VACATION::

(the privet hedge, the saint-some-
thing roses in the sand, the seagulss
carrying things, the beaches, the
beaches, and now, the beaches w the
big prickers, huge.) The letter ‘N,
on the menu, at the hotel restaurant.

The shredded-something sandwhich
with good mustard, though, inedible.

MORE:

ICE PEACH. ICE ORANGE
AND ICE LEMON.

LAND, SKY, ICE, COLD BOT-
TOM,

AND GREAT LOVES, TOO,
MUST BE ENDURED.

AND SO ENDURANCE,
TOO, MUST SUSPEND THIS
OR THAT LOVE. AND THIS
ORTHAT SUSPENSION OF
BLINDNESS.

WITH THE PIER, THE
SKY: NEGLECT.

AND THIS NEGLECT,
WHICH RECEDES,

RECEDES WITH THE COM-
ING-TOGETHER:

AND GREAT LOVES, TOO,
MUST BE ENDURED,

AND HELD DOWN HARD
AGAINST THE BOTTOM, IN
THE COLD,

WITH THE NERVELESS AND
DAMP AND DE-SKULLED,
COLD BOTTOM. AND A
COMING TOGETHER WITH
REPEATED RHYTHMIC
WITHDRAWALS: PEA-SIZE,
PEA-SIZE, WALNUT-SIZE,
PEA-SIZE, PEA-SIZE, COLD
BOTTOM, COLD BOTTOM,
COLD BOTTOM.

THETHINGS THAT 1
DON'T SEE? THE SKULLED
FLOWERS MY CLOSSEST HAS
BEEN PRESSED AGAINST, I
SEE, PEA-SIZED?

DAMP AND DE-SKULLED
BOTTOM. PEA-SIZED?

WELL, THE GREEN
FLOWER WITH THE SOILED
SHEETS, BAD QUILT, BAD
BEDDING AND A RING
AROUND THE WALL.

THE FLOWER ON THE
CHAIR, THE SCARVES CUT BY
SCISSORS AND CUT AGAINST
SOFT WRISTS. THE ALL-
WHITE-EXCAPE, THE NOT-
SILK SOMETHING-SOME-
THING.

THE FLANNNEL FLOW-
ER ONNE. ONTHE FLOOR.
WITH THE DULL AND DE-
SKILLED SKULL BOBBING
AGAINST THE ICE.

THE ONNE, THE BED,
WITHOUT SHEETS, USUALLY,
AND COAL, AND ASH, AND
FILTH.

THE ONNE WITH PIGEON
SHIT, NO SHEETS, THE WIN-
TER SMELL AGAINST THE...
TEETH-GREEN BUDS.

THE WITH STRING
LIGHTS, ALWAYS SHEETS,
PLATIC SHEET AND PLAS-
TIC UNDERWEAR OVER THE
FLOWER’S WINDOW.THE ICE
ON THE INSIDE, COMING,
WRAPPING THE SHARP EDG-
ES OF THE FRAME

THE CLEAN ADULT
FLOWER, DULL, ICE GREEN,
ICE-FRECKLED.

THE FLOWER SPILL-
ING OVER THE FRAME,
THE FLOOR, THE FLOWER
INCLINED OVER, SPRING.
THE FLOWER ONTHE TREE.
THE FLOWER IN THE MIDST
OF THE MESS, PEDALS, IN-
CLINED OVER AND DESK.

THE ONNE ONTHE -----

CLOSSEST.

MOVING BLANKET, NO
SHEETS THAT FLOWER, THE
SAME QUILDT.

THE ONNE WITH
ALWAYS-SHEETS, ALWAYS
QUILDT, ALWAYS A SECRET
FLOWER, HIDDEN, GREEN
ICE POPPY, GREEN ICE
CREAK/CRACK/CREASE,
GREEN ICE FRANCE EN-
CROACHED UPONG CLEAN.

THE FLOWER THAT
WAS INTHE BATHROOM
OF THE RICH ROOM. ICE-
WHITE, ICE CUCUMBER, ICE
ONA, ICE PARQUET WITH
THE OVEN ON AND ROLLED
OVER, WITH SALT AND AN
UNMEMORABLE SOME-
THING.

(the privet hedge, the saint-some-
thing roses in the sand, the seagulss
carrying things, the beaches, the
dumb beaches [say it out loud], and
now, the beaches w big prickers.) The
letter ‘N,’ on the menu, at the hotel
restaurant. The shredded something
sandwhich with good nothing.

ATUBE OF AFRAMETO
FALL BACK UPON.MY COL-
LAPSEING CLOSSEST EN-
DURES THE COLLAPSE ONTO
THE (BLANK)0, AND THE
RHYTHMIC WITHDRAWALS
OCCUR ACROSSIT.WITHMY
CLOSEST’S EMPTINESS, STO-
LEN, WELL, BEFOREHAND,
AND MY CLOSSEST WITH-
DRAWN ACROSS, RHYTHMI-
CALLY. - >>>

THE POINTLESS, DULL
ESCAPED, FLOWER FRAMING
FLOWER ESCAPES. DABBY-

-PISSING. SPLINTERS.////
HEAT, AND WILDLY SPIN-
NING FLOWERS FROM
ABOOVE.

LAYERS THAT I (SOME-
THING, /SOMETHING/)/SO-
EMTHING! HAVE TAKEN OF.

AND THEN, COLLAPS-
ING BACK ACROSS AGAISNST
EDGE OF CLOSSEST BLAN-
KETTE, IN THE MANNER OF

THE FLOWER OF THE
MAT, MATT SALT MARSH
WITH E WITH LATE NIGHT
SINGING AND THE /DRAG/
OF ROPE AND CHAINGS,
AND THE THROBBING-
OUTWARD-OF-NON-OUT-
WARD, AGAINST, AGAINST,
AGAISNST.

AND NOT-RELIEGF.
DIMENESIONALT.
AND THE NO-SANME,---------

——————————————— >>>80-LITTLEHIO,
1, OF VOWELS, TERRY, SLOW.
WITHDRAW PEA-SIZED AND
TERRIBLE, WITHDRAW THE
SMAE AS BEFORE PEA-SIZED,
WITH SAME COLD, FREEZING
GOLD ICE-PEACH DELICATE,
WITH CLOVTHES. REGARD-
LESS, THE FLOWER. WITH-
OUT-MEMORY BEYOND
FLOOR.

BE-BUSHED AND BE-
SOCKED, HIDDN, HT, AND
FLORED. THE PINK FLOWER
ONTHE GREY FLOWER.THE
FRAME, THE SPACE HEATER,
EDGED TIGHT AROUND THE
FLOWER. GREY OUTSIDE.
WITH FRANCEY NUDGING
SWEET DOG ON THE STAIRS.

(sweet dog,,, nuged on the stairs.
sweet france,,'F’, . poor. sweet brown
stairs, narrow and bare-ly fitting, not
fitting, poor sweet france, waiting for
the something to hug me).

AND THE SWEET
BROWN (PINK) FLOWER NOW.
HOLDING TIGHT-IN-THE-
CAR.WHITHHELD AS A CAR.
TIGHT ASA CAR. TIGHT AS A
FLOWER.TIGHT AS fRANCEY.
FLOOR BROWN AS POOR

——————————————————————————— >>>HLE
TIGHT, WITH WINDOWS OUT
THE FRAME, TREES, OUT
THE FRAME, WATER BUG IN
THE FRAME, TIGHT OUTSIDE
THE FRAME, ON THE WHITE
TABLE, COURAGE OUTINSIDE
THE FRAME, BLEEDING. ON
CHEN, IN MOUTH.

GOING ON: ALL OF THE
THINGS WHICH BELONG,
HEAVILY AND ENDLESSLY
TO TOTHERS: THE MOD-
ERN CHAIR, WRAPPING THE
FRAME, THE JEANS, FILLING
THE SPACE, THE LAPTOP,
SANS DRIVE, THE LAP SANS
DRIVE, THE SAND, THE OR-
ANGE, THE CRACKS IN THE
FLOOWR WCHIH NOT ONLY
COULD ONA SEE, BUT ONA
LOSTIN, GOT FOUND IN.

THE FEELING, OF LOG-
IC, ALOVECHCH, PRESISTS,
AS SWEAR/T WITH THE PRO-
TARD. DEEP AND ABIDING.
AND SCRAPING AGAINST
THE WORST OF THE BOOT
OF THE OCEAN, AGAINST
THE COLD HARD AND SAND-
ED BOTTOM, BOUNCING
QUARTERS OF IT. PUSHING
GUMS AGAINST SAND, PUSH-
ING GUMS AGAINST SELF-
ICHE, AGAIN ST. GUNS AND
DRUGS AND MOVEMENTS.
AGAINST THE NIEGHBORS
AND HATED SUBJECTS.
AGAINST THE BOTTOM, AND
THE FRAME, AND THE PUCK-
ERING MOVEMENTS ACROSS.

The smoked teas and the smoked candies, the smoked ice and the smoked peaches. The smoked pinks and blues, the smoked browns, the smoked dogs and people descending, moving across the edge of the frame, against the glazing, against the spacer, the board, the backing board, the string, the long attenuating movement across and through stretching viscosity against the end of the not-peeled but be-

peeled lemon and peach.

-C. Crawford

The [now peeled] blossoms, the blossom made by fingers of and for their peels, emanating strongly aglans the imminenting frame of and for gilt and wood and terror and nothing. Of and for and against and always the the bellowing from throated pustules covering the surface of ocean pustule. With pppoor francey coverd on the bottom of the bootom with cool wet sand and seagull shit and saint-
something-something roses, by clossests, for and against the descending terror and taxa- terror of the ocean, for and against the ice-orange, the frost and cold and ice wrapping around the frame and lapping hard against the sweet and small and tender and sweet beginning of the poor sweet dog, on the stairs, waiting, to be nuged, waiting for the saint-soemthing-something and the shredded bland

chicken.

-C. Crawford

The blue/peaches/ as the clossest, pressing against, not for money, or rather with money stripped hard and fast away, left ice cold-broke, on the hard cold pea-sized bottom. Bouncing. Bouncing. Spring green and slowly yellow, fatty, and smoking. The fire of my clossest, the tallow churned in my clossest, the tallow in the flower, seeping into the gathering of flowers and towels and francey, held close,
agaoinst, and sliding. We held, hard, against the frost fairs and our blocked harbors. Holding hard against the blocked harbors. Inside, in bed, huddled against the peach guttering candles, the guttering between covers, and the guttering frost over-flowing the peach and lemon frame. The brown skin. Our delicious blocked harbors and non-ringing bells of the thirteen clossests huddled in the ille-
gal hotel accross the harbor. The ice cold orange schnapps /killing/ in the frost fair. The ice-peach dragging the coldest of the wooden clossests deeper into the river, and then into the bottom of the river, pulling along and down with it upon itself the flower and the bud and the toweling. Holding hard against the frame. The high-friction tape, protecting the frame from slipping, grabbing endlessly at
abrasion until it is dragged, ice-cold and peachy and wooden down hard into the ocean, the ice-ocean, the pitiable and pititful and poor, pppoor francey. Covered with saint-something-something roses, the n’ from the hotel menu for the shredded something-something. The hotel pulled and tugged and pulling back by the friction-abrading ice, tallowing the wake. The n’ and t and “T” shirt and the a
and the s and the nothing-nothing roses, frozen, hard, against he sandy and pea-sized bottom, hard. The smoke and soot and coal: the ashes, the dumb ashes. The tar, which was labored into the bud and the hoof. Leveraged against, but ineffectual. The flowering clossest, exploding from bud in feathers, persistent chafing. Chapped lips and burnt tongue protuding, against and forever for the soft ice-
peach, pea-sized, and just something-something, yet to be canonized.

~-C. Crawford



