one sentence; his feed

Cold coffee

As

Flickers of hot pen juice

Squeeze out

Here & then about

Like a line of thought

That handles the abrupt hand of 

A period acting like a sequencer 

In words played like theories

And

Scenarios rambling like an old pair of shoes

On a new man walking down the middle of a bus-car jammed

Road with mouth wide open and

Catching enough sun rays 

To enlighten any Chinese food bar this side of

The Great Wall

Going 

Going

Go

On and 

About

Like

A

Hum

In

A horse’s ear

As

He reaches around to

Catch the fly

Feeding on his 

Feed.

