
 
 
 
 
 
death being a code     the possibly oncoming 
 
is delicious        

if its not an ambush 
of gadgets     then its something like it 
 
latent in apparent 
tranquility and oh blessed assurance 
 
this anxiety’s abysmal     my lack 
of lack      
 
and then a landmine 
 
the hand gropes everywhere 
with no front line      

                  to be confronted 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


