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Beauty

 


If I could be so lucky, I'd be
good-looking—

The kind of heartbreaking,
reminder-of-orgasm good-looking that makes its wearer capable of
performing minor miracles

Then I could just stand boldly before you
& say anything that hit my mind freely & without injunction
against man or nature

I could utter the hottest declamation of
love or the cold sting of blasphemy & no one could take
offense, much less even

Bother to notice the words formed by perfect
lips

 



Journeys Of A Billion Miles

 


Upon the sandy edge of the dried-up
riverbed, a

single sage-brush & most of a chewed
coyote's skull

are swept away by the summer- storm's
flashflood

to tumble sodden seven leagues closer to

the sea

The waters wash away, leaving behind a
spray

of wildflowers to blanket the desert
floor

for a brief, bright hour

The purple thistle-blossom withers &
desiccates

in the coyote's eye-socket, the sage drops
its

seed & the water-logged rootstalk
pokes

around for ground,

becoming again

 



Patrick & The Maggots

 


C'mon, dude, it wasn't like that...

My Mom made her killer pot roast & gave
it to me, so I gave Betty the bone to chew on

& she must have hidden it under the bed
or something

I don't know

Whaddya mean I gotta move out?

Just pick 'em up—

Get a tissue or something

 



In Praise Of War

 


This ball of mud & gas, host to a myriad
shapes & forms, cognizant & otherwise,

Enhances the quality of civilization's
ungrateful dominion daily with its betrayal:

More hectares of virgin rainforest, the
Earth's lungs,

More species of irreplaceable flora &
fauna, more ocean & ozone

Fall & shudder gasping before the sickle
of progress than to which I could ever bear witness

The very apathy with which I espouse these
sentiments should appall the world, but—

The pigs of blood & gold chuckle &
warm their gore-stained hands by the fires of the charnel-house,
the crematoria fueled by the cast-off, those whose usefulness had
run full-term

& we laud them

Squealing with satisfaction when one
premature corpse, begging for a chance to prove its self-worth—to
measure up to the yardstick of blood & gold—thrashes helplessly
amongst his fellows, striving for the top of the heap where he
might look out through the glass pane on the faces of his cause,
but—

There is no Atlantis, there is no Heaven,
there is no Shangri La

There is only McParadise, over
five-gajillion served to the ravenous maw of the mob's insatiable
hunger

Fed to the complacent by the opportunist
with tractor & flamethrower, syringe & deadbolt, fiat
currency & motion-activated surveillance cameras

& even the unborn in the
plastic-&-glass-lined womb knows that this is as good as it
will ever get

That technology will love the hands of the
oppressing wielder as easily as it crushes those not in possession
of the wealth it generates

In praise of war, I tell you: it has always
been thus & always will be, the futility of the dinosaur
revisited

God killed Adam & Eve, & the New
York Times killed God in retaliation, & here we are now

The communion of my daily mass, by
necessity, will always be the product of mass exploitation—

Nothing I consume is totally free from
cruelty of some sort

Long ago, I read stories in paper books the
schools gave me about men killing one another; they told me it was
called "History"

It has always been so—the history of man is
the

casualty-list of death's imposition at the
hands of

able conquerors

Let the last history told be of the Earth's
triumph over her malicious invading children, the human race

In praise of war, I tell you: there's too
many of us

Let those who deal in Death get theirs

In praise of war, I tell you: in however
many thousands of years' worth of second, third & billionth
chances, we still haven't figured it out, & every living being
suffers for our folly

In praise of war, O my brothers &
sisters, I tell you: blood makes excellent fertilizer

 



Untitled

 


Today I sit on the river's banks, folding my
reeds

Gradually my basket takes shape, a vessel
for my Wife in which to carry squash, perhaps

On her way to market, to trade for grain or
eggs

Today she goes to Temple, to offer her
penances & petitions

At the feet of the Gods

Over & under; a half-twist returns the
warp to the woof

A pattern of folds & tucks spins itself
around my centre pinched tightly between worn fingers

A strand returning to its point of origin
shows the way to all its neighbors, a timeless, simple dance

While I relax & let my hands do all the
thinking, awaiting my turn to be called to my place

By the feet of the Gods

Another fold & the brittle-dry reed
crumbles in my grasp, fibres poking out in splayed defiance of my
design

A last-ditch effort: to save the construct
by pinning down the fraying edges before they have a chance to
disintegrate any further

But my basket collapses & flakes of it
tumble down to join the corpse-ash in the Ganges' depths

An elephant-bull brays at my folly from the
opposite bank, sprays noisily across his back

I toss my basket's shell onto the waters
& wade downstream with my ragged pants hitched high around my
knees

The pilot-skiff taking me down past the
sunset to the Darkened Lands,

Following the feet of the Gods

 



The Scoop (A Sonnet)

 


There are people out there who are powerful
&

rich beyond belief; they own the lawyers
& courts

& their hearts are black as sin &
death walks with them.

They have built a device which can sway a
man's hand

& perform great wonderments of varying
sorts.

Their electric song would be the world's
requiem—

they may have erected the panopticon

 


network of 'cel-phone' towers &
stealth-cameras,

but the glass wall of their virtual prison
holds

only the willingly held, crying "Hammer
us!",

& be shattered by a simple clump of
crystal,

metal-shavings & fiberglass resin in
moulds

shaped like cupcakes. Their power-base thus
made begone,

the three-letter spooks holding unloaded
pistols.

 



Go Barf Outside

 


"Go barf outside." It was something he'd
never thought

he'd have to be telling anyone, but he found
himself

 


saying it more & more often these days:
sick cats,

drunk roommates, aliens under the influence
of too

 


much adrenochrome, two lips full of mash
& ready

to burst forth into fruit—"Go barf outside"
was a

 


phrase pregnant with portent, oppressive in
its

pronouncement, primitive & spitting
piss. It meant

 


you had to learn how to hold it, how to
swallow it

down & how to carry it away with you.
"Go barf

 


outside" meant that you learned how
sacrifice felt.

 



Sex With Julia

 


Some said that sex with Julia was a
one-armed ping-pong

match with a two-stroke handicap—that it was
like

being strapped to an unbalanced
washing-machine on spin-cycle, while

forced to solve a Rubbik's Cube puzzle with
one missing face.

 


Sex

with Julia was a masturbatory chore, to be
sure, but

it housed an element of danger, too—a kind
of

mumbledee-peg played with flare-guns.

 


There was

always the danger of losing count, one digit
blurring

into the next, so that if you didn't move
your mouth

to keep time, you were certain to get
lost.
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