The rain is falling yet again tonight, and you’re unnavigable, J
udderless. You can’t maneuver your leaky old scow TR AR

through a flood. Beyond, reality liquifies into a single, cold
undifferentiated aargh. Object to abject. A shuddering.

The rain intensifies. Or sounds as if. You've neglected toswallow
your cloud-nine lozenge—one cause, but proximate. S

Another, your parents, now far downstream—s
that seized them—you can barely hear their cries

The rain adjourns. But no, a spitting
Low-grade vociferation. And the thu

scud where? To some typhoon too neai



