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The group is alive with influences
renewing itself again and again with necklaces
of disease and inscription
auras inside auras
of flies leave neon sheets
- of xeroxed information on the skin
new edits unlocking
precious fever
the sleepless texts bending
bodies to the alphabet
as they strut
and slap hands together
In the marketplace of white chalk
everything talks -
there is flooding
and reeds are growing
hollowed out books float on the water
carrying drugs '
candles and blades
- across the border
handfuls of punctuation tangled in our hair
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Everybody, everybody
8 Everybody, everybody
Everybody, everybody
i Everybody, everybody
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hen you’re paying a lot of attention

to other people’s trash

When you’re

going through it

When you’re SEENG #ites oF TrAsH on THE GRuwn EVERYKHERE Yoy &

and fmdmg exactly the things in them that you need

When you’re plckmg trash up off the ground constantly and
putting it in your pockets

and backpack

holding it in your hands

and taking it inside of your house,
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Then

Everything that touches the ground starts to look like trashf
Something you have found :
Something you can take

Everything that touches the ground
starts to feel free




Drink the spirits that circle around you
Drink the spirits that howl from the holes
that surround you

and adorn you with reflections
of a sky that quivers
at a breath

and keeps a chain of rocks hidden in its depths

Throw yourself!

into these stars to drink

the spirits that sing to make the sun sink
Throw yourself down into these still moats
-again | : v

to chug the spirits that fill the boats

An overflowing cup holds the whole world
LR
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ever getting paid for our music

we turned to crime

which was a lot more fun
and had a beat of its own sk

that people would clap along to

lighters raised to the sky
long after we had left the building

in a puff of smoke

oK

Even our victims couldn’t resist this be
word, since all the employees of the pl
with us. For a while we called ourselves The Consumers.

at. Though I don’t know if victim is the right
aces we visited seemed more than happy to share
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“Just dirty enough to say

We don’t

care”

Them, The Story of Them
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Washed up on the white beaches

of styrofoam island

margarita hangover in the wreckage

wrinkled fingers dry out like cigarettes in the sun
that surrounds us. '

Blinded by waves with no horizon

we get up slowly

and all of our hair stands on end

static energy draws the foam sand up onto our skin
magnetic fields of packing peanuts

cover our faces and half naked bodies

with a natural layer of padding and camouflage.
We have reached the land of leaping ground
sympathetic globes’ unsound

gravity and foam squeal

with each footstep we feel

we may fly into the sky -

to cling to the leg of something larger.

(Are we those things that have been thrown away?
Are we what held what was kept?

Or are we those things that have not been opened yet
have not been used?

contents

in the shapes of their packaging

under pressure and shook up

and waiting to be released by unseen hands?

Are we

inside a cooler?)

We push onward and come to a rootless forest
thousands of crooked branches stuck into the ground
broken mops, dried palms, cloth flowers and 2 by 4s
hockey sticks, plastic ferns, car antennas, water skis
street signs, table legs, canes and reed pipes

rakes, fluorescent light bulbs, feather dusters, rainsticks
and tons of pencils.

It is beginning to get dark

but the sparks from our steps keep us together.
Somewhere a toucan calls out

and the smell of human excrement warns us
that danger may be near.

To be continued. . .
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