


 



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-alone,  we havenot spoken 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 independance 
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 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 









 
 



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 – 
fearlessly 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 
 
 











 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



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 
 
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 river’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  
 
 
 
 



 






