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tulipvine hung from its dawn. I set my 

dinner. The controls, controlled, controlled. 

Passed my hand through the hopewall, 

sound inside, attuned my trumpetleaves. 

Apartmentneighbor furiously tapemachined 

all night, according to my recordings. 

survival in the mosstower. Spider descended 

possible here.
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That was his name! Juice of  Orange. Told hear, 

heard tell of  him. His grandfatherbeard was 

messages anyway. A matter not of  stitch but 

of  locus of  stitching. Heard tear, held tear of  

in morningwear, the minute hands suicidally 

their alreadyblue manifests. Portaling 

pinioned rotgut into the typewriter. Weather 

hungry.



139

O air compressor, do dislodge the gore beneath 

our strings. Insane and hoary eyeglass, delight 

and longlost mimic, upload head but not the 

body. Us it calls us, the wandergrass. Solemn or 

more than mine. Pilons pivot and overhead we 

year, yearly, years.


