














































































































































































Not the romantic landscape but the mechanics of information 
retrieval. 

Codes pour through the gap in our defense. The stratosphere is a 
machine. We have known for a long time about these areas of low or 
ambiguous information. A secretion. The organ in the body respon­
sible for belief ceases to function . The gap in recognition is shored 
up. A "sea change" takes place but inside. Color bars are the last thing 
you see. 

Stasis. Organization. Symmetry. Only just not this time. Leaving the 
landscape of that crooked smile. Leaving the scar. Being now plainly 
outside. Diablo snowy in spring. Just south of my mind . A painted 
haze of blue. Actually Vesuvius in the present rendition. Completely 
rendered and detached from the last version of itself. "Real." 

Green of leaves 
Livid meadow 

Swarm 
To the field 

Fleshed out 

The royal road 
The map 

Descends 
Left 

By refugees. Another medium and too much time later. Couldn't find 
a reason for the war. Random is the new word. Words can't keep up. 
Things go wrong. Someone knows it. Walking back into the debris 
she says something about her life . The explanation is the problem. 
Being in disguise. 

Raw cold of a wet spring. Change of voice in the Halsey Shelley. Not 
Halsey or Shelley. " [B]ut to me this is all dreary reality." An unidenti­
fied woman. Pleasure herself. Or grief. Displacement. Landscape. "I 
felt like painting something beautiful." He claimed. Stuff scattered 
there. Everything lost. 
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A camp of displaced people is transformed into a park. We find 
ourselves there. There is paint on it. Against the sky. Construction . A 
field opens out. The waterfall is on the same level. There is a sea. 
Names are among the things lost. Like falling in love but not with a 
person. The wind in the house. 

Today's date 
Against the skin 

Against the sea 
Property 

Disinterred 

Rough 
Linen 

Life or 
Loss of 

Disinterested. Possessed . Having followed to the letter. A root system 
like ink. Living diagram. Instructions. Reconstruction . After the fact 

nothing exists. Simultaneously. A painting of a woman with birds. At 
rest . Nakedness. But casual. A remembered ache. Rushing by. Alert to 
it. Off and on. Waking again . To thirst . 
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