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There is no new writing.

Any writing,  by the time is brought  forth.
Prodded  out of you is old.

It has existed in the depths of your 
closed eyelids during your night dreams

and nightmares, and your daydreams
through the open channels of your veins

and nerves and saturated in the 
extracts of your sweat and perspiration,

with cold drops of your fears 
and the hot tingly ones of

your desires.

There is no new writing,




















