 Fog Drip (The Age of Veil Lifting)
The fog was so thick that after it passed we found it rubbed out all the shop signs.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
And it comes in the age of veil lifting thicker than ever reinventing velocity or showing us its universal solvent side. Up it creeps out of Willits & a gateway set by Sequoia Sempervirens where the Welcome to Cascadia signs are being readied by itinerant wood lovers who masquerade as aging hippies saving the Eel River.
                                                      Fog revealing the age of veil removal, up it lifts beyond countries run by vegetables with aquarium-pump heart mechanisms & their shoddy war scholarship & their endless C student violent foreign occupations. (Gather seeds and Sequoia seed cones. Sip fogdrip & celebrate rainfall 100 inches & more.) 

                         Velocity, the last drug in the age of fog. Velocity shaped and cultivated by would-be gardeners addicted to palmscreens. We, too, sprout from dormant or adventitious buds at or under the surface of the bark, but mark it rebellion, or the reason initiated by ligaments, and move me north (follow the fog.) 
                                                       Nod to the river god in love w/ his dreams then, up river, Upp, Decamp, Longvale, Farley, Tatu, Dos Rios, surely we’d have seen these names speed by in dreams. Indian Spring, Woodman, Card Place, Nashmead. (Surely DeAngulo had a paddle, a gut hunch & a message for Fox and the waxing moon.) Reyes Place, Dunlap Place, Jim Leggett Place, Spyrock. Towns of the great fog aiding the work of the veil; an antidote to the velocity of everlasting slaughter; a blood hawk learns to circle, forests get out of town before a pole shifts (or after). I learn to sing my own body electric, remember my breath lessons, envision endurance of trail-side blueberries warmed by eternal September sun, never run, keep the elder’s voices alive in my head because one of us will die he no longer will sing, but the orchid flower lives on.
                 Here the nightmare may be
                   the hand that touched you

         now colder than neverending 

                                                     rain.
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