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I fudge my groundhog in the humid woods 
with the object-oriented acumen of a seeless Fig Newton 
that one day you can forget  
until you reach your hand in a damp laundry                 hamper 
and pull out something slickened  
that only makes noise when  
someone forgets to identify you correctly or  
accidentially touches you with something inanimate while waiting in line at the cafeteria 
effectively branched out into  
expecto-night               a lot less 
 
uncling of gravity  
among cursive of armpits and exclamation points 
 
you were so pole on a lite.  
And I gave off an objectless light 
called "brisk O" 
onus in, onus out 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Pinstripe Fedora obtains First North American Serial and/or Electronic Rights.  

All rights revert back to the author upon publication. 


