Lunar Natatorium
CXIII(113)

vagabond stars
house the eclipse

this apperceive crest up  sense
glisten the moon emerge eir
taste  buds

salacious finger tips dot neck
under  mesh thrusts

weight  spills abdomens
apology  racks our bodies
in  prurient = howls

...|wel...
belly release trans
under looping house of constellations

bodies hush in
shake nerves
pulse in praise
cymatic inter
coition rest

sigls pave
altarspace

tension lambent
lips at stroke
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stare from legs to feet & soles
dust once animate the
stretch-out fortune

we mourn at glance  held in trace

we are still mute

find shapes our hands
as strength to surge
drums  share heat
to share
heat

specter
space
make
love
within
us

Jwe of our hour
always contemporaneous (
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scatter embers upward
up red ores

air gains a heavy stick
flares cluster
in puff of space

single sparrow drops

steam under skin
sweep toward center-lack
new tension burn

and
out of the dark
moon
so much ash falling here
above the crust of earth

deeply
turquoise

ice slivers

a Snow range...
a Snow range...
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expatriation in sparks
alchemy to address the pre-history

of all this
would be to address the false
blue)within(blue

burnt spirit
duplicator it is too much

shooting moments lights
brief against red cheeks

soot
fills

fills
tangles of storm

deaf violence

singes on snow

there is no one who can see
their own finish
evaporate breath
slow dual heart beat

the theomorphic does not provide

the sacred has not swam away

altarspace cannot be property

the old fog rolls in credits
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blink ancient world
large redwoods flicker

phantoms of landscape

tide swallows forward a harbor point

a secret cove

this broken record
give me asylum

hecatomb voices
extol echoes bubble
abyssal
tarantula ocean

to be off the boat feet first

marring in thick blank dark oil
hangman ropes
fall stone boughs outstretch
crackling grass through erode

ey a feast elates famish
upon lap-layers
meshed fruit frames shake
vibratory farewell

i have been given to sorrow
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in the feast stones noetic carvings
it is dawn
ricochet sunlight
a gauze of orange

to gauge the size of the river
its caustic hollow roots emptiness
drop

... be not release
poised in image...

living cardboard
in converse we who are now of the spectacle

of landscape vortex: inverted pyramid
stacks  stacks down
stairs lead deep beneath soil

carvings: acypher coded passage  vaults

each one has the body inside
unfold to dark shivers
to share fragments yawn
as theatre light
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do not wash the altars purity is not of it
how new we are to these darkening ages

tumble whirl of air
frieze the grass
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it is all too much:
senile overrule
crash the gates

razors in coin jars
seven oceans
edge into chora

crawl move the sietch

itis nothing  tender moments brevity
silky azure light one by one
roots wrestle free

how words become stone steps
voice etches ongoing rattle
do not surrender your perception

this vain speed of history —

slow sensuous
ra|set

fractures free the shutter
the mind fails omnipotence

as blown glass

shadow-
circles
lunar light
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guide steps these

oases under geodesic
blue)within(blue

it body at one in moon replete
geists churn

gain weight in fury to spit marble

blocks detach from swell burst
path given no center
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the vision drifts
vanish altruistic

this shapestance beat twiddle of thumbs
mercy flows downed in water
shake

shape to pause the standard beat
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libertatia

parallel our fingers

fabric hoods wrap globe-lights
full tourmaline expanse

churn ocean crack narrow caves
drift shape tossed flame
over wax anchors
the ruins fuse
tangle roots of
ancient hive
the situationist stone
in the crevices inside

me
arrowhead hail
falls
blood in the
boat —» abscience is
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hush of pindrops
long steady brace
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attempt for sight



wave  after wave
flashes coastline
glitter stalk  blank

“when my eyes aim their will even less returns”

absence is the sempiternal

and
in
this intrepid push gouge
down stone
steps concentric
down to
[natatorium]
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