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…from the Park of Unwired Asking  
 
Succulents  
 

x 
x 
 

x b neath  
    this   wet net   x x x  
 

x 
pink threads x 
 sister dryness     x 
 
sink and harness thirst  
 
 suspended  row  
 
boats from sphagnum  & 
 
   styrofoam 
 
motion succulent  
as 
 each edge  
  a pen pressed to a single word  
 
‘s 
   detonation in lilac excess  
 
 
 
to part and recall a room  
 
in which the graphite blooms  
 
were equal as graphite            pl 
 
plies and petals        pl       scentless 
  s 
   staggered  
 



     

filling the drawer with untouched faces. 
 
 
 
my leg in the lake of the park  
 
  lifted 
 
tips an empire of dust   a girl looks  
up  says see       (lit box)  
 
says see   that light  
unlike the ring tone  
 
 
say what it takes to forget  
say what it takes to imagine  
 
not hinged to a category,  but hands  
in  
here siphon   ring  
 
& everywhere kids  
 
in spirals of hot-breathed mesh  through the understory  
 
an imprint is    & 
do you remember  
the game?    
 
One hand curled as an ear and placed above the other. 
 
Spoken fist over fist  
and the others coming in closed as tuning-screws against each note. 
 
The girl with pony tail holders closed by plastic globes. 
 
The rush of all hands rising.  Running in mission from a center. 
Thrust   and staggered 
     and staggered  
 
meaning the empire is. but meaning I promise.  staggered  
 
inside this fist   is  &  is  &  is  
 
inside a small star of skin without fire.   
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mother of millions 
 
 
 
glass.    e n t r a n c e. i s        up. a n y p o i n t.     the ends.      a l o n g  t h e  s t e m. 
  
            bottles                             turned on                                      fences. 
 
or   the   licked   patterned.  edge   of   tongue. 
 
shaped  leafs.   bristling  starred   skins.   
 

 
   Tell me a story:  resist this story 
 
   Tell  me a story: reMsisOT tHiEs R stOFry 
 
   Tell  me a story: reMsIst L thiLs O stoNry S 
    
     ell         a st  y:  reMsisOT tHiEs R stOrFy 
    
   Te       e  a  t ry: reMsIst L thiLs O stNoSry  
 
     ell         a st  y:    MsisOT   HiEs R   O Fy 
 
   Te       e a   t ry:  reM I t L th L   O  tN Sry 
 
     e          a    t  y:     M i OT   H E   R   O Fy 
 
     e           a   t  y:     M I  Lt   h L    O   N S y 
 
 
is any point.       flesh. 
       tipped. 
 
rosettes.      the seeds. 
        fell  
        whole 
 
     into  
          my  
     ha nds 
 
& more 
 
 will never be tucked quietly into bed. 



     

 


