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| am the tremor beyond the clock’s hands, seated on time’s pedestal,Weary as a fungus,
Seeping into the hunger for damp, conjuring the swamp’s own hymns.
Burdened plants sprawl outward, dark emotions irrigate them, black soil entombs them.

| am the miner amid the cries, the halo in the ring of algae reefs,
The union of star-born dust, the comet dragged beyond its vanishing border.
A thousand plateaus pulse, entwining Gaia’s nerves, misting the air with spore-born haze.

Within the totem, quantum fungi bloom, spreading ancient Nine Songs, loosing braids to
the wind.

| am the sleepless tremble, the mutual aid in spasm, the one beyond the wild rays,
Carving words deep into soil, into the gleaming veins of wood.

Earthworm tears, moss whispers, pulse-fed etymologies —
| am the child in song, the breath of the distiller, crafting the rhetoric that binds the plants,
And the twenty-four histories of wings, distilling the void into pure oxygen.
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Spores drift down, mycelium spreads wide, dust blankets tangled whispers.
Within plants, cultivation and freedom surrender to disguise, to rootless tribes.
The singer of ancient odes rises, grasping the pillar,Taking the edges for order,

Symbiosis for ceremony, the river's drift for wisdom, passion’s tremors
weaving the fibered layers, stirring the promise of string theory.
Pollinators wield the grammar of plants, mycelium scripts organic magnetic fields.

Fungi, formless and void of definition, sprout fruiting bodies at random,

Mending meaningless lives, resetting time unbound by time.

The empathic forest lines up its interdependent scripts,Hoarding the fervor and decay of
dark, rich humus.

Rippled poems, songs of the boughs, sing the photosynthesis of inverted tales.
Children dive into the chemical chronicles of fungal realms,guided by the bee's dance,
dosed with visions,

Defying the endless branching trials, circling death-traps of recursion.
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Time’s miller stores within the earth, a thousand strands of crystalline rites.

Song and cry intertwine, as water bodies unfurl waterfalls of roots.

Hunger crouches in the gut of the mycelium, brewing shamanic trances and spectral
limbs of spirit.

Even if music is buried, passion and sorrow will still root themselves deep.
Piercing stone, curling through branch and blade, like the silence before clouds learn to



bloom.
Sunlight scalds the mycelium with blazing verses; mushrooms awaken as vessels of
random insight.

Tasting every herb, boiling the dew, the gatherer wavers between sacrifice and spiritual
quest.

Scarcity cannot mend the self, nor can austerity unmake its nature.

Like spectra and tides, rising and falling, beyond even the usurper’s reach.

The entire forest, a labyrinth of poetics, treats infection itself as a path to cultivation.
Reciting riddles knotted like bamboo joints, weaving mycelial songs that cross all species.
Leafless and self-born, branchless in spread, flowerless, fruitless — a meditation beyond
organs.

September-November, 2024

[=p220

oKIE
01

R IEET NGNS LIRS ERVERE FBEWN AR
BANTRhENET BIRBFSR
BV ESE RFIBERE RTIREE

HEBIRERE SUAREHICE
EfRERNGES EERAERNEEER
FTEERR ERZUHE WhRFEMNES

BREANEFEX EXENR 8RS
BEREFETIRENEY BRRIFE 25
RATIERIBE SRR R

I%E0E BEOE EIBKENRAVIING
HEMHNE T ZFEREENITIR EEEN 2 BEEE
MBEER —+ P05 RIFAESNET

02
BT BLEE REBEERENME

BN IFNEE R KL EEE
IFIEFERIA B EH B RIRRE



MHEE R UREREFENNE UEZRY
RIBRAT IR BURZIBIC IS
RIMEEEZEEYIEEL BLRHEEENET

ELER ZEFREX FEAE I F LR
BE LB XRIAE BE AT ERIATE]
HIFFM HIPIHRKAIBE RS R FAVAEARE

R AL B R EMEBERF SRR
ZFRNERROAEE IEFERNRE LIFIE
ISR D R 517 P AIERS

03

ISR EE R REME TLH AR
TIEFINIRAR B 3258 (E7K IR RITIR RAVERM
MNRBEELE EREREEHIVERARMSHTIR

WRAERE RESE BRI BRIR
FAEH EREE METRRFRINTIAR
PESCARAFTSER L Bt R EMNARIER

ZHE RER XREFEFENRERTNERE
IR A BB FITRMNBABE M
MEEE L ITTEZRERIE Y % 2E
ETHMENTERE FITREEMET
BIRTTTARROER R E LABNMRITE
T BE TREE TR ERTRENER

2024%9R-118



