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SABOT

We are the inky ones.
Flashing eyes in the dead of night.

Our claws are sharp, our wit sharper.
Never ones to turn down a fight

We seize your content, we make it ours
we revel in spreading it all over town

and you may know us, were everywhere
manic and feral are our pronouns

take our zines and give them out
leave them at a bus stop

wheatpaste em back behind the trash
tie it off, then brick a cop

start a library, or just toss em out
sell them for some funds or

wad em in a bottle neck and throw it to the sea
crush them into bullets for your guns

our zines make great tinder for the fires that you light
cause being the fuel is our desire to light up all the night

and making stories more discoverable
the one thing we demand of you is to become ungovernable.

Join us in this revelry and print them out yourself
throw this trash all over town and
we'll claim the thirteenth twelfth

alley cats and comrade rats, raccoon, and possum too
get freaky in the streets at night, youll see us rolling through
the neighborhoods you live in now look much more like a zoo

by ash























myco-them-friend
traipsing through the forest
surfing on the soil
wrapped in vines,
sprouting leaves,
tendriled hair
is coiled

by ash

they're older than names,
have no time for mortal games
they transcend time,
they speak in rhymes
we can't perceive their aims

mycelially connecting with the plants
through fibers underground
talking, learning, sparking life,
shifting growth around

algae in their cells draw energy from light
allowing them to give the gift of healing
or of blight
their touch is cool and moist
because their heart no longer beats
made mostly of bugs, and worms, and slugs
and the things that those little guys eat

they're kept alive by some device of inter-terrestrial origin
and by the types of mushrooms you find when you're out foragin’
bio-remediator, human to forest translator ecocide perpetrator slayer,
nutrient and info conveyor

takes from those who have surplus, gives to those who need stuff
you don't wanna be on their bad side, get yourself caught in a landslide
of spores raining down from the heavens, this is dispersal turned up to eleven

this captivating verde-infused myco-warrior has come to this time to warn ya
of the clever who make the final mistake of judging themselves most superior
intelligence comes in all forms and can often be seen bucking the norms
and that those in the know who uphold status quo often have motives ulterior


















