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Rodney Koeneke

word cloud

anal itch adapts to amphitheater

baby blogs business books, ‘kay?

clam comes cute dips door down

dummy eats entrails feeling ever evil
god grunts

little low male guy happy

oyster people own pet pole
new night now, ‘kay?

sky ships sing
remembering: remember?
want water? welcome
Whole world works

nocturne

Across the news, the moon

to feed the hungry?

or trace silver cantos

in dark collegiate forecourts.

Its deeds are so minimal

by map it’s still night

rich and lustrous and poor enough

for America’s urban and suburban areas to
shine into,

a satellite for motto
phone number of the inventor of the lyric
possibly Ambrel’s party photo pics
a rite of custom brings us each together
to prefer or be judged by non-applause.



epithalamion chinoiserie

the silence, the season Meet me at the autumn gate
the centaurs returning where planes collect to skin the imperial
a day for the razors lake with discharged verdure. Everything Kenny
the Lapiths in cups; dismisses
is actually interesting: you will see the ducts
women, the moon as we begin to walk a little,
the centaurs with daggers: this month of quiet weather
turn back from our women subtracting the thorns from the rose.

turn back to the wood
Look where the willows thread their fingers

the beasts on the frieze through dust outside the gate:

eternally turning all ceremony of motion has stopped

moon on the temple the traffic stilled
moons distribute coins indifferently

0 women, return. to the poor and the lightless hushed against the
walls

pretending to an autumn
officials don’t feel

except sometimes in willows.
Come to the Gate of Autumn
I am distracted and Kenny dismissed
everything anyone dismisses is actually
interesting

oak released from forest,
willow moved back from road.

Dawn touches the butte, we are leaving.
Cold orb, where I think to find the way
say no.




poem for gary sullivan

Thousands of users are assigning stars
to illumine the people

we find or know,
tapirs asleep in the verdure

of Belize, just shriveled up in wilderness
like that. I wanted to show you

its birthday cake
but gots to maintain that dental hygiene,
right?

The adventure is dead,
there are newer adventures

and if all we are really passionate for is just
to meet, then reach out to your fandom

via science, go use that science background
as part of the earlier trilogy

connecting the books to true life.
A trip to the email, a grand electric calm

Amy’s new friends with pinwheel,
Flushing has Szechuan

I’ve noticed the generations
reach sexual maturity faster

testing all the software
nobody slowly reads

nothing I’ve ever read in the true adventure
comes even close to the books

so who carries on the genre?
And why is it so hard to change?

The colorful detritus of celebration gathers,
comes to rest

amidst the tidy spaces of the capital.
The adventure isn’t over,

tapirs in the verdure
days when you could just be on top of a
pyramid

via fibers bearing sleep—
the adventure’s not dead

but who will keep the genre?
Because at least part of it happened

I turn a little Oscar for you
here, on a lathe

And I love it, it’s what got me into the
adventure genre.
And I love it, it’s what got me into the
adventure genre.



birthday poem for drew gardner

Note this: bad milk everywhere sounds and outside of this milky universe
alarms we are all of us making together,
as noise you can place in the html its gasses in waves and starry holes,
snowboards, codes to MySpace are individuals involved in its sales and
for sale at the rim of this funeral to youth rental

a newly constructed marina spinning the Vulcan
for everything that was sound to gather into for happy returns.

Note this: black sound history

Is preparing the world for East Tampa

Drew, can the drinks ever be again as milky
as a studio in the Carolinas

from about 1830 to the end of the American

Civil War?

Musica negra, Sound Generated by Mid-
Ocean
black coffee and tubular bells
emitting from los bongs de Carlito
Shure SE210-K Sound Isolating Earphones
aren’t really earphones
The Black Guppy Sound
is no longer our sound

Though theory predicts that flow will
generate
a reality series about West Covina
breakthroughs in guitar processors
endowing the radial materials that animate
consciousness

at speed rates beyond our metronomes
with medium- and heavy-duty drumhead
characteristics




Samantha Giles

manifesto for degentesh

Water Table

this canoe’s

broken too. I said. I. I. I said T I. I
that, is I mean that I said.
I want to say that I. I am
saying that I No, no no,
what I mean to say is that
I. I said. I am saying. That
is to say, it is L. I said it.
Am saying. It. As in, L
First off, I want to say. I. I
am making a path toward
saying. I am. Yes, I. Out
the outset it is I. Saying.
This is what I am saying.
That it is I am saying it.
I mean what I said, am
saying. I. I. I am digging
the path and this is what
it says in the grooves.
I. No, this is what I am
saying. I. am. Saying. .









