
Jared Kushner Explains Why He Refuses to Listen  
to the Talking Heads’ “Once in a Lifetime” 
 
 
I was the boy who hides in the sarcophagus. 
Eavesdropping sparrows die in my hand. 
 
In my ear, Russians whisper: You seduced the 21st century, boy. 
 
I went to Berlin with a butterfly net. 
I believe scars blur fact and fiction. 
 
History is the fear of Nazis and the Third Reich. 
I defer only to the End Times imagination. 
 
I was the boy who hides his third hand. 
Bruised sparrows love scapegoats. 
 
I’m fond of memory distortions. 
I don’t think guilt ever retires. 
 
In my ear, Russians whisper: Survivors with damaged brains cannot forget. 
 
We allow ourselves to see 
what we allow ourselves to see. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Kellyanne Conway Overheard in the “Chaim Soutine: Flesh”  
Exhibit While Viewing Soutine’s Carcass of Beef 
 
 
Sort of like I can’t wait to eat 
somebody like Stephen King or 
Studs Terkel or somebody’s 
 
one-year-old daughter.  Try 
 
to avoid boring picture books  
about the Black Death.  Anyone 
who will listen to pieces 
 
of my television type 
 
on my computer had to eat 
somebody.  It’s sort of like 
watching somebody’s  
 
one-year-old daughter  
 
eat Edgar Allan Poe’s corpse 
in the 1854 London cholera 
outbreak.  Probably  
 
anyone who will listen  
 
to somebody eat somebody  
had to.  I love to crack 
you up and frighten you. 
 
 
 
 
  



Steve Mnuchin on Why He Must Watch Goldfinger  
Every Night Before He Goes to Bed 
 
 
The resistance?  Are you kidding me?  Grumpy white 
people getting pissed about change.  Prehistoric men 
and women wanting power.  I was preyed on 
 
at sixteen because, you know, I make money.  Which 
is what I do to help other people.  Which is power. 
Money I don’t think is every going away.  Ever. 
 
Is that science fiction?  Many people, shame 
on you, are livestock.  That irritates me.  Maybe 
sex could help.  The resistance?  Oh, my God. 
 
Let it go.  Breathe through it.  Prehistoric men  
and women wanting power aren’t ever going away. 
Money isn’t horrible.  You know?  I’m tired. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Kirstjen Nielsen Dispels Certain Rumors  
About Goya’s Saturn Devouring His Son 
 
 
First of all, Saturn is not munching on 
a child.  That headless torso appears to be  
 
an adult’s.  Female, probably, given 
 
the rounded buttocks.  Secondly, Saturn 
is not a border agent.  We have high 
 
standards.  No agent deliberately 
 
bites or chews on an illegal alien. 
Thirdly, I find it offensive that some 
 
compare our President to a monster 
 
in some murky, muddled painting.  We should, 
rather, praise Saturn for performing this 
 
thankless task: devouring raw our fear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



John Bolton Studies an Original Copy 
of the Declaration of Independence 
 
 
Imagine North Korea before it was North Korea,  
which explains so much.  And so little.   Somebody craved,  
in the garden, this America, this Eve, though, please, 
she is not his, hers, or ours.   
 
I may repeat myself.  But this is what makes John 
Bolton John Bolton: He’s not afraid of repeating myself.   
 
This America, she likes to live deep underground 
when and where all the children flee their fear 
and a mop dips deep into a gone well, and smears 
sweetly, this mop, a kind of red nastiness over all 
that’s left of the sky.  And the stock market dies. 
 
Numbers do amazing things, for example: 
1.) How do you know that the North Korean regime is lying?  
2.) Their lips are moving. 
3.) John Bolton shall be a plague unto you. 
 
One day America brought into the house a tiny wooden animal 
no longer in the wood.  Therefore, we must launch 
into the enemy’s throat fire.  Again and again.  I’m not running  
around the world looking for problems to assassinate. 
 
But don’t get me wrong; I would love to be president. 
 
And so America, a type of toxic weed, grew wild 
all over her back and mine.  Which means we must 
put her on a train, with an explosive hidden 
inside, for that is how the world shall end,  
my animal friend, when you stroke too close  
to America.  That’s why I always say:  
 
Let the night consume us. 
 
 



Gina Haspel Admits She’s One of the Dancers on a Car in La La Land 
 
 
I am threatened by a lot of things 
I love.  I was fourteen.  I’ll never  
get over that.  We’re living something 
 
that’s going to happen.  The apocalypse 
 
is salvation.  And yet I make a lot 
of eye contact with the world. 
My laughter research is most beautiful. 
 
Which is embarrassing 
 
and dangerous.  A poet crawls 
in the vile, impossible, the lost 
syllable.  Causing a laughter epidemic. 
 
I am not caged in a language, 
 
a place to live for decades.  I can see 
that.  I married a broken doppelganger   
in a cave.  I really like exhaustion,  
 
a kind of drug, really.  Destruction  
 
is telling us: The deeply ignorant could  
be a good thing.  I don’t get angry.  I like  
my sinister front porch.  That’s all I want to say.   
 
 
 


