
  STANDING ROCK AND WEALTHY MAN 
  

SOMETIMES THE WATER TURNS BLACK AND YOU’LL ASK WHAT DID THIS? 
  

WHAT’S DOING THIS? 
  

WHAT KEEPS DOING THIS? 
  

THE RIVER PICKS UP SPEED 
OR IT DOESN’T MOVE AT ALL 

WHEN IT GETS GOING 
THERE’S NOTHING TO GRAB ONTO 

  
TOO DEEP TOO ROUGH JAGGED OR SLIPPERY 

  
  

SOMETIMES THE WATER TURNS BLACK AND YOU’LL ASK WHAT DID THIS? 
  

WHAT’S DOING THIS? 
  

WHAT KEEPS DOING THIS? 
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Next time I’m in L.A., I will look up 
  
  

To me 
He appeared to be an eagle 

Perched on a rail 
Looking out at the pacific 
That first time in Malibu 

  
Horrible things happened to an Honorable being 

  
“If you’re ever in L. A., look me up.” He said the last time 

  
Next time I’m in L.A., I will look up 

  
He had a willow Yellow 

I only played once 
He paced back and forth 

He jumped around excited 
Only stopping when I did 
“GO GO KEEP GOIN!” 

  
At times He sang 

Called out to nothing 
With the rest of us 

  
A Horrible thing happened to an Honorable being 

  
Out over that ocean 

A water bird moves swiftly 
  

I know an eagle 
Who flies 
shouting 

“GO GO KEEP GOIN!” 
  
  

	
	
	

 
 
 
 



Thin Timbre Thin Timbre 
  
  
  
  
  

Her 
Hand wand swan sword Word Ward part star chart part door 

  
  
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Summation of a life never met whose ghost haunts a conference room 
  
Early on 
A little talking cat 
Told you 
  
Then 
Your partner is 
Introduced to a vortex 
Polarity to the bone 
Portal to a home 
  
  
Then 
Your daughter’s Womb 
A Bright Blue Swamp 
Wrapped around your precious grandsons 
Runs off 
  
You become a turtle blanket 
For them 
  
  
You die of Cancer in the brain 
  
  
  
“Everybody be quiet, carol’s here” -Just when I felt it. 
  
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Achemon Sphinx Moth 
 

race through a field 
 

where reality is facing itself 
 

where a Rainbow Sprouts 
a flicker of Humanity Dances 

 
opposite of it 

 
A void 

another wall 
Standing in its own dog shadow 

Eating its crows 
Still, no Brötchen broken 

Its Mothers eyes 
They should be fuckin with its mind 
They are surely fuckin with its eyes  

 
	


