threshold' or "may i take your coat, sir?"

j. s. davis

known domains

changes, but the eyes remain ever-fixed,

restoration
usurps prescriptive pronouncements

sex, lonely sex, but sex nonetheless

oblivion
in-process?

through the process

wanna

cool steel
the head moves, the expression
unblinking, piercing empty space. discovering
impulsively laps up artistry
sick sex, repressed
silence or
hush-hush

and what do you ask of me, this gesture of a woman-

do you
of my very particular

make it, baby and selected language

i have to clean the cum off the back seat

we were looking at these photographs of people

the clock sprig cannot be wound continually tighter.

have you ever seen what a

"what would she be thinking?"

how's everything

partly truth, partly fiction.

.44 magnum will do to a woman's pussy?

i looked at her and said,

in the pimp business?

i seek to recover those subjugated narratives.

a walking contradiction.

the idea of becoming.

to rise to whatever occasion we must.

i'm concerned with what i've noticed to be the erasures of history

of my life now rests upon the belief that loneliness,

phenomenon,

dress. she appeared like an angel.
touch her.

out of this filthy mess,

the whole conviction
far from being a rare and curious

is the central and inevitable fact of human existence.

she was wearing a white
she is alone. they cannot

1 une féte du printemps: herbert marcuse meets paul schrader meets natasha tretheway.



