fucking walk, baby

Can’t get

To sleep for

All the thoughts

That want

To

Get out

As

Story .. 

Can’t get my

Eyes 

To close

For

All the themes 

That

Want to 

Leap out into clear green waters

Of

Plot.

Can’t put my body 

Flat

For all

The

Loose pieces of line

That

Want to come out as poesia.

Can’t 

Get past the thought of stage 

On as my hand begins

Cramping 

While 

Hung close over the page with

Loose eye lashes

And

A blinking

Red clock.

Can’t go into another dream

As the

Conscious dream

Goes about on the walls,

Ceiling,

Ground,

Windows,

Extinguished candles .. 

Can’t

Count the sheep for the real sheep

I heard on that Tuscany landscape

Several weeks ago.

Can’t say

This or that hour

Is all right for rest

When 

The bed throws me back on

The

Ground

And

Beckons

My invisible shoes in hand to 

Walk,

Fucking walk,

Baby.

