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Bank Fourteen 
 
 
 
Branding a world 
In which daisies 
Appear as if 
You who were 
The yard lady 
Turn  
In the parking garage 
 
Your logo 
Bearing you 
Gravely 
 
 
 
 
 



Bank Twenty-Five 
 
 
 
It’s something— 
 
Your body, my car 
 
Laid down in the tunnel of noise  
For a reason 
 
 
 
The white 
Half- 
Hour  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Bank Twenty-Seven 
 
 
 
A wave fixes 
The world 
 
One  
Playscape 
By one 
 
* 
 
Not here— 
   
  (Off-screen: mammalian 
 
* 
 
My place 
Agony  
Yours  
 
 
Is permanent 
 
 
Man       



Bank Twenty-Nine 
 
 
 
What room 
What anchored space 
 
Where what 
Machine 
From time before time 
 
Emptied  
What man 
In the middle of  
 
What 
 
 
Draperies 
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