send meat.





pronto, the first word he taught them.


	provided no one bungles the operation, three cords. the severity of the severesis: zsa zsa galaskco. polish UFOlogist in leggings, part and parcel of a blue ribbon panel. echoes in the thinktank. you can blow those bubbles right outchur intubation, my formal blood relation. but i did bring you a box of chocolates and these circulars from your mail. the doctor, by the way, says you may not have chocolates.


	has her shirt shrunk since the last time or?


	it is time we went.


	you certainly wouldnt winnow an egg, he says, in defense of the severesis.


	god, yer an ass she says to the schitzophrenic talking burro, whom we have named lance ito for he likes to have his picture "made". does the sun really sink, says her son over the intercom.








i pluck a thistle from the heather. "cleavage; fission. never thunk i'da seen it," i say.


	"i'd sink to that level," he answers. we three continue our search for the child's legend, an american patch of quicksand.











the statue of liberty is probably the tallest statue in the universe.


	who can spare the time to control the toughness of a pork thigh? whose finger will roll under a freight car? 


	focus on correction, fluid correction.


	step  step  step   get off


	yes, there's no national monument.  silent volunteerism the more slowly releases endorphins. vertical adventure. tennessee: the diagonal state.


	television he nominates as the national monument. i get to deface it first i say. too late i am arrested for unpaid traffic fines. Fine! I shout over and over at the justice-o'-the-peace. my aunt hems his pants and he doesnt even mention this during the ceremony. the guys in my cell block tell me what day our names will come in the paper.








ms. tennessee, whose bra was diagonal, all the time she was speaking.  my friend asked her if she carried oranges in there. the director barked at her:


	"who will now demonstrate for us 'poor form'? we want a natural at it."








17, 000 feet. that's pretty high. all women from that height look like, "wow, look at her," and the boy begins to picture her greeting him with her sense of adventure, as his girlfriend. instead, he looks at his napkin and wishes he could make himself sneeze. he prefers fishing shows to cartoons, notes the colors of his mucus more than the colors of the flags he is asked to study.








do not have a place to go. have an excuse.


	sensationalism.





	conniption mailman


	lover w/ gloves


	(burying boxed mail).








after 40 years the napkin, embossed with age, is still his faithful girl. "who would want me?" she crows. he blushes.


	"watch out for that electric car. electric blue firecar," she says.








