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asking for the writing of the disaster the 
raunchiness of the voice tasted like glue. 
then the answer was that all was well and well, 
time is murderous. justice, no, just us and more 
adventuring in breathing well and not swelling 
when swallowing the world up and upon our toes.
erosion as crucial as the invention of the broom. 
a masterpiece in killing the color of plates and 
panes. 
for pressing  a stamp on a letter gives the 
assurance of urgency. 
for we do not more than our own obsessions.
a parallel of astonishment for the marvel is as 
strong as the wonder, and the inquiry as irrelevant 
as plastic.
our common courtesy remains sharing oxygen. 
and temples are shelves on precarious fixtures. 
the solemnity of a word worked out inside one 
second matters the same as a fun disaster.



11�

the writing. the writing of the disaster, she asked 
again and then the burn of a wound kept grief in its 
proper place. i cannot believe i took it all. first the 
pictures then the frames. the self-experience of 
the moment of freedom depends on consciousness. the 
obsession with others persists till it becomes for us a 
way of dying. i’ll marry thee for your navel and 
contempt will be a free commodity. an acoustic 
bridge that makes birds tangle and leaves the 
water perfectly intact. 

a route for tempering regardlessness and a beam 
for closure upon awakening. a string is near, 
mingling with this mended rip in the touching of 
justice. we foresee foreseeing that reputation in letters is 
attained through vacuum the same way pagan fables are 
brought in through lapse. scorching the pavement with 
a (fistful) blast. the jabbing of circumstance as our 
code for disaster. deadly but immensely pleasant. 
an anatomy of present is a stance up for grabs. 
extract of dominion from the world of bodies 
adorning skin-canvas. our loft is a pillow the size 
of Indiana. survival is the most popular trick. 

we will make sure you have a pleasant stay. 


