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The first word---or token
  



  
and form.


 



If only Kit could make it rain---or do a little dance he did not
for water but money. Yes dollars---or bring down the greenbacks and
let it rain. I think i see a storm cloud ahead he said---a wanton
one or so. There in that horizon. On top of the mountain---from
down in this hole or pit. Kit peeked out and put his hands on the
edge over the ground and started to bang a little on the surface in
order to disturb the air. This ought to get the wind going he
thought. Rattle the atmosphere a bit and change the stratosphere
too so the clouds would rumble about. Lo and behold one cloud would
bounce off another or however it happens and rain would appear. I
mean money. What else do you call it? Green. The smell of money was
in the air. Kit thought he made it happen but it was already there.
1’s 5’s 10’s 20’s and even 100’s throughout the sky and so. It
starts with a scent---and then all of a sudden it is pouring
dinero. Every which way you look another coin drops. Or check
written. And ATM. Kit wrote a manifesto without saying so---or
sketch and with a skeleton crew. Not a drop of rain came but the
dancing would not stop. Stop.

 



A sole penny.

 




  
A whirlwind and the way



  
it goes.


 



I hate when i misunderstand.

 



Your voice in my ears---or day on my mind and face by my side.
Or Kit’s camera click click. A picture of a place people go to. And
a pizza.

 



What is the difference between now and Wednesday? Tuesday just
then---or a step further and say Thursday but not Friday yet. “8
days a week is not enough to show you.”

 



Hush Kit quiet go back to your day---you have no business here.
Your silence is just another episode and your words are a penumbra.
Or lightless.

 



What keeps coming back to you is you.

 



If you are not excited you can’t do anything. Kit’s new deep
psychological theory of being---or state and desire. Or maybe
mishap of meaning.

 



Each of us has within us a zone---or time and place. A latitude
a platitude and an attitude. And altitude too. A geographical body
in other words---distant.

 




Always waiting.

 



A sign of the tweet---or bird

and air.

 



Sometimes my quiet or silence says more than i do.

 



We don’t always live in the big picture.

 



We say things for the time being---we often find out later what
they mean.

 




  
An impersonal touch.


 



A way to fix it---or through you and here. And the limits of
lingo. Or a patient flow. A bridge connecting the dots. Or shore by
the sea.

 



There are only a couple of hours in the night i know Kit
thought. A segment of time to myself---or you and i. They are dark
open and sensible too. And so.

 



The absurd is alive and well. A fortnight away from myself---or
appears so and i see. There is a desert here now and a new-like
adventure there i believe.

 



Night songs---or death years and cigarette moments. Or a short
history of Kit.

 



A book that feels like something---or sense and independence. A
chess move. A song bridge. A solo act. A windfall. A break. An
advance.

 




  
A selfish groove.


 



War is not a conversation per se---words are much harder to find
there. And life themes are less prevalent---or distracted and
buried.

It is impossible to say anything to begin with---so anything we
do say is a product of the imagination. It pertains to no one but
us.

 



There is a time for talk or time for expression---each feeding
the other. One connects to one one displaces the other and one is
preferred by one.

 



All things reside in our bloodstream---it is there we access
them in the moments we are. This stream is fluid moving changing.
Or renewable.

 



If we choose to be a so-called artist we are saying our identity
is our role. And our role varies from place to place to place. Or
by visions.

 



Clothes are an advertisement for our being---or sell and say us.
It is how we come across look and feel---appear. A sign for what we
mean.

 



A sense of difference comes from others---without them i could
not express myself at all. It is essential for my perception and
look.

 



Beneath us is the other. The one we can’t see or hide or
take---understand. But only talk gossip or rumor about. And speak
innuendo of.

 




  
A long way to where?


 



Whitecaps---or waves and ocean winds. A perception in the sea
stirring up inside of me as a sun in the sky shines on almost
endlessly.

 



I need words that will keep me there.

 



Since before time---or through work i discover more work and
song. A riddle to be and is. A warpath i am on to my detriment or
lifelong.

 




  
Lifestyle.


 



The message of words---or counsel and consideration. A bell
chime or clock. Tick tock a ding and a breeze. The soft wind coming
through your hair.

 



A last cup---or coffee and sugar. The sweetener of soul and time
and self. A dark brownness in the belly and bloodstream. The
fervent fluid i know.

 



Distant---or far reaching and near. A situation or moment
without a minute to spare. A time clock drags on and on and
on---the work lasts.

 



By the time progress comes around there isn’t any.

 



Organic---or real and semi-organic. An authentic self or touch
and feel. A sense of being or belonging in a world adverse to
itself and us.

 



Antidote---or love and etc. A thing that makes things go away
for a minute or two day or week month or year---a frequent
forgetfulness.

 




  
The Heights of Balderdash.


 



From the depths of self to the Heights of Balderdash---or Kit’s
solo act and show. A music inside. A sea outside. And a lake to
jump into.

 



I learn or know at some point i am the only one against me. No
one is out to get me per se. It is my own thinking that distracts
me from me.

 



I am insufficient to be who i am---or always wanting and lacking
more. My perception of me comes and goes as if at times i can not
see.

 



The depth is the problem---or solution and way.

 



A changing tide---or wave and flow. I drift downstream. I feel a
song coming on and burst of energy---alive. I drift along choose or
sigh.

 



A war journal---or mood and note. I mean personality driven or
stricken with this story to tell. This day to say want and see pass
by me.

 



Chapters of beginnings---or a sudden attack and start. The end
is still here and the night is back. I lived this day---i awoke. I
dreamt.

 




The missing words.

 



See the words---or say them and express them.

 



A break---or disturbance and divide. A rupture between two
points or explosion. A fissure and expression. Or meaning . And
sense. The moment.

 



I keep going as if i have never stopped---somewhere in between
there is a thread---or core and belief.

 



The real is dream-like to me---not real but not dreamy either.
My life is not much but it is not nothing at all either---i do have
some say said Kit.

 




  
Night expressions.


 



The word moment came out of nowhere---a culture is so coarse it
needs one. The horizon is too picturesque. Yet the word there is
always there.

 



To write is to articulate---or express and be too.

 



The day built up into night.

Language is a lingo you use---or choice and style. Everyone has
content. It is a lingo thing-o that is. A silence that talks
says.

 



Awareness is not enough---or depth is required and that takes
time. In a little cylinder are the contents. I may have ridiculed
my life away.

 



Kit couldn’t find his way home so he drove on. Nobody knew where
they were going in life he told her in the car that night. The
night never ended. Tomorrow never came.

 




  
Art center.


 



An argument inside---or shouting match and noise. The death i
speak of. A tone in my voice. Words that don’t come out or a
silence within. A war.

 



Once in awhile is my mantra. Anything else is false---or weak
and unsustainable. The strength it takes to live is absurd. I am no
animal.

 



Style is your lot in life---or occurrence and chance. Your one
moment to be---or every step a mistake and every breath saying no.
De-sign.

 



I never said i was God. My goal has not changed. My aim is true
my shot awry. Flee here search for there yet be in the moment
too---misfit.

 



The order of things is base---or evil and perverse. There is a
long long line in front of me. The moment i came to be was my
downfall or error.

 



There is enough valor in being you---no one else.

 



It is idealistic to think we will ever get along with one
another---understanding takes in moments not days. Although we may
have to.

 



Kit was missing for days---no sign of him anywhere. She knew the
studio was the one place she could not go to find him. No one
could.

 



There is more to life than money---that is what we are here for.
That thing whatever it is. It may be something we never have but
still look for.

 



Love is a carousel. Life is a circus. Home is a piece of
property. Art is a ritual. Religion is a fantasy. A fantasy is a
dream. The dream is too.

 



Words are spit. No one pays any attention to them until it is
time to speak. And then they still do not do us justice. No one has
a voice.

 



Identity is a lifelong thing---there is no wake up day. Even the
arts can’t say who you are. Even you’re dying day won’t say. No one
says.

 



A moment of suspense in each patron at seeing the artwork that
day.

 




  
A death treatise.


 



There is a certain excitement around dying---a frenzy if you
will. This kind of energy can propel us in all directions. Even
save our soul.

 



Death seeps in and curtails the mind against us. War is for
fighting. Life is for winning. A century ago the world was
different or odd too.

 



The real is fake too---or alive and wanting. I can’t write
another word Kit thought death is too near to me. Just then a light
came on or died too.

 



Kit was a one trick pony---or event and sign. Nothing happened
when he did anything. Each day was like the last and then some.

 



Because of death anything can happen---because of life nothing
does. Somewhere in between are lights camera and action. Tuesday’s
gone with the wind my baby’s gone with the wind---train roll
on.

 



A tweet is a stab at something---or death and a not-enough to
say what is there. The possibility of nothing or dream in the
middle of the night.

 




  
Evil endings.


 



She brings you out in ways you never knew you could be. Kit knew
it was a tall order to fill---or day and find. A moment from the
beginning.

 



Part of Sunday was reading the paper---some traditions are hard
to break. Though they were miles apart they still had time to
exchange news.

 



A coffee cafe---or morning mode and day. There was almost always
a cup around. The studio was a break room---or living room and dark
room all in one.

 



The years have been gradual if i see them for what they are---or
slow and steady yet progressing in a way. Add one more tweet to the
pile.

 



Too often time looks like a blur---but there is a development
there in us. A change if you will. A moment with all sorts of finds
or signs.

 



One is like a cake---or layers and some frosting too.

 



Keep me in your pocket---i will be there for you if i am not
around. I almost never am. I am lost too but together we will be
found again.

 




  
Repetition(s).


 



The moment they had together would sparkle forever without
end.

 




  
Fiesta forever.


 



No one is going to save me and i can’t save myself---we are all
in trouble. Everything looks better in a store---even a sunset
yellow electric guitar.

 



Love has a way of staying with you. Even when no one is there
you are still not alone. To write is to talk about it---or say and
show. See.

 



Semantics is at the heart of language---or ears and eyes. A body
of meaning in a world of ideas. A portion of skin bone and vessel.
A train going by.

 



Kit could not be reached---he was on planet 10. A distant
relative to the others. He could see through the stars that night
and to the morning.

 



Time is shorter than you think---no it isn’t. It is only when
you look back it is otherwise it takes forever. A study of
cigarettes. Or habits. And signs etc.

Addiction is desire itself---destroying and creating you in the
mire that is life. An arm of the end---or goal and want.
Goallessness.

 



Say anymore and ruin it---a word too many. This is the order of
things. We must leave a door open for someone else too---without
saying so.

 



One leaves a trail not a path to the end.

 




  
A knot.


 



Once you stop looking it is the end of you. A moment of
fairness. Art inspires us. He never got too close to anyone or i
didn’t. I am kind of in the middle again and lost here. I reach
around---see look say find. I know i am not at where i want to be.
Want befuddles me. I like to write---so what. The day is
oblong---or a shape and node. I can’t say anymore than i do---i
never do. Desire is like mud. I could keep going but why should i?
Take up space. The guitar wreaks havoc in me---or a sign and
homecoming. Authenticity gets old. The order of things is ancient
and blue. I miss the past even though it was wicked. The days ahead
are great. The now is the moment. These are the days you’ll
remember she sang never before and never since i promise. Oh is
there anything we don’t take for granted? Oh i miss those days all
i can say is i miss those days he sang in thinking up looking
down.

 



A strange Monday. I should see more than i am seeing---a trickle
here a trickle there. I mean a few pennies. Payday is a mile away
or off in the distance. Poignant.

 




  
Broken lights.


 



Self---or individual and thing. Being alone is not everything.
It is a need too. Isolation requires contact. Love is its source or
feeling.

 



Peach celebration---or two apples and a spoiled banana.

 



Ready is a funny word.

 



Numbers are repetitive i say. Letters go another way. Although
it really makes no difference anyway. Life is like a math problem
day to day to day.

 



Books are people too---or songs and works of art are. The bible
told me so and writing gets you 50 lashes. Before writing there was
a mutation.

 



There is a rhythm if you read in the right light. Kit’s
statement---or home and place. I have the feel he thought until it
goes away.

 



Identity is a loss of identity too---we are not always who we
think we are.

 



The coffee drinker---or music maker and rhyme sayer. As good as
it gets was a movie title. Broken lights is a theme and greatness
is a meme.

 



It is unconditional actions that keep us authentic. Quid pro so
Kit liked to say. He knew society liked to keep things fair all the
time even though they never were.

 



I need something damn it---it was not here whatever Kit needed.
I am an unfulfilled need like a constant itch that haunts me.

 



We have lost the earth---we must find the sky.

 



Obscurity is the bounty of being.


  

    

      


    
  



  

    

      


    
  



  

    

      


    
  



  

    
Raindrops---or the
expectation of 
    
death
  



and feeling.




Dreams are overrated. I know they keep us alive but they
are not everything. They are not everything. A name surrounded by
signs.



A night voice---or narrative and design.



A current word or two before i let you go on. There is an
indecision in me about what to do or say here---where to go and
where to stop. I believe there is enough time now.



As soon as there is some light---or sense and life.



 




  
A bureaucracy of stars (not conspiracy)




Kit had an Uncle Barney dream last night. Not much happened.
There were tears. Kit's brother was in a chair watching Kit cry and
Uncle Barney's wife Auntie Margie was in tears too. Barney was the
mogul of the family so to speak. 100 years later Kit gets the
message of what he is supposed to do in life and he still doesn't
know what to do. Now it is a conspiracy.



Her heartbeat was the only excitement Kit needed.

 




  
Circus thoughts.


 



Beginnings are everywhere 
.

 



I have yet to see. Not once twice or three times. My vision is
impaired to the core. My sight is inherently flawed. My look is
just a look.



My own words lead me there even though i am preoccupied by
yours---or distracted and imbued. I relinquish any evil for our
sake and kind.



I am fine until i start dreaming---when i look back i don't
remember a day i didn't. Same as it ever was same as it ever was
the song says.



One can say anything behind a window or screen. Outside is all
there is. No word can grasp a person or tree or street. I see a
step or two.



The depiction of truth---or fate and verse. A home for prose
rhythm and style. A day not like the past. The moment i arrive or
stop again.



Kit made as little sense as he could---it explained a lot
considering where he comes from. In the basement of society---or
room and air.
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