lb. of fry		$  .


slab of rib		$9.


_________________


for god a lack of motion is unbearable. he spread matter in four forms, each always toiling to achieve rest, and all entrusted with energy, which can be lost, gained, or -- in either case -- transferred  (<according to laws>. all this makes sense in the human mind.)


	it is our utmost duty to spread life, human or otherwise, to the relatively lifeless void.











are our standards as flexible as the weather attached to them?











lb. of fry


slab of rib





submit





(this is no slab!)








this is no slab to be flung.











pictures of naked cosmopolitan women will be intercepted by my wife, as will horoscopes based on colonoscopy readings and homemade crossword puzzles secreted in pies. send pictures of nature consuming man, healing her decades-old wounds over with vines and weeds, the air painting everything red and mildew all surfaces black. herd the wild turkeys into my zone.





pictures of nekid rur'l girls in daisy-dukes will be intercepted by my mailman, in his mailman knee shorts. he and my wife speak frequently, what they have dubbed an "encounter group". for some reason, i picture a hold up in progress. i consider their "group" to be too "intimate". but how can i intimate this to my spouse without getting her nigger up? i drive around the mail truck with its blinking hazard lights, passing my well-groomed driveway, and circle the block in third, followed by an impala full of chicanos talking about -- it looks like politics -- and two droopy-eyed buzzards searching for a place to hol' up for the night.


	i have not caught them at it. i suppose they may do in the back of his little government jeep. i hope so. that has always been a dream of mine: to observe as my wife cums onto bubblewrap or a wad of cancelled stamps in the back of a squat white mail truck.


	we must each make our dreams happen and be alert for rare opportunities.








followed by two blonde chicano keyboardists on impalas, a buzzard wearing lots of heavy gold chains around its neck. and increasing cloudiness.











but investigators close to the fountain say she did not seem to be in a hurry earlier in the day.











a nebulous paragraph


	twice, while navigating the logorrhythmic waters of patti 	toufleiss's devastating autobiography, heaven is a hotdog w/ 	onions delivered by a stud w/ a remote controlled twenty-speed 	blender (shadow-written by mother hustle of atlanta, GA, who 	claims to be able to channel lewis grizzard just by drinking a 	quart of scotch whiskey), i found myself suddenly unable to bisect 	angles! the first time it happened i was running my index finger 	down the appendicized lyrics to toufleiss's 1997 hit, "timber (i'm 	felling trees on nat'l park service land)"; the second i had just 	hopped out of the shower after stepping on a skunk on the way to 	work. 











the muscular ear 


		hears no pattern to the settling dust


		knows no taste (see tongue to the pyloric hilum)


		can bench press twice its own weight.








twice its own weight in


		humility


		over-the-calf nylon socks 


		funky guitar solos.











high-test skunk juice.


	tied to a weighty word, an anchor word.











                                         style :   typical


			         clarity :   2


				  meaning :   either  1 or  8 


interest (force) :   6


				    originality :   7











partial birth contortion. how's that for an anchor?





morbidity tan lines.





nebulating logorrhythmic waters w/ uncharacteristic lumber.





pictures of raw courage at sunset. near water. 


	run me a warm tub.











				  style :   7


			         clarity :   3


				  meaning :   3.8 


interest (force) :   6


				    originality :   8











submit tan lines.


submit to tan lines.





the scrunchies of her panties, where they hold her fatty legs in place. god put motion there and i cannot rest.





			  like an old furnace, i am dry and no 


                          one will touch me.  i lie awake at night


                          stareing at the shapes created on the walls 


		       by the streetlight -- the shapes of deformed                                                                                       monsters, each the hideous result of a lusting after                           parenthood --


                          and i creak.  and so does the crust of the earth.











style


	the daisy-dukes encounter group.


	read letters from their viewers.





naked


	spilled coffee.











and then some.

















S  O  U  R  C  E  S


a letter from Charles Bukowski to Douglas Blazek dated Dec. 4, 1965, from the book 	Screams from the Balcony: Selected Letters  (1993)


