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Overhead, are those angels or vultures? Heavy wings
and the hum of decay—they seethe and hover—skew
and smother the light of day. Every word is dissonant
whisper —they’ve got you wearing a smile like a
mask—and all you’re left with is every question
you’re scared to ask. | will find you in the black light

of that cold dry land. Never mind who held you last
night—come and take my hand. Every tether is tangled
and twisted— they slowly sever your heart from the
whole. Iron shackles—hungry jackals with eyes like
coal. Underfoot, as you steal past the gallows—brittle
branches or pieces of bone? Feel your chest heave—

are you ready to come back home?

87819/003



et &

=1}

| saw the fire on the television—the DOD,
orthe CIA? If we’re the cops, then the world’s our
L ~ prison—2, 4, 6, 8, USA! (all right!) The blood red, the

. black gold—this is th; air we breathe. The beachhead,
the backroad—buried in the sun. She felt the thrum of
the helicopter—a little taste of that shock and awe. She
tried to run but the bullets caught her, courtesy of our
coup d’état (all right!)
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I never saw all your northern lights. | never saw all

your new Octobers. | never saw there’s another way

to breathe—behind the curtain. But now | see there’s
another sun. Now | see there’s a new horizon. Now | see
there’s another way to see, and | can see a better way
to build a world—where every hand is held and holding
on. The nervous twitch of a narrow mind—the nascent
wish of a newborn baby—the naked joy of a nighthawk
at the bar, who never doubted that everybody was in
the fold, that everybody was their beloved, that every
body was bound to every heart. And they can see a
better way to build a world. We want it all—we demand
the impossible. There’s a better way to build a world—
where every hand is held and holding up a better way

to build a world.
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~ hidden in-between?
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Looking down through armored glass, above a field of
fire and ash. And from this height it’s hard to even tell
just what it’s like outside the suit—the terror, and the
torn up roots—the lives you’ve helped to make a living
hell. But there’s another way to face the unforeseen—
you don’t have to stay inside of that machine. Staring
up across the wreck, a single figure stands erect—they
shout and wave, so tiny and absurd. And moved by
curiosity you crack and lift the canopy, and, straining,
you can just make out their words: “There’s another
way to face the unforeseen—you don’t have to stay
inside of that machine. There’s a bigger game, and
there’s a deeper dream. So please, come down now —
come out from where you’ve been. Please, come down
now—come out and start again. | know you’re scared,
but so are we. And if you dare, you’ll start to see that

there’s another way.”

87819/0010



everything ends with a crash. Crushed like a rat in
atrap— buried in beams of rough pine.
It’s cold now, and catacomb black—

dreaming of dandelion wine.
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Is there a me without you, the you that breathes the
sum? Again, the one from many —again, increased by
one. Is there a you without me, the me with star swept

eyes? Alive with fresh becomings—new grass beneath

black skies. el et e
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