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Richard fox 
fast  

 
 
 
fast-foodgod,  i. have nomore language with me 
dead people live 
fast-asleep  in the fastlane beside me 
this is the end of the freeway 
lights.. 
fast-awake,  we havenot slept in (years? 
i. have sought youout with my eyes,  
in my heart hasnot felt a fucken thing 
i. have lookedlike myself 
more and more - people nolonger see me  
and that is good. 
i. fast 
  
ii. faster 
 
language nolonger sits at the feet of the gods 
it racks the daughters of man 
we are simply put 
out 
and that is good. 
  
i. cannot stay to watch another cancer heal  
the wounds we have laboured so hard to form  
 
this listener of wood is deaf as stone; 
we search so hard to learn of distance 
 
i. cannot bring you closer than you are 
god cannot bring me closer from out far 
 
yesterday i rained this sorry tale for you 
and today i must soak it up again 
i’ m sorry but tomorrow may be rotten 
in the places we weren’t 
 
fastenough 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
as the dye is bled from day’s dying 
riddance of sun 
as your colour-fast independence 
trickles beneath the heel’s iron hand, 
 
dream of times when things were harder to understand 
and easier to except, dream of lesser measures 
making more of men, nothing matters beyond 
 
coming to peace and making terms 
with yourenemy , theself that is fast becoming 
 
astand-alone historical momento of you,mankind 
 
together we paved a bright future together we 
lost a thousand prayers together we watched 
our gods turn dark upon us,  together 
 
fast-awake, fast-asleep.  
fast alone.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
The IIIrd  

 
 
I 
 
I missed the cultural reunion -  
 By a matter of late trains 
I was empty on the platform 
 
I denounced my luggage  
and walked from the scenes 
 on my hands,  
The Original Monkey boy®  
 
Passing the so-called Citizens of art  
 
I climbed a Hill,  but that was 
after the Reception, where  
recording dramatic entrances 
left a taste for the canal 
 
An almighty literjon of water  
with which to wash the world 
    
a Boy from the South (will rise?) 
 never too cool for the Blues, 
 
They held the religion without me 
 But that was alright because 
I am already sacred      
 
My pockets fullof atombombs 
 I held the Bandana bold 
leading an American Bulldog 
through the township  
 
I was late for the cultural reunion 
 I was calling the codwhipped 
from the streets into the Hotels 
of Democracy  
 
I was renaming the 52 presidents  
of a Host regime 



  
 
 
 
 
I was late for the cultural reunion 
 But my Legend pr eceeded me 
to the Banquet where 
 
I pardoned the punch 
 
where 
I  
greeted the guests in irony  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Far & tether  

 
 
 
Language has covered me, language gently  
 thread-shift settling, a tomb-cloth draping  
a tired frame of words and tongue tied 
 walking wrapped inside a blanket of tight-lipped   
 
Sulking in the pitch of night, a language of homeless 
 cold stars, each appointed place pointed along  
a plotted curve, a logic of belonging to  
every space guarded of its own taking,   light 
 
and moulding light of it    giving, and sorting  
 each attempt from the upset,    
from the onset - Language, as I wore 
as I wove a circle from a corner and a corner  
 
 Language, as I drove, a clatter    out the mouth and into morning    
language, as I strove in a desert lacking warm 
lacking sand,  lackey,  stone covering a lonely hardness of itself   
 
in tar and fether  : fishing a language of tins of worms   
  hook, line   and sink 
 
in a still-life likeness -born, of no resemblence  
hidden, resolved.      unresolved, 
 
each memory , untouched  unmoved 
each trace  
 
     covered by language   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



Richard fox 
Out of Space 

 
 
 
‘When we were young 
 all things alien 
were “out of space… 
  
Now I’ve run out of words and  
ways to say them, absolutely 
Nothing is familiar,    
 
Everything has its own place, devils in the eves 
 and shadows of a lifetime, drifting thoughts  
so oft forgot too soon before the coming of age 
 
of empires clowns & robots 
 
little left begot beyond that legacy of fear 
and betrayal, where wisdom and  
the pillage of fools blend in escort  
and the blind leadeth the  
     dumbfoun  
             dupe of innocence    
 
down the same deserted streets, again and again. 
 
maddening  
  
my poster child has no lettering on her begging, 
her feet are cold as the bonnets of passing cars 
 
her eyes catch that dashing blindness of haste 
so for a second we believe we can see her 
and understand her dismal fate,  then she gone,  
 
ripped away, torn apart beneath these  
wheels of progress,  
 
sic.ening 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
I thought I understood the way the world turned, 
but we’ve all been going backwards  
commenting on ourselves 
all these years, as I have grown  
used and accustomed to the good fearing  
 nature of individuals and the death of stereotype 
 
 I have fallen upon harder times and torn myself  
apart for the folly of others, recklessness 
(the)  
disregard, (dis)respect 
 approval of the Board,   if we were a president  
We would be a resident of the poor…   
 
No townhouse shackle through the undivided woodlands 
of the country of my birth - these things are now 
forever lost to us, so many times have I turned to the  
drawing that I can no longer look her in the eyes,  
 
I have run out space  
and failed to capture her, even a sight 
 
I cannot leave a mysterious smile, her eyes are haunted with me,  
we are a thriving mutation 
 
widening 
 
blooming 
 
 
BComing 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard f ox  
Jericho 

i have the habit of not following my dreams, 
i have the habit of walking in darkness. 
 forever fool, what light  
is that? shines from the walls of  
jerico, and upon the shoulders of man 
to land?  
i am my own mute trumphet   
i stand among you, 
 and divine the circle we drag  
an infinite cord around our neck  
lift your sorry eyes, shake your sorry head, 
open your scourge and sing a wound unto  
the bitten land. 
 

seven days and  
seven days, i am a man in counted ways, 
my purse, my pretty purse  
they have wiped her clean,  
each morning she retires, each evening she returns 
more worn and pretty than the day before  
less threaded for the thorns i draw from her hide, 
i am the lion whose teeth they have pulled 
i pine for zion,  
i cannot feed a captive hand to this empty urge. 
seven days and 
seven days, i am a man in metered chain.  
 

no sooner than the hollowing of jackals 
more sure than turning the moon   
to jerico, from zenith  
and fallen, i have brought the oil to burn  
i have sung the arrows straight and narrow.  
no longer do i walk among you, no more  
do i sound my trumphet  
in the deaf alley of man, 
my voice is heard and softened,  
in jerico have i earned a name. 
seven days and 
seven days, even the king has heard  
thunder walks within a man  
within these walls , i have the habit of holding the crown 
 

i will bring this city down. 



Richard fox  
Ringing the Changes 

 
 
 
If I had a hammer 
 
If I had a hammer   
& cellphone 
 
I would ring the changes, I would walk in on the president 
 
  demanding a precedent :  ascending the whitewash 
  & chamber the cabinet    I would (if i  
 
  minute the bullets    sponsor the taxis 
                            if i 
  tar the arterial retar the arterial bypass  
  of the soul                          I would find the heart 
kindless ,  red bag of pipes    &   LCD -   
racing the changing tunes of our times 
 
 from a discordant hole in the ground,  I would  
 ring a hammer down, ring a hammer down on 
 
 Rands and Copper farthings, talking to God on an 0860 
 broken   reception  
                      &  
 A kettle of bones, I would rerun these things  
until the tape bent   until 
not one note lay taped to the layman’s whistle 
 
we could score our penalties     on the asphalt 
 
final - we could ring the changes  harrow the 
Substitutes round&round the blistered barrel 
we could spin the disease from the referee’s  
  
 Raffle 
       
 & redcard the motherfucker ! ! ! 
 

   
 



 
 
 
 
 
If I had a hammer  
 
& satellite dish    I would 
chunk the moon  i.would  
 
Scoff the sun,  
 
 
I would spill the silver platter for one Day brung in Gold  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Roaming Empires 

 
 
  South Africa, Land of, - Doorway to Gilbratar 
and the Doorman, who of the old persuasion, opens doors  
Led us here, Columbus on a stray voyage 
would have much  about the handle on Africa 
 found here to turn, and linger,  
Gates would pitch up at Radiokop 
if we let him anyway, so what’s the hassle  
with a Continent that can’t see its head for it’s ass? 
-Don’t ask africa, our fasting communities 
seldom find the ocean on the same day 
We never even knew we had eyes 
until we flew them as kites 
across the ocean, sheets of hollow darkness 
brought us here, america! born ‘to a soul, in bondage. 
Don’t ask africa, South 
 of the border there is 
freedom and boredom, There is an exclusivity  
about our passive jungle - it sleeps in the lull of a death throw 
The roaring in your ears is not …see shell  
she sells tablets on the foreshore 
he deals cellphones in the drugstore  
they corner pockets and wrap ridiculous gifts in passports 
parking tickets and paychecks 
They shred a technicoloured dream out of newsprint  
 they play your gameshows for the Lions 
 who live for Japanese tourists 
in Toyota Ventures, who die for Lions in the Native African Petting Zoo , 
Prowling the streets, I have been prowling  
 Southern Urbia, this side of the railway line 
nothing to doubt not long gone forgotten,  
Pride and prejudice, sold off the wagon 
in fallen ways we swear: Nothing bad could ever happen here, 
Not a soul, not a sound.    Not too loud. 
 South Africa, Land of, - Doorway to Damascus 
We’re spreading our palms, we’re drinking the water 
Lonesome, as a foghorn in the desert, sounded far 
 a slaking beach to which we hitch our last ride out of nowhere- 
into the theatre of the theatrical,  
at the bottom of the world  
 , Zuidt Aardvark! 



Richard fox  
A Killing in Africa 

 
 
 
Sunday drivers in Saturday traffic, 
all the Rage nowadays are handsignals 
in cubicles, Little metal icebox  
shimmering summer Roadside diner & 
Bird shit on cars , Lady in the glove compartment  
adjusting the mirror in her lipstick 
the highborn gloss finish on conversation 
lilters Shining compliments (al’round - 
every nuance a new and studied experience,  
feeling these hands round loose and learn’ed neckskin 
turning the eyes to follow these words and 
complete them, mascarared strokes  
a laquered polish, fingernailing gearsticking 
upthrough 1st & down into the endless neutrality 
of breakdown ironies, congested speedfreaks 
Iron consumption and calcium bone grafts 
littering paper infestered walkways  
clogged in the gutters’ 3rdWorld advertisement 
selling loose change to Crime’s Derelict 
Person Standing on the whiteline 
between robots & Pilots ,  
contemplating the cities rigorous 
 rigor mortis  
Deathlessly  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
iland o masehl 

 
 
 
thay spidhers in my flatt thay jus do’n fuhken work  
ivs hired them from satan so’t seems  
st gi’s em a blinkin chance  
an they tayk a leg; a manna a flyen fu’thing 
s,then futtering in the shadows, s’christ i goa 
killem maselh, waht you think eyh? 
tht i jus taykit sitten downn? fuk that 
pulleng masehl out‘t bed sli’k  
pulleng masehl out t the grave 
f hav t liv anotha day fu.gon a  
livit mhaway.  
.then i go t make t leave this cave 
tha has crasht down on meh  
push mh bledding bones tgethe 
an thn along the street wihth spade o 
sorts, t hav evryone seeking t lissen t  
mhmost terrible screech o brooms?  
nuhwayy fukehn fuk that aswel, 
thernt no gladly for this crosseyd bear. 
go t take mhlooks mhfaces 
mhdeeds out t the ocean  
an swim til i claym a desert iland  
fo masehl an fo masohl alone 
somewehr hihden in ahl that water.  
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Managing  

 
 
 
    Spirit of my ancestry  
     would to see wood  
for the tree.  
 
forking to sky hilground search fire 
             smoking branch  
from plaging face forage the 
 deadfall kindling  
                    kindred. 
black remains black and bed  
           spread of night is  
                now dark  
  from pissing on fires.   
   the words are sick  
and throwup  
      poem; hungry for fuck.  
love is blind in a world  
       of nothing 
 love is fuck love is  
        crucibled  
                   love is man’aging  
 
this evering burning thing this 
 gathering this sorting into                
        place these things  
that have no place, to  
  ever so long  
belong; I could never bestrong for love 
 
 the weakness in my joining is more  
                than winter 
 
 a cold spell has nothing on a sun  
                   born for burning.   
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Magdelane? 

 
 
 
For a vestige Protectorate  
hidden halfway 
through the desert, 
& I’m several leagues into it now, 
a shimmering perimeter  
a burden of ceaseless days in sandswept exile.  
“Where is the Poem, DesertOne   
& what are the readings? Over.” 
Dry status &  
terminal markings 
Blessed interdiction, voice silent  
& like rain. 
Who would have sought? 
Band & Body, a thundercloud 
slowly rolled and unheard 
 As a lowland culpability 
practices  
Raising clouds to an adult mentality 
I repeat. Done would,   
 as pland 
 
Scope the vegetable intelligence through  
for signs For virtue stored  
in thorns & holy cactus. 
 
For an Ageless waite or a gifted patience 
wood ponder, gracious in the absence 
of an honourable display; the ceaseless  
fire of our heart’s minstril tome  selfless  
in the mercy of this cold earthen- 
“y’do, i think i had to lose myself to find it, y’kno” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
it has Angel in the attic, it has  
Devel down the stair   it has  
Lantern from the rafter letting carbon to the air,  
It has love on tap where even weather never wound 
its way through casual conversation 
“the sun was a strip of curing leather, i found 
the journey rather tiresome  
 how the open sky closes down upon  
the land somewhile, “i gathered myself 
around the weeping of my wounds &  
Rather than beat about the bush, farther than that 
we set it to burn and made us some tee 
Heated in a single cusp of fallacy. 
                                                                                   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox 
Dignitey’s Daughter 

 
 
 
Like a babe still suckled to the bitter tit, 
Like a fly in the house of the Lord 
Like the brilliance of the sun as it plays 
in curdled milk, and the dazzle of the 
Devil in her eyes 
 
Feast the ferment, Feast the fruit 
This summer’s rot, The vermin  
route; On a ship on a journey  
Through the darker night,  
The tilling of the hollow man 
 
Along the skirt of dawn 
 
Alo’ there glistens  
a sigh of dew  
a whisper 
 
a watered appetite  
 
a blistered leaf 
ahung  
for the dupe of saintly things.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox 
discobiscut 

 
 
 
dead streets at dawn 
days in the disco, 
days in the tubes, 
dbreak beats ad yawn 
 
eyes sleep hollowed out  
their caterpillar dreams  
force leaves through the  
teeth of unwitting children,  

 
~ 
 

 see janet fuck spot 
see spot fuckenn loving it! 
zzzeus an al’the good ol’boys 
take turns 
see janet al’fuckedd up 
see john fuckenn losing it! 
see spot run! run spot -------fuckennnnn RUNà 
 
we’ll make an evening at the races of it,  
shoot the loser and torch his car 
…“fuckenn loser, we’ll say 
crazy bitch ass dog 
!mutherfucker 
 
then we’ll take janet home’n fuck her up the ass 
 just for good measure 
teach her to hang with strays! 
 

~ 
     
love is a chipped discobiscut 
more easily dissolved in water 
than shared between two.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
dead streets at dawn 
our dreams walk these empty highways 
before we wake  
we spend an eternity  
wishing we had never come here  
 
dead streets at dawn 
cauterized by the sun 
all the old wounds are  
closed and we may carry  
on   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Lotus Misery 

 
 
 
Right the House of David spun  
 The kalvin star of Solomon 
Part the skys And part the birth 
 Part the rights of passage  
 pressing man in earth 
And the ageless forge, the living  
ash, The due of dust and mint 
cold against the lips of her 
Salten fresh image Ocean scent 
The Patching of a parting and  
a fetching of the Desert  
from a bed of feathered idols  
flown From the folds of her  
wethered Gown a sequin 
a sirloin A rapture so  
Cutting a diamond  
So ground in a mouth  
so Cunning Set in a  
Delta so swelling with 
the urge of ancient courses.  
Gods. how a man must thirst.  
  
  
 
                                                                      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Lady Cadaver 

 
 
  
Life is Lady Cadaver, in disguise.  
Twisted thorns lay ope her eyes,  
To Desolate and Waste,  
children of Apocalypse.  
Into her arms, and fated bossom 
We fold, and wound like wired 
scarred and succour’d, 
spectres, we rattle in her manacle, 
 
our shackled voices in the hold. 
How welcome we are, and treated  
With the hope of every guest, are 
we defeat’d, for life is lady & lover  
cadaver,  in respite her ceremonial 
garb  She is the laquer beneath; 
Every inch the wood that cries her 
name  in fell, bitter sap.       
 
Mortified in whistful ways, petrified 
in sacred groves, of would become 
Stone, and dread at the hard of it 
we settle in the wait of her fertile 
winter a season that never comes. 
Life is Lady Cadaver, in her mound 
are the bones of our ancestor’d 
made humble; whence proud    …?   
 
  
                                                                   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox 
Post Mortem 

 
 
 
I threw away my hands where I could no longer hold the world beneath me, 
I look down, glance around, my feet no longer touch the ground 
I reach for a dream from out the glimmer of a nightmare   
finding the seam of an old wound,  
 it was yesterday…  
Nothing heals the time between the memory and the mind 
 
I threw away my eyes where I could no longer name the sky above me, 
I christened a vacuum on a carpet of stars for an even sun,  
Shone my lamp between the Voice and the Wild  
to see where I had gone,  
 it was nowhere… 
Somewhere something finds a shadow to survive 
 
I threw away my ghost where I could no longer tame the soul within me,  
I cut through the butter of my belief to taste unleven bread,  
I ate, and I ate, and I ate having never been so empty 
nor so full of myself, 
 it was needless…    
Tomorrow drags a new canvas over old numbers 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Closing the Day 

 
 
 
Closing the Day  
with Lager, he who has no cattle for a home - 
A knuckle-trinket biding time  
between marriage 
 
My head in my talons I 
close the day, I chew through the 
iron afternoon - slow  
with deliberate care I pick the pieces 
through,  chance on chance 
 
skimming the grief off a wound, 
clotting the memories in ink  
I dance on a rubber leg  
I sing to the jackal moon  
 
underneath 
on a page, 
 
Closing the Day 
 
whereever I have been , remain 
acceremonious of the sun - 
The night it must  
Begun 
 
The child is nigh,  
The animal closes - 
The warrior circles  
above, we release  
 
 
the horizon from Hell’s Bourbon  
 
 
  
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Cantelope 

 
 
 
Comes the challenge whol’y held, fast from preconception fought 
 My evernought. Pray, what victim of the welcome sought 
in these bloody hands, and My every eyesore 
Dashed on virtue that came never crashed. 
Nor duly down nor broken, no rust a long the iron rib 
Nor cage of my design, but open 
through burnished lips of life Come spoken.    
in Litres of commisery commemorate that sandy place  
 the tarnished and that polished on the skin of fear 
On the marrow of a man and on the bone of macadam 
set your roses into ready stone, you cast your tears  
in many more a history than the shedding of these growing years.  
Stand firm upon this wettend mound, ripe your joyous symphony 
from the weakend oath; more loath and cold 
 the single note of stars,  
than plural when the sun in steady rise and warm, Your heart, 
Your spirit free in wire taught then the burn of founding day. 
 As rain and cosmos come,  
Some right time for every man in vested breath  
to spell his seeking engine thrown, as One  when done. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Richard fox  
Immortal Effigy 

we’re calling it silver            
remembering gold                 
holding our mudstone           
out to be sold,                         
we’re handing our faces        
down off the racks                
up to the sky                           
in hessien sacks                   
 
living in penultimate shame    
any end is the sweeter end   
living in penultimate shame   
death could be an only glory        
  
strung in the middle  
of our plastic fate 
the notes of our future 
fall into place, 
the cost of deception 
is colored with grace 
like black stars of heaven 
shon’on the black slate 
 
living in penultimate shame 
any hope is a shallow one 
living in penultimate shame 
death could be an only hope 
death could be an only sun 
 
nothing is saved and  
nothing is said 
everything’s numbered 
in letters of red, 
nothing is saved and  
nothing is left 
everything’s measured 
in treasures of theft  
  
living in penultimate shame 
death could be, divine and remedy 
death could be ‘the only happy memory  
of oursouls, immortal effigy’ 



Richard fox                                                         
Chant Buryman 

 
 
 
Dig him a hole 
cover him in 
bury him in 
him in a hole 
you dig?  
dig 
      
deep as you  
can deep as  
you think, 
 
dig him a hole 
deep as a hole 
dark as a hole 
 
digger and digger 
and dig; 
 
man in a hole 
earth in a hole 
more in a hole 
 
dirt of a lot 
than a hole  
in a hole. 
 
in him dig a  
hole full of 
empty  
 
 
 
 
 

fin 
                                                                 
i The author of the above work reserves the unconditional right to republish (in whole or part thereof) the 
above work at any time in any form whatsoever. Any unsolicited use of the above work constitutes 
infringement.  


