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From the First Book of Inundations 5

Slippery God

On a bus on the Korat highway.

[ had just received a call on the mobile

from my estranged wife (a novel enough event),

when we passed God on a motor cycle.

He was playing it safe and wearing a helmet,

but his black tee shirt was clearly marked, “God”.

So | pondered if He was pulling the strings.

Divine intervention certainly

hadn’t featured in our relationship before:

but maybe this was a new phase,

and, as a crush of clerics told me in my youth,

God works in mysterious ways;

and this seemed suitably ambiguous.

Moses got a burning bush that talked:

how would he have responded to the Godhead appearing
as just another Thal motor cyclist with his head up his arse?
Inadequacy i1s scarcely adequate to describe my feelings.
Why this call from my wife (estranged)

followed by Jahwe (retired) on a Honda?”

A deluge commenced, intense even for the rainy season.
Cement factories glowed in the storm like ...

like tiery arks. Was ark building an option?

[ took some pills and hoped for a second visitation.

An SMS rustled in my pocket.
Said an angel was waiting for me at Korat bus terminal.
She was going to take me to a hotel and open the Ark of the Covenant.

[ felt something like awe stirring,

The storm swirled round a broken-down bus,

hazard lights sunk beneath the Stygian flood:

lost souls on the hard shoulder, Third Circle of Hell.

Hey, maybe it was time for more revelations.

[ was beginning to realize that they re invariably problematical,
and a new respect was forming for Moses.

Forget about tablets of stone, I'll have some more of these.
The bus laboured past trucks of cinnamon and rosewood
climbing the rain-soaked Mount of Venus,

slippery with prophecy.




Gas stations blazed on a neon tide, pock-marked with divine tears.
Now, along the serpent straight, a sudden bright kilometer

of forbidden fruits under canvas.

Eden’s offerings brought to market, swallowed by the dark.

Divine tears began dripping through a lamp cluster above my head.
| felt fingered by God, though I couldn’t rule out my estranged wife,
and with an apologetic look at my fellow voyager,

chilled to the crotch with a primal stain.

| erected my umbrella.

We slowed to a crawl in a world over its hubcaps in pain,

trucks with a bow-wave, motor cyclists become canoeists,

people in fluorescent rain-capes, waving flashing batons,
symphonic confusion.

Hailed Klongpai prison. barbed, deadly: breaching like a sea monster
before sounding into blackness, freighted with souls,

Soon a temple. glimmering like Atlantis, sank in the Sargasso night,
drowning prayers, as scaly serpents thrashed below our wheels,
devouring Korat Highway in my sight.

cotled slimy round my element, they made it theirs.

And the Flying Dutchman’s bus drove by,

no lights, black windows, and a sign that said,

“You think it’s Korat, but you're over your head.

[t's all phantasms and finny dead,

where land sinks and the sky rains dread,

and divine tears stalagmite your head,

and God appears, as the good book said, on a humble motor cycle”.
Slippery God on a motor cycle.

Slippery God, slippery God, slip-er-ee God on a motor cycle.




From The Second Book of Inundations

Bangkok De Profundis

In a time of rising waters,

He has cried to thee oh Lord.

[t was becoming hard to bear,

waking up each morning as a cockroach.
His junkie girliriend stole the laptop,

the phone Kept ringing at odd hours,

and insomniacs haunted him,

imvading his rooms to smoke Old Delirtum
in strange contraptions, fashioned

from detergent bottles and glass tubing.

False prophets network,

scares and admonitions.

“Seek shelter from the coming tlood™

for markets fall, and pundits pall

like necromancers shocked by futures,
awed at stocks’ exposed positions.

More flashbacks of those corpses wrapped
in blood-stained sheets where Hades meets Suwintawong highway,
and demons dressed as strutting cops

play out satanic games with car wrecks
and six lanes of hurtling pick-ups,

loaded with the damned.

Nothing stops, apart from hoping,

in that darkness:

hoping, and the grand design of God.

Years of debris: a throwaway world

18 gagging his high watermark.

The residue of empires, dismembered 1deologies.
gangrenous mullahs,

severed heads in doggie bags,

girls stoned to death by dumper truck

where high tech. serves Islamic rigour:

and women's bodies, feared

and lashed with equal vigour,

float the septic tide to state,

that. rofting, raped and subjugate,

masked, or beauty acid-scarred,

this jealous hate redeems some family’s honour
and the keeping of a slave.
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Let thine ears be attentive

to the voice of his supplication.
Please take his urgent call oh Lord,
extend to him religion's consolation.

Icons of old wizard monks,
expensive relics in a locket,

the sacred, decorated trunks of
twisted, bent, revered old trees,

an idol, or a totem,

or the fetish of of a prophet,

an amulet of Vishnu.

or a string of merit-making beads
to finger in a pocket.

A road map of the Tree of Life,

a praver mat, sacrificial knife,

a sacred stone they venerate,

a holy spring where they prostrate,
and, chanting loudly, flagellate;
some mutilation rituals they find,
somehow express their

tortured, ingrown toenail of a mind.
To these they bow, by these they wait,
for heaven’s ultimate blind date;
hypnosis by a holy book,
subservience to a priestly look.

Yea Lord, he drinks a bitter cup,
deliverance eludes him yet.
The creator, playing hard to get.,

has. once more, frankly, stood him up.

Manipulation, thought correction,
machiavellian misdirection.
Digesting God's inditference,
inhaling insignificance.

in times of rising waters,

a Minoan maze of lies,

The sacred books. the king, the host,
those feet at which men grovel most:
the bloodstained tlag, the Holy Ghost.
the biggest fairy tales require

most ptous genuflection,

and these the thinking cockroach
will contemptuously despise.
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Insomniac transexuals

are texting, seeking parts again.

Awake within the whispering walls.
tlumination swirls and falls

to fractals in a pipe bulb,

when. aware God's not returning calls,
or dealing absolution,

he crawls out of the depths, not least

to shun the poisonous fix of priests,

and charter his own tlight to dissolution.

For, Lord, he's turned his back upon . R PR, i P o 70 ‘T"’é-ﬂ! i 3 |
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without slavish self-abasement.

the mediaeval violence policing laws of love;
a million milling zealots

trampling by their sacred monolith:
psychosis aping saintliness,

when push comes to fanatic shove.

And the globalised multiplex; virtual reality,
brand slaves on Prozac grazing the mall.

Where history simply 1s discarded fashion,
Junk’s TV, rap culture, and soundbite celebrities.
mainlining cage fights, an armchair in hell.

In a time of rising waters,

He has cried to thee, oh Lord.

Last call for oblivion. welcome aboard.
Let thine ears be attentive... attentive oh Lord!

Last call for oblivion, we ve darkness on board.




From the Third Book of Inundations

Stand-Up

At such a perfect moment, Death will come
and take me to the water. Still, I hear

his stripped-down opening drum.

At such a perfect moment ...

Of course, you wouldn’t KNOW
you re nuts, IF you WERE nuts.
They re wailing at the hour of prayer.
Deejay Nemesis plays Old Wave,
with a bad rep.

hot licks from the dark side.
microwaves in lockstep.

No question, man: I'm fried.

I may need to take this further,
with a witch-doctor or shrink,
but, the River and the Abyss:
always closer than you think:
will be:

taking you,

down.

“And what if your clear sanity’s their Crazy?”

This aphorism 1 extracted from a Christmas cracker,
Then another, more intriguing,

“Hold the River, and the Abyss,

closer to you, always”.

Nobody laughed at my aphorism.

People fiddled with their party hats,

so [ repeated it

“Hold the River, and the Abyss, closer to you, always™.
Squeezed it out, like Ahmed. in a passion,
comforting his favourite camel

from behind.

Special!

Ejaculated it again.

A lot of people left the party,

right away.
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It was like the end of Christmas. in the West,

More fun than an exploding vest.
“Yes! how the cracker’s holy verses
Have dogged me, Moriarty!”
Sometimes | step into other scripts.
But, doesn't everybody”

“You want to spread your
Prayer-mat mind for me?”

[ said 1t again,

“You want to pull the holy cracker,
share these verses with me?”

And licked my open mouth:
Special!

No stopping it, then. The entire building
was evacuated by the government,
directly into the President’s face.

The whole, rotten, poxy. scat-trip, daily-life-load,

harlot politicians, with their asses up for big oil,

mutilated children, auto-destructive muslims,

slaves and stonings, bombings and beheadings on TV,

sharia shit, and PC lube, a rectal cocktail from the cosmic tube,
royally blown, and voided in the Chiet’s visage.

Comparisons will fail to match the charnel reek

of this vast o1l slick of GM demon seed,

enough to give a skunk a hard-on for a week!

Special!
Like I said, everybody drowns.
How good a fucking gig is that?

The Capital 1s inundated,

and channels of communication
cgagged over a large area.

And even the head-hangman

is choked with a real big one,
and the drones are down.

And phones, and everyone
¢lse in town, are dead.
FINITO! And welcome:
your card got swiped,

the truth is halal overnight,
and all your deepest fears;
are realized.
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No jury but fuckwit mullahs.
and no other judge but Dread.

Hey, only joking! Why so serious?
Only joking!

I can’t stand-up any longer.

Time has surely come, to pause,

to ask you, for a hand-job .....
You know, ..... I mean, ..... your applause.

Gravity’s Fool

When she leaves me,

and I'm ordinary again,

a flickering filament,

a melancholy solo

in a wasted hour:

a speech without conviction
in an empty auditorium,

a cherry blossom bough
that will not flower.
When she leaves.

this falling rocket coughs,
its motor won't restart.
I'm gravity’s fool again:
just ordinary debris
destined soon to fall apart.
And her absences.

like tree rings,

all her absences

will show,

that day they open

my abandoned heart.

I8




From The Fourth Book of Inundations

The Institute of Mockery
| / The Flag Raising

Students watit in line,

for flag raising to begin.

The chosen. touch the folded cloth,
much as beetling priests revere

the mystical Shroud of Turin.
“Today, class. we unturl the flag ...”

Whores and hitmen, billionaires and feudalists,
extortion, oppression, 1gnorance, and worse.
Religious shams, and corporate scams and cover-ups
ubiquitous corruption, rape, and slavery.

each government as a smash and grab

job, intlicted on the public purse.

“Today, class. as we raise the flag™ .....

cue martial music, and the staft’s respectful silence.
Hope's buried in ten thousand secret places.

today, as we salute the flag.

The students soak 1t in. with vacant faces.

2/ To the Escapees from the Flag-Raising

Don’t run this way, fugitives.
Poetry’s just the grappling

of language and confusion,
poetry’s just a groping for the light,
Sometimes it's an act of love.

and sometimes absolution,

always, it’s a state of exile,

often 1t’s a fight.

Don't run this way, fugitives.




3/ Lost at Loco’s

[ heard him laugh,

“Don’t talk value to me, you nut.

Where else on the planet can you

buy an iced beer and a joint

For less than five, U.S.”

Second round, you're already trashed, then

looking out of this big window, and above the mess ..."

Ramshackle carts and taxis thread the shabby condos and shacks along a narrow sol,
straggling to the dusty temple, all lining a poisonous canal. Motor cycle taxis, occasional
asian beauties, negotiate the speed bumps,

and a motorized noodle vendor in a black tee shirt, marked End Game, skirts expertly round
wheezing joggers and two boys on weaving tricycles. A woman in a four by four, letting her
motor run,

doesn’t bat an eye, as a pickup with thirty men,

standing, packed solidly as brooms on that brush vendor’s cart,

sweeps by.

And all the time, the deals are done.

Sudden wailings from some mosque. ..

"It’s a fucking madhouse out there. Between me and you,

| mean, seriously .....7

Two cops, bulging from a motorcycle, scouting for some shakedown they can try, cruise
through.

Security man across the street in Mao suit and a golf cap, casts his gimlet gaze our way, leans
on the sliding gate to a forbidden land,

tubular steel, chest height, tubular steel. in red and white ....

Suddenly, it is hours later, and dark.

“We're lodged between the cracks of tyranny™, he smiles,

ke and doomed to lose. Personally,

[ would choose to franchise Loco's,

as an antidote to fear and loathing™,

The street outside of Loco’™s now is quiet for the night

Tubular steel. chest height, tubular steel, in red and white.

[t 15 six hours to flag-raising.
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From The Fifth Book of Inundations

Fall of the Khmer Republic

Cut to the murderous traitors of the moment,

parading in white uniforms by Phnom Penh’s Palace walls,

sick of a murderous playboy king and his Louis Sixteenth fantasies:
zoom, as a new flag rises on the corrupt Khmer Republic,

intercut, with pogrom and more xenophobic butchery:

overdub, a unique pall, of utter darkness falls.

Offstage the would-be film-star king, bankrolled

by Chinese Opera, plays dynastic puppet,
compliantly herds his bovine subjects,

with time-honoured Buddhist feudal tales:

as Pol Pot, despatched, like a plague-rat, from China,
descends through the hell of the Ho Cht Minh Trail.
His crazy wite spurs his habitual insomnia,
screams atavistic hatred of Vietnamese allies.

Most secretive Chinese Opera players.

they head towards the play’s dark centre.

as yet. the unidentified main actors.

in this malignant masterpiece of Lies.

Khmer Rouge recruiting sergeants rain
incendiary madness from the West.

B52s that pulverise the forest and its people
have a legion of dumb corpses show

American lies, duplicitous and dirty as the rest.

The Republic lives five short and twisted years.
Now pan to the Yanks deserting more proxies,
and blundering from new tragedies of blood.
Credits, on their farewell, diplomatic, Judas kiss.
To black. with the Maoists™ great leap forward,
into the foul Cambodian abyss.




Five Acts in Search of a Tragedy

Cue the dying days of the old king,
jammed radio stations, doctored TV,
hi-jacked streets and mediaeval barricades,
Redshirts, royalists and coloured flags;
see Issan farmers, far from home,
drink amplified tirades.

and the wallpaper, these begging poor,
wear rags.

and “there’s music in the cates at night
and revolution in the air™,

in the dying days of the old king;
processions and bravado everywhere,
naivete and rented hearts.

in the dying days, the dying days,
betore the firing starts.

In the dying days of the old king,

The puppet-play of demagogues.

the camps of pseudo carnival

would all sign off 1n blood.

So martial law turned

short-time joints to sanctuary,

as curfew penned the dealers and the whores.
Sounds off were gunfire and nearby explosions,
while hookers chilled with ice behind closed doors.

Reminded

that “to smile and smile and be a villain™
is a national art.

vou watched as pawns were sacrificed;
the radicals and loyalists.

the old regime manipulators,

(classically dressed in darkness)

entered from stage left or right

and passionately played their part.

So, the puppet play was autographed in blood,
where rhetoric and snipers vied

to steal the listener's heart.




Some it a pyre of brand-names;
vowed revenge for slaughtered friends,
returned in rage to village life,

(an alternating stretch of feudal
somnolence and noise).

Sought out the chanting temple

and some semblance of a calmer age,
a fellowship that memory commends.
a fellowship that city life destroyed:
corrupted in a thousand different ways,
in the dying days.

the dying days of the old king.

Now, on the towering billboards

of the Ministry ot Truth

the crafted smile of the heir apparent
suddenly appears.

benign salve for forbidden doubts,
new father figure

in a time of democratic fears.

In the dying days.

the dying days of the old king,

the crafted smile of the heir apparent
suddenly appears .....

Freelance

Heavier than any back-pack,

dude, the centrifugal darkness,

of three million murders.

That place has an awesome negative field,
and so does every trash-choked.
blood-soaked kilometre to the Thai border.
The highway bus stops have a bench

of the desperate and dangerous,

and more choking than the stench

of those unspeakable latrines is

the crocodile breath of Marxists.

and embedded Party reptiles,

gorged on graft and carrion,

still slithering among the corpses,

stealing all the scenes.




In Phnom Penh you know

the jungle never really left.

A torture vortex. with tourists.
| swore 1'd never go back.
And now this invitation

from Cadre Number One,

to edit his self-vindicating fiction.

The ultimate progressive scoop,
one last hubristic loop-the-loop.
And

charismatic journo skills

can sometimes prove the gift
that kills.

City Limits

That’s the way it is,
out here,
not a lot of pure.

Your days are cut

with toxic trash.

Propaganda on the walls,
martyrism in the web.

and everyone who's clued-in,
tiptoe,

waiting for the crash,

or for a cure.

Out here, clear thought
and its practitioners are rare,

condemned men, motley heretics and such.

Nitrous oxide nightmares,
and the rubber masks they wear:

recognize these demons, going down?

Uncannily famihar?
Oh, really? Not so much:

for they whispered to you, coming in.
That first imprinting’s not your mother.

clown.,
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but this malignant midwife,

who is reading you your sentence,
which vou “do not understand™.
and this vou'll mutter as a mantra,
till you get here, all your little life,
will mutter as a mantra every day:

still marveling how sweet the fruit is,
here at city limits,

out, at city limits.

on the edges of decay.

Random search, unregulated. out at City Limits,
condemned men, motley heretics and such.

The military sent editors for re-adjustment,

and, out at City Limits now, the Oracle’s

not googled very much;

S0, during hours of darkness

you might try a proxy oracle,

for 1t was never twenty four seven.
Sometimes, for a fix of truth.

yvou'll catch some short-time cool
promotion, curated by seven eleven.

All the voices, demolition.

Some areas completely gone,

The Garden of Sad Concubines

was turned ito a Tussaud franchaise.
*Course, Tussaud began modeling

with the Terror’s severed heads.

Now TV works as guillotine instead,

and millions get the treatment.

Think you haven't been beheaded. sucker?

Just try nodding vour agreement.























































































































































