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for my muses worldwide




I. ABSTRACT LOVE


The underlying notion of love here is rather abstract, which at times enthusiastically lifts it from facts. Through experiments with words, intricate and unexpected truths flicker between the lines. A sensation similar to the first woodcocks returning, just as the first time no salty edges remain on your shoes after walking in fresh air.




FormFollowsFunction


I had to


cut glass bare fingered


dive them down into


red watercolor as


dirt dries arrange the shards


on black ground


stonewashed devilish


heart beat exposed


then


pour a thick coat


of fleshy pink and yellow


bright oil paint


on top wait


until it


be comes


tempting to touch


marble of childhood/Warhol colors


I’d try + unconscious


strong will of 2


bandaging tape in between


smoothes the cut glass


an even surface


sighing not as imagined


human aesthetic of real


cut it in half with 3 silver


scissors reflecting the sun


at every advance


it is now




door empty







oven preheated







lips taking





set up a pink light bulb


behind or




a white one (find all shades)





my left hand’s writing


thrills underneath:


“my heart re-sculptured by you,”


(insert your lover’s name here)




SOUL


(Scott)


Rests her Head on Your Visions


one ship




fierce in moonlight





blue black


Narrow Mind I: “so so unique = freak”


Narrow Mind II: “does she have company?”


Narrow Mind I: “no, talks to herself and the wall”


‘my sister is water and dark babies are cake’




wake


cautiously hide


deep pores of mind


[opposition leads to growth or hateburn]





could you turn out the light while I think?




my spirits are spinsters, dead branches


no one climbed





hit


by thunder


all I can say is vowels


painting red words on the ladder to


tease him in


and put liquid soap on the upper steps


for the others caught


the house specialty used time in tree of my there to be for




dropping


tea





hardly hugged hello


and trembled


while he traced my thoughts’ lines


shared


chubby fat of self-pitied rebellious days


no boring scar-stories impatient


for catscratches


tanning my soul


in your shine


and take a swim in unexplored distances


we see from my oak tree


a country / combination of several


if I could be the moment you want to hold yet


I’ll smile eternally


as long as your heartbeat could possibly


resonate in my bones the nights


I’ll dream energy


with my mind inside out I let others build their house


on the next branches


entertain with a wise smile


on our elevated porch apples grow into your mouth


laughing sounds the limbs you once decorated with leaves


we


or I


with one of your postcards per year


connect to fly




in


(Scott)


perfect light


for portraiture


no promise of


let go


silence is belongings wishes insights inside cautiously forget


locked in escape through your lips


une coccinelle qui ne s’enlève pas de ton doigt


thoughts, words, and works dive deep higher hey


play some more with fate, care


less-on unbearable banality of beauty


without eyes stained by perspectives


pictures in frames/none now connected to off-screen space I


on hills and sun there already when you leave


(overcast)




Duet on a Rope


(Scott)


or: the tumors


woman with thin umbrella standing near traffic


passer-bye complimenting a match windy, road, trees, bumpy


(. . . quiet)


we two at


twelve thirsty


for every future


gain black fur shiny


head tilted (she still vants sure to be liked)


strands lead water down


look in eyes


(which rain was it again?) him — still new


and


a stranger


the point-out-to-girlfriends kind


no signals only to you directly i reveal


how much


it’s late enough to peel


more skin more skin more skin


through trusting tongues throu trust tongues tongues tongues


Instead of dreaming now we tear


Tissue and forgetting walls


(Ancient urge to look inside a body)


Wounding with honest intent


you and myself


like blood for brothers


ivy on tree on ivy on tree on ivy on tree on ivy on tree on


raw trembling


the other i was when i didn’t know,


not the costume i wear to see you naked


without defense


milky


unveiled


Hope




to see clearer





dark used to


night used to


an idea in the always of the


past so


far


away


i’m not going to drive now




about to manifest





holding every




answer





and comfort bandaged,


sweat-drained, by the knife who cut


gentle, gently




Until silence is more profound than us


(Scott)


I


COVER YOU WITH RED STARS


GLOW


HONEYCAKEHORSE is


when you smile x-mas like or I


SPARKLE


idea


of what you might mean


fires me above ground GOLIGHTLY




Tomorrow


she unwraps some ribbons
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