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—“mu” two hundred ninetieth part—

    I said, “I name Insofar-I,” copying Kamau newly
among the birds, himself a bird. That the dead would
  come back winged and aflutter who’d’ve thought
                                                                          we
      looked at each other wondering, wandering not
  only in thought as the thought occurred. We had left
    the bus by now and were walking, the runaway horse
or the runaway house the bus had been animating our
                                                                                 legs.
    We had awakened on the continent of Mu but migra-
      ted now. A chasm opened between the we that’d 
  been imposed and the we we’d be… No one would’ve
                                                                                  thought
      so could do so much, our state of outrage an alter-
  nate constabulary, taxed as we were by qualm and 
    concern, an intuitional math we based it on. It was a
                                                                                  word
  we made a point of mispronouncing, athm, on to our-
    selves, catching ourselves out. Was it the birds were
learning slang and how to cuss was our next question,
                                                                                 mili-
    tantly among the living, self-catechized. Something
seen in a face that wasn’t there they went on about, dam-
  mit after dammit spat from the sides of their beaks, a
                                                                                cas-
    cade of birdseed husks… I was Insofar-I torn between
      Kingston and Islamabad, I wanted to sing a ghazal.
I wanted to raise my left hand, playing a harmonium with  
  my right, I wanted to be like Ghulam Ali, to be Ghulam
                                                                                     Ali.
    I told myself exactly what to do and to remember what. 
We gathered at seven on Thursday nights pursuing beau- 
  ty I remembered or Insofar-I remembered, a Sufi enclave
                                                                                      of
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      sorts or a pseudo-enclave, our state of outcast an altar
  and a bench. “That’s what you call soul,” John Lee had a 
    way of saying. “Something seen in a face what lay be-    
hind it betrayed,” he’d go on, blue truth it fell to us all to
                                                                                     un- 
    pack. Tall falsetto voices issued from us as we did, the
      outlier state whose delegates we were more and more re-
  mote, all crest, all confabulation… An eventual congress
                                                                                      or
convention it was as well, harvesting the margins we were 
    and were in, ineptitudes of self some alleged. Amends lay 
  to be made, a picnic among the crumbling ramparts, palm
                                                                                        and
    eucalyptus 
trees
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       	 _ ______________________

  The looming water wars already parched our 
    throats, a dry saltine stuck with only spit to wash 
it down with, so tight we almost choked. All crest
                                                                          and 
    confabulation, cuckoos all we might well have 
been, might as well have been, kick some ass the one 
  instruction we were given. What it meant was up
                                                                           to 
      us to find out… Kick some ass we turned over  
  in our heads, mulled it over, over and over came  
    up short. Except our tall falsettos leaned like palms
                                                                                 and 
  shed bark like eucalyptuses, this the baptist outing 
    we were on, immersed in our surroundings… Tête’s
wings made me the sun to their circle in the daydream
                                                                                 I dreamt,
      wide-awake looking head-on into the sun. I wanted
  our see-thru abscondity anew, see-thru sex opaque
    the way it was, clear but opaque, smelling of musk
                                                                               tar-
  ried with in sunlight… I wanted it blue but carol-
    ing redolence and strength, concubinage indulged
                                                                             out-
  side
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                  •

            (chant)

 “Not chardonnay,” she said, “Shard Café, 
    where the wounded meet, birds with injured
wings.” So went the dream I dreamt I dreamt,
                                                                    wished 
    I dreamt, the real ones of late mundane and 
distraught, more dread than dream. The boon 
  Tête’s body would be this one bestowed, Our
                                                                     Lady
      of the Low-Slung Hips… With her blessing
  we met at seven every Thursday night, faux Tan- 
    ganyikans. On a river somewhere in Guinea it
                                                                        ap- 
  peared, a dry guitar’s fleck, lest we tarry, desert
    sand up on our necks. What we wouldn’t have 
given for rabab light remained a question not worth
                                                                             ask-
      ing, bowed goatgut spiraling high. “Moan made 
  us do it,” we were always ready to say, forever poised  
    no matter what it was, whatever it was, the sanction
                                                                                  of
  the goatgut nowhere not around… Moan made us
    merry. Moan made us hop, arms out like wings.
Moan made us chirp quoting Ibn Arabi’s Tarjuman.
                                                                           Moan
      made us moan, “House, horse, bus, book, breath.” 
  Whatever it was, it was infinitely collapsible, in-
    finitely diffuse, whichever when it needed to be. So 
much was being guessed and said about The Book of
                                                                                                 So. 
    The shaken birdcage we took the world to be reeled  
at rubbed animal intestines’ timbre, the wail and the 
  whine of goatgut that would never not be there… I for
                                                                                   one 
    came to be a soul man late in life, a ghost revisiting 
      the past. Rabab light fingered my ribs, made me 
  wince. Tête’s aroma that wasn’t made me more bird
                                                                               than
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    before, the metaphysics of allure beauty’s waft and
remit. One dreamt one was a wren dreaming one was 
  a bat, sleeping upside down lifting the hem of heaven’s
                                                                                   dress.
    It wasn’t one slept with one eye open but that one 
      slept with neither eye closed. No way was it not one’s
vigil, the metempsychosis of allure heaven’s fuse and
  pursuit. “House, horse, bus, book, breath.” So we said
                                                                                  and
      even sang, feeling our voices fall apart as we did…
  The shaken birdcage shook even more, woven into
    which a consoling myth said it would all be alright.
                                                                                Wo-
  ven into it we heard Anuncio’s lament as well, not 
    that he was done with love but it was done with him, 
rubbed goatgut’s moan an amen. Tête’s brief against
                                                                              time
    was of the same sonance, a pungent complaint who-
ever wanted perfume took for perfume, heavenly or
  heaven’s own waft an astonishing wine, hit by whose
                                                                                 bou-
    quet one was taken out… Amends lay yet to be made 
      and because they wouldn’t be we moaned. Covid’s 
deep cover was afoot. The spreader prez blah-blah’d again, 
  sonic remit short again of what was real. Kamau ushered
                                                                                      out
    by The Thief kept occurring to us. At a picnic table eat-
ing salmon sandwiches we sat, a mystery school it was
  we were in. Again we stood apprised of our obscurity and
                                                                                       of
      its narration and of the clarity that had come from a-
  cross the sea. The book that could not be seen that we
    would see was again at hand, see as before so’s avatar,
the book The Book of So’s forebear… Thus did we see it
                                                                                so,
    know it so, the bay’s rippling face outside the slit that
served as our window, palm and eucalyptus nearby. So  
  did it go, so as to have said of it it went, the cusp of it an
                                                                                      enor-
    mous whatsay by now, bird and bird imbroglio again. I 
was hearing a tantric side to the black mystery school we
  were in, a wanting to be about angle and about avoidance
                                                                                       and
    about de-
tour
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       	 _ ______________________

  Tangency and tangentiality the black mystery 
    school’s tantric side arbitrated. It wanted to  
be serial withholding, black fractal finesse, black
                                                                        frac-
    tal finesse less what it was than a colloquially
understood drift, each wrinkle or wave more obtuse
  than the one before. Radial advance was not to
                                                                        be
      erased. The Blue Sufi Lounge one stole away
  to ensured as much… My head spun by Tête’s
    platonic perfume, a bodily musk more conceptual
than real, I looked on. I heard her tapped-out mom
                                                                            recen-
      sion, her migraine sutra, played on lateral harp. It
  was more than her, more choral than her. An exact
                                                                              hav-
    ing-no-more-to-do-with-it further shook the shak-
en cage that was Nub, a shovel serenading the cuckoo
                                                                                Nubli-
  can warfare 
was
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       	 _ ______________________

Our Thursday night fish fry put Wednesday night
    prayer meetings to shame, related though they 
  were but not the same. To say, “I name Insofar-I,”
                                                                            meant
    exactly this, that the conditional I looked out the
slit that was as much window as one got. One got
  skinny seeing what one saw… A canary flapped its
                                                                             wings
      inside Itamar’s chest. A canary or a dove, he was-
        n’t sure which. Sister C was admiring the cut  
  of his jaw, his dread hair. To say, “I name Insofar-I,” 
    wanted to say Nur went unmasked but blindfolded
                                                                               at
  the crown virus’s mercy, the crown’s or the would-
    be crown’s mercy, no mercy… The shaken cage
it all was rattled one’s lungs and heart’s cage, ribcage
                                                                               the-
    ater. Thursday fast-backwarded Friday, fast-forward-
ed itself, not yet there but there, thoracic purchase given
                                                                                    and
  got
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       	 _ ______________________

            (slogan)

A sense we hung elsewhere made it okay, red-
    woods and mushrooms the above and the below,
  psilocybin musk as heavy as hip and thigh, a
                                                                    sense
    we hung elsewhere pervaded it all… Thus did
I wander a perfumed forest, Tête’s heady fungi
  afoot and underfoot, a sense we hung elsewhere
                                                                         what
      to be Insofarian meant. It’d come down to me
  or come back to me, one and the same they could’ve
    been… A certain burst or bubble or bus it was we
                                                                              were
      in, a mobile studio we staged it all in, somewhere
  where we met every Thursday night at seven, a certain
                                                                                   some-
    where hanging elsewhere    
  as well


