
This website you are running 
through is part of that series of sites I made in 

pre-pandemic times to lure folks 

into my house, 
watch as they sat where I would 
sit at my desk (folks in place of me),

playing  

me as one 
does when they pretend to be 
you, playing around in your    
computer, but this

is clearly
also not

that.



Now online
this is but a copy 
of a copy that lives offline; now minced
into bits and little pieces like a woman
in a baroque poem that now gets to be re-inscribed somewhere between my bedroom 
in Berkeley and
the server of a poetry magazine which, 
I have found out (thanks, DNS),
sits somewhere along a road called Matthews, in the Californian
city of Menifee and, of course, 
always, always, 
somewhere along the pyramidal lines of wherever you are now clicking through. 

You can relax because no matter where you click, the online copy will always 
carry you through.


