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Gluttony 
 

 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There’s nothing to 

say Not that I never 

had anything to say 

to you but There’s 

nothing to say to 

anybody (Nobody 

has anything to 

say) Why do we 

keep saying the 

same things? I am 

immolating “Just 

trying a  new look” 

Enraged by simple 
appearance 
Dining upon fate’s 
failed balustrades 
Eradicating the  
past Forgetting the 
things that were 
good Ridiculing 
them out of 
existence 
To release 
What exists  
(Whatever is yours) 
In order that 
something new  
become the good 
you can repeatedly 
destroy This 
process can happen 
as many times  
as you like You can 
destroy whatever is 
yours Whatever is 
not yours you 
cannot destroy 
Disbelief is a 
tomato 
Wrapped in pigskin  
I’ve never seen 
anything so 
relatable 



Simple Abandonment 

 

 

 

 

 

 

no tell how’s it’s is  
no telling how it 
goes what a there 
no tell me how it 
goes 
the story about the 
girl and the dream 
 
tell me the story 
about the girl 
with the cat named 
Charlemagne 
 
how’s it’s is what 
 
Go to hell 
to retrieve your face 
Don’t look like it 
Was torn away 
Revealing even less 
than was there 
before 
 
there there 
 
I feel a little better  
there now that I’ve 
put words to it I a 
there no tell how’s 
it’s is no tell me  
 
 

I couldn’t hear the 

rain. I went to a place 

in my apartment 

where I could hear the 

rain. I went to a place 

in the rain, asking it 

my unanswerable 

questions. I will not 

repeat here what I 

heard. It’s because I 

forgot to close the 

window that all the 

rain came through. It 

ruined the remaining 

thing I thought I felt 

about you. What did 

you want to say to 

me? I want to say new 

things. I couldn’t hear 

the rain… 



Hierophant 

 

I ask too many questions 

“why do you rush” I thought I 

saw you outside my apartment 

There was nobody there 

I tried on the clothes I bought 

(There was nobody there) 

 

Why do you 
rush? Where is 
you now? 
What? your 
face? where 
your friends? 
Do you  feel 
hungry yet 
 
where are my 
friends now? 
Does it feel 
fine? Do they 
feel fine? Could 
use something 
to eat Is it dark 
out? Why can’t 
I stay  Can’t I 
say Say 
anything? 
 
So many things 
to do  Before I 
go to sleep 
Again convince 
myself I’m  
already alive 
and doing just 
fine To round 
off the list I  
 
Everything 
seems fine here 
 

Of course, they looked 

fine 

“Everything seems 

fine” 

I don't feel fine 

Everything else is fine  

 


