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a quick note on
this edition

 


Fact: ebooks are different than print books. It is
virtually impossible to control the ebook reader's experience.
Meticulous typography becomes obsolete. It shall suffice to say
much line indentation and deliberate word placements have been
omitted from this edition.

 


Truly, it is the words that matter, so what
difference does it make anyway? Opposing arguments can certainly be
made, but that would take time away from the poetry.... kc
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 come, enter my
maze

 


what will you do w/

god,

the other:

in one hand

enlightenment

nut, bolt, washer

they're in

a cardboard box

 


what will you do w/

 

yr hands

 


the world outside

my lips behind

a cellophane shield

I know

I reach inside

a muddy puddle

for the reflection

I can't grasp

 


I don't worry about getting lost

anymore

 


 


<<


 


 


Polaroid

 


Pete's World of Pigeons

shakes at its foundation

as 18-wheeled G.O.D.ís do 80

in the right-hand lane of the Pennsylvania
Turnpike

 


somewhere between Blue Mountain and Buchanan.

 


I realize I am a victim

of my own imagination,

always looking for home

in carved-out catacombs:

 


hard board cavernous dregs

of yesterday's plundered stories.

 


My eyes drive an endless Mobius strip,

shunned by dilapidated strip malls

all identical from here to Cleveland

w/ scattered pockets of Old America

 


lost in between.

 


Maybe I found it here

in blood-letting rain

w/ faulty windshield wipers.

Where's my camera when I need it?

 


 


<<


 


 


Samsara is
Nirvana

 


I want you to want me

tangled in yr legs,

w/ soft kisses

lingering in the sheets.

 


I want to hover over Mt. Mansfield,

conversing w/ a blonde

buddha sitting atop,

breathing air not infected w/ carbon monoxide.

 


I want an airbag

as I meander through country lanes

searching for America's oldest cemetery,

wondering if the dead are destined

to sleep w/ the lights on.

 


I want the future I cannot wait for

who will be where

and how many backstage passes

will I be able to acquire?

 


I want to look a Master through the eyes,

and see triumph over abyss.

 


I want the sleek slink of a teardrop

looking for eternal rest

in our lips.

 


I want to be naked,

numb w/ rain,

perching on a granite rooftop,

screaming, eli eli lamma sabacthani

 


I want an egg & cheese from the bagel store

(and some green tea would be nice also).

 


I want to love my family

(you have to start somewhere)

perhaps call my dad and wish him a happy father's
day,

apologize for the shitty present I got him.

 


I want to apologize to my mother,

but then I'd have to be sober

b/c I
love you isn't as believable
otherwise.

 


I want a good night's rest.

I want to be sleepless

in infinity. I want a
cigarette.

 


 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/242041
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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