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men do. Even more reasonably, though some might find this 
flagrantly strange, I do not repay insults blow by blow nor by force 
recover my stolen property. Passing lightly beneath the circus 
overhead I keep a courtship eye on those around me who believe the 
world is no bigger than a map. I know how much room there is and 
that they might need to be escorted in. 
 
 
 
 
 
GOD TASTE IN PEOPLE 
 
 
Like lips to the dark taste of milk, I feel God begin to suck on me. 
Love, pulled down over my eyes, makes more than the world 
disappear. There is no bite of the cherry. No auris interna suffused 
with cuntroom talk. Yet all is the body. Submissive Indian, Chinese, 
Jewish, Greek and Roman, I am almost too human. I am open. 
Breast to broken breast, the morning birds slam into the window of 
my heart.
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Right at the back of t
along the eighty-year-old branch is an insect with a golden eye. Mud 
volcanoes erupt periodically. I am studying astronomy as it occurs in 
the grass. Between the blades, soldiers sent out to test the feelings of 
the angry. Addictions, feuding and abuse. A headless shifting crisis 
played out in the tiny jungle of the feet. The world never safe from 
being about to be formed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
NOT WHAT GOD INTENDED 
 
 

thought, an idea. Forgetting that thought may have changed my life. 
But I went ahead. The pagans were on purpose. Not so the plateaus 
of desire where people trap themselves. And it appears they have 
made of my history a treaty of anecdotes. They seem to think. They 
have done nothing about power. I worked and worked. Now I look 
and I think 
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up the path with a new appointment in its diary. All the people are 

them convinced. They mimic sausagy opportunities & sausagy 
potential. Sausagy ambitions & sausagy outcomes. There are no 
longer any human splinters to cause irritation to the culture. 
Belonging-peddler! 
 
 
 
 
 
THE BRUNT OF GOD 
 
We have to bear this. Believers and non-believers alike. Brunts do 
not distinguish. Single-minded they push you down. The dark ages 

resurrectionists say upsadaisy. The lapsed reincarnationists stamp 

relapsed into reimagining their lives as flies. A brunt is 
enlarged. It is a feeder. The brunt is a puppet show in which the 
puppeteer remains visible throughout the performance. There are 
no side seats to the brunt. The body so selected. For the undeserved 
mercy of God. We have to bear this. The short and the long of it. 
You can clench your whole body and it will not help. The message 
of the brunt is that the ball is at your feet. You are the part of the 
horse in front of its rider. A pastime. Do not try to avoid the brunt 
of God because then the brunt will begin to utter poetry. This is 
pretty but painful and poignant for the bearer of the brunt. A brunt 
is like three lots of Wittgenstein plus more. It is a genius that knows 
only your name. 
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YARD 
 
 

On my lap, book 
opened against the complaints of its spine. It has as the title of love a 
name. (You can muse on the different ways of punctuating this 
sentence, but it is  quite successfully  striving against 
punctuation.) I read aloud and it reads like the rose, its thorn the 
arrow, drawing through the heart the lightest and sharpest plough. 

 the outspread white wings of space. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

s why he makes things. He makes my shirt so 
that up my sleeve my wives can argue over the roast potatoes. He 
makes my ears so that I can hear a man tired of being said. He 

mention his name. He makes a head to lick and a chest to rot and 
upon each grave a grave. And yes, punishments and rewards. And 
yes, the pens and swords with which we fashion worlds to fall 
through the gaps in our understanding. He makes the gaps! He 
makes an opening in the farce and thighs which close. Miraculously, 
without being able to read, he makes us make names for things 
which then overflowing like a name overflow from their names. God 
is a maker. Skip and a hop. Striding along like a holiday he makes so 
much fun that we feel eternally left behind. We keep writing about 
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 Two women in 
the seats next to me are sharing a crossword. The fool climbs out of 
their lungs with a bagful of words. Lorica. Gregale. Tepidaria. 
Sudarium. They scribble and scratch. Down & across. Across & 
down. They float out as if collecting rusty texts from drifting timber, 
then paddle back in to pick up their pens. Tesserae! Lapilli! Finally 
giving in, I grab their newspaper and set fire to nihilsm. 
 
 
 
 
PLUS GOD 
 
 
Eventually, I let God in. As they say you should. Nothing changed 
except that I now had everything plus God. He sat in my priority 
seating area with a little torch. Look there! he pointed. A stadium of 
people emptying a word. And there! A blue figure in a darkroom 
developing extinction, rummaging in itself for the blackness that can 

goes flat and God and I can see nothing. This is advantageous 
because momentarily undistracted we can really get to know each 
other. It seems God is interested in everything about me. This is 

when 
God can again shine his little light right at me. I let you out, to go 
free, he said, so that I could be everything plus you. In the cure of 
our equation, it seems, there are no minuses. 
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Off to the left I see 
souls stacked up with radiation sickness. They dream they are 
galloping lanterns while their people walk round without the usual 
restlessness. In their seven-league boots they wander all the way 

high but no-one is even worried about the half life. By the end of the 
 

 
 
 
 
LITTLE HELL 
 
 
Little hell. The same size, yes just the same size, as Hell. 
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Everyone here is a 
yardsman. Ripping overgrown dawns out before every night and 

larger around the edges of their violent labour while I, like a 
dandelion, watch them and shiver. It seems quite plausible that even 
the smallest peep out of a dandelion could turn their endeavours in 
my delicate direction. (As the cat pays no attention to God.) 
 
 
BAPTISM BY DESERTION 
 
 
They were moving their grief around between each other as if it was 
glory. Every no they uttered was used to shore up the wall they built 
purely for the purpose of having a door they could lock. What exists 
listens at its keyhole beyond which is the room in which the very 
shape of absence is found. In there they echo and fake and come up 
only with the idea of detour. This they follow from one borrowing 
to another, from one revocation to another until eventually, 
gloriously, they grieve for what never left them. The eternal belief in 
their desertion and the deceptive permission this gave them. 
 


