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my mind makes for me a window then a door

makes for me marrow or an inside filament
figment or sepulchre sculpture monument or inside cave

slips of window panes— yawning at the seams
or permanent fixture green lathe or marrow or nested

an interior door ajar though mesh so more sieve than door nest of
open windows does the mesh make

a structured or strident city grid meets girth meets exurb
the monument makes for me a relic or fixture a fixture then
plaque

gilded and scapula, evergreen aseptic gaps could the flowers
make

my mange makes for me a dinner, softened inside any gilded mouth
mostly cavity or crown

bridge or gully

a monument to marrow and what runs inside it, oxygen to further a
future

stove top or otherwise
step inside or at the
hem
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my manager gathers the marriage of order of alliums and almost and soft
cells and tender and tender and strident the window

my mind makes for me marrow or filigree
the intricacy delivered by the minute

the marrow creates and feeds a steady stream
both a summer and a selfless season

silent or apparition or the noise could speak

all brackish and woven
warp weft and still life
each a degree of the aperture

my mind makes for me a thin, tame vine
settling into its tangled rope

woven up inside the cavernous glass tubes
climbing up the facade

then inside through a pitched roof window

what work
what worth
my mind makes for me a window, brushstroke or way out
scraping back gold filiment
door or otherwise a fixture or otherwise filmed futures
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