Do You Hear the Hum
The Next Country

(M. L. Mae)
Accord us effective role

the regal deixis of dear

attending sound of approach

We speak

authority forpended

agency in the air

Being that we have been

since before being known

by any knowing thing

we step and flap like a crane

we are the next country

the dream that is happening

We speak

authority forpended

agency in the air

Not That Lover

(M. L. Mae)
There is not that will withstand its opposite

Nor its opposite will withstand it

My hand a shape was made for awaited yours

I didn’t know it

There is not that will withstand detention in a name

To be enchained

My hand a shape

Lover come in again

Come be again

Hypnogogue

(Chesty Mae)
Attached to your neck without a name

Taken from the tops of houses

Summoned by the kings and emperors

Sleighs and carriages drawn by rabbits

Flowing like the ice along the shoreline

Chased through the walls by fierce animals

Strange crustaceans with the housewives

Fighting birds within the treetops

We seek a rhythm a line of thought

A way inside the nameless spaces

Floating like your body came apart

Discolored light dissolve your eyelids

Ticking, buzzing, flashing, disappear

Nestled in a sea of oranges

Listening to the shoal of voices

Waxing through the space that runs out

Oblong mokes taking the wayside

Swept along with clouds of dust mites

Tumbling up through the night sky

Fire engines scream below us

Towering roosters swallow houses

Feeling your way out of the fogbank

Collapsing with the weight of language

Shake the plastic images from your mind

Release the voices from the strangers

Ticking, buzzing, flashing, disappear

Ticking, buzzing, flashing, disappear

Ticking, buzzing, flashing, disappear

Nine Hearts

(Chesty Mae)
I will not synthesize

The animals and the plants

I will not repeat myself

I will not repeat myself

Floating through the organ

I will not synthesize

The animals and the plants

I will not repeat myself

I will not repeat myself

The organ pulses a river

I don’t know which bridge to choose

Decide

All these sounds are feathered and nested

In silence

My hand passes through the flesh

I see only an outline

If you tune in changes come through a series of messages

I’m not even moving my mouth

This is only a statement

I will not synthesize

The animals and the plants

I will not repeat myself

I will not repeat myself

Synthesis has been initiated

Press repeat now

Fill in the lungs

Turn on the hearts

Turn on the hearts

Fill in the lungs

Do you hear the hum?

The Riot

(M. L. Mae)
it never shuts down

it never shuts down

the white flag is up

everyone is falling toward the finish

dusk indwelling dawn

here we come

and the music is a thicket

dusk indwelling dawn

here we come

the little cloud of night

dusk indwelling dawn

here we come

it never shuts down

it never shuts down

(the riot)

something

hidden in your mouth

let it out

The Blinds

(David Miklos-Snyder & M. L. Mae)
As if I’d walk away from never knowing

I’ll pry the parts in two

The piece that never fits

I live a lonely life with nothing to gain

You’d see my sorry state and I would be afraid

To find a way out into the streets of New York

I’d hit the pavement first my mental slacking

Don’t help me

Don’t hit me

Don’t watch me

For I would run away

You pull it left and then it drops

You pull it right to make it stop

You pull it down to raise it up

You pull it up to take it off

You pull it left then it drops

Pull it right make it stop

You pull it down raise it up

You pull it up and then it’s off

For one step lost another’s gained

With short legs it’s best to stay

Far from them very far

I prop my things against the door

With one step lost another’s gained

With short legs it’s best to stay

For one step lost another’s gained

With short legs it’s best to stay

Far from them very far

I prop my things against the door

You pull it left and then it drops

You pull it right to make it stop

You pull it down to raise it up

You pull it up to take it o|

Wool Gathering

(Ahn Mae)
Fold up my blanket lungs

I know your songs

And time coming down

A land devoured

Talk soft

Alarms set off

They heard your thoughts

Held in the spider skin

I think you’ll win

Now everything is now

Start out on the hardest route

You’ll soon go down

Molded on the monkey tongue

He heard it wrong

Explaining time with rocks

What happened early this morning

One day to explain

What happened at four-thirty

All years put in a day

What happened two minutes ago

Build a nest with every step

She can’t forget

Fold up my blanket lungs

I know your songs

Extruder

(M. L. Mae)
it will have eyes

and it has silver eyes

it will hunt 

and it is predatory

the broken trees

with the brittle leaves

the bull’s head under leather umbrella

it will have eyes

and it has silver eyes

it will hunt 

and it is predatory

a muted crack

and a wound in black

the bull’s head under leather umbrella

he sings a song of spears 

you cannot shield your ears

say goodbye to aging 

the sun had come up



all the seas retreating

the life boiled off







and it wouldn’t return

it will have eyes

and it has silver eyes

the broken trees

with the brittle leaves

it will have eyes

and it has silver eyes

a muted crack

and a wound in black

the bull’s head under leather umbrella

come

come

come up
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