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virescence: strength plus blush,
each sincerity casts the predilection for that
which has not yet flexed into loss

[that hardened state of post]

as the compulsion to

mean!     like a Buffalo Elm, porous

with disease, on borrowed
time echoes

    the day, torques
shadows, what truth; we scale the hollowing
  of its safe house — silo — until we are afraid

until the rubble and uneven

shade empty our limbs
   of peace —     as even now, when I think

            on it I arrive at ruin,
its trace

                                                  
!
 Since human beings are clumps of time, time is constitutive and inscribed in them as a process.

As cognitive beings, we mold our consciousness of time, but we are also subject to its inexorable

progress.

— Jean Christophe Ammann
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            FAX:

you 2 cars, 1 pearl, 2 pearl     you couple of Cirrus
detached, appraising ground
or patchy pluck of the guitar
played at street level                 the nook of litter

            that punctuates you, Cypriot lane: a peerless
tempo listless in the dry air  
claim all               my dank coffee, casualty
this brusque second and war    made, out of the blue
a short flight off                to mock script, politics
gone cagey with holiday I do without

    a sea view, the promise of rain
subscribe to minor, instant truths, the whim

           to cut losses and shut up in face of
a Mobil sign conniving, blue          to bleed
the sky of pigment or drive  O come shutters, come
Nicosia, exploit this clear panic for each headline
that weeps again                   loose your flecked pavement
and plaited roofs, your up-dos of palms
and history                 give want its long haul 
[judicious, discreet as a balcony]       fuck parodied calm


