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And if | become unintelligible to myself
Because of having refused to believe

| transcribe a substitution

Like the accidental folds of a scarf.
From these folds | make persons
Perfect marriage of accident and need.
And if | become unintelligible to myself
Because of having refused to need

| transcribe a substitution

To lose the unattainable.

Like the accidental fall of a scarf

Now | occupy the design.

— Lisa Robertson

The Knife

Say high to your mom because the stars blink for us

parenthetically crooked like the blow on a mirror in
a passion pit

full of sleepyheads. The plane edges over a pulpit

dense like Tecate on the tongue without a lime.

What else is there? Royksopp.

Understand me anywhere you look. Still night

is still life. My moon, my man, it’s time to pretend

I’'m the last man standing, and these young folks

at breakfast are compromising our electronic
renaissance, offending

our collective intelligence. The magic spells omelets
cast turn

any restaurant into a crystal castle with its oohs and
aahs,

but I'm the knife, 'm girl’s night out, someone great.

Zap, zap in our marble house. Breathe, destroy
everything you touch.

— Jake Levine



