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From the mouth speech leapt forth,


and imbuing the world was fire;

from the nostrils came exhalation,


and hissing was the wind;

so sight sprang up from the eyes,


and rose and shone the sun;

then hearing was not heard but swept


from ears and was the field.

As hair was sprouting on the feeling skin,


so earth pushed out the plants and trees;

so moon was mind, conceived as well


within the chambers of the heart;

as from the navel inhalation burst,


and shuddering was death;

so semen required genitals,


as waters demanded source.

The vines twisted from place to place,


and stars stumbling crossed the roads;

the roof buckled beneath the flames,


and collapsing was extinguished;

beneath the rubble safely covered,


a potato wrapped in leaves remained,

a potato and a little melted butter 


hugged by fabric in a jar.

Picking off the skin, the little peep began to eat,


breaking the matter into pieces;

the peep, the cutest little peep, did peep,


the cutest peep in a world of peeps;

a peep ever peeping as a peep will do,


a dancing peep, or sitting;

for the mind was the moon as the sight was the sun,


but the peep was the peep,


the peep was alone. 

The hanging lights ran from the body,


and the lights gave forth sensation;

on feet of wind the peep departed,


on breath of breath the peep went in;

the peep graced past the body hairs,


and dipped into the heart;

until at last the peep was drawn,


by wind into the navel.

The peep was as the sweetness in milk,

huddled in place like a pea;

the pea rested firm on a pea and a pea,


with peas within peas for the ground;

and covered over with the stillness of air,


the peep preserved a spot;

the peep's house was blessed then—


the peep would not be caught.

