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running so fast, they're leaving no footprints behind
michelle breeze — fetish
so fast — so many prophets

entro
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fast

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

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

Tights..

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

Tanguage 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 Tistener 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 1is 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 Tesser 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
Tost a thousand prayers together we watched
our gods turn dark upon us, together

fast-awake, fast-asleep.
fast alone.

thre3
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the llird

I

I missed the cultural reunion -
By a matter of Tlate trains
I was empty on the platform

I denounced my Tuggage

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
Teft a taste for the canal

An almighty 77terjon 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
Teading 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 preceded me
to the Banquet where

I pardoned the punch
where

I
greeted the guests in 1irony

Fo4r
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fre3dom

The world moves within him, He has felt her move,
shift against his single desperate mooring
on the endless human ocean dark

such a Tength of silk no man ha’as yet glimpsed
but so for in favoured meters, the entirety

the majesty and beauty that moves
from one end to another

Beginning, She has opened her eyes on me, & I
blinded, the tears and the tears of joy no one
person could say
where the end of one & the other

began

& Destination

Nothing need ever be final, yet he walked but once
from such a spot and it was ordained so,
Nothing could he carry with him, no soul but the
Tamented passing of his own which came to him

in a series of ghouls, and he shunt them all
to a one , & Himself,

still carried, still carried the bones of a hasty fire
with which to torment the stars on cold nights
he would curl against the narrowing shape of
summer in the eyes of a faraway girl, and speak
with her in these the dreams of a stilled but hungering
child he had all but left
to fend and to search, for Itself on the borders of
human emotion, where everything is gray

or near so,so far so

good so

in to the distance how smaller he got the
further the closer

to home

fSve
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...in the footprints of the satellites

funny how we found all those dinosaurs by following muddy
footprints through glacial marshes to their bed in the 1ime,
sleeping sweetly as if they never once had teeth as long as my
arm and a gut full of my ancestors,

Now they were given a task
what with things coming down in ash and all...
(we laughed and shook hands, dusted our spades on our jeans,

passed a hip-flask)

Lookingback. well, I suppose
some things can never truly fade and fall into the past,
we carry our fathers forward and they flag us falling behind
our children watch it all, and then make the same mistakes.

we have a moon of many friends, our night is never lonely
where poets used to pan we have a blessed panorama
where poets used to pout we have cultured paranoia,
Hunters become traders and animals begin killing themselves -
you cannot stop nature’s cycle,
you can only narrow it to include yourself

why would you want to name the star Solaris ?
when it probably has a name of its own it has decided not to tell us
-This it’s Third Season, the Mercury will oneday harden
when it sets-
Flares to fire the waters, Lunes to calm them
down to a flagrant swell; that eternally restless, or so thought...

Funny How Japanese was always a Cuisine, @merica the Stars
Germany a Land of Cars & Gibraltars , Roswell was never

a video.attachment but a series of poorly received sitcoms
travelling in bitmap, the sequel to Eden; and wwwhy not...

mmmaybe we need to turn it upside down, pull out the insides
to wonder why it ticked before we did that

Maybe we deserve to wonder aimless through the flats

picking over every stone in search of the Self-Destruct Button,

we would make a packet just before we plugged it
we would find God, and He would point out our flower
flourished in cement

S6X
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A Killing in Africa

Sunday drivers 1in Saturday traffic,
all the Rage nowadays are handsignals
in cubicles, Little metal 1icebox
shimmering summer Roadside diner &
Bird shit on cars , Lady in the glove compartment
adjusting the mirror in her Tipstick
the highborn gloss finish on conversation
Tilters 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, mascar’red strokes
a Tacquered polish, fingernailing gearsticking
upthrough 1st & down into the end%ess neutrality
of breakdown ironies, congested speedfreaks
Iron consumption and calcium bone grafts,
Tittering paper contested walkways
clogged in the gutters’ 3rdworld advertisement
selling Toose change to Crime’s Derelict
Person Standing on the whitelines
between robots & Pilots ,
contemplating the cities rigorous

rigor mortis
Deathlessly

se’Zen
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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,
Tift 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,

Tess 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.

ei8ht
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Jerusalem Cty (Lrd)

Cease all Hate (in the name of...

Gethsemane , another Tonely place 1in you, was made
& still to struggle here
all of them
some of them flung ag’inst the wailing
wall, some of them spread across the mntn.dome,

wandering fair gentiles into the crude desert
sand black as the night that no glass darker
than the glass to the farther through which the
camel of riches has passed, can be made to
sin, ag’in and ag’in
in the eyes of the threebrand Lord

five fingers reddend with the rubies of
rust bloodloss and unbearable luggage,

he sits awash once more inn a room where the
same mirror has been broken twice now,
this canno be sane, eh?

Cease all Anger (In The Name of

which one of the three would you pray for me
which verdict is sanct, (are the others then sus.?

where in the holy cty now

would you Tay down your Life?
the cash and the carryof
unreturnable dreams left for you
gotten

your war hangs in the balance of a volatile crowd
our love for each other tears us apart)

Cease all bloodshed in name of the religion
cease all bloodshed, (for xris’sake, m’n !
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154 Market Str, Johannesburg.

..Nowhere to go in Newfound Snow, Jhb
Kennedy’s glue holding us sticky-side-up
o’my’god ! they killed KingofClubs, tore
up the cCarlton to laydown tidytrax (gsus!)

Everybody knows : a train in or out of Joburg

is Guerilla warfare, though the glass is harder
than any you woud see through the only

rabbits are those in your headlights; 4 X4
Japanese tourists stoning sleeping Tions best Teft
eating mo’sam Beacons,
-who in their right mind

would drive left-handed? (what fuel for the pity

of Hiroshima...

want magic mushroom for the mushroom cloud ?

Kay ’but get off mine, Jack

Dis’here space is my spot ...elbowdance !

LeClubbing, reject europeaneurs

an africa of the ostrich, waves on bothsides of the atlantic
keep me heading from the shore

as the currents of our nights back then
when ecstasy was not the only alternative

Msg Lsd , 20C fux - Living on the edges of
brutality & art
“hope someone remembered to bring the spliff...

“where did Billy Corgan Go, oR ) ]
one of the great unanswered questions of our time

DownSouth , where 1little 1light shows
we spread fat and Tazy in the desert sun anyway

Midnight @ the’ 0Oasis, singing
“what’s the story, mellan collie? where is my mind

& where has all the Musec Gone?
Shooting from the hip, dancing with a chick
(or near a chick drinking from the T1ip
of a E]ass bottle Tifting the T1id on beauty...
,Sstic

back there, where ecstasy was not the only alternative

10n
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Learning to Scar

one need first Tearn the Tegs to walk
Then one may need to cut them off,
Two to step the one ahead the

one behind & none to nurse

the need to scar.

Bloodymary Butchersson
was in you the need begun?
To walk, and yet to never run?

no’s the rush, the world will turn
Everything will come to you
Everything will pass you by

Death will stand on two legs

and 1ife will crawl on ten fingers
and ten toes

to

standingstill.

And standing shows
where walking goes
onward on crutches
Grass grows greener
crows grow blacker

The hill grows never
empty for the fodder
of standing cattle.

One step two step
the jingle of the
danglegoat
Learning the scar
onward upto the
Abattoir

el2vin
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Losst

have you seen me? got both
my hands inside my head
both my eyes beneath my
feet

last seen leaving home
in empty shoes

do you know me? wear my
heart upon my skin
dress my blood 1in
chemidrene

Tast seen leaving home
in empty wrappings
burning cleen through
fetching doors

would you Tove me? Teft my
soul on rightside drifts
stretching arms and
spinning fists

made my marks upon the wall
with a broken key’yesterday
flew into the Tooking glass

last seen Teaving home
through a windowless

twelv3
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Managing

Spirit of my ancestry
would to see wood
for the tree.

forking to sky hilground search fire
smoking branch
from p1a?ing face forage the
deadfall kindling
kindred.

black remains black and bed
spread of night s
now dark
from pissing on fires.
the words are sick
and throwup
poem; hungry for fuck.
Tove is blind in a world
of nothing
Tove is fuck love is
crucibled
Tove 1is 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 Tove

the weakness in my joining is more
than winter

a cold spell has nothing on a sun
born for burning.

th4rteen
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angeliq
4mb

canno control
canno control
freak angeliq

Listing to the favour of wideopen spaces
we take a walk through each others arms
back to the places

we were freer than we once are

& free to remain beleaguered and just’

all accommodating aggregating ind.’s

of assimilated human need

we needn’t say a word,

the words hang spoken about us

floating as if spun there in cerebral silk

canno control
canno control
freak angeliqg

canno control
canno contort
freakg NC

the hammering heartsold
freakg NC

the sundering paneling
freakg NC

the virtue of forgotten thorns suddenly
come across, the

freakg NC

angeliqg

an impossible journey
the willing legend
wearing the horns we
inhabit everything/inhibit nothing
where we
take apart all our idols with fine tools
I am finding angels in everything I
reach for you
ever closer toward apparency
apparently

fo5rteen
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Butterflye & Scarecrowe

Emptyfield scattered with skeleton scarecrow, & single butterfly crow
Gentle as a broken word upon the dustbed of
Foreveroponeyes (what touching curse has beauty
borne unto such a tortured mockery.) Skeleton scarecrow

(and Butterfly Crowe.. Mighty dows the settling wind
for Long has it been travelling and Great has gone the reach
By the bit agrowe into the melaye of Eternity,

washed upon the Hourpleign.

(and thus( 7nto the Pre’senceing )of all things) known down upon
the grand ri?ht undertaking, one be’mused unto the
Sstrung and flaking Rack of silence. most comely jack o’lanterns.
what Slow and hammered wheeding could such a terrible wheel
not pass along on saturn, not spoke nor railing,
Must now into the 2end fromonce, and what cloth of bone has you again
borne’upon the rawshoulder Chalky undername

(Charcoalstamp of the Rathen wars)
NowuUntold‘to where all angels bid return, in times of Black and Blessed
need, an Apprentice seeking Master. From the harvestime has come
head hung and failed (over some spoiling strange
and settling victory of death)

An’onto the killingground forsee’where the Muster of Al’Be
Contest the Right of the fallen to back‘up

(and disembowl).
The sun turns above the sky below Around each of six crows
wheeling in twelve Restless,Endless wings of flight.

But the moon could never come for Scarecrow,
would Beady stars alight upon his blistered yoke
and beam, the blackflutteryng claws of Tlaughter,
And the sight of buttoneyes gravely staring in bittere silence

out on thunder heavy with stitchlipd howling,
Brings but another version of the sun drowned down onto the graveland;
And from the puppeting birds the mimiricks cry, Redflowering taste
and Ssoft brushing beaks prowl the emptyheaded sockets
of a shameface guardian, wallowed and halrowed

in the gorgeous waste of favour

fofteen
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The Dark Side of the Muse |

The many faces of a double-sided coin face me,
Intoned, enTOMbed, enlivend
hastened toward a new beginning - the showering of blessings,
a painfulled tragedy
a Comedy in parts,
in parts in parts and members
dismembering disremembering
the moment it all became
so marvelously clear so
unparalleld an orbit that ran the darkside through
and through, and through
She came to me I withdrew the Tongest blade, and slew

0’Lord, for what we are about to forgive
make us truly thankless, for ourown sake,

amen

almen allmen all men and those of you who’re women too,
and women too, and women,

always and forever
Hear, here the words inside of you, Listen to your heart
&Be kind to your grieviances, and injustices

Living is Tittered with the chaos of human progression
our disease 1is spread, our fall has left us,
our fall will take us many calculated efforts to engineer
this conspiracy of man, it is overwhelming

itis overpowering

it s alempowering, corruption and deception and for3 years

he has waded through the cessant of the pit , the fog of the fury
belied in him a gentle soothing of the eyes

(. all but nondescript

He came upon a fount in the garden of redemption where
allatonce these clouds of emotion which have plagued me,

yaey! in many forms

Lifted, and I could see, I saw allaround me

signs of incipient growth

Sickend by allof this he turned and stumbled as a

moralbeing through newfound consciousness, a new conscience ,
enlightenment of being, through the torrid storm and

, through and through

0 I cannot really remembered how many times I have returned
and returned, returned again from the darkside

of the Muse ; how I have failed in beauty to swore on my own
significance

7ixteen
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The Dark Side of the Muse Il

ng Borrow Steal )
Kill Murder SsTaughter, which One R.)you?

Cleanse yourself, purge and penury
pen

penjury

judge and jurisprudence

freedom

Executive allocationer, vocationer
vacational fatamerican

sentimental dental

detrimental mental infomercial

dietic moral fibre , free fatfree pills
pillspilispilis!!! incl. free withthis
purchase

How to Rule the world In 7pays !!!
or your moneyback
your (monKeyback) inl4 ?

Whois Looking over your shoulder
Now myfrend

1.1
I thought you wouldnever ask

Silence is
delicious,

violence is
Vindictive,

Anger is the stronger
(ofthe ]
Human emotion

Nothing can compete
(with the
Heated tonguestone ,the flame

se8enteen
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The Dark Side of the Muse Il
(come into the light)

Isn’ttelevision a wonderful-fucking-thing?
I could delve into the mysteries and pu]%out
@will a dozendifferent reasons whyman

is such a success atwhat hedoes

She is always with him
even when heis alone , always when
heis alone he wants her
tobe
with him.

Right with me now

your saving grace , and theLove of the
entire human Race

enfolds

envelopes

Sends me higher than however deeper

He has gone than
anyyofyou than
allofyou

allofyou
comewithme
,intothe Light.

Let Dawn takecare of our(troubled)Dreams tonight

e9ghteen
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Swaan

wi’ou a name i cou go far, witho a face fo stare oh sheet
no written on, tho the’e words alone they kno to shine
kno the glisten o the knot to where the sky layn tie,

tho their holes reveal their shadow too;

To’ their spaces betwix spaces o places neverbeen,

wou tables set fo feeding string the ham o seated guests?
more so numbers or thei’ faces 1i thei voices e eheard

wha fo, theeeyes !cryout: go’less voices go less ssayers
raining prasers fo the players, loosing stones o drowning
foes , wye - the litter of a sidewalk mores the crab than
rising tide, much the sea as pebbeld land;

where s a sewer stretching bayward marks a level 1in the
sand, the Tine for craawling toword is neatest

close at hand ...here! +the dawn o new creation wou die
cryn in nearest dam. (sg.)

1neteen
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seed

Here there is no humour
along the section border
Here there is sand,
There is rasping
but no Taughter.

Here there is no mustard plant
no feet planted in the
mud.
here there is genre or
gender, a bright orange glass slipper

no champagne cinderella

0’ Batholomeu, Raisor of angelica
Here there 1is, no mustard oil
no stale and ageless
habenero,
Here there is one last lintel against
your night, morning

glory. D’monique

She is bleeding, she 1is leaking
persistent still &

red against, Here there is no afterburn
here there s

& only burning, small moments of
herself a quiet yellow sun

it is, any rain 1is pleasant.

Here there is no pebble
in the sky

here there is my heart, and stone
in my heart

rowing c
o?d growing

dumb

2nt0
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Paper boat

people Tived in caves

people Tooked 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
Tike an assortment of winter Teaves
hung in the gutter waiting for spring
people blew along the surface

T1ife was golden
Tife was fallen red and yellow

people Tived 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

twent3
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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 1

minute the bu11ets_f _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 Tlayman’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 1.would

Scoff the sun,

I would spill the silver platter for one Day brung in Gold

twent4
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discobiscut

dead streets at dawn
days 1in the disco,
days in the tubes,
dbreak beats ad yawn

eyes sleep hollowed out
their catterpiller dreams
force Teaves through the
teeth of unwitting children,

see janet fuck spot
see spot fuckenn Toving it!
zzzeus an al’the good ol1’boys
take turns
see janet al’fuckedd up
see john fuckenn Tosing 1it!
see spot run! run spot ------- fuckennnnnn RUN->

we’ 1T make an evening at the races of it,
shoot the loser and torch his car
.."fuckenn loser, we’ll say

crazy bitch ass dog

Imutherfucker

then we’11 take janet homen 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

twent5
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usassholes

Bipolarbearpartisan
Bipolar
bear
partisan, evenly opposed
against within
547  the numbers again
n’agin
crossing always against the divide
Cancelling out
butterflye ballots,
some more of the war, or more of the same?
you’re heading for the edge of a flatearth
Religious presidency Blind fervent
to faith’s unsuccumbing hero,
softspoken deathtoken
rally to the wild in us
and the Right to fulfull,
your Democratic Romans are ready to Rule
africa is Ready to rise!
this tide of indecision may bring wisdom to your shores
years and your deeply entrenched rhetoric may
settle in the Heartland where no ocean is dumfoun
dedb. T7ater
we could study your ruins in the strong afternoon sun
coming down off the rich glow
of some future /harrassment,achievement
global world damninatrix infestation,
complimenting ourselves on outliving such
I dot waste and foolishness,
on becoming much of the same
(in many new and different and terrible ways

twent6
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Post Mortem

I threw away my hands where I could no Tonger hold the world beneath
me,
I Took down glance around, my feet no Tonger 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 Tonger 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 Tonger 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 canvass over old numbers,

twent?7
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Visitors Welcome

250cc
proof
man can fly
on the wings of pethyedrene
“some junglejuice, sir, to soothe the bumpy ride?
to hold me in a warm embrace just above the tar
onward..! to the place, where small miracle of
wonders women wait to take my clothes off
in a hurry - I must be the luckiest man alive tonight
I must be sleeping off a bad dream with my eyes
open, are my eyes open? and my leg,
is that broken I figured as much
Tying on the ground back there. ..s’hows my bike?
250cc proof
man can fly , given half the chance & a lucky break
man can fall from the heavens as well as any bird
on a binge...
20/20 hindsight & the double-figured medical
are the only features hanging in the air around
that, and anesthesia found woken
on a tiny bed in the small
of the morning
clinging gingerly to the crippled sanity
of consequence, & the latent ends
of the good mood to
see you
here

twent8
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Wether the Storm

S5v

He wakes on an empty stomach
though not for lack of hunger
Empties his head onto the floor
where for the day it may

cover the tiles,

This sickend burden of skin
that Turches within

that stumbles through the door
not 15 minutes Tlater

almost at once surprised

to see the sun

and know himself

4r

Classified slash/murderer - files so steep
I have to ladder before I shudder
at the mounting evidence

Dark warehouse rooms, I wish I’d
been born 1in ..* grown up 1in..”

he hu-hu-huddles around his bones

an ashy firedrum about noon

the next day, solvent in the vibrant city
unCommunicative

the captive member of a non-committal
audience group, a silent partner
in the theatre treatment entertainment troupe

a soldier in the hole of the atom -
wondering... where to next ?

3re

a Crowd Pleasir ! that was what he was
always : clamouring for more
always : a shout above the rest

Strange voices he would have
we would hear them only in absence.

Some desert ; I am afraid
I'm done with the_main course
and may not be able to tip you...

twnt9
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Wether the Storm (cont.)

The food was passing glory,
ages caught in the stale history
of its kitchens,
I detected mice
in the sounds from the pipes -
and am currently with the foodboard

actually
t2

I bring a survival kit to the Second world
I come in the name of He who Sits
in-Teather-seats, I do this for no other reason-

I am torn between .38 innocent mudskippers
and the religious principal of approaching
madness with fire in the gut, brandished

3 cars and_a babycarriage, several assorted
memories altered of an assaulted afternoon
at the airport

ol

Ji’had. He walks a holy avenue in the dust.
we cannot follow on our feet so we must
wear boots ,

for the ground we are about to tread must
be prepared,

Where else does one wade the earth ?

a river trade in hearts for diamonds,

where Clubbing and Spading

count for more than Love and Death,
Less pittance than your average man

nearing the redlight on a nightout

I swore the moon was orange -

it was the harvest moon
It came on with the beady stars
suddenly , with effect
creeping into position
beginning to chirrup

Like the culling of

summer crickets
swarmed in a storm,Legs torn as wings from flies
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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 1is nigh,
The animal closes -
The warrior circles
above, we release

the horizon from Hell’s Bourbon
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Exeunt

Theoros my friend, step away Step away a moment, I say...
How dread is your feeling now? deep and still;

how swirl the angels at your feet, tethered to the

brink and a clustered beginning How fall the bricks
together of a Tonely wall on the sidewalk of Tife.

A black jesus on the rocks (not that this Tand has felled a flock
-my hands were tied in this, blackened in multiplicity;

a sleepless arch in the human temple dabbling in pantomime,
the flaming of a broached hunger chewing houses and hearts
The mortar of compulsion, scene from above: a collision of
birds at high altitude dropping feathers to the sand,

a screech of wings and the grace of broken pride

my twisted countenance, ergo: a single trapping to

the bitterness of a madman’s passion for madness, and the t7sh!
of sheet music sung over concrete by a silent choir,

a Tightning frame of blistered bone and hobbled skin hauling
dead men to water that they may think...

Tife is once a pleasant thing turned twice upon a twisted
figurine of soul, an assortment of lost goods wound

in brown paper strapping to a short wire post.

an etching in the dust, my friend; my friend caught

between the curtain and the crust, can we see what

see we must? can we stoke the fire down and hold

the dawn in both hands 1ike a nugget in the shell of a worm?
In the cripple’s dream of sheltered sands I ran my blood
through fingers fenced and tagged as toes, I stood

upon the shores of a toothless Tand a knotted ball of pity
and sacred scars, this acred beast beneath the furied sun
and moon’s hollow glow. How the night breeds a

journey’s longing, how these days have held me so
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afterword

Lookingfoward.commm is a parody, a singular search through human consciousness.
While the author has made every attempt to remain relevant and realistic,
your criticism and insight would be appreciated.

Pls forward all commentary to
scyetale@excite.com

The author reserves the right to republish the above work (in whole or part thereof)
in any form at any time whatsoever.

Unsolicited use constitutes infringement
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