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Loxahatchee

by Etienne Doyle
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Adrift on an Insurgent Starcraft 
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Liberty

Battle of Loxahatchee

Nextera

Let’s be done with thinking of new ways forward. Let’s 
come back. Let’s come back to your hand. Sometimes it touches 
mine. We can build from this a way out of the clock. There is a 
brilliance in our loving decay, the red lifting of our bodies when 
the dying gets goosed and the controls are found weakened. 
Lets move in this direction, clenching and biting each other out 
of the clock.
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Dawson Herero

I take as my dawn the white moon. I take 
as my car the green star.  I take as my exercised 
demon the fresh black plum. I take as my state the chewed 
rind. 

I take as my control the half-sleeping cat
 I take as my dream the ejection seat. 

I take as my take the impatient abyss. I take as my enemy 
the specter of operations.

I take as my fear the will of 
ten-thousand doors. I take as my love the field of beings. 
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Mr. Condorcet


