
M
on

te
z 

P
re

ss
 

In
te

rje
ct

io
n

-0
0

4-
10

_D
ou

gl
as

 K
ea

rn
ey

.p
df

 
30

.11
.2

0
18

 
18

.4
9.

14
 G

M
T+

1

Douglas 
Kearney

OVER  
DELUXE AF
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What had happened was.
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Techne, maybe?  
To over as in -come.  

A kind of capital, kind of.  
A gain from losses?  
When paired with get becomes an inheritance  
of persistent parabolic visioning.  
Wastrels spendthrift it to a tsk:  
Get over it already!  
The “it,” appears an obstacle.  
Often, say, anatomical—blood wet despite  
how long ago the cut.  
And whodunnit? 
Lemme see them hands.
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Fun for one’s done once no lives left:  
i.e. given no quarter. 

For another, fun leaves no life: 
e.g. gives no quarter. 
Depends which side of the_________ you on.
	 u) gun 
	 s) river 
	 a) definition
This shouldn’t be about sides— 
that’s game. 
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The transcendence hustle is distinct  
from the sublime too high to get too low to get. 

Transcendence makes context ghost. 
To ghost is to stay despite being gone. 
Thus: though one transcends a no-way, the no-way  
remains, hainting. 
Ghost-ass hustle! 
Now: to get to a too high or too low to get to is to  
live in a where one cannot be. 
A Black life matter. 
Lift ev’ry voice like a rocket. 
Turf ev’ry voice like a root. 
Hold and hold and hold the note.
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Hey diddle doodle.  
We’s the hole kit and caboodle of the under  

what bottoms your bogus top.  
We’s the doormat of your stoop.  
We’s the outcasts showing you inside.  
We’s here to tell you: if you still see stars overhead  
in there, maybe what you figured for spyglass  
is a nightstick, and when you called yourself gazing,  
you was being struck.
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From high his dug planet, Ish is all:  
you talk over a and booming out —  

That’s some of that supersonic flight chant.  
Up in a theater, Black chat shatters atmosphere.  
Up, here, is what was once Nigger Heaven hung  
up a dark room casting light side-eye.  
Downstairs where the pit used to was,  
patrons reckon amusement as silence ordinance. 
GTFOH. 
STFU.  
The monster’s in the basement! wings from  
the upper floor as the flickering star’s lips  
part like chasms to leap. 
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MAGA wants a do-over to when their baggage  
was by Others toted as they they they  

went on their way. 
Their go-back urge a locomotive propelled  
backwards, the present puked at the future. 
One wonders what they fevered to chuck up their  
chronic progress jonesing. 
In what tunnel? 
To what end? 
Of what light?
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Whose was? the first question that November  
morn after it was over.  

Whose hadn’t begun?  
To get myself back, I fixed to remember what I cut  
to pin me to the all-in-this-together yonder.  
Y’all, I saw there a sad so new was still pink  
and wailing.  
I felt like a Black-ass nipple.  
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What has happening is.
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Saturday at the Black wedding, we rocked  
“The Big Payback.”  

Rapped in sync with our late Godfather,  
who still still, lay above ground.  
Slid we, over the screwface floor. 
We got up, goodfooting it right on down.
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Emancipation’s not its raison for raising.  
Better I see by C. Smith’s¹ lit shade. 

I’m calling up Cauleen for to say AfroFuturism  
does what it does when how what it does it with  
is how it stay doing what it be doing  
without only doing what it’s been doing.²  
Mmmm. 
Mashing “Dirty Computer Love” through Bluestooth, 
flying’s not always away, but sometimes a ways over  
for a cool lick of fresh Black sky.  
Way up here, I mayhaps hear: some dooms  
don’t favor my flavor. 
Might look down there: those pretty, pretty lights.

�
1)  Cauleen Smith, interdisciplinary filmmaker and Human 3.0 
2)  Or: “technology, movement, and reinvention” by way of Tisa 
Bryant, see “The Syncretic Hinge,” Lana Turner No. 11.
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Speculative ain’t necessarily fi.


