The Knight’s Inn
Standing at the Knight’s Inn
on Google.

I wonder if I can perform semantic satiation,

a flick of the wrist,

and never apprehend those words again.

No peeling door or

gremlin hands, creeping up and in

to just-me places, hiding

in almost dreams that slosh

with whispers of

I guess that’s yes.

But what fun would Mnemosyne have with me then,

me all empty and bright,

a pretty bauble in the sky.

So I pile into pockets of dying lady authors,

squeeze bubbles into some unsuspecting deep.

Everything slow until the










click
of a runaway browser,

too-full history,

and sleep.
