

Pathalogical Green Pastures.

pathalogical green pastures abound


in a graceful dance of death


surrounding the screaming children


of a world abandoned and unfulfilled


balancing like the beginning of a headache


between movement and calm


fearing the choice of either suitor


like a confused girl


wishing for the experience of a whore


her opens legs a savage metaphor


for the future we will enter


like guilty customers


sucking and still childlike in a damp alley


our bodies heaving through history


like breezes through a cornfield


unseen unknown and unfelt


an empty promise we have to believe


as the rain falls


and the dance never stops.




COLD PEAS.

When the children return from the nightclubs,


the cries of the band still ringing in their ears,


the drums of dawn beating a march over the horizon


and their mothers making sure time has not stopped


my life begins


with the sound of the milkfloat wheezing past my window


like an old woman with heavy bags


under her eyes


I can see her puffing towards the end


of the street


hoping to make it through the front door


where the slippers and sofa will finally take the weight


off her wheels.

And then the children laugh and sing


a jingle from our past


and huddle in hunched shouldered adoration


of themselves and each other


their mother's time moving far quicker than theirs


for she will notice far more pass over her face


and I,


well I who regularly dine on cold peas


know all about time and how fast it moves for me


I see them watch my difference in the street


as they pass by


for I crossed over long ago


I've forgotten how much of their flesh it took


to quicken my pulse


which acre of skin I trevailed and bit into


to stop my singing


but I know my nights are not the same as theirs


although I try sometimes to start a song


my voice is wrong


my stare is wrong


my shoes are wrong.


The laughter of the children drives me to another place


away from them


and everything I'm not


and wasn't long


into a chair,


a room,


breathing air that is mine


not theirs,


a dead of night,


after they've gone


place of calm,


where the dripping tap is the only sound


and I can wait for the light,


and the mid-morning traffic


to send me to sleep.




Road Signs.


Paradise and death have the same road signs


says the old man of gaping holes


battered and beautiful by the roadside


his life written in lines of parchment skin


sagging off a tired skull


waiting and waiting


on a street without a bus stop


stooping for the trash can flowers


and eating a petal or two,


a forkless gourmet in the restaurant of throw away life.


I never expected to be right, just not to be so wrong


as he takes the cigarette and smiles


hiding half in his pocket like a guilty thief


enjoyment rationed,


cupping cold palms around the open flame,


his charred hands shaking like moth's wings


we smoke like old indian chiefs


sending messages into heaven


pausing only to look


at what we have lost


turned into an edifice of burning rubber


and the land of white wet dreams.


Some of us are not meant to be a part of this


he says with smoke in his eyes


turning his head away so I don't see his shame


an idealist dressed in rags


with his feet in the gutter


washing away yesterday and today and tomorrow


and as I walk away


like all the rest


I turn and see him smile


at the road signs that point in my direction


and I pause


listening to the echoes of the street.

