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    Ω


Walnut

It had to arrive, 

 this ignoble place in time.

 

What a fucking word,’ignoble’.  I mean, 

 you are probably wondering 

  what the hell it even means;

 you’ll be combing this paragraph for context clues.

 

Although you have an inkling, a rough idea, an outline of the precepts of the word, I'm sorry to say, where we're going with it, you're on the wrong track, and, 

 trust me, 

  don't   even try to pronounce it.

 

This isn't a word for Hollywood, nor is it a concept for atheists. 

Existentialists would find meaning in it. They'd build houses of worship 

around this time, this place, this word: Ignoble.

 

We live, now, when winning at all costs is fine, recognized, appreciated. You can cheat, like a stellar cyclist, 

 lie to power like a president, 

  crumble to the ground like the third tower, 

eat more than your fill

 

Lie on the ground, bite the curb, I'm coming now.

 

Listen

god, I'm so sorry to report this



There is a tipping point, a fulcrum, a place on the beam at which we’re too fat, ingested too much, protected the self at the expense of the whole, ignored the signs and just kept feeding the volcano

 

Mofo, 

       you beautiful  idiot,

                          

  You climbed the ladder    

   while your mother died 

   of a hemorrhage 

   from a tumour 

  brought about by a 

  horseless carriage

 

I don't love you – although, god knows, I tried

 

I  want to split your face

      scoop out your brain

Not as torture      

 I am not an animal, thank you very much

But  to show you The walnut 

 they call Alzheimer's

 

It's why 

            I cannot

 reach you

 

 

 

Ω

 


Butcher 

 

 

Does it have to be so ugly               

                 she says to me,

pretty like, with her hair just so

      she's anxious, and I don't like that I should bring her disagreement 

in the sunlit room on a Sunday afternoon

her legs curled up on an armless easy chair,

 And I can't recall exactly what I was doing 

But it was probably slaughtering hogs if I remember the speckled pink droplets 

which ran up the north wall correctly,

 Yeah, that's right, there was blood on the ceiling

 A cleaver in my hand, 

I had to run my fingers through my hair

Because I kept it long

Even then,

and I said, hey honey,

  you're beautiful baby and I'm sorry about this mess 

but somebody has to feed the masses

 

Ω


 

Cracker

 

Hey cracker witchya 3 foot smile

You got da tiger by the tail

Witch yaw bee em dubbya 

House over dare

Witcha 2000 square

 

Hey cracker this aint no grocery list

 

This is a tongue-tied cross-eyed blown up kiss

with your creamy wife

 

 

 

 

Ω

 

 


Prison

 

It's about 8 pm dark

up here east of Saskatchewan 

 

The bus goes round and round 

looping through Chinatown 

 

Picking up an old lady

Maybe 80

 

Who takes damn near forever

to shuffle off 

a stop before the mall

 

Bundled up like Darth Sidious

her walker an ice pick

On the horizontal wall

 

Major league city of Canada,

ain't nobody on the bus

this time a’night

‘cept maybe four of us

 

Of whom, number four says,

“Man, I don't know why she don't stay home”

And our Jamaican driver, silver threads in her beautiful dreads says,”Well ya, Thank You! That's what I've been saying. An old lady like that be taking her life in her hands trying to navigate this city at this hour, pitch black, blowing snow, and don't get me started on the cars.”

 

I stretch my eyes into the night

Imaging that old lady

Climbed through I don't know how many corridors

Giving birth

Maybe had a job

Served up flowers by the dozen

delivered the mail, broke horses, sheared sheep

Raised houses, split atoms, studied Hebrew 

 

Turned out the lights when everyone was gone

 

Locked up 

in solitary confinement

east of Saskatchewan 

 

 

Ω

 

 


Honour

 

 

I honour my body

With yoga

         mountain air

Hindu mystics Hollywood misfits

 

I honour my body

Because yours is so lovely 

 

 

 

Ω


Brothers in isis

 

   To all my brothers out there in ISIL making a mad dash for eternity    the road to  paradise built on the crushed skulls of the unbelievers like the Spanish Inquisition, back there in 1478 anno domini 

 

Man that was an ugly time, burning people alive, cutting out entrails and feeding them back to the miserable infidels while they were still gagging on the unlikeliness of divine order meted out by     essentially barbarians

 

Peshawar Pakistan, I remember the mujahideen, when they were cool in 1988  with their 4 foot beards and bandoliers     forced the Russians out 

 

I got born on a side, isn't that weird? I could have been seven feet tall and fought for the other  but for the fact my parents were     from Montreal

 

Makes me think there's no right  or wrong in this business of hacking off heads and waterboarding    swallowing grenades to splash your colours along the fence

 

However this is the year 1438 after the  final prophet  Muhammad, peace be upon Him (and really,     

 who doesn't hope     

   He is the last of them?)

 

Islam, I love all of your wives     the meteorite     your food    your fashion   your cries to war your bomb in scripted passion. Islam Islam Islam

 

But I will never really understand the Qu’ran cuz I do not speak Arabic, which is an absolute must 

    to fully embrace the faith, 

           isn't it? That's what we are told, just like our brothers in the days of old, when the Church insisted scripture be read in Latin or Hebrew

 which is why we suffered the Reformation

 

There is a cycle here my bearded brothers 

            as you crawl across the sand in your humvees 

                        with swollen tongues and pistachio lungs

  an ancient pattern 

That's all I'm saying

 

 

Ω


 

Picasso 

 

No woman

Who studied Picasso

Didn't see 

he was

An asshole

 

Let's pretend there's ambiguity

 

 

 

 

Ω


Magnificence

I've seen everyone struggle

Except for the liars

It   blows  cold

here on the  prairie

      In the month of January

      Out on a pile of rocks

                    8minutes from the Sun

                          At the speed of light  

 The fastest known quantity in the Universe

 Except that

        You being You 

Can imagine it 

        much  much faster

 

A bowl of infinite 

I marvel your Magnificence

 

 

Ω

 


Road Runner

 

It is a well known and published fact: 

  Ingesting chemicals is bad for your health.

 

The whole “processed” versus “organic” food debate,

 you know what I'm talking about.

But it's not really a debate, is it?

No one is pushing for more chemicals 

 

Unless of course 

 you have cancer

 or some other ailment we can't quite name, 

in that case you will be pumped  so full of chemicals an insignia is required to notify others,

like a bald head.

 

This may be the worst poem ever published.

Can you imagine how bad that would be? 

Jesus, I've read some real zingers in my day, and zingers is what Mohammad use to call Buddha, if you know what I mean. 

 

K, never even mind about the chemicals,

But what about the smoke?

Man, you don't want to speak of tobacco, the nicotine, the whole damn ugly mess of hacking up a lung when you're just trying to put food on the table for your fat family of goddamn misfits who  aspire to chrome plated sport utility vehicles like, well like every damn red blooded American dream queen who ever passed this way,

 

But, (Christ this is embarrassing), but, I am  Canadian.

Worst poem ever published, do you understand me?

   Nothing even rhymes, and don't give me any of that ee cummings bullshit. 

   K I only mentioned that to get published, like I did my homework.

Mostly I'm here to tell you something that you know. One of those niggling little notions on the periphery of your consciousness, that, when it focuses, you go, “yeah, I knew that”

Cause you do.

 

Up here in the Arctic, we got 50 words for snow, and Margaret Atwood. I don't know, is she any good? I only ask this, in a southern drawl mind you, to generate a rhyme, I mean, it seems like the right time, and, believe it or not, I am trying to entertain.

 

The other thing we have up here is a bona fide Canadian hero, a man, 

 well, boy really, 

 who galvanized the country with his personal plight of some kind of hard-core cancer which was treated with a shitload of chemicals and amputations, 

until he was a marionette of a beautiful boy, 

 well, man really, 

 

hopping along Highway 1, from coast to coast, to raise money, interest, and, I'm sure, protest the gods his demise, premature at 22, he had a name,  and now a bronze statue in front of Canadian parliament, ladies and gentlemen, I present to you mr terry fox.

 

 He wanted to run from Newfoundland to Vancouver, an extraordinary distance of 8500 kilometers, however he only made it as far as Thunder Bay Ontario, 5373 kilometers.  it rained like a mother fucker when they dragged him off the line, from out there at the edge of wilderness, because the Trans-Canada can dip into uncharted lands and we erected a bronze statue where it all ended just like the one in Ottawa

 

It takes 10 years of sustained exposure to secondhand smoke for anything like lung cancer to light up the screens

But twenty minutes of alone time with an automobile will kill you. Dead.

10 years is five million two hundred and fifty six thousand minutes. 

But you knew that.

 

Historians speculate that a contributing cause of the decline of the Roman Empire was their unfortunate adoption of lead pipes. Lead poisoning. Imagine that.

 

You could suck on lead pipes all day and not whiff a fraction of the heavy metals 

that weigh us down

            every single minute 

                      out here    in modern town.

 

Beep beep

 

 

 

Ω

 


Moth

A moth to my filament, clear archaic glass protecting us in spite of ourselves.

What in God’s name have we here?

No, seriously, I don't know what we're dealing with.

 

I mean, I can understand why she left me. She was prettier than me, plain and simple. 

Prettier.  Maybe not the other (the thing that kept me alive), but certainly prettier. Can't argue with that. 

So I concocted this crazy tale of how she ran off with with a dish, 

jumped over the moon,

 meanwhile somewhere beneath my ego 

I wrapped her naked neck in the umbilical cord saved  for the occasion by my homicidal mother

and pray to god no one can see how it’s eating me

 

 

 

 

Ω

 

 

 


Vietnam

Flying into Las Vegas 

four days since the worst mass shooting in US history - the year, 

make note 

is 2017 

            I am not going to speak of the numbers 

                         because in your time it's gonna be 

                                   much

                                         much worse

Which coincides with the release of a PBS documentary 

About the Vietnam War, chronicling the American invasion, occupation and devastation  of the eponym

 

the few who speak favourably, in the documentary, of the horrific War

     talk of protecting their way of life

At Any cost

You know how we Americans are,

    Our catatonic fear of a simple philosophy

          makes the high horse tremble

So  3 million people had to be murdered and maimed, never mind raped, this a poem for Christ’s sake 

        So that a Starbucks could be jingle jangled out of the desert floor

         30000 feet below me and fast approaching 

  bullet holes strafed along a parking lot now littered with teddy bears and candlesticks

      gold shards of Mandalay Bay sparkling 

            like ripples on an Asian sea      you'd have to imagine 

                        because they swept that shit up 

                        days ago

But  the fear’s all gone

      of Saigon

In fact the whole damn scene

       Is flipped upside down

Where capitalism, our money, our way of life, absolutely  

          depend on China town

 

While snipers still hunt

From the ramparts on high

and  you can see in the dawn's early light

Plywood sheets  teddy bears  &golden shards of Mandalay Bay

 

Ω


 

 

Luxury

 

Barbados, is there any place more lovely?

And that such a place created such a wealth 

That the king of England, William the Third, literally envied the finery, the opulence of the sugar barons

 

The sugar barons beat people to death to make that kind of living, devised metal hats like bird cages  locked around necks to prevent the suffering from eating the cane 

 watching every British penny

 

Those men/women who worked the field rarely saw the other side of twenty one

They clawed like hell to end it all

 

the sugar barons separated the head from the body

explained how the soul was stuck for all eternity

to prevent the dead from escaping

 

The gas chamber a luxury not yet invented

 

 

Ω



 

 


Last Rodeo

 

I just don't think

I'm your last rodeo

 

She said to me 

Before she let me go

 

 

Ω 

 


 

 Fathers  

 

I am not sure who was the worst parent,

 me or my father,

 

neither of us winning any awards,

 although, 

  my old man

always seemed “right”, straining on the steering wheel, leaning into society a little heavier than Churchill or Muammar Gaddafi, although he couldn't read, I kid you not, which makes my existence incredible, how he dragged me across the world, bowling in Abu Dhabi, we went fishing one time, off the coast of Fiji in a rowboat not up to the task of chasing down whatever whale stirred the ocean just past the reef, 

  my dad excited  

      our guide absolutely  

  terrified

 

My son waited for love

 He  didn't demand it  

                     like his sister 

which makes me an idiot 

I see that now

that a five year old

should have to ask

 for a hand up from a cold world  

but I was running scared

  the contradiction too much for a child to bear 

 

From here, near the upper atmosphere, my life's a Red Bull commercial 

      people do my bidding 

             women attend to me 

                  

My old man’s not much changed, struggling, an eye on the game

 

But my son, he knows: 

           I'm brittle, 

                   his grandfather is bone

 

 

Ω
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