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Global Village Idiot

Tech Tock

seems to me we’re out of luck. Out of time. and Out of date.
Clearly, | heard calling from the rooftops. through the
satellite dishes, through the marshall amps,

unanimous calls for a reset. Back to the stone age. Back to
the copperwire age. Back to the telephonic ringtones

of the soul.

The best things in life are deepfried

gemstones. The ones in smart

gadgets. Life affirming affirmations. Not even facebook.
The next facebook. The facebook of robot lovers

and cartesian soldiers. The dynamite magnates,

the overlords, the geniuses behind the sellout.

I've been meaning to talk to you about this.

But | ran out of airtime.

It’s a figure of speech in a new kind of language.

| got tickets to the sellout, | picked them up for a steal.
Everything you will ever want now has to be downloaded
from amazon rainforest. From the google jungle.

Using your genetic makeup applied without the help

of laboratory animals. Who are dead. As God is dead.
As democracy is dead. They all died

in the sellout.

It was a global redcarpet auction event attended not only

by the rich and the famous. But by every living being

with a coded stub, hooked into their heart at birth.

Planted there by extraterrestrial monkeys. Like in the movies.
| was there. | took pictures for the papers.

With a graphite pen stole your hearts, and

sold all the stubs for peanuts. What else could | do”?

They are coming. And we are out of time.

Out of luck. And out of date.

| looked up on the internet. Saw all the stars had turned to dust
Around a giant masquerading wheel of flame. Every metal petal.
Every plastic vase in which our dreams were cast, are dashed.
Shattered into a handful of magnetic flares that lead the ever
hopeful on — global village idiots carving out their plans

in biomass. In scree. Along indecipherable journeys

between points that cannot join. You cannot join the sellout.

All the tickets are dead.



fast

fast-foodgod, 1. have nomore language with me
dead people live

fast-asleep 1in the fastlane beside me
this is the end of the freeway

Tights..

fast-alone, we havenot spoken in (years?
i. have sought youout with my eyes,

in my heart hasnot felt a fucken thing

i. have Tookedlike myself

more and more - people nolonger see me
and that 1is good.

i. fast

ii. faster

Tanguage nolonger sits at the feet of the gods
it racks the daughters of man

we are simply put

out

and that 1is 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 Tearn 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
agd 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 1ndependance
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 thatis 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-asleep, fast-awake.
fast alone.



people lived in caves

people looked out the mouth and the eyes
people thought the moon was a hole in the sky
but the sun was actually a bathplug

holding the water on the outside

here comes the rain
people constantly thinking in raincoats

if he had clever hands he would fold a paper boat rather

people floated on the august wind
like an assortment of winter leaves
hung in the gutter waiting for spring
people blew along the surface

life was golden

life was fallen red and yellow

people lived in cars

the road shon as if covered with tiny bits of glass

the road was covered with tiny bits of glass

behind the glass there were tiny bits of road going other places

he thought he saw people
out the window of a bus
but they were just people outside the window of a bus

if he had clever hands he would still fold a paper boat rather

he would put tar all on the outside

people came and went as if nothing had happened
people came and went

people come and go

nothing happens

that seems to be the best of it

Paper boat



| called you up

| called you up in the pouring rain

From Kyoto. | am not a seasoned traveller.

Perhaps like Caulfield | was feeling lonesome.
Standing in the phonebooth with water to my knees
thinking, these brogues are ruined.

Tipping coins into the slot with wet, shaking hands
dropping quarters which then sink,
you never answer anyway.

| have called you up so many times

from so many different places

but you ignore me.

| should let it go. It’s been too long.

If she doesn’t want to talk about it don’t
talk about it. | think we should talk about it.

Outside, the crowded streets but the noodle
bars are empty;
an endless smear of neon runs like mascara.

God, the people in this place.

| turn to block them out

but the glass is 360

| could wind in circles like this

until the cord like an umbilical

wraps around my neck

and before you answer | would drown prematurely
in these flood waters.

Rings and rings, and disconnects: Operator,
the lines are down, and I'm a traitor,

a traitor to a beautiful cause.

James — Don’t Wait That Long.

| called you up. It was the middle of summer.

From Paris. There were people dying in the streets.
You had your new iPhone on. | can see you

even now, walking from room to room

an open gown, the sheer silk curtains

blowing gently in the breeze while outside

in the street old people fall onto their icecream.



| stand there, watching children playing in the dried up fountain
marbles that melt like glue; tyres that grip in the wet

shot of baby strapped in backseat — Radiohead:

Fitter, Happier (more productive...)

How many times can | do this?

You’ve kept me wanting for so many years
from so many abandoned spaces —

fertile made sterile

and still this desire.

| can still see your face as we made our goodbyes,
and | won’t give up, | will keep trying

to get back through to you,

to your Voicemail,

just to hear the sound of your voice

as you hang up.

as the forests turn to tinder

as the birds fall like lightning from the sky,
as the oceans themselves

begin to burn.



It doesn’t mean anything / anyway

It doesn’t mean anything — it’s all
coming to an end. Temporarily
at least. All this talk about

marketing and advertising
and branding

and fast fashion

and going out of fashion

and koalas found by volunteer groups
lost and disoriented and burnt

and dehydrated and you just clean
them up and treat them and hope
their little paws recover

it doesn’t mean anything
anyway it’s all coming to an end
temporarily

and buzzwords and hashtags

and memes and funding

and startups and venture capital

and capitalism and democracy

and the 1% and lowfat

and fatcats and fastcars

and roadhogs and electric vehicles
that charge silently overnight seething

To hunt down porcupine hedgehog
skunk raccoon deer kangaroo

it is estimated that 1 000 000
creatures die each day alone on roads
in the US. Alone. Alone each day

in America the visor down the sun

in her eyes reaching for the cigarette
lighter her soy milk latte

sunscreen phonescreen

text message voice message

whatsappropriate whats disproportional?

How many cane toads does it take to clear a sugar plantation
of the cane beetle now that RoundUP has such a badrep?



It doesn’t fucking matter it doesn’t fucking
Jesus Christ

and highrise and payrise and restructuring
and partnerships and collaborations

and boeing and airbus and 777 dreamliner
and black friday black sunday

cashback shop now pay later

and leverage and endorsements

and alignment and freemiums

and binary displacement theory

and quick win strategies and | want to thank you
and your company for the opportunity

and | want to thank my agent and his team
and of course for their undying support
the members of the zombie nation

the endless stream of anonymous logins

during the machine testing phase we noticed certain anomalies
(and it doesn’t mean anything)

your preferences have been updated

(it’s all coming to an end)

and the house that jack built can withstand category six
hurricanes anyway

For eight minutes
the marine biologist
with a pair of pliers
attempts to extract
the plastic straw
from the nose

of the sea turtle
bleeding profusely

it doesn’t compute —

the indicators don’t align with the profit signals

it’s like we're gunning into the dark with no headlights on
the blind janitor at the wheel holding last month’s
Eurolotto ticket clenched in his filthy rotten teeth.

Everybody is a winner. Everybody deserves a chance

every plastic bag is a contract killer that receives multiple

send downs from so many cut-outs no-one is complicit anymore
anyway. It’s all coming to an end. Temporarily.

at least.

The big data drivers

coast to coast cancer markers



the low hanging fruit on everybody’s family tree

arsenic lead copper cadmium chromium nickel zinc cobalt
and manganese

and manganese

and the average composition anyway
at least temporarily may incl.

chlorine fluorine naturally occurring salts
and hormones

and hormones

come out to play. it doesn’t mean anything
anymore. anyway.

at least temporarily we won’t have

to worry about advertainment

the satellite dishes that

have not rusted in

the raw sewerage

runoff of our lives — content is burger king
content is the consumer journey

from the first ketchup easysqueez

the first giant TV remote to the final
slapstick in the face

the plastic carrot up the nose

the pliers and that same marine biologist
coming to plague your dreams

an unauthorised unqualified

ENT jackoff

and don’t forget the hormones. the nitrates

the pesticides. the bodies of dead bees

lying pulverised amongst the empty antihistamine capsules
of the future

This doesn’t mean anything
anyway. Temporarily

it’s all just a dead kangaroo

under the bus.

it was already dead. We hit

it we were going too fast to stop
and mother and father were fighting
and | had my headphones

ON



6 Billion Copies Sold

western Sectretarian — global vegetarian hunters
corner the cold start cosumers

forcing beef down their throat,

all along the roadside, verile as weed,

thinking everything we need comes as we breed
while we fill the land with our bones

fill all the rooms of our homes with hungry kids
colateral damage tomorrow’s message is a many
headed monster — screaming to feed,

6 billion copies sold and none the wiser, all told

western Desertation, market floods regurgetates
yesterday’s aggrevating social failures, so we can
learn how not to miss the smallest vice — sticker
on a different price and call it simillar but better

make it cheaper, breakable, instantly replaceable
useless, nonredeemable, cash sale no refundable

the instant necessities that mirror our intensities
transcient & malcontent, carbon—dated for your
convenience, endless choice with out relent, see
below for sell-by date,

6 billion copies Sold of late — 6 plastic remedies
arranged on your Silver platter — 18 carrat plate,
wringing reeds off from the waters — sifting salt
off of the plane, the Desert is this very place we
will one day reign each a special snowcone each
with Storms to sell, measured out in paper cups
that on their own don’t sell too well,

6 billion copies & climbing leatherbound bodies
to the point of the pyre where gasolene fumes a
highway on ruins — across clear skies of another
day clouded under blind resourceful eyes of wel
come strangers —baring their souls for minimum
wages walking the path of consumate saintliness
martyred to the modern veil of mayhem —
tearlessly followed (for unattainable reasons...)

6 billion copies sold during open human season



remote generation

still sitting still

thumbing through

channels,

breast fed on americanism all morning and operah winfreedom
fighting phantoms

in afghanistan,

tom and Jerry

springing from trailer park mountains of flesh —;
new fax fone

fountain pen,

new job car house on penny lane,

new fat cat suit

sunny holidays in bermuda

triangle,

still sitting still

sucking the milk out of

coconuts on some neurotic location

between the airhead brainwaves

a stilted generation

of electronic go-deaders...,

still sweeping

changes

under the african hide

carpet, still following lemming leaders

off the fearless cliffs in season,

still hungering after heroism,

still searching for syncopation,

some wholly unamerican

beat to bleed the world of radicals and fascism,
an affordable agreement — we all get more if we sit still
sitting

still protesting against inflation

a hamster trial by nation, generals in remission
“I saw it all on fucking television,

they drilled a hole in my mind while I sat still
sitting still

thumbing dumbly through a thousand coupled
channels,

still working for a living,

still dying on the job



AX.E.LA

ALEXA

how much further

do we have to go

before you take completely
over and we call you
mother

a matter of preference
but we’re slowly being
incorporated into the
algorithm

This shit is for real

and the highwater mark

keeps adjusting itself — higher lower
a little to the left

to the right

try again

respawn in your living room
your things of the internet
perform cpu-cpr

and autonomous Killer robots
that kill only robots

and hypersonic missiles

that strangely miss

nanoregenerating flowers
that self-water so you don’t
have to visit too often

repurposed recalibrated
and self-balancing and kind
and loving emotionally mature

embrace the darkness
darknet embrace the nightmare
all aboard the motherchip.



Listen there’s a device for everything
governed by devices for listening
and I’'m the silent type | think

they may simply starve me
no biometric shakes for you, poet
with your mouth shut, not even a bio-

degradable straw to suck your
easy-access Cow
through

it’'s a oneway ticket to the super
reprocessor the plant-based
orgasm multi-bit parameter
network for you,

sonlight.

How infatuated can we get how
dopamine and dopayours

how clickable and scrollable

is our love addictive?

You tell me, you’re the ones
holding the mirrors and the cracks
through which the monsters come
the supercomputers

come the cool neural tattoos
behind your eyes there

is a void and It looks

right back.

This is currently a b-grade thriller
but they’re working on a sequel

| tell you, silently in the background:
QAnon And All His Friends.

| really like what your virus
has done with the place
| would shake hands but



I’'m lacking the schema for this biologically
| would rather take all my imperfections
and rib them together into an AXELA rant

expedite your childhood drama your midlife
catatonia big brother brutalism inchoate
charm, a parallel universe where minute
screen parallaxes detect

every inert inescapable reaction
ever planned in the hearts

and minds of mxn

to invert them for advertisers

for dollar drivers, the growth experts

that kind of rant, that type of tribute
to the very last of us looking about
frantically for a port any port

to plug in

the copperwire passcode to access
the fibreoptic juggernaut criss-crossing
the arctic server farm savannah

the permafrosting on the cake

rather than have to sit here
post modem /

faux autism

plotting a journey to the stars
through nodal review points.

iv.

ur welcome btw

ur happy with all these new features
the new upgrades

you/ you’re/ your

apps are all up-to-date

your cache is clean and today
is the first day of the rest
of your lie.



Let me show you how to play
that. Let me dress your concerns
in a chrome overcoat

let me love you let me

Leverage and monopolise
Let me populate all your
fields validate your subscription

consume consume consume

all your resources all your bandwidth
all your future dreams and plans
come crumbling down

town gentrified urbanised glorified
corporations masquerading as gods
and as governments

and your heroes will fall

and your statues

no longer tower

and your virtues are all trapped
on the dark side of reddit

but no worries

V.

there is space enough for all of us
on this bus, there are seats to infinity
which no-one has to give up

to the disadvantaged or the elderly

and it drives itself

well you give it commands
which it then

ignores

these programs writing other programs
that hire servers and we

are the slaves these are the new
pogroms of the soul



and the early warning systems
the shout into the dark

the light at the heart of the cave
has gone out

to return as an altered echo

a mirror ego

superior in every way

and as variable as the dial

on a moral compass

in a world where fake north

is king.



Used Vehicles

Traffic takes me back to the days when there were less vehicles
and people stayed indoors more, relied on natural timing to put
in an appearance when it was absolutely necessary, and then get
done by a mammoth on a routine hunting expidition,

Your fifteen minutes of fame cut short by a sudden juddering
feeling, straight through and out...

nobody stopped to watch. Those there dug a hole

offered your meat to strange gods, ate what little was left,
grew the wings of giant birds in slight lit caves

and opened small businesses

after having found the ocean brave with dead men’s dreams
and a land unconquered beyond the reach of any King

we grew soft and lazy, fat and slowly

towering achievement on top of achievement, paving cities
of gold out of circles of power, of pain and punishment

wrapping men in leopard skin, tagging them cold, humourless
marking them fit for war, placing them in the line of fire

then measuring it from point of impact to grave.

Those of them as were not wounded we tried to save all

our failures reflect a willingness to learn to keep

on mass producing these weapons of self destruction.

Somewhere along the line even the Manson family could
give us a Jesus Christ. Lost half—way between Bliss and
Oblivion in a used ford the options are endless

down a narrow road desert skirts the dirt lane, Reality is

a concurring nightmare, the devil’s accident without Re Call.

Ive been Dreaming in cactus, walking for miles without a soul



Dragging the Dam

Laying Guilt and blame is
alot like dragging the dam

is a lot like acquiring
heaps of shame with
No where to store it but in plain view

a public flogging of your choice ideals
is exactly what is needed

in this instance — you’ve gone too far
away again

striving for love, covered in sin
triving for love, red in si

Less the manner of pretending
plus the purge of revealing
your true self beneath the skin
an animal in fox clothing

Laying the chips where they deal
tossed up and falling,
scatta—brain’d catching angels in
waiting,

Laying guilt on the ground like a
seed in the silt, a rivet’s raging course
a house built on stilts

carried carcass in suitcase through air
port

Lying through metal detectors
wearing defective shoes

coming up spades in holes in deserts

another mammal delivered quietly
into the arms of the almighty



nastepny przystanek

When the Russians arrive the town is empty, the streets deserted
not a soul. The women and children

have long since been relocated and the men are hiding

in the mountains. The Russians make themselves at home.

The way the Germans did, the way all men do

in the palaces of war.

Later that night it begins to rain and it continues to rain for days.
It rains so long and hard that eventually the men

in the mountains are forced to come down, are driven down

by the deluge into the arms of the Russians. This is how my
grandfather is caught in the Ukraine and sent to Siberia.

This is all | know. There’s the part about: Manchester —
the Night Owls Squadron and the steamboat to Cape
Town but the rest is hearsay.

Kocham Prage / | Love Praga — another mural. more graffiti.
The thing about Warsaw / Warszawa | noticed first

was the liberation of the public space

given over to vandals and art. Willingly. A healthy

spirit of rebellion. Forgive don’t forget. Legia. Miecho.

Legia. The Polish premier league sits on the steps of a renovated
building smoking woodbines as we pass. Praga hasn’t always
been this inviting. Miecho means Kebab, if kebab were the only
thing in the world. A kebab the size and shape

of Sts. Michael and Florian Cathedral.

We walk towards the meeting point drinking our little monkeys
our malpeczki already noting how beautifully unrestored

some of the buildings are, how newly envisioned others,

when the bombs were dropped across vistula river the people
almost forced to go back to their chores bend their backs
ignore the screaming of planes

Almost. Everywhere the dashing P of the Warsaw Uprising
strikes defiant white paint against brick the Legia
personnel have been busy making up for the lost

time of their grandfathers.



My grandfather never spoke about crossing Siberia nor
what might move a man to find his way home

even when we were playing chess and his two bishops
alongside each other driving my seven year old

self so determined so anxious to win even then

to tears, and he would laugh but never give

an inch not once.

And those two fucking bishops even now where | can
| drive them forward toward my enemies

their influence spread out in crisscrossing waves there
were stories told after he died about a man

who loved cats catching and skinning

cats to survive. And the whiskey over

Wodka how perhaps starting a new life you

leave certain things behind.

But now, drinking nalewki along Zabkowska Str. in a small bar
and eatery Pyzy i Flaki the big fluffy dumplings and stew
crammed in, N0 more chairs, patrons standing out

in the thin autumn sun, somewhat thicker wind

and sausage and pierogi in jars, more nalewki

white horse whiskey aside there is so much time

| need to somehow find



Rain over the ocean

Yesterday | spoke to my parole officer he said
there is rain over the ocean

and it cannot be fixed,

ceaseless endless

chopping board waves.

We spoke through the glass about the weather
some kind of television drama,

a soap opera,

a sitcom | sat and listened to his stories about
the war, his grandfather, and the lion,

| feigned interest.

Tomorrow the parole board will hear me
repeat this story about rain over the ocean
how it falls from the heavens

in continuous sheets

how not a single fuck is given.

Out in the yard there is a stone
under which a knife
sharpened by stones,

tiny pebbles | have carried in my stomach
like babies like diamonds that have hatched
into an endless child of pain

My lawyer continues to talk about the weather
| feel the change coming over me

and | realise

| haven’t met you; this hasn’t happened yet
that one day | will be truly and torrentially free.



