
POOR YUCK MOUTH 

 

Compost mouth for a compost heart.  

To be useful more than trust.  Ai  me o.  

    

Lawn bugs turning over in my mealy mouth. 

Father moss, father black mold upon the tongue, 

 

the old trunk swamp  

beyond a field of soybeans. 

 

Occupied lands  

where snowmelt becomes a sluice becomes a creek becomes a river becomes a lake 

  

free mouths of smallfolk who farm and bake 

 

Ai me o. Once a spoon, once a boy. 

 

To be poor in the mouth is very tough thing,  all my old men are yet to come. 

 

A job, the fuck is that?  

A story they told my grandfather before pensions prisoned out.  

 

Men with black gill meat  

like dank streaks of channel bottom sludge 

curling up like a pretty hem in the wake  

of father boat on mother water.  

 

The poor uneducated fucks you read about in the papers. Ai me o. 

 

Widowers in small rooms sitting on metal chairs like oily houseplants. 

 

There is always someone who needs feeding, but voicework?  

No easy thing. Grasshoppers in leaping clumps, like static fists of chatter. 

 

Nothing grows here except for what you care for 

Ai me, Ai me o. 

To watch is to wait,  

which is to breathe, which is to breathe. 

  



 

CONVERSATIONS ABOUT SATURN
1
 

 

1.     2. 

 

Recall hawk and man, the red circle Mars,  

the famous red planet.     

The moon,  

simple and direct, the enigmatic black star. 

 

Recall Chantal saw Mars focus on Mars.  

Margaret said she was going to die.  

 

Hawk up to the sky. The moon as in the picture, the same phase of the moon.  

 

Margaret said "Watch for that one, the one I told you 

about, the one under the moon."  

 

The object under the moon? The analemma of Saturn, 

of Saturn Peaks, the Black Star in the Judaic belief.  

  

Ben’s pen is pointing RIGHT at Saturn. 

The 27 years took to come back to sense, 

Mars dynamic and fast, Saturn really slow.   

 

It is in our house now, the electric universe Saturn cube.   

 

Do you have keys?  

 

Massive rabbit holes, without question, 

answer the question of why?  

 

Saturn.  

Saturnalia.   

So I think you agree with me that Saturn was searching for Saturn?    

 

I think like electrical towers. 

 

The portal through curve;  

either helixed like dna  

or around the edges in waves,  

a pioneer awareness of magick.  

 

Clearly David Bowie is a self aware clock closing back 

in on the first. 

 

Kabbalah finger counting, a cosmic antenna.  

                                                
1
 Text taken from: AN ASTRONOMICAL INTERPRETATION Facebook conversation in Twin Peaks Dweller on the Threshold 

secret group. 



Just calculation, art. 

 

Impossible Saturn, Cronos.   

 

Yep yep yep yep yep.  

 

Mars, the red curtain and Saturn,  

the zigzag floor,  

a bonded tesseract.   

 

Red curtains, curved waves. 

Where they hit the plane of the floor  

they become quantized, a perpendicular strobe. 

 

Moving curves return, it is OVERLAID  

and spins.  

 

Ready for some synchronicity?  

On this day one year ago...third projection..  

a sort of map.  

 

On the 1st of October they found the 2nd of October   

touching hands... 

 

Mars, Saturn and the Moon may have been in that configuration in the sky.   

 

2:53 adds up the "number of completion."  

 

A third pyramid below.  

Perhaps that's what lurks  

at the opening to that hole,  

the "fallout shelter" 

 

The black figure is Saturn,  the shape of eyebrows  

together with the circle of the clock...looking...  

trying to kill Time?    

 

Ah, Time... 

... a Giant. 
  



 

 

SELF PORTRAIT AS A COMPANY MAN IN THREE VOICES 

 

1.   2.    3. 

 

In any given situation the actor surprises  

through the third entrance. 

 

Hands, 

two performers  

“DISCOVERED”  

Backstage----> 

 

by a poet of costume,  

and sickness, and rural moments, 

and of the town that once carried a ferris wheel in her belly, 

her beaches now broken up by concrete blocks, sloping dull rock. 

 

Two hands? To turn earth, 

       to turn a script,  

   they know how to play, 

and are at home  

in the village of stone and sea,  

they are here to play. 

 

      As a child I doodled in church,  

      drew my way out the entrance: 

a “Fist as Big “ 

as a stone heart  

                          beating against a rock. 

I improvised, left it all on the stage, 

my bald fear, a dry socket  

in my bottomed out  

belly. 

 

(Only recently have I learned to breathe  

in quiet moments.) 

 

Many faces to prepare: old crone gone 

mad in a moment 

of silence and clarity.  

Her future a blown field,  

sod curled up and in play 

with wind from the north,  

her future a dirty meal  

in her lover’s belly. 

The future a bald knoll in a broad black sky.  

No longer could she entrance, 

her crone heart dry as prop crackers  



on stage. 

 

“The village beaches are rife with broken blocks,  

rebar and dull granite rock,” 

they foster no growth  

other than tough marsh grass  

with the mind of a rock, 

which is a fist against erosion,  

a fist against the sea,  

which from the moment 

of conception has been repeating  

the same motion  

and then stepping back to stage. 

 

 

Footlights brighten, shorts the shadows,  

the crisscross lights that play 

up the flesh  

and glamor the air darkly.  

 

“To breathe is to become” an entrance. 

After all, to have a body is to be a lover,  

No, a locket for words. “To have a body  

is to seek” a full belly. 

Speak for the high boss.  

Seek that which vibrates deep in the belly, 

seek the thrum, heat running under mantle  

and bedrock. 

A body is more than a folly for mouth and foot.  

Poetry is an entrance 

to another way of life.  

of breath,  

of building a line  

to a moment. 

How else shall I wile away the hour?  

To play 

is to live. 

   “I am a company man, after all, 

 a bank of wigs backstage.” 

But shorter hours come, and the heart  

composed for the stage 

falls onto the spoon  

of the common belly. 

 

       To breathe is to live.  

To breathe is to pray.  

“Musicians? They did play 

here once,” 

as there was an audience once,  

to watch ribs,  



to watch glass rocks, 

to drink up champagne,  

our costumed moments 

as if clothes and pretty words  

could with simple breath entrance 

the mind beyond memory.  

The belly heart longs, the belly heart wants,  

surrounded by foam rocks, 

in wigs.       The light playing across the skin  

makes a moment, 

a scene come alive in the throat  

of the mind,  

our play,  

your    final     entrance.  
  



LESSONS FROM RESISTANCE 

 

 

A fox patrols the edges. 

 

Somehow, morning wet and dark, 

a moonflower trick, a trick of barrel shadow, 

stim hum. 

 

Ah-hmmm. Ah-hmmm.  

Ah-hmmm. 

 

We join hours,  

different languages. 

 

By late morning. lazy explosives 

will be tucked into the chambers of the heart. 

 

Truth: 

wrapped in cellophane 

wrapped in newsprint 

something to hold onto 

 

1. love songs 
2. the head of your enemy 
3. a reason to live a simple life 
4. a healthy respect for a trigger 
5. a saboteur's notion of trust 

 

How could my definitions be anything but a horror show? 

 

The cut of your clothes, 

fit enough  

to keep  

dynamite  

from showing. 

 

The other mark:  

Mickey Mouse Death Head Doodle, 

scratched across the thigh. 

 

Above, the tattooed stars, 

the black broad back  

of the great giant  

that carries my home 

in its large and voluminous pocket. 

 

My skin in comparison to the wolf of cosmos above: 

A speck, dust that thinks it is a body, a person, 

An idea. 



 

Love, our timely fuse,  

the end of it all. 

 

Engage killswitch, reverse birth, firestrokes  

clap the air. 

 

Tying the ends  

of the copper wire  

around the black tine 

is like clamping and cutting off  

blood cord to a newborn. 

 

Any fool with fingers 

can do it.  
 

 


