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Permeated she, in her most supple voice (this is back in time before



"Ankles hitting

When words are disconnected from action time is distilled

our movies.    our books.

“One page wavering, grainy, damp.”
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The driver was written to think

“Water runs, waves.”
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A frame can hold only so much figuration.

   “Fills. Grainy waves.” 

The page was at stake when scenery renounced authority.

   “The water drawn through.”


