[bookmark: _GoBack]Can you feel the ghost? The bird’s wings beat in my breast. The sound dud u dud u dud tears from my tits: A base pole dance, I have no choice in how my breasts move. My breasts are in flux as if they sing church hymns on their knees, on their feet, on their knees. I have to stop and soothe them and sing them to sleep.

The bird is the mean post that twits as my bra holds it down. This act is not new. King from Song of Songs sent the bird to the Queen to urge her with creed. The scribe did not write of the bird. The house that shows the past had a dead bird in the groups of bones of other birds and an ape.

My dell of lack, my cloud of blank mind, pray for me bird. Change me back to awe. Cure my heart of such grim wants to come home.  It is you who take me cross the big lake, just as he once took all the world’s birds on a trip home. To a new land where jays are not bored and other birds do not fling seeds at the young.

When I come in, I start to jump and make noise. It is not a choice. The cop stares at my tits. I bear awe in me. I bring wealth. I stir the wings in him. 

I buy a hot dog then I leave home. This, my trans land mass gift. The gift child of my tongue. Strange gods look down on us. If God lets my hot dog in, I will eat it like a saint wreathed in sweet smell, sing church chants. My bag comes out. With an air of scheme, I move this hot dog from my small bag to my checked bag. I check my left and my right. I pray for my hot dog while I move to the cops. The zeal moves slow. The zeal’s mouth drools. St. George will put his spear through a hot brute. My bag goes through a “hot dog scan.” Can an old hot dog be born young once more? The cop pulls me to the side. The cop holds my hot dog to the light. His prize. “It’s a sealed hot dog.” I say with pride. I’ve brought a new breed. “But you claimed: no meats,” the cop says. “Sealed hot dog is not a meat!” “Sealed hot dog is a sealed hot dog!” I say, as the ghost guards of my sealed brat swarm in the search light. The cop blinks when I say once more: “A sealed hot dog is a sealed hot dog.” He looks like a deer in car lights. My word works throw him back to his past where eels dance jigs like Scotts. Oh, sweet jailed brat. Saint of jail, pray for us. May my new breed be kind. Be free at the line. Oh, bird, whose song is a hot dog a hot dog a hot dog. Dear hot dog of saint deaths. Sealed chief. Let the Pure Free Girl hold it down her throat. 

We take the turf with us. We take the dirt with us. We run the mores. We run the dust. We bear the clay. We make the words out of small clumps of earth where all the word roots of words are. Where the lines of verse spring from. Is it not germs that turned the drink to wine? To thy high dream change to a sod. Lewd goods, we share lore through loos. The turf is soaked with the fine speech of home. The turf will change bones, to not be burst. The gas of our past. It is a bomb. It bakes. Do you see a tree in a small seed? We will lay earth on the seed. We will plant the seeds in rows and space them by twelve.

The first time we went there with our mom and dad was some time back. There were no sheets for ass wipes in the shops. What is life with no good roll of ass wipes? When I saw the wipes, I would roll them with stealth. They were a treat I could bring home. In the West there were ass wipes, but no truth to write on them. We knew the truth, but had no ass wipes. No wipes to wipe off the scheme. We bore it like turf on our butts. What is the art that can’t make the self new like a gut? This is where we saw the scheme. Too few ass wipes to help our mood. There is no good lore if there are no good ass wipes. 

Port Land I

they bore crates they bore goose plumes they bore quilts they bore books they bore wax they bear soft sacks they bear voids and maps they bore blue casks of grief they bear a live goat they bore casks of cured greens they bear a lace dress they bear tools to pluck hair they bore pins they bore clasps they bore more than one cross they bear gay eggs they bore a book to help them pray they bear small knives they bore tears they bear tools to help them sew they bear road boots for good luck they bore light & dark elves they bore kids they bear a box that bears wind they bore clay pipes they bear fears they bear sheets they bear wurst and hard twists of salt and dough, sweet rolls, buns, filled dough, they bear the length from what they loved the most they bore parts that build words they bore spice and the place where things meet they bore head rests they bear bed sheets they bore dry sheets they bear burst boards they bore pins that roll they bear a tool to shake spice they bear their grief in tens of tens of grief they bear their hopes in tens of tens of hope 

He wraps each small bird in cloth. They look like new babes. He sews each pouch in his briefs. He heads for the strip. What are the true wants in this guise? The man did not know that small birds math their own rates of come back. The man did not know that bird means dick in some tongues. The fear of art with blank space? How rife with small birds can one’s briefs be? Do you see a tree in a small seed? Runs come from a breed of no rest. It is a small soul. It vows depth. It has a mood that stays. It likes to be wrapped in each of two at the food store. It likes the place where one hides. It stirs its wings, makes them long in flight. A haul of small birds in his briefs. 

We are hordes of cheeks, the cruel blood of the past. We curl. We spread death. We bear the Kahn. We steal. We swirl in wakes. We breed a tough blush. We bolt down the hill, the light streams through our spokes. We swell. We bear more than one void. The birds on stilts in fields of rye greet us in flight. With the aid of Bliss we will rule a huge reign. We group in our breast your wives and girls. We store fruits and plums in our cheeks. We spread like sick. We bear low codes. We smell of the vast steppes. We plant the yards of the new Kahn. In us the grand-Kahn takes you on a horse ride. A small wild cat bore on a horse back. On the day of the moon in the eighth month, the ones who read the stars fling the milk from mares as a gift to all the ghosts. We bear the plume of a big bird rukh. The most weird truths can be ran only through the wind filled maze of our frames.

Did you read the bird or are you read by the bird? Do you pierce the code of plumes in plumes? The bird brings calm to the world of noise. Each noise has an “I” etched on it and each “I” darts to a place. Each “I” rides its hog. Each “I” takes up space when it digs a hole. The bird is a mage who leads all the word’s birds on a trip home to meet the Bird, the big Why. But the birds steep in bonds and try to run them on their trip. That weighs on their plumes. The Night Bird runs love for a Rose. The Speech Bird wants to take the cage. The Duck runs the lake. The Game Bird, fine stones. The Long Leg Bird—the whole sea. The Owl—gold. But the bird says: “So long as we do not die to our selves, we shall not be free.” The bird says: “For how can you stay the chief of you if you chase your likes and not likes?” The bird says: “Set on your Way, for you are not a nut, you are just the shell.” The bird runs you to your selves. The bird ran the King from Song of Songs to the Queen. He is the post of wise things. Pen pal mid false gods and God.

Facts on runs: the strip door hangs not closed through which ghosts and strong haunts will sneak out and march like small war men to new lines. The sound of runs is jazz, is off cuff, done due to rough prep rules. 

The French Cave Man did not just mime the world not made by men—he drew horned brutes and strange half beasts. He did wrong. He ran the glut. He bore the third space. The Greek wise man’s last mime gives in to breaks through dues ex crane, let off of pain and, on a stage of tongues, fine speech.

Joyce ran names. Fades. Which flare. In a note to his kin, Joyce made a list of some of his loves. He was a coke fiend, a spy, the start of weird art, and a Red. James writes that for Joyce “plot and risk meant to dodge the land lord on rent day.” 

E. D. ran Jane Eyre. Her dad Ed thought new books would fret her mind. So she would hide them in the bush or in the big sound box. What do we run of her to wealth? Notes she asked to have burned post her death. A French snack wrap with her verse on it. A lock of her red hair. Card with a small tomb drawn on the back. 3-cent stamp. A cake plan. Two lost print steps. Things saved from her past maze which hid wants and moles.

To run is a big snack egg. It is a nest doll. It is the change in a piece of art. It is a door not closed.
There is no life for them in the old Land, these birds called rats. They’ve got the wrong rep. They coo their list song. They sing in the face of their land lords. They group on the stoops to thwart church hymns. The birds are good fans, more true. We were told to take sticks and beat these white mean posts. One friend had a gun. I was told to hit them. The way their wings stir in take off. Pros at life and sixth sense. What sick springs from a lost place? Blood is changed to drink. They nest on my head. My wig is their bed, a boat. I cross the lines with this hair of plumes. They need to have a new start; stir wings once more. All the peace of the world stands on my head. I take two more and jam them mid my tights. I walk weird. I lurch. The host gives me a wheeled chair. I cross lines with a coo. The cop thinks I might be on meds. No one leaves with no plan. I bear the flock of white plumes. Small thugs flit in the air.

Port Land II

The doc, a poor man bears a live germ, the cure for the sick in the States. The man bears the germs of verse with him and Sand and Foam. The next man bears the pox with him, as well as The Caves of Steel and The Stars, Like Dust. The next man bears air ships. The girl bears stars. Frank bears The Strong Man, Meet John Doe, A Hole in the Head, Long Pants, You Can’t Take It with You. Pearl bears dance and leaps. The next girl bears chic hats. The next girl bears Keen Hearts, Bread Gifts, Girl of the Slums, and Kids of Woe. The next man bears Drowned Love Notes and The Light House. Roth bears Grace of a Rude Stream and Call It Sleep. The last man bears The Art Man’s Mom, Night Time, Fond Thoughts, Crux, and Woe.

Jan, not a Jew, dressed as a Jew to run proof from the slum. He takes with him his good mind. Light bleeds and x-rays. He bears eyes that swoon. He bears the mean post in the pores of his skin. In his sacks. The clouds of kids. The sponge like streets, the dikes and scheme for waste bear them. Small stones of kids in his mouth. These stones were plumes first. Red hair, feet of birds that eat in flight. Puffed cross. Red flicks. What flows out of a run’s mouth? These kids shrink to small crests. They flow out of the waste to the next side, to their Christ names. They tap the earth. They are shells of eggs. He bears them to the land where sweet and milk flow down the streets. He bears these mean posts to the White House. In his palm their squawks and weak yelps. He puts his palm in Frank’s palm. His irked feet meet Frank’s feet leaned on a desk. The birds flow out of Jan’s mouth. The smoke of Frank’s cigs gulp the black lines. Frank in his bird-tailed coat waits. His feet rock the Christ deaths off. The run Jews are put down on the ghost page of the New York Times. Ghost pleats on the page. A tree gets sown in his name in the sworn land. Both Jan and the tree take the vow of no words. 

I bear the twigs of the dead tree from my home street as spoons. In a bed of combs. When strong men with saws sing their deaths. The twigs wheeze. They wail. The spoons pelt my new mess hall. A spoon stands in my heart once more. An owl, it scoops out masks at dusks. Mere puffs of plumes. The hills pulse. As tails of deer flash. And light flames. In what plains. In what dusks. Where does that tree live? The small bird darts through the heath. The spoons pelt to words. And then to sweet smell. In shoals of what trees. I see them in groups on the fast street. On the next land. In glow of red burst to psalms. 

It hides mid the trees. It flares. Hide-and-seek. How sphinx winks. A ghost of deer. The flame of his tail back to dark. The chinks in the woods. The winks of light to striped horse on the floor of the woods. Stripes heave to flow. Trees run the Pure. But the souls leap to leaves, bark, pleats, cracks, stalks, husks. The trees, the runs of tombs with rings of psalms. They play with kids on All Soul’s Day. From the winged seeds the roots hum the Book of Times. They dart like birds. There is no way to fix them. They hide in cracks and hushed words. They hear. To what is not. They are brief and fierce. They show. They burst forth. Theirs is bare. They will light the land for me. Striped cats of wrath and light. The trees are not with no hymn. Drinks, Shrines, Figs, and Shrubs. The soul made of small parts makes small dream-sites. 

Can one run the tongue of an oak—harsh, strong, built? A hell of roots? Can one run tons of parts of words that stem and sprout from the root of one tree? If we go down to our selves we find that we have what we want. To run is a trip, not a trick. God’s friend with the ark ran. He bore loud bugs. He sent the vows. The fish curled. In his bags, lists of eels. His plea grew to fins. Rain had lungs and mind. God’s friend ran the blue foot bird who then lived on the lands off the coast. The real run sorts out his catch. 

Port Land III

She takes a birch twig whisk. An x-ray of her land. To stir ghee, gruel, fat. Trees make sub ground paths. They make new worlds. They shed flecked skins. She takes the most big live thing. She carves new tastes in them. They comb the paths to new homes. They stretch for fields and seas. They shoot roots in clay plates, in cloth floors. They coil and mesh to port holes. They whisk the drape frills. They come back. Winged forks burst, spread new notes in the air. They beat new wings. They take off. A bird of bliss out of the tree tweaks. Tons of stems from one root. Do you see a tree in a small seed?

A bird of bliss flies out of his bag at the strip. It is ten years past.  A bird of God flails his tail and shakes his head, stares at the cop. A sung form of a crow. A kin of a jay in ice-skate clothes. Said to not fly save when the wind blows. Some tens of tens of years in the past stowed in the holds of his ship, Vic, twelve dead birds of bliss as a gift from King of the East for the King of Spain. Now he slides live out of a first-aid bag. A burst, or a space rock, runs life with no death to the strip. The gold-plumed bird which does not land and feeds on dew. To draw in the birds, they would rub wax from their ear on the tree trunk. If a bird in some tongue stands for prick, what does a Bird of God stand for? False hood? Birds and bees of what fades? Oh, bird of bliss spread your dance cape, swish your tail and prank up the air. The strip prays in hot hums. 

God’s friend with the ark ran blue foot bird in his wax boat. But how was no edge run in the blue feet of the bird? It crouched in its webbed feet and sang songs. Bird, you strut your blue feet in the air and point to man to the sky. No run can get hold of your blue. You are the meat form of the sky. Your feet are the words. You shroud your chicks with your blue. Your feet are the plans of God’s start. How you wag and wave them in the air. A sky clown you are, bird. A blue blood of blue and blue and blue.

The bird says:

When you have the sea why will you seek a drop of night dew?

In his bag, tens of five rare buds, in bloom. He runs glut. He brings gold grains, and the plant parts that make and take the grain. To be at all times in the air, to sin. The bud, once a son of a lech and a nymph, morphed to a plant. The Greek name of the plant is “balls.” The fear of art with blank space? 

When asked if he has more banned things, he replies: “Yes, I’ve got apes in my pants.”

Port Land IV

Man takes a quilt and a swat. Poles made one out of a tree. The swat is a small palm. He beats his cloths each sixth day of the week in the morn as prep for the day of rest.

It is a long time in the past on the day of rest.

She takes three cups. The way her mom placed them hot on her chest and back to draw the sick out. To bear glass flames on your back. Small moons that burn. Small spheres. Rims. New globes. To be in the bell jar. 

John writes to his wife to bring eggs put up in salt or ground malt, ghee, gruel, peas, and fruits. “Be sure to wear warm clothes and have a store of fresh food.” 
It is far back in time. 

She takes a pot to make a fish dish. She has the word for bank in her last name. She will stay true to her fish. But now the fish scaled to a game fish, a loach, a fish that flies, a white eel, a horned fish, a young whale, a black knife fish. They bear the fins of a sea nymph. They sing. They call forth, They flap and flip. They clink. They laugh. They shake. They swirl in wakes. The new land has a lot of small fish. The clowns of the new seas spread their bright fins. 
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