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WORD / WORLD 
 
 
When dwelling in the dark.  The painfulness either of 
a bear paw waving over a stuffed hump, or the audio 
mixing with the moan of a deceased child 
actor whose fearlessness was childish.  Terror 
not in explosions but hearts 
who defend hearts against hate 
calling hate a kind of love. 
The girl says conspiracy theories make her try not to hate humans 
disclosing the limit of her patience, and 
a man’s love of bears is revealed as autism, 
who can insist upon knowing anything, 
how to get up. 
I remember giving 
up along an axis of origins, a dull planing 
of grief that it should be so 
difficult to walk through a palate of rot like it’s nothing.  How some  

filters allow 
a person to hide from an ugly world and believe in beauty and how beauty 
is the result of a long built and painstaking wildness, or neither. 
A lightness in atoms 
isn’t enough 
protection.  There are these words like civilization. 
People say a word like flag.  I pick my teeth 
high up in the hills. 
A person can rise 
through the weight of a smog of words 
or exploded oil, where ears 
and lungs take the bait. 
Steel world, a bolt through my ear. 
Asphalt world, cloth in my mouth. 
 
But how uncanny that I should be pressing ‘stop’ on the grizzly bear DVD 
just as a grizzly bear documentary is beginning on the BBC. 
Our integration left us clueless 
about everything except the private miseries of an adventure team, 
knowledge subject to the passage of time.  We’re not 
together, we know ourselves apart, apartheid of beasts. 
Is it animal half interested in food 
or a mothering instinct we might share. 
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Bears get shirty, do whatever, a rising tide of consciousness 
is shirty and/or sensitive, the weather and chemicals 
flow in.  Then someone adds narrative, 
tugs away on feelings.  Then you die chemically, 
someone sees dragons in the sky. 
In real life they are divebombed by eagles 
and I walk saying I believe 
in something beginning with mal 
and holding dolor in a pall 
when he’s murdered and the justice 
only depends. 
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INCREDIBLE SPLIT DAY 
 
 
The fronds of late summer went away today except one 
which is pale without companions, dark companions 
have their pinions stuck on others. 

Weird charitable 
inversions flow out of them, veterans peel the day 
for opportunities, then get in.  Looking at what 
I think I am and then what I am, what simplicity 
I can forage out of manage to ambulate, speak 
clearly, animate, 
clearly animate 
a fantasy about cleaning the floor with 
a heavy reliance on the hip flexors, imagery 
heightens tension in silver grey in PVC 
I blend the trousers and drink them, 
they are “mine”, in 1970. 
But today, the apple core 
of all history is how we reserve our taking- 
out for a special one to call home, swallow 
bitters with in the evening with, 
and the units shall henceforth spring forth alongside, 
to busy ourselves with neutral marriages and 
general fucking, was pleasurable because 
we were all together, talking, and 
working things out, and no 
‘honour’ was cowered at by imaginary women 
who were actually real, and did cower, 
no men selling and buying, and pointing 
and buying and selling, and pointing 
their fingers and selling, and pointing 
their fingers and lying, that 
was not inherent 
to man 
or 
to men. 
Who made my men for example, a long 
history of psychotic episodes, 
in France they called revolts ‘emotions’ 
when peasants did them, now my 
tongue rests on free housework 
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and battles history 
with death’s stories, their 
white fingers 
bending to live best. 
 
The worms quieten 
in me for many days 
then spray their heads up- 
side down and backcomb the locks and then 
be free of everything that once called 
with its grandiose space, its nothingness 
its parachute grapefruits and bruised blue 
soap. 
In the bigger picture, do we 
have time for this, episodes 
chronically doomed to fail, 
men lined up to die 
with their complete wage 
solidified in petrol around them 
in fire, in earth, in metal, in water, in wood, 
and in plastic. 
Now who are we why are we 
here doing these sorts of things. 
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THE SEED OF UNBEARABLE 
 
 
comes in right thinking, right thinking a mix of healing and devastation 
when we full of easy food sat and listened to Winona LaDuke 
calmly documenting the crop murders and the line 
between heritage and farming.  The state insinuates itself 
into the land and says how and what you can grow.  The reason 
they call it an heirloom seed 
is because it’s family, but 
there’s no such thing 
as right thinking 
if it’s true we eat our guilt, and a plastic seed can be 
made to feed 
a brittle world 
until 
our bones give way and then 
drop down into pleasure called 
running away, a dull storm riding out its place between my eyes. 
I asked the university what “post-colonial” meant, but 
they only wanted to talk about the texts. 
So you learn that learning is a regiment, and go 
put body in mind and then go rip them both through blood. 
When my friend says there is a pure 
violence and a structure that is violent and that 
one is more, and I don’t know how to disagree with my mouth 
with the wrong that surges through all violence 
on earth, that the most recent is the worst. 
I think a shop is barbaric 
when it won’t refund me. 
Which is grief without ownership 
floods into the morning with its wakeful song 
bathed in men, and blood, and theft 
and now women too 
their remains in their hands 
covered over a camera 
roaming a food supply 
unparalleled on earth. 
Having inherited the earth 
no one is meek in the aisles 
no one is meek in the parking lot 
and jawed heads protect 
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the poverty of imbalance 
because they tell us it’s balance and 
words  
are  
spells 
 


