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The Consequences of

	a Blackman Bringing Fire

	A Blackman was found lying on a Memphis hotel’s balcony, his brains shattered like sand bursting in air, after being tossed from a child’s little hand. Some say he looked like Buddha resting in a grove of sandalwood trees; others claimed that he favored Jesus Christ on Mt. Cavalry, or was it, Lao Tse….

	Yet, many people claimed they had never seen nor heard of those mystifying Civilers of centerness before.

	Nevertheless, some people said,” The Blackman looked like Prometheus, who was bound to the mountainside for stealing Fire and, sharing it with Mankind”. And, as Irony would have it, the Vultures of the New World Order plucked at his liver viciously, feeding like a pack of wolves upon a warm lamb’s carcass.

	But, the Vulgus never noticed the ravishment of the Blackman, as they continued to travel back and forth… up and down the mountain with torches of Fire; that would flicker out as if they had been doused with water; as the self-appointed Carriers of Fire got closer to the earth’s surface. The Carriers were like Sisyphus, the Stone-pusher of perpetual retrogression.

	Though it did not seem to matter, as the Inﬁnite Absolute released another cosmic ray of Divine Light that would impregnate the ever fertile Womb of Maya... causing once again; a faint stirring in the cocoons of the Butterfly People.


Untitled #4

	A wingless citiﬁed Man child lies cracked opened split from head to toe by a fusillade of lead, as a childish ﬁst squeezes a gram of rock tightly, as his brains seep out like rain, flowing down a ghetto sewer, quickly mixing with Urbania’s decay. As a pair of eyes look coldly yet passionately at Eziekel’s wheel spinning like a dervish in God’s heaven… as a woman screams & screams and moans from a second floor window; pulling viciously at her uncombed hair like an epileptic biting determinedly upon a spoon, as school children gather around like ants meandering over a morsel of fungus-ﬁlled bread; little ﬁngers point lethargically like elephants sluggishly wagging their massive tails at nagging flies, as a body rests quietly in Street’s soulless arms.


After The Wedding

	Woman in wheelchair

	…pageantry of people whirling

	by her like a merry-go-round.


Currency

	I dreamt of God:

	He was green

	With silver ﬁnger nails

	And teeth

	Of gold. And human!


The Gambler That Loved

	LIKE A SIAMESE CAT RUBBING, ENCIRCLING A MAN’S LONE LEG WITH ITS FURRY BODY; LADY CHANCE PRESSED HER LUSCIOUS, FULL BOSOM AGAINST THE GAMBLER’S HEAD: A NIPPLE LIGHTLY GRAZED THE BASE OF HIS NECK; SENDING A RUSH DOWN HIS BACK, AS HE SAT AT THE KITCHEN TABLE. SHE TEASED HIS THOUGHTS LIKE A MASSEUSE SQUEEZING AND PULLING MALLEABLE FLESH: DISSIPATING STRESS. HE SMILED WHILE THUMBING THROUGH HIS TICKETS LIKE A FOX IN THE HOT PURSUIT OF A RABBIT SEARCHING FOR THE ONE HE THOUGHT HE PLAYED. SUDDENLY, LIKE A VICTORIAN SCHOOLMASTER BERATING A STUDENT FOR SOME ASSUMED IMPROPRIETY, THE GAMBLER STARTED CURSING LADY CHANCE FOR TOUCHING HIM IN SUCH AN OBSCENE WAY…

	“BITCH, WILL YOU PLEASE LEAVE ME ALONE!” HE CURSED, AS HIS RIGHT HAND SWEPT ACROSS THE TABLE, PUSHING VIGOROUSLY THE TICKETS ONTO THE KITCHEN FLOOR.


Urban Graphics I

	Twisted shivering bodies dressing doorways

	like near-dead Jews ﬁlling Buchenwald

	graves… begging alms.


An Abrupt Flash of Hell in Urbania

	White jackets flapping and billowing like kites in a March wind.

	A litter being pushed like a bobsled in an Olympian race.

	A glittering blade slicing flesh like a butcher trimming fat…

	A spool of thread standing by like a Buckingham Palace guard awaiting a command.

	A geyser of red rushing upward like Mt. Helen violently spewing molten ash into the heavens.

	A pair of hands moving feverishly like a Japanese sumo wrestler struggling with his opponent, trying to seize Victory.

	An oscilloscope bleeping like a naval vessel’s sonar searching Poseidon’s dark abode… for the enemy’s presence.

	A lead ball lost in fleshy ﬁelds: located.

	As a group of weary men and women yell, “All Right!”

	 

	Culprit?
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