by SAM TRUITT

eclipse

pinned again against the light the dark ~ mirror makes see
echowe echo le’ go my égo

the smooth head of it
the hole cut out  of the middle

the riddle in the ruin  is tender
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eye

then our voices are who we are when we are most alone to hear
them
teardrop in the shape of body
in the shape of the light at the
mouth of the tunnel going down into
darkness
man with propeller attached to chest prepares to dismember
anumber adaddy-longlegs and flick it at the jury
the injury
hodehum walking between vales  of the exposed manhattan schist
how real can itbe “we be”
wobbles  but we don’t fall down
we be rock
we be walking through the tunnel toward the zoo
toward you
toward the smell of eglantine
a white world in a white moment
insect with a human face  rolling out of reach

forwarding this grace  but you have to lose your place

line in pirouette the bottom line  the rounded crest
the body’s pale horizon
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flake

to take the brine as though you could without puking
to make the hum rhyme as though you could

as though some connection
between what you feel in your throat & what grabs you

in place above insert perdition
insert lack of connection insert sludge
bleeding down the edges
in another day  in the song of
creation
begun some time ago in head of caveperson

we know the first war was the slaughter of the
neanderthals
& are we any worse for it

or what we forget?

tin star falling through the skies of naragansett

these new jackets they have all these logos
where do we come from?
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dream

in many ways what is perfect has only begun  to detect us
become un-  done by deep down things

feelings find at edge of rhyme
to which we entwine  or something  without the “t”
to strike the ball squarely  rising & rising into sky
like a meaning something to make us feel
connected with it

under my nail is god
under janet jackson’s tit
isgod in the whirl of flushed toilets
dreams
swallow what we are made of
but how else may we see what we are made of



