
Letters from the Eight Seven Remaining Countries  
 
perhaps we should all fly on bats  
today 
each of us allotted our own bat  
to fly on 
 
for to fly on bats  
shakes in us  
those colours that bats  
understand  
 
the multiple  
               multiplying  
                              colours  
                                             of night 
 
* 
 
what brought you here 
apart from ropes of desire 
 
now that you are here 
pick up the fallen chair 
 
are you known as the one who kicks  
or are you are known as the one who flails 
 
there is coal in the bag 
try to keep it dry 
 
* 
 
it is on the lyric sheet / the best songs don’t need lyrics / yes we all know this / read it aloud 
before folding it four times and placing it in your inside pocket / commit to the song and the 
song will out / remain a fog / drifting like an early flemish painting / or the representation of 
early flemish painting / one can never tell / one has ceased caring / the cost has risen so high 
it has almost destroyed the cage within which it finds its seed / something and nothing / but a 
great laugh to be enjoyed by all but the mothers of kings / and the kings themselves 
 
* 
 
the doctor has a pen 
the pen directs itself 
it thinks it may be Gal Gadot 
the pen is not Gal Gadot 
it thinks it may be Chadwick Boseman 
the pen is not Chadwick Boseman 
(one day it will know these things for sure) 
the pen tires of this nonsense 



(though it knows it as scandal and offence) 
 
meanwhile a young boy is sick 
the pen cannot spell  
there is a sense of confusion 
wannabee patients refuse to sit 
they etch their ills into the walls 
the dottore takes an extra identity 
free airline tickets are issued  
 
* 
 
day 
one more day to place 
it is not a brick 
(stop negative) 
 
day 
one more day to place 
it backs away 
 
day 
it has hands 
hands it does not know 
(stop     no     go on) 
 
day 
a face with water 
a winter of red leaves 
(stop     ) 
 
* 
 
a boat brought us here 
a boat made of fog  
 
fire and water surround us 
until the demand for our heads 
 
* 
 
(no     stop     go) 
 
* 
 
take me out to the dancing 
 
the general’s army has taken the night off 
 
we can place things in or near each other’s bodies 



 
it will be like the old days 
 


