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Introduation

The road through prison is one of sorting through, of stripping
off, of alloving, if willing, the true self lost to brush against
you again. It is a contronting of the worst and also the best
vithin you, Both need to be discovered in order to be truly free.

Zhese are my first baby steps toward that freedom as I learn to
888 others, myself, and the vorld around us all through clearer
eyes. My hope is my Jjourney through vords say help others sven as
the vords of others have helped me. There is light found vhen ve
all travel togather.

If you would like to provide feedback, ask gquestions, or feel
my wveiting is vorthy of your advocacy, feel free to contact me.
Thaak you for reading.

current Prison Addressi:

Keith Pertusio -~ KE-9535
SCI~Banner

301 Institution Drive
Bellefonte, PA 16823

Pernanent Addweas:
Kelith Pextusio

1% Plum Street
Aanville, PA 17003



Susmening

What is this pipeline
conascting my sind
to some well vithin me
buried and inaccessible
seached only after great effort
1ike searching for paintings
lyrical
instinctual
prehistoric
deep in the resonant recesses
of & cave?

Poestry is .ubttrrantan
. ‘snd once gushed
out of me
%o the surface _
80 per ¢ould barely keep uwp.
Now it is only accessible
atter a priming of the pump
' becanss shannels have run &ry
hollew tubes rusted
or perhaps I haye
!ergottcn the tﬁy:

It used :o be
sentences floved from my hand
unbidden
slmoat an aaaurlua'
like a runny wose
a reminder of iife
and breathing.
But nev
& Mtarary amputation
sonsvhere
" and it's not thc SABe

ths exterier stexil t{
breeding intersal impotance.

It is only natural,
Trees bend the wind
xocks bend the wvater
I must
bend words
but that takes
ife
emotion
veapiration,
Here I am encased
in cement

Keith Pertusio
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‘enly the memories
‘of the vords of others
'te htlp.

X am starxving

Thete is nothing. tround
- no tinder

%o ltlrt . !ltc.

S0 this poem is. weitten
a word at a ttnt - :
‘each one
snatched trnn & corner
- discovered under a bed
of ia a book
"hidden in a photograph

sach one a leftover tro- .

- something seen
- something heagd
something said

each wexd drautuq atz.ujah~.
eadh oné iakaling insplration

from the vord befors.

Starting vith the first vozd

brick by brick
ond® by one
& poan ¢f beginaings
s sresated
from vhish all p
‘a pﬁu-l
“4m shis doaort
' of sand :
age boxn.

Keith Pertu=sio
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Biddie

Prom lions carcass
honey.
Scooped out
from dissicatated
flesh and bone
touch !Aagotn to tongue
and find it
svest. _

Prom this broken bedy
poetry
the esasence of hees
anong flies
svaetness
despite ita source.

In degay
& hive.

In dissolution
vords.

Is doth
a riddle.



Kelith Pertusio

ot-ail thc_wbtdl
T .over writtea
hov. fevw havc been kept,

Rach word

a flane

-8 brain synapses connected,
lach word

apacrkled

as. it vas pullod tran tho ether.
Rach. word .
- axeated .

faplanted .
 1ike the clack of typnw:ttot key.
Bauh born

here in the darkness

"tnvisible .

uatil hand moves '

tingers lever agclaat one another
and it ia written. _
Its veioe is nov

& giggle

A& groan

& sigh

& } 5
It to‘:zlvc

£xtth on the ntqn.

Bt we a&aatt

keep them all

these jottings

these netations

- of the aetlvtty of our ainds.

They must be

oxuspled iate trash sans

burned in firves

decayed in earth,

I 1nngtno
for the sake of ny ovn
guilty coasciense
that as all material around shes
detomposes
ineinerates
zota
voxds instead
grev opague
tuza into vaper
and rise out of the sarth
out of the smske
to be absorbed
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back into the iavisible darkness
.  of their tirst

_and perpetual
. bittllb

There |
hoa#- Clatatcgtato
all velax o
into Sheir sounds
inte their intlsctions
Anto tholt allcnao.

!h.:goy I.tz ieatld “
vait patieatly
in the .vttllng mosaie
ot individwal
eolerful lettexs _
foxr the biindiag ltghtlug
ot thou!ht L
ke selne thou
4oin them
and bt:li thnl
egain
e dsllltlm
-a.ttstytug
' 1“.0

Reith Pertusio - 5



ket

Let othexs sort it out
what is vight or wrong
faiy or unfairx
- desexved or undeserved
too mush or too liktie
let others figure out
the punishments or revards
the fame or obscurity
the hope or dispair
the smile or the frown
Let others invoke in the name
‘of God or nething
- of patriotisa or rebellien
of justice or cempassion
.-oz progress or trvadition
1ot otheras degide
&ot others judge
Let others look at your liife
piak through the pleces
and put them in boxes labeled
Goed -
Bad
naacultn.
Peminine
Sueaess
Failure
Let others put them on their soales
Let others threw their lasurels or darts
Let thea fling labels
Let them give _
Lat then take awvay
Let them whirxl arocund you
pieking
pasting
ket them
Let them

But you.
avake this morning
feel ths tug Of purpose
of Spirit's direction
the irzresistible calling
sompelling you
to move
to do ‘
to plunge iato deliecious sation
because it makes
your heart -ksf
- your breath quicken

Keith Pertusio - 6




your ayes copen wide

your amile open wider
Be satisflied
be anchored in the imhale
be rxooted in the exhale
vork vith fiagers intertvined
vwith the you
vho skips inside
vhe runs through the meadov
vith arms wvide open
pretending

for the simple pleasure

of pretending .
to fly

That meadov is esmpty
and it is siwply
you

and the

pessistent pulse

of the

moraning sun

Keith Pertusioc
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Ungees

You are a shaman
and you have your feather
hanging off your hair
your fingers. '

You have your drum
and it has a living voice
ravhide speaks threugh
your mallet
your fingexa.

You fling your potent offerings
milk or bloed
poilen or vodka

spinning axound you.

Sugrounded by your animal bones
your rattles and fierce masks
vorn ribbons and pungent herbs

Tou sit on your xug
singing
chanting

until

1ike the flick of a switgh

your eyes close

hands twitch

body tremblea

as the aspirit engters vwith
vhispers
shrieks
and murmess

beinging oracles and guidange
to creative life.

One moment you are here
the next moment
the sthersal world

xiding a hoxse or
dancing vith the ancestors
consumed by the intersection
of earth and
imsaterial xealms

Your friends heold you down
oFr up

until you collapse to the ground
exhausted ' '
spent.

1 sit herxe
in the darkness
night after night
and pray
feeling nothing.

Xeith Pertusio 8
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_ . . . Keith Perxtusio 9
1 am teld te press en |
that all this sakes
a difference. .

I believe it.

But oh '
to be & shaman
so obvidus

80 clear

that semething is

happening

that something in this world
is altered

vhan my lips

80 desperately

move,



Spiphany
she column of aiw
for oage
is anchozed on something aoltd
sash molecule
sash shaft of light
aligned above .
- perfeetly sesting en

'iout shoulders.

There is no veight
only a soft pressure

as semething descends
something steps down

and lays across yeur veariness.

Relax in the straight
- the balanced
the ordexly.
this pillar '

s a distant peint ia space
passes outstretehed stars
terninates at its beginning
that setermal lonothtng

aad sonstines
- that Something
- qones down
and all other words
fall avay
uatil '
tears streaning
thexe remaing for you
tho one verd
ever
and over
Just saying
Juat repeating
kneoss weak
eyes closed
just that endless vord
time izrelevant,

Until '
vhen the time has ended
vhen everything fer that moment
has been fulfilled
that Seasthing
rises again

- past knova sdges
past knowing itself
and you are

alone

Keith lortultéﬁfb



sitein

trembliag

Xistening
te peuple talking
‘doors siamming
phones ringing

but still vhispering

'~ the great vheel tucraing
. novw with its own
| mOmeRtum .

still murmsering

that one

beautiful

vord.

Keith Pertusio 11
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Zxem Nov On

r:o- aow ou. cvutroac will be free to
‘make sheir owa mistakes and not leaxn from them
- . bugn.their ova bridges
allew. oucn-inbn-lizctta. opportunities to slip through their -
.. fingexs -
ignoxe sound’ ndvtee L
take advantage of the gonatoslty of oshers
squander second and third chances
: bn a congeited agetist or a spineless nattrr _
. pussus dead ends, unaktainable dreams, and self-delusions L
 blew a fortune on pleasures that last & miauke R
 exeats long iisse of people hurt, zelatienships severed, quq,
o bcliovots betrayed o
- Aever | &0 loved Qno- and never go hoae
~ fall inte o aédfotions xuineus %o all - _
. ohase nlpty happinass in empty things
tetu:;:to :lindly. oAt exeessively, hoarwd coapnxntvolr. drtnu
* S8saYy _
wvalk the same destructive psth 30 many, across time, have .
. _walked und achiava the same results
From new on; svaryons vill be free %o
- zuin their ovn lives
thair own tears
swin iAn their ewn regrets
 cceate their owa mistakes
~ 1ive their owa pain -
from nov on,. .vDHYOln is free. to
e human
. nok btoaulo these things ave best
. but because we Bust own
W8 Wust possess =
onx lives
wvhigh are seaked
- 4in beauty
in uwgliness
re- ASY on, everyone vill be free to
lav. their own imperfest lives
so in all the mess
and in all the garbage
' we ean ¢ling %e one amother
held each othar's tears
a0
vhen lives are in zuins
ve gan look
eye to eye
_;nd trath:ul!y say te one ansther
undcrstnnd.



I an lo hOIIOI,
vhea all I have inside

. melts avay.

K am an old
empty gasoline can
‘a few pebbles wattle inside
‘a8 a gust hlovu »e a.toau
ary flelds.

-I have o:oqgh stones aov
to veigh me Gowvn

_ .:h: caanpt; ove

lx eunvc ok o

- Ake £inger:

ult_’i:thtug.‘_ o

expanse of tpnn‘.
I fall into it
that hellowaess
tha ampty Spice
aage betveen o
nptu- and stewgnum.

Uatil I talk to yeu

and T an stuffed vwith

o8 snev days

glitter-coveared cats

.;_oiu#%vt books te srave
snd & middle sehoel congert

with glorious eostume changes

and ' tunes from ih‘uto.
And 1 se full
I strajan to held it all in
I breathe
I hurt with happiness,

E

. e air
¥1 % ') !l-!tnn_up"
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Soms People .

fiome words -
veithe and lqul:-
press against the valle
hog to be expressed.

l.no thoughta
- onsnared and knottad in a ball
" hiss and rattle
' vave their threads

beg to be pullcd and untaugloa

Soms fears
- shismex in a Blagk ley capaule
‘dedip ooze and salt
beg to be held and kissed.

Sone memories
aink as molten weights
bulge lining ¢f stemachs
pour hot acld into throats
beg to be tolltvcd.

Sone pooplo
pxisk us until ve dissolve
into xaindbov puddles
unsravel us imte striags
hold us uatil ve
fiad senstellations
in the ohaos of she stars

begging us lo only
ask.

Then ve beg . |
with all she other bocgtto :

and ve are r.utorcd.

Keith Pertusio 14




Semetery

In this aolonial semetary
head stones toppled
gubbed bare ;

_even fallea and buried
beneath inches of soil

A thizd of the graves
holéd ghildren _
vhose parents clasped
their little hands
as they veakeaed
and then slipped awvay

Exased by some disease
that vith modern medicine
vould have been so simple

. 80 easy

To fisx.

Ia my graveyard
thers are ohildrea teo ~
a thizxd gone and buried
a thira lll{’lﬂl avay
a thirvd stil)l standing.
Yot all have been voakonod
by oonothlng L

By someone

that with today's 1nllght
vould have been so aimple
80 eAsYy

To fix.

Keith Pextusio 15



They asked me for my clethes
- Wy sing

- my welgh

but they diad not: ask me ter

ny poetry.
& vonder if I sheuld hl'l
turuod it 1n.

lt'c a guestioen of ﬁavtng
. of desexving
lines and vords
axranged into
cadiant beanty
britile ugliness
o¢ taking such delieate things
and knitting them together
wvith hands
these hands which are
govexed in ioet T
in grime
guilty hands
thY hm.o

It's & debate ot the ttgue to
fora ian the same miad -~

vhich somehov mafle evil
Jusnities

within it coasttncstng olch
horror '

beyond anything X Ihought syself

sapable of bttuglng '
to life

to form ln This Itud

. pecns

and llovora

and starry okloo

and love '
: " and BUROE.,
fave I aot loct the right
to it all? _

Yot

. somehov

hore it all is
uabidden,.

Ay mind

nov healing

nov realising
pours it out and I wrxite
doubting the whole time

Keith Pertusio 16



whether I can say
these are llao

'that S

= thtl'loastct

could artuto thtu.

'-!or thooo who ' lool :
~ they are not mine to clall
be assused :

. pOoans L

axe auttortaz,

7 aause suffering.
Rejodce that I

- sntlo:lno greakly.

) 4 uoulG:nunb :
- befoye sayesn

‘wighin musis
: ‘behind book pages
n-hlt isstead I _
aust feel
- must feel
'uunt“!ocl.

ta poestzy thota is graag
teeling
tQa that 1: the tcnso lolonac
- of woxds
7 of Adeas
these rises up Uithln
.moge of me
"OLS tnaltlatioa of othtto
. than I saver let tu:ouqh
. befeore
lnd 1 am
-fox onee. -

Real.

Then in this reslness comes
pain.

- p.ta :

sven in the dbeauty
ia the horror .

a8 I thiak of
them.,

I desexve suffering
butldo I dessrve poetry?

These poens
- gome with luttcttlg
80 perhaps

poetzy

Keith Pertusio 17



li-onantlr

vhat I dsaserve N

vhat I need
”‘.. :

Keith Pertusio 18
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IRE 299 kong
I must be despised.
For t0o loag
I have survived
off the apprxoval
of othexs
I must be useless.
For too long
1 have measured my worth
on the strength of my
usefulness,
X muat be helpless.
For too long
I have prided myself
on my self-made
cCORmpOtengy.
3 must be alone.
Por toe long
I have used others
to aveid
nysslt.
I must be neurotic.
For %00 loag
X have worn the mask
of having life
all together
I sust be flaved.
For too long
I have hid behind
a wall of morality
and platitudes.
I must be lost.
Poxr too long
I have arrogantly
blindly
led.
1 must be afraid.
Por too long
I have numbed feaxs
gnaving
with mindless stupor.
I must be brxoken.
Por too long
the fake glue of pride
has held me deceptively
together.
I must be imprisoned.
Fox too loag
fxeedon £0o ghoocss
has held me in
chains.



But here '
on this refuse pile
beneath darkness
and velight _
‘Beyond the sound of
voices

1 am styipped
nelted avay

until all I will have
one da .
is '

you

o

It is & gift.

ror %00 long -
& Toot has vaited
for such darkness
in which teo

grov. '

Keith Pertuaie 20



Ssand in lise
42 1 have huxt you
in big vays
3y “ lIﬁll. R
It ia & long liae
and some of you '
lhould -ovc to tho troat.

3t¢nd in xtut
- feox 1t ia & long line
‘oreated from bizth. .
1 feel each one oz you
- your pull =
o the. Ctachxc of yous tnn:qr.
:; nl beneath
‘the weight of the
‘bughkets ‘you. carwr.-

Staad tn 1ine o
fox it is s lomg xtno
tnd at some potat
An my mind
x have visited
oagh. one of you
and have felt
your pinch _
.your twist ;
t:u ovorvholll::;:lond
- of my respensi Ly &
Soume I vistto‘ dnllro;.

_It is c loag 1510

ngntzat raut vtll
-tal shere is nowhere
% ean walk i
‘where I 4o net stusdle .
fzom the hoaviaunu

!! varhu to kccp ne
quiet S
and. husble
Qnd thoughtlul..

It 48 & long line.
- where some of you
have extended to me
silenge
hostility
. smbiguiry
and otherxs

Keith Pertusio 31
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undesecved grage.
I agoept it
all.,

Sene
sensing my struggle
point over their
oewn shoulders
to the 1line
trailing hehind them
and ve mouEn
together
the different types
of humanaess
within us
all wiashing
to go bacak
and choose
diffexently.

Stand in line
i1 I have hurt you.
I% is & long line
and I know
sagh one of you
and regret
the hurt goes on
for us both.

All I have is wvhat I can say.
All X have
is vhat I aan do.
Even with your wveight
You propel me
and you are in
every step I take.

The line is long

it is attached to my soul
but that is vhat
aompels me to

try harder

and harder

and harder.

Keith Pertusio 32
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Regvard |

Did I move
- jJust one inch farther?

I don't need much.
I juat need to kanov

there is a space
hovever assll

bstveen the back of my heels
today

and vhere they vere
yestevday.

Amr I closer to God -

is the 4divide a little narrover?
Am I more kind?

Po X hold ay head
a little tallex?

Bave I ¢liambed

a millimeter higher
over this wall

onca insurmountable?

Amn I mindful
even one secoad longer?

pid I iaugh
Just one mare laugh
than yestexday?

Have I paid
one gent more
on all I ove?

I don't need miles
though miles would be nige.
3 just need an ineh
bagause astratchad over
all my days
I vwill have
a foot
a yard
a mile
& horisen
until the final step over
and inches von't matter.

But may I still know
each one

has sade me
ready?



Relth Pertusio 24

It is thoto times
the exdinary times
tha day~to~day times _
the put on your pants and shirt
. tie your shoelaces and valk out the door times
the suarise then sunset
five~day forecast times
the geoffee in the worning
TV zemote. at night times
that ‘slovliy kill.

You axe heroic .
you swing your battle ax
spacks explods off your nhtcld
intd the smoke of buraing thatch roofs
a8 you parry the blov of an iron mace
and atep over the cooling horse carcass.
This land is yours o conquer
- thess fjords, these cliff top meadows
. - thess steons valls, this grasing fileld
these vill all) be yours,
Roar through your blackened teeth
. above the tempest of sounds
crashing flamea, esly shrieks
staccatos of clanging weapons.
You ars the hereo _
¢xeated to stomp through eily bogs
- gross the ovean to Icsland
or saale the Alps to conguer Rome.
These are your genetics
your destiny.

But yon look out this sliver of vindow
only & postoaxd vl.v o! tho sountains,

This is all

. they say

you axe good fer.

The Himalayas,; the Carpathians
the Pagific,; the Sargasso
the Sahara, the Amason
the stratoaphere, the surface of Hars
they pulise through your veins.
When they are given life
they will explede in you
and you becoame the sun
and you oan do
so mugh gooed,.
Nhen they are held
repressed and contained
they sat through



your heart's lining.

2o die owdinexily

~ sever Xnoving ene is
a hexo

. As. & u.'.‘fa -

lut.to live oréinacily
. knowing you have

 heroic finger gtiltl .
-torv

- the weight of
is living death.

po you fesl it
within you?
It is -xuaxtue
1ife . o
or doath
AW

Keith ’Ot‘_“‘i‘j'a‘_’



ceueroto buildiayn N
fashioned f¥om gray . qnd ioq
unlliliag and. doux. skatues
squat on abrasive macadam .
-hqnvy and penfexous.
- xaiae thaix megalithic heads
wt try to eatch -
& orange of a sunset
'rth. cotson green of far off trees
.. the syTupy- hlnn beneath the clouds parade.
playground, bullies
hey axch te hlock our line ot sight
antly., prﬁvckinqu
th X clnmnt toxsos betveen us

- »and’ gthe
L An ogdtr tn uanth&r .
the Bpagk: of Yife ana hﬁp.
vhich smells like t:,ﬁdon.
The fences, oo, dange ayeund us
. #xipping in.an endless eircle
- laughing and: jesring at us
. zaktling their razor wire
-in gudistic glee
encouraging thc buiidtnqs on
_;goading “s £0 .
e 9o something: qbout it'
. 'laocgiag at. sux: helpleassness. .
ﬁ!htr ve spatehed eur viev from our hands
 and tess it buek nnaliorth
 batuesn them .
: attﬂug us; taﬁntinq ul
vhile ve =
foolishly . .
. try to cateh it.
-And we Xnov what's happening
“hov We :look; the husiliakion
but we still try to amateh the view
unyﬁiso-1t=¢oul- n.ar;

We can enly sen La tront o! us
- we age taught =
~ to 1imit and strnnglo
QuUE gase
our vision
until all ve can ses
- s our feet darting out
in freat of us
first one, then the other
shuffling across the conorete,

Eyes to the ground
we ride the conveyer belt

Keith nnuteio




£o show
to yard -
to pill line
Our voxld .
. reduged to .
_salivating over a browanie
a little biggex
' than the rest
or a full bag .
of commissary items
loytng that
- something good
1'“!‘0.

I have looked too sany times
to the sodden tears of the past
to the acrzatching fears ot the future
anéd have missed o
the sveatness of today
this sinute _
this atcoad.

Put & fenae a:aund tolay

aem it in, encloss it fass

imprison this mesent in

your impenetrablie arss.

rut a feace around it all
. Dlind o al) else

blogk off the sky

until you are to:ond to tind
The saared in

the coupnuatonlto

the goed

the God :

che humanity

the sxpansive: vi.lol
sncapsulated :

ln this hroathtaklaq

sparkling :

geede

called
“ﬂ“ Now, _

tolth_rortus$o5!7 -



!ouch hnto is rave
I am stactled by it .
- Pat me on the back and I will jump
- Brush my avs and I will ovinge
£liuch from the eleotric shoak
of £lesh connecting

"7 establishing a clteuti
'*th Mo :

!ounh hctc is ware
gaboo imn its nuances and tnltauattons
'~xt ralises questions and suriesity.
-A hand*'s touch on my shoulder
. zipples through me

- aezves volling like waves
%0 & pool that needs it -

. -pleaads fer human consact . '
but that harbora cath islands
of vendering
-o! suspisions..

!bunh here is Eaze
: begause it is hard
. te intecpret.
.. 89 1 fear ocu.ntonul
. gRposure to it ~ '
- walhing away
- shinking
wondering
what daid tt mesn? -
Bven if touch is filled

' wlth all the ianeeence and trtonllhlp

: the world sould hold
!t is a struggle o npotactatt
.and relax tntt. _ _
It is only
canttoualr a!tltnllq

Pogy 11
Leng svewps of contast
vhisk agrosa ay scalp
8o the buss of the clippers.
Fingertips touch and press
guiding and ¢oluaadtug
into my soft temples

leaving their fimgerprints. .
The tiay testh chatter

loi;h ngtugt§§5i

R

: s et



., SAES AXe m 9
folded down

to trin behind thom, -

- 3ull me
'.: .‘.' ;‘ e =
~and I sink iuto

The pool is £illed
" uatil next seath.

Keith Peruusic 29
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Mishing

In the morning

the rattling heating wnit
echoes off macadam

vibzates peast concrete faces

‘subs ‘against coiled raszor-vire.

It is the enly sound
avake this early.

Sometimes -
I think it is
the chorus of
aridakets.

Keith Pertusio 30
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Suablevesds

Way do I wvant
to stuff this ear
vith tuableveeds?

-Ihat is it abeut this
rustad
oxunbling frame
that makes me yearn
to push them
one after another
fnto its decaying interior?

Mhy do I love
the sound of those

- bxittle tangles of
avful aticks and spines
scratching up against
eracked windows
those bltlao '
fanged scales
falling vith the patter
of dropping beestles =
to the rotting cavrpet
a8 I push
as I push agaia
sach one bending
- compressing

eragking -
eameshed vith one another
but wanting so badly
to burst eut
to be round
and rolling again?

Why do I want to
slan that hollov door
tunbleveeds
stacing at me
pressing - :
spines claving
through vindshield
through windovs
as I valk avay?

Poxhaps
I vant them
to hear the wind blow
outaide
and knov they too
are stuck :
are strangled
are imprisoned.




It is best to let

your colox palette

revolve around neutrals.

. They are timeless

earcthy :

ané provide s balanced aesthetic.

Hext _

add a bold

punch of color

a splash of intarest.
It prxovides a dramatie
vibe of contrast

that pops againat

the natural bagkdrop.

Ia little natural light
tan valls '
beige cabinets
vhite sheets
gray blankets

I leave & bright round
orange |
on my sabinet.
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iixlti' |
As a childa
I duubtti- ' '
Iaa 1t sven ppnntblc

fox a fiannel bgﬁrd
_jjth its flac

nn 1_¢hgract-¢s |

But’ how htr iidw"andl
failed ne v S
¥éaxvanged charauthu o
adding tltaatl iﬁ.u#neu'”
se-plovly

slov lips lattatﬁv

losing the story.

too busy foausing “oa uu’h
thc alow hands o,doiug
unhliuw ﬁ*lilrﬂ“*“

! b.il'iﬁd

tht powdl‘dﬁ Wif‘l
the energy of stey
gould aﬁtihto ENda e

T kifeless 0
'-1£taand1*ptoplt T
and makxe thcu o
leap
‘love
stumble S
and q.t baek up iqnln.
4 nournnd . N

She wvas hunih o
but still
I beggad her only to sway
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vith the rise and fall of it all
iike a snake chasxer's flute
until flannel people danced
meanerised by

the intoxicating river

of story

until only her veice was nesded
the drama on this board

novw living

meving -

ad: her olcw tiugcr-

¢¢uxa tall to hor atdc.

!t Iunt hn'o been po'llblo

for hov tho-n wordo
£i1lled me :
aade me :

& hoy so shy

a boy so resszved
dance inside.
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Zestival

Lets us wafurl this sheet
"~ this tablecleth
this sari
. keds and oranges
80 mugh red
. ahegkerboards and flovers
patterns.
. on oukstretechsd arms
- high above ouy heads
bracelets sliding to our elbovws.
Let us form a quilt
squages of upturned fabric
. zeqtangles of texture
© you must have tvo of you
to hold your piece so high.
Let us open B
" blue umbrellas
tops in our palms
bright blossome
their handles like stamen
reaching fer the sun,
Let us move .
and vave until ve are
one ogean '
our wovements crashing
against one anotherx.
Let us smile
beneath this surface
touahing shoulders
vith one anether
ve are colorful here toe.
Let us laugh -
through our happy soreans
as vice sprinkies down
fxom the sky
onto our svaying
dancing -
sea of cloth
and faces
hitting with the patter
of rain upon
rolling wvater.

 Keith Po:tusidf@ﬁ




Joug Dyepnes

' rout ltttxo drouson
dxy on a long clothesline.

the sumwery sun filters through
the gause and lace
apd tho{ age illusinated

ike glasses of
lak and yellow :
mu‘. . .

rhc inhale the breese

thclr £xilly folds swaying
‘the tall vall of gEeen grasses
behind them

- swaying '

haze ttstng ap 1ike zeg _

__and they are all mystericus

- as they 4ry ia the sunlight.

the ground is mud beneath them
& black volcanic mud

‘&)l that holds
1ese colorful, perfest dcesses
abeve the strains e!
sueh rieh mud '
are the plnlttu plnnh.d tlngors
of orange slethespins
80 much relyiag on their
. 'mplded sticks and
- gusted tiny springs.

Yot the dresses dance presariously
vith youthful indifference
theiy leng ribbens twisting

. Seasing above the aad
as if some of tht
tvirls and
leaps and
of thd llttlo gtrlo
‘stil) eling to them,

~ They Sance with wainhibited joy
the sun exaiting
the liangering happiness that
despite vashing

_ has saturated the fibers
watil they bounce playfully
heedless of the mud below
but only feeling the sun abeve
varming their ruffled

shoulders.
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Hountains
he -ouutninn otnaa over us
' ing above ‘our heads
vat:po:tng tc only wve can hear
orush.
ezush -
- and ve eRpect th.n -
to disassasdle 1ato bouzdora
T sombling
‘tolling: -
ttualdtnc doun tn aome nvnianchg
te orush us benesth 5
their jegged ‘edges -
~ their snaient weight -
and then to reassesble
somnevhere else
‘to stand woyally
a8 nev mountains
over cenntao oltc«

Ihta thoy don't .
when they hold tho-noltoa bcck
standing silently instead
- we oall them': evolant .
- we feel tholt streagth
aﬂ‘ atona to out insides.

We 0111 thcn tic

for it is in-::gtz
restraint - |

wa tncogntto tintt

It tl th.tl
hoauty

we allew. tuotr
ghreat

to form ia us .-

the fizst bDreath.

of satisfieda
security. -
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Avtumn Puxsuit
Coated in the evidence
of a summer spent dvinking
the orange ligquid of the asun
the sutuan leaves lie thick
upon the cooling ground
1ike footprints of a great army
in sand
overlapping
edging over one ancther
each & sonument telling how
three ssasons marched
betveen those dark trees,

The sun '

low on the hortlon

smooths these flakes of gold
which somehow

had fallen from

the soldiers' bagckpaacks
cevering the dying grass
and sticks felled by some
SURBEr SEOCE,

The leaves iproud
so fax and wide.

Stand in one place

and orange paths radiate

like a thousand pointing ltngor-
in all directions

lsading pursuers on false trails
beneath svery tree

and between evexry bush.

The wvars seaaons
have marched through
and no one knows
wvhere they have gone.



3gesbling
A btcott biqtn- to
. hum
' mov damp
AoW svest lccntod ulth mist

A herzald
o! tho tain te follov.

Dazk clouds

tover in the vest
tuln wind

" theie voico <
toucutng sacth,

Pushing through our hair
i% tells the future o
and ve are

T 14ftede

‘The iarlgoxdl treabls,

Is 4 -
the wind
veaving threugh them
o gould it be
Joyous
anticipation?
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 Resgersgion

- Only £ifty pages
.of voxds .
.. folded double
. dn his pocket =
sloved the .38 bullet
enough
80 vhen it punctured
-~ his cavernous chest

it simply rattled around

and sade its permanent

home by one of his ribs.

.Me touched his shaking
fingess te his lips

. walting for the rivulets of blood
. t9 ssep betveen his ivory testh

out his keyboard mouth
‘and dribble down
erinson puddles on his
: vhite; starched shirt.
Be drev his hand avay
dry

80 he reached into

his jacket poaket

and pulled out

those death ~ defying
vords. o
He lovingly spoke

each vord

even the fallen snes

eagh ayllable

even those misaing
until they all

lived again

floating with sush

significance

fato the crowd
like xed

fed balloons.

As he spoke
veaker
more detarmined
he dropped
those shests
one by one
into the asroved
and they sav
each one punctured
together telling how
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. they had pushed that bullet

.- avay frem his heart

. se e eould alwsys
_g;:sptat then - tuto oatlt-nco.

Ig;itﬂ clwaro honorod
- woRds
as:nalaoulodgad thelr pouor
. to shape peepls
80 new -
- 'the wexds had done Rheir vork
7 'sasgificed themselves
. theew themsslves Lnno the
- bullet's peth:
'Jrhndlzza ro:;a:::tlyltpib-
: ~vaperined velocity.
!hqr had done 5o
foz they knew:
he loved kham:
and weuld buing thes
o 7 lilc tgcin. -

.. Thege aze bullttl hitlng eutside
ek X EI
- ab L vesd

as I write

words .
_ delicious vtran

do not fasl them,

.!hlu is the vegk vn:aa do :
!or sAe Iht tnvol tholt

vEapping
.mow.ng
cushioning

. _pretesting
__avol while beilets buna .
. unheswd _
. eesnsforming
. within shis hubhlt _ _
uatil thars is stxength for
. another séventure
- anether saferi
anethay Panama cnual
and another sharge
uwp lan Jean llll.

Keith rottuniéfil-
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ricst

fivexything monumental
 Starts at some
4atinitesimel poink

a slip

a shife

a conversion
microscopic chango
beinging down

howmes

cities

gontinents

and lives
sgupting from
& fraction
of a fxaction
of a fraction of somathing

atglxt filasent of earth
San Yrancisco is shaken flat.

A t:tggit for a millimeter
moves
Kent State l’toutl red puddles.

A gray grain of powvder
- SpaEks
Sagajevo births death trenches.

Ones atom's nucleus
Junps
Bizoshima disappears.

Grinding plates of inscalculable tonnage
Colliding forces of change and status quo
Inmense momentum of dueling empires

0ld and nev eras of human carnage

All pressed and taut
on their infinite fault lines
uwatil that ome pinpoint
aoves
and then things rumble
vanish
nothing afterx resognizable.

Only aftervarxds

all ve have ias history

the knovliedge in hindsight
given all the faskers involved
of all its tragie inevitability.

. S —



S0 we fear that tiny peint
vaiting unseea in our future
aever knoving wvhat

gesture

oversight

or alip
will cause everything
to unravel.

Then ve look -

one more photon of light
is reflected on a cloud
£iipping the switch

from the tyranny of
ovexvhelaing night

te the bright optimism
of glorious day.

Keith Pectusioc 43



kove ¥otes

Paxt Onet Labor
(A poem by Frank Conroy)

paid
old NES,. lchrolaor
$3.00 for 59 buandles
of gsoxn fodder om Narch 3lst,
so that I still have
35 bundles to get.
Sell the tobacco,
Nary, S .
fox what it will fetch
apd bury me .
and Reep the rest.
sel) guns
asd all you 4o not need
and keep the men
det Abe Carpenter a boyl
to finish stripping
‘the tobaged. '
I an tired of this life,
nary,
and I am about
my last.
T0ur Paps,
Frank Conroy

P.5,
Sood Bye

1 teok the fatal dose
April 3

ak § past )

in the atternoon.

Paxs Tve: 'mvut

I picked up

the cosn fodder

Nys. Sghreiner owed you
like yeou asked.

.She gave me

your $2.00 baek.

Abe Caxpenter's boys

sane and stripped the tebacso
vhile I wvas gone

before 1 sven had a chance
to ask thea,

.2 seld the tobagso

‘and they gave me

‘Wo¥e than it vas vorth.
They sald it vas
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'mx'_’ﬂ_ﬁ_;‘.“tMGOu Keit
I took the money ieh 'f"”'*’;!‘
and I MSOG m:

Papa, , "

beside Nama

sear the gasdea

wheve you ané I

used Lo Grew swest pea

on tesllises you wade me

with hands I used to hold.
I kept your gumns:

because they vemind me

you never vuntod

to leave & mess

for anyone else.

I .cook Mama's guilt

you kepkt on your bed

snd Nama's china plates,
youz tools vorn ssooth,

the phote you kept .
fren my gtaduation

and ia the end

X Jusy kept evesything.

% am tired of thiu 1ife too,
’.'.' L

but I unﬂaratand

and I kaow your tired.

Ap:lx A7

Just in time

to vateh the sun st
bekiand your emply
sxpectant flelds.
The Carpenter beys
saild shey'd

help ne plant.

Neke: Part ono is a verbatim suicide note from 1884, Nrx. Conroy

poisoned himself with lsudanaum at home wvhere he lived alone after

the death of his vite. On his grounds, hias u.lghbord found three
head of catile, one horse, and one dog. .
lnurcon Lities lncotd. loﬁrlntcd April 10, 2014,



. miated

His request had been denied
but the vord had not yet arrived
80 he, still hoping
atepped forvard inte & nev life
~ gathering the plieces arocund him
- and alipping them into his suitcase
to ride the Greyhound bus
%o his open door.
B¢ paaked his assusption
- and tucked it behind
thoughts of anticipatioen
‘and the nerves of the nevw
trusting they would say yes
that all he had been through
vould eount for something
.. that ny-pa&hz.tor pain
‘would spark behind
their eyves
so they would embrace decency
resolving past
as he steps into his future.

But they, far avay
in their elicking machine
qut off from the sound of human voices
by the opening of file folders
by gosaip qlggloﬁ acyvoess phones
by the pounding of rubber stamps
~ and the elicking of forms being filled
But they, far awvay
in their ovn lives drained of hope
devoid of atery
sickened by oynicism
- Denied his reguest
muttering about policy
must protect the policy
must worship the policy
they name their pet "pelicy"
and hide beshind its purr
8e they don't have to hear the sounds
of humming tires
the rattle of hope
and healing
in a young man
as he xides wikh gtoﬁing con!tdouco
tovard his glowing future
a0t knaoving
how they wvould flippantly crush him,
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Importange
He carried the Ory packet
of photos in his
top right=hand pecket
to vhich his badge wvas plun-d.
1 have photos, he thought
and knew
he vas the oanly one
with sueh photos
the only one in the vorld.
They veighed heavy
on his cheat

heavier evea
than the silver metal badqo.

e knevw those vere Amportant.
Inside their 3 by 5 walils
were aolors

vere images.

¥as A person

and sagebrush

sand

and small brovn xocks -
fused together

in a vay that vas

80 important

Be vas important

vith those heavy photos.
3t that importance

vas lost unless

unless someone kaew

but no one did

unleas he reached

abeve that badge

and pulled that paper husk
lllpgod out those photos
80 glossy they appeared vet
and pasasd them around.

A German tourlst
testered on the 1ip
oL the deep canyon
before a gust of vind
saught him,.

vith the svallovws

vith the blagk crows.

Did he streteh out his arms
10 soar _

above the gottenwood

Ne flev for those long ibcenda



" the sagebrush
the sand with its
small brovn roeks?

His eight-hundred foot
descent endad in that

hot bxown earth

the sarth of the ancients,

‘He was a0 far fxom home
vhen thaey reached him,

Bad his spircit flown

agross the ocean to home

or had he joined the spirits
already vhispering through
the rved sandstone canyon '
wvith its dack streaks

of varniah ' '

and its abandoned

haunted

houses in the clifis?

The photos were passed around
and they made faces of disgust
tongues stioking out

curious of this tvisted thing
lying among the sagebrush

the yellow rabbitbrush

and sand.

They laughed nexvously

vhile passing photos

to those vhe vespastfully
ceverently

Gloaed their eyes

and pasaed them oa

not looking.

But it 444 not matter
vhether they looked
or not. '

The photos vere his
and he smiled

and felt :

important,
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lt hu‘dl.o '
We stand so Clﬁuo
!ho sides of the road
T arve wide opes
snough for the vhite ttucla
. e parks
There are many of us
- and we awne sscagktered.

Sut we stand
. 4n gxeups of thres
- of give '
our shadovs -tlglls
'” the dusty =
‘sandy ground. -
-ih stand vtth :
_buothers
- sisters
. stuzangers
dittle ouses holding onto
~ bigger oRes -
backpagks on our b.cka
. GuF VR
ox SONOONe 03.-'
© vho vas toe tirved
~ toe tiay
te cazty it any fumkher
sur vhele life
theve inside pink
sgress our sleped sheulders
iasids gray .
- a'ulnlt our weary back.

here la sof% light o
thare is uu-toctgag enezyy
off of cash ons of us.

We stand in eash othes's

glew
trembling.
lo have this vide
- wide Open Spases. .
there is nething frem here
. te the horvisea
only d4irt
and patches of 4ry grass
but -
we huddle.
Ne stand s0 aclose.
Ve teush
and it helps. un .
bxeathe
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vhile ghose in uniforms

" stand behind
open truck doors

Y together

wvhile ve all

" beasath a sky
threatening rain

can only '

vait, '

Keith rortuolo §o



!htl is tht -ont ilpOttaato
o tna't iy

clendn loro 1ike blllﬂvtag ahoct-
lqutn of vhise and gray
- AGEORS. OPON ApaGes
- the ehemicals tear throats '
blttna ameke of cannon and sifle
or singeing steam of apitting gas

thog aze the seasations. pt var

of aonfliot -

ol plot-lt.n_.

!hato cti alﬂtri cloths
soatteved all over the ground.

!hy 8¢ much ¢loth every time

- amd vho:c dan; it come from?

cloth- dtoppod =
or torn fxom hﬁdlol

clotll lnakod tl bleod
- of saturated by waler caanon
-o.adl apravied on pavemeant

Keith Pertusie §

blosking reflestions of hasy streetlights =

or desayiag oa het grhisy msadevs
l%ttas ~M utnou lt!o hoatlth.

u ﬂa&m-
ttt gxoshc 4t¢p tltat
i& th.(
th.al to outtaaat hqnqcuh thcir fees,

Iut oan ¢l¢th
o will held . ts Ip
B W 1 .
‘o defiang lD.ll'. :
lu zumble of sannens '
in thunp of t.at..u caulatota'

lv.tg eonflict hn- oao.=

There is alvaya & belisver
to hold tho Ill. '
a bandage
& gas asak
. -clct ltouad their mad.

Betorxe tho tla-ol

R T



. before the w;gﬂg. Keith P.tt“lnm

 befere the apszking of veaponcy
lolow. the -Ct'j' Rg
" o sileat
 hezdes
'!lnr stsand

asgside things burning
sseng people weithiang
C apen ‘Adeas gompelling
& aaltd ‘sillovette
liﬂtya waving that fliag
‘which is so different
“fxom the flag of uhctq eneaies
"but often - _
moxe often
_tho salt.

Anidtt tha clouda

- auidet 4he cloths

-amidat the chaos - .

thla is the aout lano:talt:
tan'a ix?

i et 1



b § 4 only thoao vho beat him
and extracted a falwe confession

from his agony
had bocn lorth loroan._

with htlnrro :rntnx
‘stilted phrasing

0dd colloquealisms

zead from a sheet of paper
over the TV

everyone would have luush-d
at such a gonfession

80 obvieusly cosxced

and 8o ttagtcally

comical.

Instead .

he suffered in prllon
thicty yeaxs

for a orime he

never connlttld.

His cﬁntcnuton -
tlnvltoo.

Keith Pertusio 33



- _ Keith Pertusio 54
'She was supposed.

to vatch the cows

as they grazed

ia the grasses and vild tlovers
beside the long country lane.
Bat the sun '

vas 20 varm

and the cows

woved so slowvly

she lay down in the

dry, crisp qrn-n -

_lhs voke o lha aonud
‘of munching

all around hexr head. :
She kapt her eyes clolcd
juat xiitcntng o
knoving -

the covs ncood xall
above her :

their ahade wvaking her
their shadows eacircling her
as they meved

1ike slov ships.

She had forgetten much
but she stil]l rememnbexed
the sound of

that fusany

that gemferting

munshing all alonud her

- minety yeaxrs later.



Rpitaph

I wvas startled by your aame
vedged 50 eexily

in an iadex .

cnnprininq the lllt tev pages.
‘of. & book. about

thi spantsh Inquilition.

__sﬁound nyncl! wonaorinq
‘Wiat you had done
got youlltli thorc.

_vittuql nnchinu to lphnnc.
hq”ﬁkildtg o protcndinq.

hen <i
\ﬁ,tha iipan ronrcd.

!it thawt yoa wbmo
- Bible . s
'bigamy - 4
blllghtny - SR
_ Bomak, linran;aou-
'!ltliktd upon. ynuk hcad.

Deugxna only—n'adod to visit
the ttﬁa utﬂhino.: i

N Then = '

thc ru:urrcution ct tho Givil War,

'j!ou stodd quiatlx
‘brothueis _
' Buenos Atrnu :
7 - buxnipg &t the stake

- a tist of buxning places
_buauauh gour-!«ht.

A string cneittxtnq htn

beneath’ hiu hit wtugt.

Then

tligut and hLi child:oan' laughter,

-uupoeg 1n yont d.ath .
 khis is exagtly hevw you
" a leovar of sveet simile
_ e: delicate metaphor
' weuld choose to apend
your otqrnity. )

="_!wo wnrﬂn o
=£npa1.d by a comma -
among such weighty

such dreadfunl.
- such vondc:tul '
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vozds,

Waitiag silently
across the yeass
anticipating

a victinm 1like me

to vaader bdy

#0 you could leap out
and hear thes

phttck.

Xan, that vould be like you
and te think I nearly -
stuabled past
your tonbotouo

e
on this pagt
lnlcttbed ltnplr

irndbu:y. Ray

Rockets vumble

one by eae,

Then

in the clloncu of uara
a giggle

of “ll.hgo

Y ?.rtdslb}iﬁ



Reith Po:tuaio i7
!ootggig -

£ think the next time a broken oil pipe

belches its cyrude onto the ground

contaminating plants, streams, and lush trees

vith its smothering, stinking saliva

the first thing that should be done

is to ersct large, three~stoxy birzd feeders
bursting vith birdsesd and peanut butter suet

throughout the shiny, bubbling poel.

I'm sure the birds flying over

would not be off put by the viscous oose

and would instead flitkter unharmed to those feeders
to stuff their beaked faces with quality seed

sade possible by Exxon

BP

ex who ever's tuxn it is te ponr po&latioa

into the nleurnl laadscape.

I think other birds might stand on one side
¢ock their little heads to the left and thea the right
and balance risk and revarxd :
Risk ~ acxid tfumes rising off sun-baked blackness
Revard ~ an eiidless supply of sesd to stuff
in ehct: bloated bird bellies. .

They can make their ova decisions.

80 many bird fesders

(definitely make them ¢oloxful and festive)
would attrast huge flocks of migrating fowl
and probably some exetis ones with
fascinating and scintillatiag plumage.
Tourists would paxk their ears on the xoad
baside the nassive, stinki 1 @

get out their sunglasaes binecularxs

and vatch excitedly feor bipds to cwosl oll
their listas. .

The community could rocoup S0 WORSY

that wvay

80 once all the oil leaches into their groundvato:
they have a little nest egg of cash

an untouched ressrveir

to help thes start agaln

sonevhere alae.

I think once the tourism of bird vctehtng
seally gets established :
people woulda't be in such a big hu:ty

to cloan up that huge svath of 011.

b, L _ L



04} Company: “Hey, do you want us to take cadifith Pestusic 38
of that gigantic oil slick therer* -
Cosmunitys "Oh no. We've good, Take care of it
when you <an,

Oh, tunnk- for ull the bipd toodoro.

Of course; thty would hav- to aloaa it up
eventually.
It is toxnicg, attor all.

But all those fancy bird feeders
all those spegtacular birds
3nﬁuld uotton the blovw - -

and then maybe ptoplo

vouldn't be -
wlak

tﬁ udge,




It is the long
' grageful neaks of deer
ghat centributes to the urge
' forxr some hunters
to blev him or her avay
te munch on his oz her haunches
and thea mount that hcad
- with its long
g:ac.lul neok
o8 A vesd ylaquc on thc -nll.

That neak seems

- tallor-aade for

connecting that majestic head
. with its peasive |ia¢a syes
to the '00‘.

Inagine the llpltcaulonl
if the deer 414 not have
shat loag ’
-~ graceful neek.
Would anyone wvant to
meunt that head
flat on the plagne

flush with its surface
iooking like the deerx
had fallen through the iae
and just iss head
pecked frantieally
- desperatly
at the vorld bc!tl.
slipping undex
.dncp into she frigid vater?

IX.

A san sees
that no-necked head
flat on the vall.
Re grips his own nesk
and suddealy feeals
that tight necktie
choking him
that starched oollar
squeesing him.
Re tears avay
the tie.
He xips avay
the buttons.

Keith Portunlo&lﬁ




lo uhtCAl '

. his shixt and

bare chested _
sastehas thut loun:od l.or
btoalo .'.I : -

_ pul!nll \
into the uoqdo vtth 1 .
vild . .
and troo.

xzx. L PR _

Nould naturql gnlocttoa

favor

She no-nnahnd dactt

It s0s .

it might. behoove the togultx deer
sxill tremping thttuuh tho foxvens
to ant held up L

th.tt 1
i tac::gl

a0 h“.t

Keith Pertusis €0



) S

xs otntrthtng gont south
drones von't mattec. :
80 I guess 1 uhouldn‘t got
too excited.,

Its just a shame

ne one would be around

to appreciate Shem
becavse, :

a8 they flit ageund
eaprisiously

evoking the plcy!ul sptrit
of a child, :

that seems to bc

vhat

thoy ltvq tot.

II.-

1 4id net see in the fine primk:
anything saying

1 sould net own

& dzone,

I guese you didn't

think of that.

!II-

It 1 elimbed to llt kop

of Nt. Bverast

and breught

& dxone

sould I £fly it

higher thaa ay head

‘without chespeni

I{ ascenpliishnent?
seens at the peak

of K. Rverest

nething -hOula bo higher

thlu 6.

IV.

In the divorce settiement
I get te heep

the dzonas.

That's okay.

You xefused te learn

how to fly it.

Keith bittusléﬁ?l



Y,

The glee written
o8 the dog's taco
a8 he vatched
'tho drone.

laﬂod to dllnay
“as he realised
ho vas no lenger
ll‘.‘.dq - .

vi.

‘Put a -tx-d uattlal arts
fighter : o
‘and a dsone op.thto:

in a aage, _

3'd put ay money

‘o8 the ene

with the best

choke hold.

~'txo

Ansel Adans
in his Sarkroem
shakes the pen
and 1ifts out

& photo of

Bl Gapitan.

But thers '
_to tho tight of the falls

l‘l’m.
Mans is pissed.
"Tti!.

I suppose aon.day
1ike all tachnolagr
aeens to go '
we vill only talk
6 eagh other
through our drones.
There \
three hundzed feet wp
wa'll talk
via dips end viggles
and somehov
wve'll uaderstand.

Keith Pecrtusio 62

-x ;-.-.J.vé«\;'d--l-'_____ e



Keith ucr.ui?f?f’@

- Tou read uo yous peotry- ' s _fip;
~over the phone : S

‘and 1t s0 meved me

I rushed back

- and attempted to express
. a3l T vas fesling

in sowe lines of poetry.
"% 'only wrote a fev lines
before I stopped

-and wondorﬁd if urttlng '
. poss :
about the c:po:ionco
-SRehow Ghtlplll

"the wvhole thtnq

if pezhapa -

8 poem |

about your peetry

would dxain the energy
fzom your creations.

!hca I thought L
Gee must I write a pees RS
about every prd!onud ozpttltneo -

I hava?

can't X just enjey the Ioncat
vithout zunaing fex pén and papott
fust evecy momeat be sems _ - j
opportunistic chanse ' _ : |
to jot something dewn? ; . :
Must I find . :
the poetic significanee
in evarythingy
l- instead
I sisply remembered
your poems
and hov I felt
a8 you read them.
proud :
full of awe
- qonnegted)
I vas going to vtltn
a poen
about the whole thtnn.

3eed thi
z Cldn't?g




