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it's raining now—grey, cold—ravenous charles creep-
ing up devouring its banks—misty, the DOME is
obscured, hidden, who knows, maybe even dissolved
away—ass and pencils ground from tooling late, hard
9 o'clock class, are you kidding. snore—fitful—
jump, hell, too grey to sleep, too grey to work—
stumble, wander, wonder, up down high low, absorb
the atmosphere sucking in the day's dreariness—find
someone else and lean together, mutual boredom,
tiredness, impotency—what are BROTHERS for after
all. we're BROTHERS and have gold. pearled pins to
prove it—sag lower, our side that dates never see,
living, leaning together—rush week’s tinsel long past,
the summer—when was it, all that is now is now
and the small anticipations created to forget it—the
never coming letter that will come from her today.
stones concert saturday night, driving to find unpas-
teured, unsteriled, real cider—why we are as we are,
sharing trivia, protected by a greyness so thorough
that facades aren't needed to hide honesty—Ilower,
talk—ask’s, why's, ultimately what the hell's—no
longer engineers but humans—sometimes scared,
sometimes laughing, sometimes grey paint mashed
thin all over the institute, sometimes infinities, zeroes
—brains together meandering. turning within discov-
ering, is and is not, within. within—a loud, lengthy
burp signals the prayer's end—18.034, stand up
becoming tomorrow’s MENS ET MANUS again—
seen truthfully only by the walls and the guys here.
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