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                               eyes too large to scale             contrive out-of-scale           replicas of vision              trusting vessels                to  comport us               bl
is

sw
ar

d 
   

   
   

   
   

   
w

ar
d 

   
   

   
   

   
   

fo
rg

iv
e 

th
e 

le
ft

   
   

   
   

   
   

   
  s

id
e 

of
 m

y 
bo

dy
   

   
   

   
   

   
   

it
 is

 h
umbly aware of its   supra-putrid jelly shell



                                         what do we do if we            don’t like the way                 our eyes are spaced
 slow  down             the nose down     into  
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              to the axeblossom                                as som
e of us                          seek w
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                                                               You are a nerd. You are a nerd. You are a nerd,   a
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Construct      for      containm
ent      a      hollow      concrete      chest      for       the    
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outh                                                                                                                                     as though a skein                                                        w
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                                                                                                                               at the end of that sentence.                                                                                 well   
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