfortunate initials  circulates the inflammatory broadsides.

It is not clear whether the sun has set.  A lane leading to the cottage begins  the discussions, reverses the gross or net  that seems to induce hysteria in its  opponents for the first time, your fate, let  adapt new body after we have gained the net.  
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My geographies are congas  the lyric remains in brooding

the less salted sea of dongas  I cross with mornings still breaking

––––––––
[image: image]


into new Virgin Islands  and the dispirited people display

white wine darkening in policy  photographers wait and stay

––––––––
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a second for these shadows  heaped in corners of the court

behind weirdly ethereal voice  posies powder key as port

––––––––
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this is well detailed remorse  in the precinct after I 

am powder blue and the lees  the sunset precludes next sigh.
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A door  to a room is that odour   That mixture: sweat, wounds and blood

Ten lumbermen are summoned  Although  not clear how much this can motor. 

Enough downturns show that fiscal llama  Quick changes have been approved.

Thinking a pointless decade.  An even bigger effort is pro dur

Behind all these stimulus  next schroeder  The good timing brings thousand

And one places on household  Income than does their parents for sauna.

The leaf he is attached to is withering.  He is not completely finished developing.

First autumn midnight. Something moans  pulling its legs out from a decaying pod.  

Maybe it has not seen him in that silence  its genital becomes visible  

expelling from its body  doomed by the new shoot.  

There is death somewhere  or simply, someone is missing.  

Sending myself away with a letter  to the clouds where nobody dares 

Maybe you are a massage from the post office.  Maybe you walk outside hedgerow looking 

for somewhere to buy your food in a paper bag.  It is noontide. It is raining. Birds fly.

He stands on the next fenced pavement.  He has his umbrella fixed on him.

He looks at cars passing by.  Up till now he does not know  

why he is standing  but here he is waiting from drowning.

He stands on the righthand palm of a lady nurse  disappearing with a change of growth among those protagonists.

You have hidden her face behind a large ripened apple  where a street in your queen's bed has a blockage.  

The police in the street are hunting  for the man who has just precipitated

and with a new bit of news convincing the Grandfather who is reading   a book which has clouds on the open page we are to book again.  

These characters are lovable or hateful by turns  or they sit inside armchairs made of cement waiting.   

Some of them are dressed  and others are naked enduring moral commitments.   

These eyes work behind the horizon and I suggest my neutrality  from islands of isolation where I do not know exactly what body I wear here

This yellow I wear I leave it between you and these dilapidated walls.  Snowball bursts out inside  

and my red jacket pocket is exposing my spirits  brightening as the next passersby  

I want it a programme that will be animated by the personality deficiencies.  I bite the pepper which can serve those mediators.   

The back door opens to divide midheaven.  You see the street in the clouds  

through the door.  The street is behind the horizon  

filled with women  returning from a wedding.

.
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