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Evasions 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
1. 
 
Ocean opens 
For every creature unveiled 
It’s opposite in the absence 
 
Erasure become object 
Teeming measures of salt 
Rock-bound 
 
*  
 
In the context of calling out 
Thought’s misstep from mouth 
 
Sincerity  
Watching its fluency 
 



Simple gestures adopted by branches 
The decision to be moved 
 
* 
 
Or at the condensed will of everything 
One moment a contained gusting 
Another, touch between two passing 
forces 
 
Aligned intention 
The duration of wind that begins 
 
Mineral word solidified into muscle 
Its own uncovered resemblance 
 
* 
 
Hesitant to peruse 
The shingles blown far away 
Imperceptible growth charged with 
difference 
 
A way of recognizing 
The returning bewilderment 
 
* 
 



It goes on 
Setting as time demands 
 
The implied tree 
Fated, gutted  
 
Sea turned land  
Where stride subtractions  
Of what is known to live 



2. 
 
Dimmed propulsion 
Recognitions of recurrence 
 
If only to signal parallelism 
A sea alongside a road, the road  
Presented as its own habit of force  
 
Tacit occupancy  
 
* 
 
Tracing duplicate paths 
Accidental summit  
Seen passing the opposite way 
 
Downcast  
Where crags or budding brush 
Became the body’s stance 
 
Forceful verdict  
Grassy extent 
 
* 
 
To distribute a certainty: 
Sod migrations 



And the nerve-wrapped sky 
 
Presence intersects 
Decisions made on the ground 
Slight turnings and fits of choice 
 
Under elemental flight 
Scansion of the blows  
Wings cast 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



3. 
 
Choosing to enter a room 
And not entering it 
Remaining within the choice 
Which is itself a room 
Spacious  
 
* 
 
A yellow bloom 
Stillness performed 
Bracingly above water  
 
If it were only a measure 
Of touch, there would be no means 
 
And yet there are no means 
 
* 
 
Field of transformation 
Gnarled appendage 
Translatable distance 
Gauged 
 
What the mind can surround 
Lucence taut against it 



Territorially stamped 
The green derivatives 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



4. 
 
Flush to the skin 
A kind of deposit 
And in that all that concerns me 
 
Squat recovery  
Permeability  
Heft of fact 
 
Irrelevance of there being 
Matter at all, much less this rain 
Using the word 
To get across some kind of nakedness 
 
Without which nothing appears 
The untouched decision 
 
Looking outward  
It could be reachable 
 
* 
 
Occupied  
A strum on the balcony 
Quilted duration 
 
What spectrum? 



Air that repeats 
 
Released from the body 
It is never looked at again 
 
* 
 
Mannered retreat  
Encounters in what doesn’t return 
 
The light’s lessening 
Not worth noting 
Though there was a time 
When such departures seemed 
significant 
 
* 
 
Shadowed  
Gaze encounters gaze 
Weight of outside 
 
To allow for intention 
What parts? Accident 
Of revival 
 
Stagnant rebirth 
 



* 
 
Drawn back 
Into this form 
 
This hand? 
This word? 
 
Undercurrent  
 
Was before? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5. 
 
Seeing complicates the image 
Otherwise told 
Groundwork of green 
White tassel of prairie 
 
The steep unwinding 
Into valley  
Or the rain, spent with falling, 
Falling 
 
* 
 
Apprentice of the daily  
When I woke I thought it might be 
 
Long seaside 
Long thought 
 
* 
 
Accessible without the notion 
Downcast perceiving of root 
The intertwined beginnings 
 
A simple estimation 
Of solidity 



That must continue 
To be felt 
 
* 
 
A new time for waiting 
Shrug of weather 
Its cough measures a new dawn 
Withholding the visible  
 
In this surveillance  
Not grass, not oak 
Nameless substitutes 
Taking place  
Ineffable canopies 
 
Cause 
Brooding 



6. 
 
Moment of sound entering 
Diminished  
 
Heavy dew 
Conducting layered moods 
Immobile composition 
 
Everything waving 
From behind its stillness 
 
Looking up, it is there 
 
* 
 
Narrowing of presence 
Which you cannot feel 
Presume 
 
A day is furnished 
Registering difference 
Letting the couch of fact 
Occupy the greatest space 
 
Cyclic attention 
At a glance, droplets 
As there were before 



 
* 
 
The possibility arrives 
Leaning in on conversation 
Occupying margins 
 
All wasn’t noticed 
The perishable between  
Where strayed a green wood 
To build upon 
 
Unlike skies 
A message sent 
A message lost 
 
 
 



7. 
 
Wind’s visitation 
Pressing in upon difference 
A branch compresses 
Assuming the coast of air 
 
After a window’s grasp on a room 
Has shifted  
 
Arrangements of pause 
The panes seen through a turn of light 
Presence held there 
 
Erasure lapped by replacement  
Exteriors of permanence  
 
Aluminum assembly 
A mistake to name these things 
 
Assuming form’s endurance 
Turning away 
 
* 
 
Piebald above 
Thought’s brindled shoreline  
 



New pace  
Visible to the mind  
Walked across 
Nearing accumulations 
Setting foot in a changed ground 
 
It reclines 
Tours behind a cloud  
Mistaken for dusk 
Personhood  
 
* 
 
Unwound sand 
The mouth that closes on certainty 
Weigh in on derision  
 
Trekking interiors 
With heavy boots on 
 
Meetings over indented ground 
Gouge another 
  
With latest wisdoms 
Adopted again 
This life will not come to resemble 
 



8. 
 
Chance 
Whose name we repeat 
Ourselves pictorial 
 
Blooming surrounds 
Suggested affectation 
 
The solidity of  
I could have written 
 
* 
 
A coin above the glade 
Presentient 
 
Testing ants 
Startle 
All my answering is done with 
 
A glance revers 
There is nothing there 
Just grass 
 
An itch in the mind 
Some insect crawling over 
Its body gloats 



We have left ourselves 
The task 
 
Aside afterthought 
Slow traversal 
Movement’s recollection 
 
Wings or grasses clasping 
You encounter 
 

!



Tending 
 
The movement is silent Illumination 

falls slightly “it expires –  

in the same second we are sutured” 

Repeated glimpses of sky 

before the mind turns back to itself  

“tepid arches  

scaled by angles minted in film” 

She found herself balancing on her 

own, above a walled sea  

“The frenzy became rhythmic,  



and I knew I had lost all will” Just as 

spectrums release color, so does 

darkness open vision 

Gradually the setting tears itself apart 

“I am threshold, the rest is not here” 



Dune  
The rubble spends itself  
   Limbs in assembly 
Departing thought   
     Whose answers are sculptural 
 
She was then   
   She was infrequent
  
A touch believing itself  
     Aghast on a linear plane 
 
Time rode up, leaving horses in amber 
Equilibrium as entity   
         The night crying: “I didn’t 
leave you!” 
 
Torqued indenturing of hand and intent
        
Cylindrical 
YES THERE IS REASON  
     IT WAS BEFORE 
 
SHE’S REALLY BEGUN TO BLOOM 
  or             YOU’VE 
REALLY BLOOMED 



 
Wafting glimpses, pitted  
  Looking down on the body’s 
persuasion 

Traced or germinal 
 

        Calling over the fence 
and no over true boundary 
“Did you hear me there, beside the 
sensation?”    “Is it factual enough?” 
 
While it errs on the flanks   
    A radial incoherence 
Beginning to hail submissively 
  “I am leaving this behind” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“There is no longer an interior  
       Recently, silence had 
ripened, colossal” 
 
Suspecting conclusion to be a hall you 
found yourself in  
 
Inclining around the space  
             A shadow, tense 
in her hair  I AM IN MOTION 
BEYOND YOU 
 
Pacing the estate of a wide negativity
  Toward the understanding  

“I tried not to let it happen but as 
it swelled, I was made” 
 
Furnishing desertion  
      Aerial between 
dividing frames  

Context was never so beautiful 
as it became then 
 
DIDN’T THE DYING DRAPE THE LIFE
      REVERSING MOTIVE 
GROUND? 



Doubting the surfeit of morning  
   No longer everything you could 
touch –  
 
“To speak of this: 

            
The 
limbs 
of my 
abse
nce 
were 
every
wher
e” 

!
!
!



“Because I followed you             
Feeling every sea’s corner prick the 
breeze 
Of a mouth’s primacy  
        Embryonic surge 
of the spoken” 
 
It was about retention     
Whatever the words themselves could 
not use 
Periodically, the chlorophyll and the 
cries and the ocean 
 
“To this day I recognize  Her 
enormity held so long as the body 
remarked 

Betrayal as embodiment, as 
quarantine” 

 
The exploit of needing one to be 
another               The 
replaceable bind 
All eyes are equal in this sense 
      Inchoate beyond 
the gaze 
                   I FELL IN 
LOVE WITH SOMEONE WHO DID 
NOT EXIST 



“Sensed a shifting in the trees                                                  
I was trying to lose who I was” 
Tenable door, opening                                                                     
Razed fields of fennel       
 
It was a sequel the gull told simply 
through being there – 

THIS LIFE, THE PROJECTION 
OF ITS PRESENCE WITHIN ME 
 
“What could be seen                                                                 What could be suffered 
 All else that might have reached 
you” 
 
As the iteration of a stranger’s memory        
YOU, WHO CAME HERE TO BE 
REPLETE   
 “Either way, there was no one 
else on the trail”    
 
The gaze tries to expand  
               
 What fails also 
 
 
A body turning into the distance it 
crosses and leaves behind       



           
There 
is still 
imag
e to 
meas
ure it 
by
  

 
 “To have survived and then 
 To keep going, despite that” 

!
!
!
!



IT IS ENOUGH TO RICOCHET 
REGRET            
SO I WAS TOLD 
MOVING LIBERALLY ACROSS THE 
UPPER LEVELS 
 

O
B
L
I
Q
U
E
 
T
E
N
D
E
R
N
E
S
S
 
I
N
 



P
L
A
C
E 

 
A whipped bed of decrees, where two 
spokes meet 
Another breathing taking place 
        Somewhere, something 
mowing  
 
“Maybe I will fail, turning into a fig tree
   Whose lives stare 
and meet 

When the sea is Anglophone in 
shimmering anemone.” 
 
Obese breath shrinks into climate 
          Dreams sense 
you there 
Cumulating inquisitively   
    Suckling on 
instance 
 
“It was on the dawn, nesting like a 
shoal in migration from some belly 



        
Roost
ing 
there, 
betwe
en 
proce
ss 
and 
declin
e” 

 
No telling is awakening  
YOUR AWARENESS IS FAMILIAR
           I FEEL IT’S 
SPOKEN TO ME BEFORE 

!
!
!
!



“As the roofs stepped into moonlight
             
Nothing became illuminated 
              It was not the slow burn of 
surface that touched me” 
 
In some way there are those solidities
   Rooms that are gone 

Certain seductions witnessed by 
nothing else 
 
Before, inevitability   
            The sweet physics 
of climate 
“It was the ardent signature of forgetting
         I saw it write 
my name” 
 
Wreckage murmuring   
     “Loss or rapture, 
knowing  

Whatever in you I loved” 
 
Proximity loosens from expectation
                Rare tint of 
comprehension 

“The impact of words 
encountering a body, no longer mine” 



Always, an opened newness 
                     Hurt passage 
between leaves  
           Leaving the imperfection of 
words about to be spoken 
 
Impossible now to stand before the 
ocean   
          “The happening upon a glade 
would occur quite suddenly” 
 
A scaling or angling of emergence      
    Skin’s separation from all that is felt     
AM I SUPPOSED TO BE PROUD? 
asked one of the angels, picking at its 
shell 
 
“There are just as many shadows in the 
faux-forest                       I have seen us there” 
Realizing what this was all about         
     The words tuned to a higher scale 
 
“There is still light”   
                   
“Thousands�

!



Face 
The pale belief 

    
               Touch searing 
pulsations of self  

or destination     As 
incisions  

of rock beneath 
lessening                    
“Torment’s  

ease, the clearing 
stepped into, and 
absolved”   
    
Pendulous, an outline 
suspended  

         “It’s 
dilating  

       into clarity”  
 

_______________________________
_______________________________
_______________________________ 
 
Blackened in the reflection,  
Blistering with the task to survive itself. 



The belief blushed into the whiteness 
That overcame it. 

 
Upon first encountering the face: a 
shield fostering  
No gaze. No admission. But the 
resemblance 
Came from somewhere. It was 
dissolution 
That recognized the visage. 
Sublimated. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



It travels the page. When I became 
known to the thought it closed, freeing 
itself from me – I see it now,  
in the moment of dawn’s protrusion. 

 
The spaces left inside 
are only silhouettes to that memory. 
 
_______________________________
_______________________________
_______________________________ 
 
 

Faith not held as absence in 
an unlit room “What I meant  

was the body’s 
terrestrial design”  
Contrary to lag, time 

keeps  Javelins of land  
and wrought 

meridians  “I 
threw meekly 

and found 
that continents do 
flail”  

Your discovery flouts the pitch 
and sway of earth 



“I walk and damage, 
irrevocably,  

your 
conception of 
silence” 

!
!
!
!
!



Lock 
Where there was need,  
a deafening route “The wind  
bringing itself closer to tears” 
Her topos rambled “Such conviction 
erasure has, taking root in you” 
In a manner of deciphering The blaze 
of repeating in thought Recurrence 
as the body rises, before being drawn 
under “It’s belonging that aches in you” 
Is it lament?  
Ocean leaked from a shallow guise 
A habit veiled in tumult, limned 
“I turn back only to release 
your image”  



Lapse 
Fugitive landscape embedded 
into the mind, starved of feature. 
 
Place tempers being, architects  
the seen growth. From the arbutus  
 
that fell as you weighed  
among its branches  
 
brought voice, shattered,  
into day. Now speak as!shadow!!
!
to your retreating body.  
Call to me from the edge of night. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Imageless, these words  
recovered harvest beneath  
 
listening dunes. Rain infects 
like quiet, unearthing  
 
pores that sink. Call again 
to what forfeits growth, 
 
irritation of nerve-sated leaves,  
a seeming of what forgets – 
 
yes – we release into desert 
required to subsist in repentance – yes 
 
our budding garden closes its gates 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Your secrets enclose themselves in 
you. 
What can you speak of, 
 
moving through a language without  
entering? The word is not 
 
the clay of worship  
but what sunders in its absence, 
 
contained disappearance from sight  
within. Each emptiness,  
 
a holy enormity.  
Revelation limits 
 
clean, fine sand and waves 
which lapse toward the immovable. 
 
The end becomes 
no more than a concept 
 
in the mind that waits. 
Wait. Which direction 
 
will the head turn, looking back  
at the retreating thing? 
 



Do roots know? Will glass?  
How the ash fell  
 
from the moon as though it were snow. 
A shell of you that remained. 
 
Neither does the bridge see, 
the space of its worship is not 
 
of solid earth. It’s a hat, it’s a wing –  
you aren’t changed enough.  
 
A foreign land  
adjusts itself to mercy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Shadow ruptured 
into all its selves through 
 
the progressive spurning of feature. 
Lacerated shade, shared gaze. 
 
The darkness nothing perceives. 
Elsewhere is a highway, elsewhere. 
 
Here, places replicate what they know. 
The light. A room 
 
that isn’t a room. 
A door opening  
 
where your image stays still,  
only an impression of knowing. 
 
It is not the body that moves  
toward me now, neither  
 
is it the shadow. Something steps  
from a place I cannot know. 

 





 

 



 

 



 

 

 


