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Vissarion Belinsky,

dying in a small room,

cramped, books,

coughing,

dreams he is a sailor

whose life is flashing before him

in the form of a critique.

Mikhail Bakunin bombs an apocathary--

could it have been in Paris?--

flags, banners, colors,

this is the joy of organization.

The kid conceives a train,

the structure of it,

made out of dining room chairs,

and mints his own money,

and prints boarding passes,

membership cards--

things are fitting together.

Vissarion Belinsky,

dying,

talks to Robert Burton

about the sailors

carousing at the port,

about walking around,

bodiless,

as if reading,

floating across the ground,

past the ropes,

the flags,

cramped,

colors,

and asks him,

if he really valued the experience?

Vissarion Belinsky dies,

leaving his essays,

and Bakunin tells a few stories about him, the kid,

although Alexander Herzen told more.
