
western	hearts	at	the	edge	of	saying	
	
	
“the	familiarity	of	this	narrative	does	nothing	to	appease	the	hunger	of	recorded	memory…in	a	very	
real	sense,	every	writing	as	revision	makes	the	discovery	all	over	again”	-Hortense	Spillers	
	
	
fool	that	i	am,	i	indulge	apparitions	 	 	
in	silence—first	brain	dutiful	
to	occlusion,	stumbling	through	narrative	
refraction	&	faux	morality	stand-in	as	apprentice	 	
[or:	one	feels	special,	refrains:	“i	bought	something”	 	
labeled		 did	you	ever	think	that	you	would	be	 	this	rich		
in	negative	space	 settle	dilemma	while	strapped		 for	signifiers	 		
under	a	formal	project		i	find	decorum	 	 abstraction	is	formal		 The	Father	 		
is	formal		 a	noun	 to	the	slave	is	formal			 	what	an	ornament		 	 abandon	makes	
what	a	 rain	hits	my	window	 i	take	a	[	 ]	 	throw	it	back		 	wreck	the	tempo		 	
syllable	a	feeling,	commercial	dignity	 	 wasted	on	want	 	
that’s	the	real	tea	 that’s	the	denouement,	refrain:	“i	bought	something	 	 	
gathered	a	self	 	in	the	lust	of	instruction”		 fantasy	formed	
in	couplets 


