Hold the line, another call is coming

To the soul it may concern



sincerely,


from an Atheist in Bethlehem-

Yeats?

I found the falcon

advertised-shown in your lost notice

(di$$ected & Ex/tra(p)pol[ate]d)

it's been dead for nearly a century now,

but still flying dutifully away from the centre

on a million year journey it must see through, abruptly

ended.  



Yeats



we made seashells from it beaks




we said its feathers were dreams of Man and Beast





we said it was the age of a lost art






and coming Apocalypse




and criticized poetry to death.









Yeats









we now write like the sun cupping your lip









and I want to kiss you, let you know it's









gay as in ok, be happy, faggots are smoked









as cigars, not phallic imagery that Freud









wrote on the distance from Andromeda









to your blue eyes, a geyser I fell in









and I forgot to use a shampoo last night









in the bath, I must smell like grandma's









dead falcon, we buried at the town festival









it worked so hard, but died so young









and fingers curving to trailing your skin









back to your lips, I'm lost, Yeats









we write lost, as if with meaning









without, the gyre






     unbound


          unwound

falling with twin towers

TERROR ALERT [all encapsulating] RED

where is Beckett and the absurd

and I'm thinking a man named Siken is popular today

is this the- is your gyre found Yeats?

Yeats?

