insurgent memories 

of all writing genres 

collide and mesh 

about my head 

when i travel and 

there is usually 

only one place to go.

it's a place i cannot

merely speak in

the

words of this word drain

leaking onto this page

before you,

rather it's the collected spots,

puddles,

small ponds and 

vein like tributaries

that have leaked the 

liquid of my brain matter

all over any number or sorts

of paper slips that have

had the chance to pass

beneath my 

mental word grip.

