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Brian Teare

Defeated,you will stand at the door of your 
house and welcome the unknown.

	 chronic illness 
	 chronic non

	 narrative even 
	 the public health 
							       eventually the surface gets interesting
	 clinic’ s waiting 
	 room more
							       affect	 to wait the purling of signature
	 gestural than 
	 temporal 
							       events	 like the calm after vomiting      
	

							       the sum of a knitter’ s dropped stitches 

											              	 barren orchid 
	 a continual doing undone	 in which 	    	 slumped glossy

											              	 monthlies     stained
	 the assembled material dissembles	    		  public fabric

						                 	 patient number
	 without voice      I mean illness has none     	 0 1 7 1 9 0 6 7

						                 	 uninsured  
	 I speak on behalf of what expels me 	            	 no other place 

						                 	 to go     I had
						                 	 to bring my body
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With these rectangles I didn’ t know at the time 
exactly why.

						      old tin tub

						      soapy water 
						      tilts over

						      its rim	 hits 
	 nice image			   linoleum 

	 for nausea 							       how small
	 washing hot
										          my body
	 one end 							       has become
	 to the other 	 
					     I remember 		  again
     
					     my mother
					     poured warm

					     water over


