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Lives in boxes cramped and dampened card-boarded



dreams


evenings to wander free on feet of past heart's


belief


times of childhood playful warm and happy times of adolescent love flushed red and kneaded

reality free soup cold and crowded lines of cheerless competition beds of raked and generous castoffs alive with torment and dissatisfaction roof cracked to skies of trade


and wonton


ambitions for futures sidewalks falling beneath time and hate held in


esteem of nations vogue drugs of colourful denials with glad-handed celebrity veneer again masked as sleep beside you






instead, they stand at a machine



a laundromat and video dream


game retreat ball cap brain tumours

abound and suck change like dark nails from religious pockets, fluff and filth of unemployed productivity

instead, they stand at a machine

a slut of atrophied culture polyester mecca swine of retirement benders transitory deliverance with tokens from formless trespassers

instead, they stand of a machine

convention, celebrity gas tornado images suffering trees


fan-boy fun-dogs choking middle-class righteous shovels of oil-covered progress

instead, they stand at a machine

each heavy basket rots away another day of youth hair tied in dreams like a single missing sock instead they stand at a machine

sons in need of American myths burger breath and fisted fries give me...buy me...

stamped plastic juggernauts

instead, they stand at a machine

on sale every day of discounted suckers, multi-coloured suckers backed up and rear-ended as corporate fornicators caress the need

instead, they stand at a machine of burning art

Not knowing where or why to go from which memory do return each night time's light shines darker than before Eyes, eyes that hide my turn for time I've known to long each moment repeats on error of no swift recall

Written to a past of ease concern with devoid objects of life and of breath emptiness lies end is best

Through faint glimmers

I see shining as liquid a morning's life potion w/energy suspended time

Hope in terms, invisible each a dealer's hand

lost moments of a game ages of dreams held for now

Wonder art, omissions cry


self-inflicted trials to eventual retreats

Singing, suffering, high received in money's claim your eventual grief sighing moon on swells deposits lost in flight as perpetual belief






Whistling kettles quick-lick turbines on snowstorm mondays offer brunch before cancerous in-decisions become loss of friends in high places and out, off like

steel needles in a dry bottle of electric scream nights sometimes it's clean and sometimes not so clean maybe silent longing for escape from every safe dimension we ever might imagine on an end day when loss becomes mountainous

and frozen, hard like hearts and post wastes in jaded pursuit of a liar



––––––––
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Without you


it's so hard to get by is a word

I'd use impossible


Coffee bar air conditioned dry, clean and like her machine a photo depot washed and dried and folded for service in the finest tradition

with-hold the world balls in a small hand and manicured head to craftsman-like shifting of the very best ingredients inserted in order of domination hoping you can recall the image

Unsatisfied tease with ridiculous coffee in tune

with epochs of loneliness nightly and cups of remorse in empty carafe

sponged toggled forth blondes of each town and time for western alien nations tube-filled by empty-headed losers

of self-loathing on perpetual tracks of hatred for joe fear of calamity of normalcy and conformity in an assembly-lifelines

2nd floor piss art factory retreats in cartoon mascara sensible booze trips for caffeine faux-productivity to racial harmonium-like eyes of a dead disney life

Sit and espy each moving window lit dulling point and shading atmospheres decadent lamp coated with memories dust of desires post and yearning for fresh and worthwhile glistening ceilings holding time through watching efforts in rectangles and feather enough for growth in blue sky and starlit copulation's misunderstood and lost beneath blank ideals see stairs, satyr sleeps with bristles and nerve endings

pulled taught misused and cold, never to be re-lit in humour or love in time

for journey's ending and immortality's laughter as a rain of life and heat of bodies alive for moments in temporal trust such brief honesty

Ambient humour mask team ethics awry insults and apologies dry and inserted deep, repeat as necessary for low wage immediate family crows for dubious honour of moon and stars each blinded eclipse drains financial respect and prolongs bad things for on already slow existence

of lengthy passages in lime alone

separate

from one who longs for warmth and blood in heart-to-heart permanence only others would not fathom

Scented curls shiny, alone and together with hands mute and soft running through over and around head tilting back in darker eyes lidded halfway orbs half concerned half awake stretching she languishes astride my dream in silvery cloth of time in air of space

under

bad light, red, green a subterranean piano beauty defeats exterior arrogance to feel sizzle and soft, wet with heat source of bodies, opium to miracles

and death walks along as friend and saviour of the separate

and the damned

My camera sees what

it wants to see

it never misses her seated

with every line visible behind

an erect choir a primal offering dark fleshy apparel she wears and struggles with and fights the freedom she doesn't realize a new self-perception waiting my camera feels what

it wants to feel

silken eyes and rock-hard

flexibility deeper inside

where she waits for

release

the nearly forgotten glow like a laugh let free she wishes 

he found and savoured while she was alive

in life
Oh UFO


coloured lights in new memory belief of mundane and sundry triangle of blank future senses travesty as peace


Oh UFO
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