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	INSANE VIA BADEN-BADEN

	 

	It was a pig of a crossing 

	as they lugged

	their army packs 

	through the fuel yards; 

	collecting the dead 

	from the listing sloops 

	across the quay . . .

	 

	Scrawled across

	the wide bloodied shore

	were the trawlers’ last words, 

	gouged deeply

	into the soil,

	by the dead hand 

	of every carcass,

	in small, unintelligible mauls . . .

	 

	All their fingernails were red 

	with crusted earth

	and blood;

	but they were all illiterate,

	and didn’t know how to tell about 

	what had happened

	in their scribbles 

	across the muck,

	so they’d tried drawing diagrams 

	instead . . .

	 

	(Just their sheer attempt to 

	tore at everyone’s hearts.)

	 

	A skinny parson 

	lay garrotted, 

	spreadeagled

	in the middle of the town square, 

	with his entrails ripped out

	by the baboons

	— still belching near,

	up high in the mpingo trees — 

	and he was still clutching tight 

	in a bony fist

	that old black tome

	in a mangy goose skin . . .

	 

	It was clear to the locals

	that the “spiritual gangsters” of old 

	were on the march again.

	All the corpses’ faces 

	were cowered

	into the cups of their hands

	because of their initial fear of blushing. 

	It was their calling card;

	their “sign of adumbration.”

	 

	It was long rumoured 

	back in Timbuktu

	that these “outlaws of the soul”

	dwelt somewhere

	in the deep lacunae of the Sahara, 

	where even the many traders

	on their camels,

	who knew the sands so well, 

	could never ascertain, 

	caravan after caravan . . .

	 

	Originally,

	Private Morla first got wind 

	of this phenomena

	years ago,

	when, after having a sudden fit 

	in Baden-Baden

	one summer 

	over his holidays,

	he was committed to an asylum 

	in Herr Gaggle Street

	for a time;

	a sanctum where, inside,

	all they ever did was research

	“the science of defiance,”

	and it was there 

	that he heard 

	the worst secrets 

	of the world . . .

	 

	His only cohorts there 

	was a local fig picker 

	and a firefighter,

	who were both always 

	frothing at the jowls 

	in unison,

	“Noon’s the go, 

	noon’s the go,”

	like a couple of stir-crazed loons; 

	whilst all the others

	reeled back in the shadows 

	and spilled

	the beans on the world . . .

	 

	Each night

	an orderly would strap Morla down 

	in an old hessian straitjacket

	that was ironically handloomed 

	at a secret prison farm

	in Quagadougou, 

	where his grandpa 

	long toiled for his sins 

	as a graverobber . . .

	 

	In a corner of the ward

	sat a still, older woman called Giki, 

	with her blistered lips

	forever pursed

	to a rusty trombone, 

	softly playing

	“Any Bone, Any Home,”

	day and night, 

	dusk to dawn . . .

	 

	It was only because of Giki,

	Morla learned

	that he loved the voice

	and clipped accent of the deaf, 

	and their relentless fetish

	for music, 

	and the way

	they’d dive at any rhythm,

	just for the sheer, humane ambition 

	of getting everyone’s blood dancing 

	at eight in the morning,

	and good old eight 

	in the afternoon . . .

	 

	Late one night,

	near the end of Morla’s time there, 

	there was this old reminder of his youth 

	in Australia

	that was suddenly fanned by 

	Giki’s advances . . .

	 

	It was a baptism of fire 

	when he’d first come of age, 

	yearning for union all along; 

	but in the end,

	he usually wound up 

	sulking off 

	somewhere 

	for the lack of luck 

	then apportioned him 

	in those days, 

	thinking

	it was because 

	he was black . . .

	 

	“Stop raining!”

	all the senior girls 

	would shout at him

	from the bus windows 

	in passing . . .

	 

	Then, 

	at other times, 

	at sports carnivals,

	when they’d all laughed 

	their mouths sore at him, 

	some of them

	would crawl across the grass his way, 

	and dissolve him

	in the crazy crank air;

	with zydeco music in their ears, 

	and vindaloo fumes

	under their noses, 

	as all the others 

	squelched around 

	in the distance

	in their platypus soles . . .

	 

	He used to recite 

	homemade verses to them,

	that he’d secretly whipped up 

	away from his kin,

	like “What Is Better, 

	A God Without Teeth,

	Or A God Without Eyes?” 

	or the long rhyming epic 

	many loved,

	“I Am The Negro 

	Of The Ego.”

	 

	The near Catholic college for girls 

	they all attended

	was run by sad, old ex-nuns 

	of the war;

	each with leashed schnauzers 

	forever heeled

	at the hems

	of their ballooning skirts . . .

	 

	They were all heady victims 

	of adoration,

	recruited to become martyrs, 

	and deemed to long devour 

	gothic literature

	as they obediently aged 

	into studied virgins, 

	fully trained

	and devoted

	to long condemning 

	the lofty ideals, 

	and romanticism,

	of that ambiguous creed

	they snarled

	as “Individualism”. . .

	 

	Private Morla 

	and his squad

	dourly buried the dead, 

	then moved on

	to the next port

	where it was all just as ruined 

	as everywhere else,

	where no one cared for anyone 

	or for what they believed in, 

	or didn’t,

	anymore . . .

	 

	
HACK’S BREAKFAST

	 

	The edges of her lover’s eyes 

	are now black

	from the burnt blood, 

	which she herself 

	had cauterized,

	for recompense 

	of the lie

	she had sought, 

	by any means,

	to purge from her thoughts, 

	as a subterfuge

	for what never was.
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	THE INSECT YEARS

	 

	The standard ploys resume. 

	It’s a quick-fix world.

	Sign language everywhere, 

	and aside,

	the same old failing groans . . .

	 

	Old homeless Foley

	— long bent by fluids — 

	with his garbled mind 

	forever stuck on sour, 

	only ever gleans 

	Johnny 3:16 as:

	“A pox on both your balls and holes!"

	 

	Outside, under stars, 

	the streetwalkers

	on Darling Street 

	softly proselytize 

	in the racket

	to all those storming 

	the Easter sales: 

	“Shine on, savage sin!”

	 

	But with them alone, 

	late at night,

	sharing tram shelters 

	from the rain,

	they whisper behind hands, 

	like friends,

	telling Foley the bigger toll: 

	“You only desire something 

	in order to stop wanting it.”

	 

	When Foley turned up sober 

	at the soup chamber

	Maundy Thursday,

	he dropped a scrawled prayer

	into the flak box

	and said aloud to himself, 

	like all the others:

	“I am a grieving multitude.”

	 

	Later, he stood up on queue, 

	with two hands full

	of dripping on bread,

	and sang the join-in chorus sing-a-long 

	to the old street ode,

	“The Shit-Glory Tree.”

	“♫ Only the squeaky wheel 

	ever gets the oil . . .   ♫”

	The concierge 

	lays out the facts 

	before them all;

	so that they’ll get along 

	for the dinner

	and for the day . . .

	 

	How everyone eats . . . 

	How everyone excretes . . .

	How everyone flatulates . . . 

	How everyone masturbates . . . 

	How everyone lies . . .

	How everyone cries . . . 

	How everyone dies . . .

	 

	Foley soon fades out 

	after gorging,

	like some of the others do, 

	not used to a full belly

	since Christmas Day.

	It’s like when a cat wails out lonely, 

	it always
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