Bendigas de Bloodhawk
Your heart cannot be deaf, because the telephones of the arteries keep it informed of what is going on.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
Form as cellular phone, phone as vast net of fat white cells, indeed – chain-link code-snippets salient as the broken river’s mindful wander not unlike the lip loop the Bloodhawk studies bendigas indeed. Pre-preconditions and co-extensive with the reality as wily as magnolia blossoms and the rest of the verdant cosmos.
                                           Form as proportion lessness the shape of every late March cherry blossom & angels getting fat on light. S?ayahus getting fat on everything else god bless my choked up mouth. River parts and mudbanks the child might’ve played in, playing you for a father, making grass-haired gods with stone eyes underneath the yoga windows opened by suicides in the darkest dungeons of slaughter.
                                                                   Here he’s traded November wind for crow’s feet, a direct connection to a deep source flowing skullward (Allah’s afterword) chanting fervent for an apocalyptic burn, the meat of the Olympics making spiritual muscle out of memory, milk out of proportionlessness, chants and shudders out of thusness. Butter from mud. Breath from teenage machismo. Blood as form and how brothers of different mothers find each other, from the one mother they recognize by the silver reflections off Bloodhawk’s talons and her wily turquoise gleameyed smile.
              Magnolia’s March semaphore –

   blossom-laden branches just this side of

       skyscrapers and  surging cities

                                                  of moss.
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3:34P – 3.25.11

S?ayahus: a horned snake 

in local Salish parlance who lives
at Lake Xacho’ on the west bank

opposite the north end of Mercer Island
