Brigitte Byrd—“there was absence in their ballad” from Song of a Living Room

(perhaps the reason was really that)

The following morning she had grown.  There was futility in the narrative and her voice broke.  It was a challenge.  Like the continuity of a fallen history like her eyes locked into his like his body locked into hers like the fear of.  Elle est dehors, la Vie, avec ses balançoires, ses alcools et ses monstres.  It was not a theatrical gesture this leaping out a window it was poetic industrialism it was gauche surrealism it was referential anguish it was just uninspired.  She hung over the clashing format of a limb-crushing performance and his early desire clutched to paradoxical pleasures.  The question was not her emotional modernity.  The question was not the crumbling of the Georgian Landscape.  He sensed her resistance to shambling close-ups and there was absence in their ballad.        
(how to cure the appendix)

With sparkling melancholy she abandoned the idea of.  There was a sense of distraction and he wandered toward the irresistible.  Pas de pensée.  Pas de conscience.  Pas d’âme.  Trays filled with spontaneous lines like poetic sculptures like romantic landscapes like luminous simplicity.  She touched his knee and it was an example of her consistency.  In other words it was not a coincidence this attraction to.  Ethereal composition original groove anchoring resonance.  What were they thinking when they landed in Texas.  He said Souviens-toi qu’on n’est pas dans un western.  Men walked back and forth wearing green beaded necklaces and it was confusing.  They were not the same in this catalytic corridor.  The writer in her patched this late winter fantasy with a claustrophobic summary.  She said If they let cowboys in they’d lasso us and do you want to miss our flight?  It was a place where meaning was spare and presidential.  

(depending on the purpose of a jaded perception)

Organized by silhouettes her undergarments took a blue hue and he followed her European style.  There was no safer path.  She pulled him through a gap to watch the retrospective of futuristic snapshots and there was no overhead in the room. It was a dark motion toward.  Maintenant jadis est jadis maintenant.  O modern poetry this design belonged to her unyielding gaze.  A conceptual set an execution a change of heart.  Where were the rodeos of inventive couture in this Southern desolation.  Occasionally he expected her to love the sound of mushrooms.  He was after all a philosopher.  She did not say this was a moment of extreme boredom when she saw her hair red like an emotional challenge.  She stood with her back against the wall and his lips against her thigh.   There was always a tumultuous context when she came.      
(conveniently time came for another rehearsal)

To find a corner of splendor was not always a poetic thrust in her severed beginnings.  She called upon his flowing mouth and there was always a chance for decay.  He saw her as a chest full of classical climaxes and was it not a commodity.  Like shipwrecks of obedience like elevators of eloquence like polemics of convenience.  She looked for glowing desire and stumbled on didactic illusions.  The earth is very tight today, can it be I have put on flesh?  She shot herself with confusion.  There was an edge to her decorated fear.  How was he to hug her whirling wants without swaying away from his medicated core.  He thought eternal return.  He thought mathematical trouble.  He thought irrecoverable combination.  He chose complacency.  She read Did you not hear me screaming for you?  There.  No omnivorous communication with the old style.  He fed on persistent yellow flowers. She fed on his breath.  Until.  She crawled over his punctuated past.  Until.  There was a splintered shadow on her ceiling and she knew.  He had turned.  She held her bleeding mind like a dream and shouted floral nonsense.  Turned.   Back to a green wall he missed her wounded lips.  O inessential environment, litter the cathexis of my gyrating interior.  He gave her a recording of his voice and she was too busy to live happily ever after.

(how to delineate the furtive)

Was this a dramatic oscillation when they displayed equally confused romantics at their first spring showcase.  When his headlights stole through her blinds she read Que faire des vieux délires enkystés dans l’âme?  O chromatic room there was a blend of fracture revivals and verbal accidentals in her musical.  After she slipped on her red dress to hang in velvet air.  After she stitched up wretched balconies into a word map.   After she said All my friends are writers.  After he said Illusions and nothing.  There was a striking vulnerability in his evaporated collapse.  Like a touchstone illuminating her compositional resonances like an anchor reeling her back from choreographed fantasies.  There.  He opened her onto unbreakable graciousness and she did not have an allergic reaction. 
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