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W E  F E E D  N O W . . .

D E C L A R E D  “ T H E  B A N N E D  F R O M  B R O O K L Y N ” . 

I N  T H E  A F T E R M A T H  O F  T H E  G R E N A D E  P A R A D E ,  

W I T H  A L L  I N N O C E N C E  G O N E ,  T R U S T  B I N D S  T H O S E  L E F T . 

A C K N O W L E D G I N G  W H A T  W A S ,  R E S P E C T I N G  W H A T  C A N  B E .

T H E  M A G N I T U D E  O F  E A C H  P A S S I N G  M O M E N T  U N F O L D S  I T S E L F .

T H I S  W A S  T H E  F E E D  P U T  I N T O  P R A C T I C E . 

T H E  P R O C E S S  W A S  A  P I L G R I M A G E  

T H A T  T U R N E D  I N T O  A  C L E A N S I N g .

N E P H E W S  A N D  N I E C E S ,  I  P R E S E N T  T O  Y O U , 

F R O M  T H E  G U T T E R S  O F  B R O O K L Y N : 

. . . W E  F E E D  N O W



the fine    plague    succumbing                    to the 
vague     nostalgia    in you to          celebrate 
this     wreck of    memory                 prey is 
in order    beyond    the grey            decorate 
like wild    fire what    we’ve done           a role 
destined    to take    the sun               the fine 
plague    succumbing    to the vague    nostalgia 
in you find    the plague    so numbing            new that 
blood slick    line     beneath               you the 
way to    find the    vacant field                of mind 
separate    like wild    fire what           we’ve 
done   the  road     destined       to  take 
        the   sun    to         take   the  
   sun         so                                 deeply             entwined   

some call the fruit divine
theveincollapsedtime
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