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I'm bouncing along the desert like a rubber ball, deftly avoiding
cactus after angry cactus. My pants are soaked with scorpion juice.

The voice in the sand: "If it has soul you must funk it."
The field of geysers has turned to carbonation. A bubbling

tribute to the three clouds suspended in the air. What does a cloud
feel like when swallowed?

Below, the army of Southwestern poets begins to gather. One
by one they set up shop: Rusty typewriters, old booze, loose tobacco,
and pissy attitudes. Flailing through the sky I see them as they
skeptically measure me up.

"He won't be up there for long," they croak, sharing nods and
commiserating huffs. The clacking of atomic words explodes from
their fingers. They blast away my abstractions with sex, drugs, and
indie rock.

"See you when you fall," they sing.
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