
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.



According to cartographic sources, Menifee is a seven-day 
pilgrimage from my IP address. 
482 miles via CA-33 S, including some restricted usage or private roads. 
Apparently, it’s inevitable to break 
the law when crossing. But what if I ran?


