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B eowul f  embarks  f rom Geat land 

to  re s cue  Danes  f rom the  s c ourge  o f  Grendel

C ant oO ne

F ound l ing  Spear-Dane-Sh ie ld  fa i r - ru led 

beyond good wha l ing-y ie ld 

and then foe-wreck ing- famed

far  beat  long- t roub les  back 

to  where  dysgen ic  cankers  p remuta te

when ch i ld -conf i rmed conten tment  g rew

as cub-Pr ince  Beow

f resh-weaned. . .waxed prudent  soon 

qu ick  ventured  fo r th 

to  wrench good land,  p rovender  and r igh t - law 

by  s tu rdy  w i t  o f  a rm and hand

as Dane-Sh ie ld -men s t rove  migh t i l y 

to  favour -b ind ,  p r ince-s t r ip l ing-bo ld

and so  i t  went . . .as  many pro f i t -seasons spent

w i th  be t te r  and ye t  be t te r  days  benef icen t

un t i l ,  King-Dane who’d  th r ived  o f  whor led-prows ou tbound

was la id  beneath  broad-sh ie ld  and sword

hard- tempered-axe and r ing-mai l -coa t ,  f ine-wrought

4



to  sa i l  beyond grea t -ocean ’s  sway. . .

w i th  mourn ing  loss  o f  k i th  and k in

. . . f ree  o f  compla in t ,  to  d r i f t

where  foo ls  and w ise  and r i ch  and poor 

and grea t  and smal l  must  go . . .beyond a l l  te ther ing . . .

Then breach ing  ba t t lements ,  long  he ld -secure

by  foes  who ’d  s taked the i r  bounty  l i ves  on  them 

peace- r ipened-summer  mul t ip l ied 

to  render  Beow-KIng,  fecund-wise 

w i th  seemly  he i rs . . .was  b lessed

F i rs t  Ha l fdane came. . .and then d id  Heorogar 

and Hro thgar  and ch i ld - fa i r  Ha lga  grew

bed-mated to  One la ’s  harsh  embat t led  land. . .made Queen

out lawed o f  Grende l  came,  anathema

to  where  sea-s t r i v ing  Danes bed-s tayed 

wrapped-up in  cosy  dreams,  as leep. . .

insens ib le  l i ke  God-cursed bru te ,  he  dove a t  them

maraud ing  hear th  and heath  and fens

. . . took  th i r ty  Thane ’s  as  bu tchery

unt i l  f resh-dawn spoke rampant  b lood-p lo t -p la in

War  favoured Hro thgar - ru le

whose Thanes migh t -wrenched bo ld - f ie rce- land ga ins

wi th  b r isk -w inds  f resh  o f f  sp lend id  f jo rds

ra ised mead-ha l l  h igh

f rom fa r  land  t r ibu tes  sent 

to  Danes. . .whose Hereot - law wel l  p ro f fe red  r ings

much- tab led  succu lence,  o f  lamb and boar 

as  b looming-br igh t ,  g raced rooms

wi th  poet ’s  song-b i rd - tw i t te r ing

where  f ru i t - f i l l ed-boughs o ’e r  water -g leamed 

t ranqu i l  a  mer ry,  moon l i t  ‘ round and ’ round 

there  p leasures  p lucked on  harp-sweet - rhapsod ies

which  har rowed some. . .

as  r iba ld ,  p r ide- f i l l ed ,  banquet -no ise

sp i te -sp leen p lugged ears  w i th  ga l l 

so  tha t  combust ive ,  con tumac ious ,  envy  grew

wi th  rancour 's  cancerous  excess

unt i l  R igh t -Thanes ’ mead-ha l l  by  to rch  was l i t

and  b lood lus t  poured reca lc i t ran t
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one doomsday ou t . . .as  Ca in ’s  c lans 

as fa ted  Danes se ized on to  g r ie f  he ld -hard

aghast  a t  demon- t ra i l  tha t  wreaked d is t ress 

served sor row on the i r  p la te ,  w i th  no  resp i te 

as  Grende l  s t ruck  aga in ,  aga in ,  aga in 

Fear -drenched. . . twe lve-seasons went

unhomed w i th  woe severe 

sought -ou t  sa fe  lands  who cou ld

as  Grende l  ra i led  hard ,  hard ,  aga ins t  the  r igh t

death-shadows swooped. . . long-n igh ts  in  mis ty -moors

th roughout  the  land he l l ’s  reavers  mang led  a l l . . .

as  Sh ie ld ing  sor row,  t rapped the  K ing

though Grende l  s t i l l ,  cou ld  no t  unseat  Hro thgar ’s  th rone

so sa fe ly  s tayed,  the i r  t reasure- t rove  f rom h im

. . .ou tcas t  who hunted ,  ma in ly  a f te r  dark

yet ,  sp i te  o f  counse l ,  w ise  and t rue  and r igh t

Beow-son ’s  land ,  cou ld  no t  con tend 

aga ins t  th is  r i ven  dark  o f  dark  o f  dark

un t i l  a t  las t  Hyge lac  Thane,  h ighborn

heard  Geat land ne ighbour ’s  loud  pa in -p l igh t

thence swan-head p l ied . . . to  sw i f t -seek  Hro thgar -need

wood-wreathed w i th  g leaming ba t t le -gear. . . fas t  f lew

l ike  water -b i rds  to  head land fa l l s 

as  lookout  Danes peered-out  hard-down a t  them

below the  b lu f f

where  s teep-breas ted  Geat land sh ips  had moored. . .

What  men  are  the s e . . . l ook-ou t ,  know-wanted

. . . s t range  f r i end  or  f o e  ?
. . . s taunch  combat-r igged  on  Hrothgar ’ s  shore  ?

a lbe i t  p leasant -miened and too ,  compl ian t  seemed

as Ch ie f ta in ’s  tongue-sharp-vented  home defence 

sharp  word-hoards  hur led

. . . revea led  them c lear ly,  Geats

a l leg ian t  to  Hyge lac 

and to  Ecgtheow named. . .s t i l l  g rea t  and good

So said:
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“We  c ome  to  a id  Dane-Lord
and noth ing  h ide  but  b l e s s ings  f o r  h i s  a im s 
to  s tay  f or  h im and  a l l  that ’ s  h i s ,  re c la im

aga ins t  the  rumoured  t e rror  in  th i s  land
that  l i k ew i s e  threatens  good  men  ev erywhere
to  Hrothgar  l oya l  s e ek  here  h i s  c ommand

our  courage  f o rged . . . d e ep- in  Hrothgar-r ight
. . .no  man need  f ear 

ex c ep t  sworn  enemie s  o f  h im ,  your  nob l e  King  ! “

G eat-sh ips  b road-beamed. . .

w i th  hawsers  anchored fas t

a rms-ches ts  un loaded. . .c lay  po ts  w i th  mead and o i l

bear -c lad  and sh ie lded,  s te rn-qu ick-marched 

to  famous ha l l ,  wh ich  f rom t ru th -mother ’s  l ips 

as  we l l ,  o f t -goat -herd- ta lk

much heard ,  w ide-eyes  conf i rmed

ear th -bound,  b road-gab led ,  more  c loud- f ramed

than any  had,  w ide- t rave l led ,  seen

the i r  jaws awe-dazz led ,  d ropp ing ,  gaped

as gr im-war -g i r thed,  sea-spent

they  s tacked long-sh ie lds  and swords

great -spears  and c lubs

mai l - je rk ins ,  cheek-h inged-he lm and 

Geat  banners  fu r led ,  p i led  down 

w i th  c la t te r ing . . .as  they  bes t -cou ld

and some down- la id . . . to  oarsman-s leep 

wh i le  some-se lves  seated 

g is t -s tayed fo r  what  they  heard . . .

as  much- loved Beowul f  spoke

h igh-purpose f rom h im s t re tched the  wa l ls 

whereon Dane-guard  in  tu rn

sought  ou t  Hro thgar  l iege  and lo rd 

who w i th  re ta iners  s tood beyond. . .

re f rac t ing  cour tes ies

  be f i t t ing  K ing  tu rned o ld . . .

acknowledged p leas  o f  aud ience,  fo r  fe rvent  Pr ince

so born  o f  g rea t  aspec t

. . .as  fo rm deserved
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Hrothgar. . .p la in-p leased,  hur led out  these words:

I  knew  h im Beowul f  a s  a  boy . . . ” 
cas t  b road h is  smi le  on  chamber - room to  res t  unset t led  ease 

o f  we l l -a rmed s t rangers  sudden in  the i r  m ids t . . .

dec la red  th is  Beowul f ’s  paren ts ,  f r iends 

whom he we l l -knew 

fo r  Ecgtheow o f  Hre the l ’s  daughter  wed

them-of  Beowul f  was  bred . . .

      Spoke King:

“  I f  h e  w i l l  Grende l - smi te . . . our  Hero  much-ge t s  go ld 
d e ep-he ld  in  vau l t s  I  on ly  know . . .

so  pray  b id  Beowul f  enter  now and  we l c ome  say
 a l l  h ear t s  and  minds  h im-reached  s tay  f i rm ,  mine - t rue

for  what  th i s  Hero  s e ek s  on  our  b eha lf
whos e  s t rength ’ s  l i k e  th i r ty  men ,  s t rong-armed

. . . speak  we l c ome  on ly  in  Dane ’ s  land 
for  th i s  great  Thane  make  our  re f ra in . . .

make  t rumpet s  honours  f l ow
thi s  f re sh ’ l ing  Cae sar ’ s  we l l -b e s towed . . . g rea t  l ov e  on  us . . .

make  h i s  reward 
no  la ck  o f  grat i tude

and a l l  our  l ov e  f o r  h im . . . b e  Dane land ’ s  b e s t . . . !

A nd so  w i th  sh ie lds  and spears  s tack-s tayed 

be fore  Hro thgar  ta l l ,  nor  feeb le  ye t 

as  s t r i c t  be fore  h im Beowul f  s tood 

in  g leaming mai l  f ine- fo rged o f  go ld

heard  b i t te r l y  un jus t  cor rup t ive  b loody  deeds 

tha t  Grende l  d id

in  a l l  sur round o f  lands  bo th  g rea t  and smal l

 f rom rumours- tea t ,  they  suck led  fear 

and tha t  i s  why  he  Beowul f  came

. . .most  awesome s t rengthed 

to  s laughter  enemies  o f  a l l  good men 

as  beas ts  o r  b ru tes  he  d id  no t  care 
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fo r  when embat t led  he  de fea ted  them. . .

such was h is  purpose,  sk i l l  and  s t rength 

to  dare  to  seek  the  Grende l  ou t . . . to  bandage h im in  wounds 

tha t  seek  fu l f i lment  in  h is  monster -death  a lone 

and ye t  unarmoured,  Beowul f  matched brash- f iend 

who beas t  enough 

d id  no t  resor t  to  t r inke t -a rms and sh ie lds ,  as  such 

bu t  laboured naked,  murder ing . . .

d isda in ing  mere-men ’s  too ls  tha t  guard-bes t  fa te 

to  l i ve  o r  d ie  on  ba t t leground. . .

o r  t ranqu i l  bed  fo rmed deeper  than presumpt ive  w i l l ’s

sweet -b i t te r  paradox  o f  consequences  Good or  I l l

nor  God nor  Dev i l  knows. . .

Spoke Beowul f ,  br ie f ly,  th is :

“Fate  w i l l s . . . f a t e  must . . . th is  Beowul f  sa id:

So  was te  no t  f ear . . . o r  d i e  a  thousand  deaths  too  s oon  ! 
You  me  command “   then  bowed down low unto  Geat  K ing

h is  fa ther ’s  f r iend . . .and s tood we l l  back

Hrothgar,  King,  repl ied:

“  My c lan  o f  Hereaot ’ s  dunned  by  what  dark  Grende l  c l eave s 

each  dawn the  mead-ha l l ’ s  s t reaked- f re sh-b l ood
from thos e  brave -good ,  d e f end ing  me

unt i l  our  dwind l ing  on  and  on 
l eave s  no  one  here  to  ho ld  or  e l s e  to  ga in

  no  th ing  to  c e l ebrate  but  d i r t  and  b l ood  and  dust
w i th  sun ’ s  great  r i s e  and  s e t . . .

no  one  w i l l  know i f  sun  snuf f s  out
. . . so  sun  i t s e l f  w i th  k i l l ing ’ s  ex t i rpate 

w i thout  r i ch  eye s  to  s oak  i t  up
so  we  can  weave  our  way through  l i f e t ime-day s

w i th  c oming ,  go ing ,  r i s e  and  fa ll 
w i th  boon  companion  sunsh ine  br ight 
nor  shadows  sh i f t  and  dr i f t  and  dart 
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w i thout  us  here  to  know
but  ye t  no t  I  nor  ev en  w i s e -men  fa thom it

a  wor ld  not  eyed  nor  ev en  shadows  s e en 
wou ld  ne i ther  b e . . . nor  ev en  ev er  b e ing . . . b e en

. . . i t  burdens  one  to  th ink  o f  it
thi s  puzz l e  more  than  Kings  and  Kingdoms  know 
. . . but  one  de s t royer  damned ,  named  Grende l  know s 

to  make  a l l  knowing  moon  and  s tar s 
and  a l l  known breath ing  d i sappear 

. . .no t  un l ik e  us ,  in  th i s . . . h e  too  wou ld  go
tr iumphant  then  when  a l l  th ings  fa l t e r . . .

a s  h i s  great - spo i l ing-hand  i s  spread
a  ha l f -God  s la in  by  h i s  own psa l t e r . . .

unhera lded  l i k e  any  vapour  came  and  went 
to  d i sappear  l i k e  never  came  and  went . . .

w i th  us  the  v i c t ims  f or  h i s  p lan 
expung ing  s e l f . . . c l ear  out  o f  a l l  that ’ s  known

imp l i c i t  su i c id e  p erhaps . . . i s  what  he  s e ek s  in  u s
once  gone  to  dus t  s t r i c t - reason- says . . .wou ld- l ead- there ,  thu s

What ’ s  pa in  to  h im . . .who  i s  caus e -pa in  i t s e l f   ?
a l l  d ead ,  a l l  d eath . . .wou ld  s e rv e  a  ba lm to  sa lv e  s e l f -b e ing 

a s  cur s ed  by  greater  ev i l  Gods  than  he 
h e  s earche s  c omfor t  in  Wor ld ’ s  End ,  f o r  h i s  own re s t ing  p lace

where  moon  and  sun  i t s e l f  cannot  ex i st 
and  peac e  c ome  on ly  when  there  no th ing  i s

W or ld -be ing  s e ek s  s e l f - c ons tancy
l i k e  t i g er  f e ed s  on  ante l ope  or  wo l f  on  hare 

and  then  f rom rat i on ing . . . 
‘t i l l  no th ing  e l s e ,  f rom j e opardy  o f  appe t i t e ,  ex i s t s

each  f l o ck  and  t r ib e ,  c ov ey  and  pack . . .
from gre ed-o f -b e ing ’ s  enmired ,  in  paradox 

s tark-matter ’ s -hunger ing
s ent  Grende l -b eas t  in f l i c t i v e  o f  negat i on  here

whi ch  a ims  dark- energy  preva i l . . .w i th  never  c ompromise
‘t i l l  Grende l  c la ims  h i s  v i c tory  o f  empt ine s s ,  in  s e l f -d emise
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or  e l s e  h e ’ s  ju s t  a  nui sance . . . b l oody  to  us  a l l . . .
that  p lays  no  game  and  has  no  a ims . . . h i s  game . . .no  game  at  a l l . . .

so  then  what  we ighs  a l l  l i f e ,  d eath ,  war  ( ? )
but  th ink  aga in . . . that  then

the  Sun and  Moon and  Star s  and  Land and  Sea  wou ld  d i sappear
i f  Grende l -dammed ,  k i l l s -a l l . . . !

Ref lec t i ve  Hro thgar  then 

f rom reasoned t rance re tu rned h imse l f  aga in 

as  those sur round ing  heaved deep-s ighs 

a t  perora t ion ’s  end

so ra l l ied  Geats  and t roub led  Danes 

whose answer  was. . . to  bang the i r  sh ie lds 

and ra ise  such c lamour ing  en masse 

tha t  even Grende l  wou ld  remember  fear

then no  th ing  s t ra igh t  in  wor ld  made tu rn  &  tw is t 

as  ye t  aga in  too-soon r i ch  t roub le  came 

f rom Unfer th ’s  fond-be l ie f  he  was un fa i r l y  rendered,  less

compar ing  h is  conce i t  to  Beowul f ’s  r i se . . .

h is  envy  sought  what  f ramed Beowul f ’s  acc la im

h is  zea lo t -se l f  ob l iged  to  shr ive l ,  shr ink  and d isappear 

by  any  deemed by  o thers  more  than h is  se l f -knowing  g leaned

jus t  as  men- l i t t le  sw im the  common t rough

but  never  c res t  the  hero-wave 

and h ide  the i r  pauc i ty  o f  se l f -es teem 

in  d reams se l f -p reen ing  fan tas ies 

where  mer i t ’s  found in  none bu t  se l f . . .and  none there  ye t

the  wor ld  he ld  servant -p icayune. . . fo r  smal l  imag in ing

un l ike  th ings- rea l . . . the i r  bubb le-burs t ing  in  s tock-dreams

he rank led  more  beneath  h is  b rea th 

so  t igh t ly  he ld  i t  c ramped h is  puny  ches t 

un t i l  fo rced words  ou t f lew l i ke  shards  o f  g lass

and reck less  cha l lenge found i t s  nerve  in  h im. . . 

as  Unfer th  spat  ha l f - t ru ths  and quar te r - l ies

wide-eyed amazement  g rew. . .sur round ing  a l l . . .

Spoke Unfer th  then:

“Are  you  that  Beowul f  who . . . 
in  sw imming  matched  in  open  s ea ,  sw i f t  Breca 
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c l a iming  va in ly  you  cou ld  w in 
w i th  on ly  vani ty  f or  buoyancy  o f  p lan

and then  commendab ly  you  swam
for  s ev en  days  and  n ight s

and when  exhaus ted . . . c la imed  dry-v i c tory  a shore
whi l e  braver  Breca  had  gone  on  and  on 

b eyond  your  l imi t ’ s  water -reach 
and  sa f e  more  far  away than  you

came  ‘round  about  unto  h i s  h ear t land ’ s  home  aga in
so  that  h i s  g i f t s  thus  proved  more  s t rong  and  r ight 

than a l l  o f  your  puf fy  made-up  c la im s 
whi ch  now d i shonour  you . . . s t i l l  s omehow great
but  never  greater  than  your  we ighed  conce i t  !

S o  then  how pas s  that  unscathed  Grende l  k i l l s 

our  s t ronge s t - f eared ,  mos t  sk i l l ed
y e t  fa l l s  rag- l i k e ,  a  s imp l e ton . . . t o  on ly  you

whos e  t rumped  up  bravery 
and  s t rength  and  sk i l l s

l i e  water l ogged  f or  a l l  to  s e e  who  hear  me  now . . .
in famous ly  b eneath  the  ro i l ing  s ea  prevar i ca te
where  Breca  l i k e  t rue  porpo i s e  dar t s . . . and  s t i ll

for th  and  back . . . t o  and  f ro . . . above
be l ow ,  b e tw ixt  the  roar  o f  wave s  r ight  now
whi l e  you  now cheat  dry- landed  here 

b e s t i r r ing  common dus t  now promis e  much
too  much . . . t o o  s t e ep . . . t o  earn  our  t rus t . . . !  “

W hereon Unfer th  b rash  c r i t i c ,  fe igned

d isda in fu l  sneers 

base ph legm congest ing  h is  de f t - l ies

as  then w i th  awkward  ges tur ing  and bows 

he  s tumbled  backward 

fu r ther  f rom the  be t te r  lo rd ,  whom he ’d  de famed. . .

expec t ing  tha t  invec t ive ly,  ind ignant  wra th  wou ld  surge 

unbracketed  f rom h im (was Unfer th ’s  scheme)
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so tha t  Lord  Beowul f  wou ld  unwi t t ing ly,  condemn h imse l f 

w i th  rancour  and invec t ive  ou t -o f -hand

except  l i ke  a l l  w ise ,  s ta lwar t ,  s teady  fo lk . . .

g rea t  Beowul f ,  d id  no t  ven t  revenge

ins tead impass ive ly. . .w i th  l imp id  t ru th  and ver i ty 

he  spoke more  rea l  to  a l l 

than  Unfer th ’s  mead- f i l l ed  env ious  lessen ing ,  o f  h is  p roud name. . .

and d id  e luc ida te ,  no  th ing  no t  p leas ing-p la in  to  hear 

as  to  de fend breached van i ty. . .

as  judgements  a l l  a round,  eye-searched,  deep- long. . .we l l  in to  h im. . .

wh i le  he  s tayed ca lm wi th  measured s t rophes 

s ide-s tepped so l i c i tude

of  man-ch i ld ’s  s t r iden t  puer i le  ran t

re f lec t i ve ,  search ing . . . t ru th  subdued

but  no t  by  pa in t ing  r igh t -and-wrong 

too-s t rong w i th  par t i san  excess . . .

and too ,  he  was no t  home. . .and in  another  mood o f  p lace 

he  migh t  per fo rce ,  per fo rm swi f t  remedy 

un to  Unfer th ’s  se l f -serv ing ,  sp leen- rampant

a imed hard ,  to  rup ture  Beowul f ’s  c iv i l  s tance

tha t  was  t rue-bent  fo r  common good 

w i th  no  ba ld  ga in . . . fo r  p r iva te  ends 

Spoke Beowul f  then:

“I  was  the  sw immer  s t ronge s t  in  h igh  wave s

and a lways  was  a s  ch i ld  when  ’ e r  we  romped
w i th  p lay fu l  do lph ins  in  the  Northern  Sea

so  c o ld  that  i c eb erg s  wou ld  not  me lt 
in  k e ep ing  w i th  mean t emperature s

fr i end  Breca  swam wi th  me  then  s t roke  f o r  s t roke
‘t i l l  n ight  t ime  f e l l  and  co ld er  s t i l l  and  co ld er  yet

as  s ea -brute s  to s s ed  in  bo ld - f i e rc e  r i va l ry
and then  aga ins t  our  naked  arms  and  knee s  and  che st

w e  fa i l ed  de f end
exc ept ing  f i l i g re e  o f  go ld - cha in-mai l  when  bumped  aga inst 

a s  s ome  s t range  c reature  dragged  me . . . down ,  down ,  down . . . t o  fa ta l  d epth s
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unt i l  I  daggered  a l l ,  i t s  f e v ered  ho ld s  on  me
and then  on  r i s ing  sw i f t ly ,  to  swee t  a ir 

things  s t ranger  banged  and  bru i s ed  me  s t i ll 
and  none  wou ld  go  in  peac e . . . o r  make  amend s 

l i k e  border - enemie s ,  who  dare  to  c ro s s
and make  outrageous  c la ims ,  on  a l l  our  s to ck  and  hous e  and  k in 

turned  murderous ,  b eas t  in to  b east
I  know no  o ther  way  to  p eac e ,  but  war 

that  c rops  up  s t i l l  aga in ,  aga in  and  ye t  aga in 
for  gre ed  and  s e l fhood  ne eds  i t s  prey 

in  each  o f  u s . . . an  inner -Grende l  prow l s 
unse en  and  wi l l  g e t  out  !

and  i l l  f ounded  s ent iment ,  o f  God  or  men
. . .prov ide s  no  o ther  way

for  no th ing  w i l l  b e  heard ,  o f  what  i s  ju st 
nor  subs tance  ga ined  by  e l oquence ,  o f  r i ght s

and thence ,  no t  one  b eas t  s topped  haras s ing  me 
to  s t r ip -o f f  my de f t  buoyancy
and so  I  end l e s s  la shed  about . . .

s t r ik ing  here  and  there  a s  I  b e s t  c ou ld
but  once  came  morn’ 

a  v i c tor ’ s  gr i s ly  s i ght  spread  out
but  happ i ly . . .where in . . . a  bat t l e f i e ld  o f  b eas t s -a t tack ing 

f l oa ted ,  l i f e l e s s  there 
l i k e  f l o t sam cork  that  bobs  a iml e s s  about 

and  my f i e rc e  thrash ing  a s  they  broached  my body ’ s  sanc t i ty
through  that  l ong  n ight  had  pro f i t ed 

a s  many threat s  to  sa i l o r s ,  by  my l eave . . . have  d i sappeared
to  t roub l e  them no  more ,  on  grey- co ld - s ea

I f  my f r i end  Breca  d id ,  surv iv e  the  fur ther  shore 
. . .g i v e s  me  but  j oy

for  unt i l  now my f r i end  had  drowned
I  sad ly  had  not  heard ,  th i s  b e t t e r  news  o f  h im

for  whi ch  I  am indebted  and  remain . . .
unl e s s  Unfer th . . . you  s e rv e  up  rancour  da i ly  in  my cup
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I  make  amends  f or  news ,  I  c ou ld  not  know 
but  now beg ins . . .when  your  next  sun  breaks  out 

b lue - sk i ed  aga in ,  b e f ore  too  l ong 
upon  your  once - fa i r  land 

you  and  your  ch i ldren  w i l l . . . a s  no t  b e f ore  I  came
f ind  peac e  and  shared  t ranqui l i ty 
where  you  ab ide  or  v enture  to  and  f ro

and  your  poor  words  Unfer th
and ye t  your  more  poor  sword

unequa l - ta sk ed ,  f o r  guard ing  k i th  and  k in  and  k ing
can carve  your  bounty ,  in  a  tamer  wor ld

w i th  me  a l one . . . t o  thank  and  never  you ,  pa id  due
I  b r ing  a  b e t t e r  day ,  to  b l ood- soaked  land . . .
where  you  can  grow ,  to  c ount  your  b l e s s ing s

s inc e . . . named  Beowul f ,  make s  i t  s o
for  s tar t ing  now . . . your  enemy and  not  Beowul f ,  i s  d ead

     Long  l i v e  Dane  King . . .
and  s o  I  b eg  th i s  n ight  b e  p eac e ,  Unfer th

w i th  much  to  do ,  a s s i s t ing  fa te 
to  make  what  must  b e ,  be

for  what  i s  t rue  and  r ight . . .mere  say ing  make s  no t  s o . . .
so  re s t  a s sured  rewards  to  you
come  be s t  a s  ac t i ons  prove

no t  words  ac crue . . . t o  d i sappear . . .w i th  w ind ’ s  in f i rmi ty  ”

When ye t  another  a imed sharp-ques t ion ing ,  a t  h im

our  p lac id  Hero ,  d id  no t  fo ld . . .

aga in ,  he  s tayed h is  g round 

as  i f  approach ing  enemy,  on  leve l  f ie ld 

though one wou ld  d ie  fo r  sure

fear -sweat  g rew not  on  h im. . .s ince  comes what  w i l l 

and  no th ing  fo r  the  now,  bu t  do  the  deed. . .

whereon the  Unnamed asked 

no t  smug,  nor  seek ing  i rony,  bu t  t ru th  ins tead

whereby  a  s imp le  yea or  nay 

migh t  sa t is fy. . .h is  a rdency
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He th is ,  to  Beowul f  spoke:

“You  s e em fu l l - square -brave -man and  t rue
pray  man enough

l i k e  none  o f  u s ,  t o  b eat  the  b east
but  you  now s e em orda ined ,  h ere  now to  know
the  outcome  o f  f i e rc e  bat t l e s ,  no t  ye t  won . . .

how  can  you  pre s c i ent  c la im 
the  outcome  var i ed  that  tomorrow br ing s 

unt i l  in  fac t  i t ’ s  h i s tory  f or  babe s 
to  l earn  o f  how i t  went

when  great  good  Beowul f  s t rode ,  c l i f f -hugg ing  shore s . . .
I  a sk  th i s  you  and  i f  you  must
re fus e  me  f or  I  know ,  I  th ink

what  answer s  do . . . such  spe cu la t i on  br ing
I  b eg  your  l eave 

and  dear ly  honour  a l l  your  meaning  we ll 
much  v igour  f or ,  what  no  one  e l s e  can  do

fa l l s  t r i f l ing  here . . . t o  you  ! “ 

A t th is  Geat  Beowul f  paused 

as  t i t te r ing  began. . .

somewhat  amused a t  w i t  o f  cha l lenge to  the i r  w i l l i ng  man 

and ye t  aga in ,  Geat  Beowul f  s tayed unb lanched

bes ide  wh ich  modesty  in tac t 

wou ld  seem excess ,  o f  p r ide . . .

Whereon our  hero answered cr i t ic  thus:

“Young  man . . . aye  young  l i k e  me
p l ea s e  he ed  that  qu i ck  to  judge  and  speak 

and  f launt ing  e l oquence
too  o f t en  t e l l s  qu i ck  l i e s

prevar i ca te ,  f rom gro s s  fa c i l i ty . . .
truth  adds  s l ow  we ight  to  thought  and  words  and  de ed s

where  honey  dr ip s  too  s oon . . . t ongue  s e rpent s  ooz e . . . o i l ed  c e r ta inty
there f ore . . . I  ha l t  and  s tumbl e  in  my be s t  rep ly
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and not  f o r  s e eming  w i se 
but  more  f o r  t ruth  s o  I  l i k e  you ,  might  know i t  now . . .
so  say ,  now man ,  once  boy  l i k e  me . . .nor  more ,  nor  l e s s

a l l  w i sh ing ’ s  known ,  when  on ly  i t ’ s  arr iv ed
y e t  f oo l i sh -wi s e  we ’re  t e s t ed ,  e v ery  t ime

as  i f  in  fac t ,  we  c ou ld  or  can ’ t ,  w i sh  th i s  o r  that
y e t  b ear  the  b lame ,  f o r  a l l  we  th ink  and  do

though  ev ery  thought ,  d e s i re  and  de ed  was  s ent 
l i k e  f rom some  d i s tant  land  not  known ,  arr iv ed

each  thought . . . a s  we l l  each  ac t ,  i s  out s id e ,  s e eded
that  p lays  out  order s  a s  i t  wust

nor  f re e  i t s e l f . . . i t s  b e ing  b e ,  b e f ore  us -be ing 
whi ch  we  perc e i v e  a s  s e l f - c ommand

pre sume  f re ew i l l . . . but  cannot  ebb  unwanted  f law s 
that  enter  unannounced . . . l i k e  ja ckanape s 
ex c ep t  aga in  pre -nasc ent  cur sor s ,  o rder  it

and th i s  way  demons ,  cha in  demand s 
that  enter  by ,  our  demon entry  door 

l i k ew i s e  pure ,  nob l e - thought s ,  we  c la im
as  i f  we  to ld  the  d ev i l  He ,  no t  we l c ome  be

in  lay ing  c la im to  good ,  o r  bad ,  f o r  th i s  o r  that
l i f e  v i ewed  p lus -minus  e rrant  fa l la cy

where in  vo l i t i on  re ign s
Saint s -b l e s s ings  s e rv e  a s  ev idence 

for  God ’ s  c ompl i c i ty . . . s o  f oo l s  can  c la im
they  shape  the  good  or  b e t t e r . . . bad  or  wor se

denouement  re f ined . . . s pread  on  the i r  p la te
l i k e  break fas t ,  lunch  and  d inner ,  e v ery  day
thes e  ep i cure s  o f  l i f e  and  l imb ,  unwi t t ing ly

bre ed  our  d i smay
because ,  babe s  c ome  f rom not  ye t  them

our  thought s  and  de eds ,  f rom our  e s ta te
hermet i ca l ly ,  made  us ,  u s . . .

unl ik e  p la in ,  s ta t i c  dry-goods  in  a  shop
w e  w i l t  and  grow and  move  s e l f - in . . . s e l f - out

l i k e  bat t l e s  rag ing  over  h i l l  and  da le 
manoeuvre s  ga in ing ,  thwart  h igh  f i e ld - command s 
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whereby  con f l i c t ing  and  unorthodox  a t tack s
confus i on  and  commot ion ,  render s  u s

    the  s ta te  that  metamorphi c ,  we  w i l l  be

and who  I  was  mere  par t  (o f  what  I  was ) 
and  pred i ca te ,  o f  what  I  s oon  be come

accord ing  to  my purs e ,  f r i ends ,  sun ,  w ind ,  ra in 
no  b e ing  or  th ing ,  incontro -v er t ib -a l ly  f ree

a  l ine  that  mov ing ,  breaks  and  f o ld s  and  wanes  and  jumps-up- f ront ,
then  far -beh ind ,  s i gn i fy ing . . . th i s  o r  that ,  by  name s

that  su i t  the  purpos e  o f  l i f e ’ s  c la im s 
for  ends  we  main ly  do  not  know

. . .that  have  no  roo t  in  any  gasp  o f  b e ing
l i k e  sand  or  wheat - cha f f  cannot  know
the  p ique  or  purpos e  o f  w inds  b l own . . .

l i k ew i s e  the  c la ims  o f  f o re ign- e l s e ,  on  u s 
so  vo t i v e  invocat i ons ,  unc tuous  pomp

high-robed ,  s e rv e s  sp e c i ous ly  a l l  w i sh ing  made 
b e f ore  each  w i sh  we  own i s  b i r thed

to  c e l ebrate ,  what  l i f e  mundane  e s t e em s
(no t  bred  and  parth ’n-ogen i c  born )

though  nub i l e  maid  concede s  to  ca tch  a  mate 
on  r i v er ’ s  bank . . .who ’d  catch  a  f i sh
but  caught  her  rov ing  eye  in s t ead

the  l ov e ly  wanton  re s t  o f  h er  a s  we ll
to  sa lv e  two  hunger s  grown ,  no t -w i l l ed

urged  on  to  where  fu l f i lment  l i e s
l i k e  f i sh  s e ek s  prawns  w i th  ups tream f i shy  mate s
pre sumpt iv e  mas ter - s lave  to  hear t ’ s  d e s i re

as  i gnorant  a s  t re e s  o f  l eave s  and  roo t s
nor  a t t r ibute s  f rom ins ide -out

contro l l ing  how we ’re  d ea l t  and  named
from random p ique  or  chance  or  w i ll

and so  a l l  th ings  w i l l  du ly  pas s  f rom synerg i e s
. . .no t  s t i f f -d emand s 

s inc e  abso lute s  cannot  then  s t r i c t ly  say . . .
I  am . . .you  are . . . th i s  wor ld  must  rendered  b e . . . 

w i th  ro ck ,  w i th  f i e ld ,  w i th  sky
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   w i th  t re e ,  w i th  b i rd . . .w i th  f ox . . .w i th  hare
. . . a l l  named ,  unnamed ,  renamed 

a  symbio t i c  f l ow . . . d e ep  brewed 
a  brew  that  w izards  s ip  to  f ly  the i r  broom s

     whi l e  causa l  p lac e  in  t ime  i s  moot 
 a s  Jup i t e r  orb s  s ooner  than  doe s  Saturn ,  r inged

and so  on  out  to  P luto  and  beyond
and ye t  ro ta t i on  curve s  do  no t  d e crease 

far-out  in s t ead . . . ga lac t i c  o rb i t s  f la t t en  spher i c -path s
where  t ime  and  space  a l l ow s

for  no  pe l luc id  ent i t i e s  to  pas s
more  f l i ght  o f  words  and  metaphor s 

and  dreams  wed  hard  and  f i rm extant . . .
than carbon i f e rous  de cay ’ s  du l l  h i s tory

embrace  more  mo l e cu l e s  and  entropy
. . . and  Sermons  on  or  o f f  the  O l i v e  Mount
to  ca ta l ogue  the  mak ing  o f  what  wa s

what ’ s  current  now . . . and  what  comes  next
make s  c la ims . . . onc e  adamant ly  f ix ed

heaps  dung  in  our  l ea s t  thought - f i l l ed  head s

nor  known who  hea l s  the  f lux  o f  b e ing  and  th ing s 
for  c omfor t  in  our  k ingdoms ,  homes  and  hear th 

a s  l ov e  and  hate  move s  to  us  and  move s  through  us ,  out
running ,  wa lk ing ,  s l e ep ing ,  th ink  and  speak . . .

I  know th i s  s ounds  conundrum-more 
than common known 

mys ter i ous  to  no s e  and  ear s  and  eye s . . .
and  thought s  and  prayer s

our  r ig id  labe l s  s e rv e  i l lu s i ons  ju s t . . .w i th  more  c once it
as  fur ther  move s  the  caus e  apparent  known

and when  we  choo s e . . . t o  f i ght  or  f ly ,  we ’re  bound
as  f i rm as  oak- l eave s  turn ing ,  fa c e  to  sun

oak ’ s  t runk  unmoved . . . ex c ep t  to  grow . . .

When  Gods  were  no t  a shamed . . .

to  show the i r  fa c e s  good  and  bad ,  to  h igh-ape ,  man
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and never  l i ed  to  say 
God- th ink ing  i s  c oncentr i c  to  our  p lan s

. . .no  more  nor  l e s s  than  p lant s 
w e  move  f ix - sphered  to  our  s e ed ’ s  ne ed
mo t i l e  we  incubate ,  l i k e  acorn-oak
as  we l l ,  ea ch  out s id e - s e l f  c onsp i re s

to  make  us  what  we  are  and  wi l l  b e  ye t . . .
chained  by  de s i re  our  vaunted  f re edom deems  a l l  out s id e ’ s  f ix ed

whi l e  in s ide  f re e  to  b e . . . ju s t  a s  we  wou ld 
l i k e  marke t -maid  p i ck s  f ru i t  w i l l  fancy  s ome
unwit t ing ly ’ s  prope l l ed ,  by  out s id e  b e ing

l i k e  l e v er  prompts  mi l l -whee l s  a t  r i v er ’ s  bank
good-gra in  turned  into  buns  and  l oave s  and  cake s . . .

w e  then  must  dare  to  a sk  the  que s t i on  s e t . . .
d o e s  r i v er  choo s e  to  f l ow . . . do e s  gra in  to  cha f f  ?

doe s  Mi l l e r -John  de c ide  that  he  must  eat 
o r  e l s e  do e s  hunger  in ,  in s id e -o f -h im ,  d e c id e . . .

ex t end ing  back  to  d i s tant  k insh ip-pas t  ?
h i s  b e l ly  sa id . . . p l ea s e ,  p lant  enough  to  ea t  !

H ow e l s e  do e s  vaunted  w i sh  consp i re
exc ept  l i k e  p lant s  must  have  the i r  water  drop s 
each  s t ep  and  breath  we  take ,  i s  pro l ogued  t rap 

a s  Sa int ly  good  or  Beowul f  brave . . . o r  Grende l  bad
w e re  f o rmed  in  mi lk  o f  a l l  our  mother s  yet
be f ore  Geat  Vik ings  ru l ed  the i r  d e ep  F jord s
g ener i c  br ine  f o rmed  one - c e l l ed  fac tor i e s 

from s l ime  made  h i s - tor -y . . .w i th  p i l lage ,  rape  and  war
to  manufac ture  Court i e r s  and  King s

and ev en  dear-o ld -mom d id  not ,  f re e -w i l l ed
dire c t  the  par t s  we  f i ll

. . .m e th inks  admoni shment s  f o r  th i s  o r  that
to  don  a  s car f  ( f o r  b i t t e r  c o ld )  o r  don ’ t - l ook -down 

(be f ore -we- l eap  the  chasm gap ing  there ) . . . i f  l eap  we  must 
so  too ’ s  b e en  s c r ip ted ,  parent  ro l e s

each  mother/ fa ther/puppe t ,  t rapped
space - t ime  i t s e l f  a  s e rvant  o f  each  mind
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    where  puppe t -parent s ,  c l ing  to  ro l e s 
a s  i f  th e  ru l e s  o f  ro l e s  were  no t  wr i t -down in  b l ood 

a s  v i r tuous  or  sa int ly ,  rear ing  cubs  f o r  k i t chen ,  labour  or  f o r  war
no  d i f f e rent  than ,  pr ide ’ s  l i one s s  o r  b ear 
who  do  and  care ,  a s  much  as  mother  c ou ld
w i thout  s l i ck  c la ims ,  o f  unc tuous  cant 

a s  pr i e s t s  and  pre en ing  do ter s  do . . .
no t  one  j o t  more  nor  l e s s  than  sorry- s e lf 

and  none  can  break  s e t -mould
for  t ime/space/ entropy . . . g rowth  and  de cay
say when  I  say . . . I  w i l l . . . I ’ l l  g o  or  s tay
i s  pr ide ’ s  i l lu s i on  go ing  f or  a  wa lk . . . !

S o  then ,  how ’ s  i t  o rda ined ,  you  ask . . .
I  b ea t  the  Grende l  b eas t ,  f o r thwi th . . . ?

B e caus e  l oud- speaks  h i s  das tard-doom

a  t rumpet  to  my ear 
o f  my great  v i c tory  pre sumpt iv e ,  ov er  h im . . .

I ’m ta lk ing  a lmos t  c i rc l e s  now I  know

but  what  i s  any  man or  Hero  then ,  suppos ed  to  do  ?
s inc e  tongues  drag  nons ens e  out ,  f rom wai t ing  l ip s 

and  we  have  vo i c e  and  ear s ,  t o  h ear
as  answer s  c ome  and  que s t i ons  go 

and  roundabout . . . o r  e l s e  dumb beas t s . . . and  what ’ s  then  proved  ?
devo id  o f  sword-go ld -power ,  f o r  the i r  que st

poe t s  ca s t  the i r  l in e s . . . t o  ca tch  a  maid . . . o r  fame
How speak  o f  l ov e  or  sp eak  b egone 

o r  you  are  th i s  o r  th i s  i s  great  or  smal l . . . ?

U s e  grows  f rom la tent  tongues . . .

a s  no th ing  prompts  a  s torm l i k e  qu i e t - ca lm 
and  ev en  words ,  that  f l ounce  and  f ly 

w i th  no  more  we ight  a s  s omeone  sa id . . . than  f l imsy  wind 
can bear  the  brunt  o f  sad-or - j oy
w i th  word- s t rong  a lphabe t s  “
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A s he prorogued,  hewed war r io rs 

ou t -b roke  a  migh ty  roar 

and c lapped the i r  Hero-speaker  on  the  back . . .

fo r  g rea t  he  was to  them indeed

but  ye t  was  one o f  them 

and s t rugg led  jus t  the  same,  was c lear

a l though w i th  s t ronger  a rms and be t te r  w i ts 

t ’was  p la in  to  see. . .so 

when Hro thgar  heard  how reso lu te ly  l imp id  p la in 

Beowul f  dec la red  s ta id  fac ts  and subt le t ies 

as  wou ld  confound a  seer. . . la id -ou t  so  du l la rds  comprehend 

and c la imed there ,  no th ing  no t  h is  own 

tha t  d id  no t  to  h im by  r igh t  o f  m igh t 

and h is  own grace be long. . .

there fore  Hro thgar  s tayed,  f i rm-sure 

and wa i ted  jus t . . .as  good K ings  wust

as  h is  Queen Wealh theow broached assembly  there

bedecked in  subt le ,  layered-wh i tes  and t in ts  o f  rose 

we l l -cen t red  and serene. . .ye t  wore  no  d iadem

nor  c rowned d isda in

nor  f laun ted  jewe ls ,  be f i t t ing  once grea t  rea lm

ins tead. . .her  pos ture  spoke,  t rue  roya l ty

in  every  warp  and woof  o f  a l l  she ,  Wea lh theow d id

t rue  grace  d isp layed as  we l l  in  thought  and deed

and then. . . fo r  lo rds  and war r io rs  o f  rank

queen-hand served a l l  w i th  nec tar  poured in  f lasks 

ambros ia t i c  l iqu id  pure 

to  c leanse and pur i fy  the  gu ts  and fe rvent  sou ls 

o f  Thanes who c lung to  husband K ing ’s ,  augus t  command

though w i thered  some. . .

Hro thgar  s t i l l ,  ta l l -s ta lwar t  s tood

as  a l l  Thanes knee led

who vowed to  Beowul f  favours  f i t . . . fo r  Demigod o f  War

but  a lso  Goddess  Love ’s  fe l i c i t ies

endowed a l l  dames and maids ,  on  h im 

not  leas t  the  Queen

so man i fes t  was  Beowul f ,  Geat 

be fore  f i rs t  b lows were  s t ruck 

fo r  good or  bad or  r igh t  o r  wrong 

to  c leanse h is  ne ighbour ’s  ba t te red  land o f  g r ie f 
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 rece ived much honour  and much love

jus t  by  h is  p resence and fa r - r ing ing-name 

and though mere  mor ta l ,  l i ke  no  mor ta l  was

he s tood acc la imed and p leasured much 

w i th  more  to  do ,  to  f i l l  h is  p romised a ims 

as  then hur rahs  broke  awkward  lu l l 

momentous ,  a lmost  l i ke  o ld  r i tes  in  go ld - roo fed-ha l l . . .

as  s t i l l  more  g lad  w i th  c lamour ing ,  poured ou t . 

But  then as  n igh t  became. . . feas t -n igh t  wore  on

as  s t i l l  more  shadows grew,  more  shadows grew

deep f i l l ed  w i th  dark ,  adumbra l  b lackness  ye t . . .

imbu ing  th ings  unknown,  ou ts ide  o f  d reams

that  never  saw,  b r igh t  day t ime boon o f  l igh t . . .

unnamed mon i t ions  moan ing ,  dar ted  there 

and too  some thought  they  heard 

f rom fear fu l  inner -space,  in  secre t - rooms

beneath  s igh t - reckon ing  too  d im

yet  pa lpab le  as  back l i t  deer  on  brow o f  h i l l 

o r  tab les  we igh ted  down,  w i th  p i t ted-boar 

and ven ison fo r  hos t ing  f r iends . . .more  f i rm than ghos ts

as  once br igh t -burn ing- to rches ,  f l i ckered  ou t

they  gr ipped on  f lesh  w i th  pa in fu l  barbs 

tha t  cannot  be  pu l led  ou t

to  leave unho ly  mess ,  o f  gu ts  and b lood

l i ke  honey on  the  mead-house wa l ls

spread-out  fo r  danc ing-bears

heads p i led  on  heads,  neat -coned l i ke  b i l l i a rd -ba l l s 

as  lu rk ing-Grende l  ga thered  darkness  ‘ round h im l i ke  a  sh ie ld

. . .o f  murky  c louds  tha t  deep low-va l leys  ho ld

thus  never  in  sharp-s i lhouet te  appeared

concea l ing-se l f ,  as  he  s ta lked  be t te r  men,  as leep a t  home

 and curs ing- raged a t  s tu rdy  door 

and f ramed imped iments  a t  v i l lage-gate

snapped lock-and-h inge 

as  i f  w i th  migh t  o f  mora l - r igh t ,  on  h im bes towed. . .

unwarn ing  en tered ,  r ipped,  des t royed

At  once,  beas t - rancour  tu rned,  joy -abso lu te 

to  se ize  grea t -p leasure  f rom most -pa in

and so  he  ro l led  and laughed 

a  bo is t ' rous  ch i ld  a t  p lay 

and wou ld  b lood-dr ink  f rom buckets  g r im. . .

beg mommy more . . .
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p lease,  mommy. . .mommy,  more . . .more ,  more  !

had he  l i ke-us-a- th roa t  to  pour  b lood in

but  un l i ke  us ,  he  had no  t rough to  f i l l - in -up

but  was pure-so l id -sord id -hor ro r -packed 

f rom f lesh- to - f lesh . . . f rom lumpy-bumpy po in ted  head 

to  c lawed prehens i le ,  tw is ted  toes

tha t  seemed ye t  more  t ree- roo t ,  than man-ape- f ramed

a l l  tau t ly  fo rmed,  w i th  mou ldy,  g reen ish-purp le -v io le t -sk in 

tha t  seemed rep t i l i an  o r  serpent -h ide 

except  caught -up  l i ke  oys ter -she l l s

so f t - l i t  in  gent le  ra in

s t range lumin-os- i t y,  h in t -spoke,  someth ing  sub l ime

of  sub t le ,  good ly,  s t range ly  sweet ,  ben ign

bet ray ing  depths  tha t  var ied  ev i l  w i th  some pure  o ther - th ing 

tha t  l ingered ye t . . .bu t  no t  redeeming h im. . .

ins tead served fo i l  and  counter  to  h is  c r imes

cont ras t ing  beaut i fu l  and pure . . .w i th  ug l iness

as  Nature  does  un l i ke ly  th is  somet ime

wi th  t r i cks  and t raps  and t r ia ls 

fo r  consc ien t ious  minds . . .makes  symbols  fo r. . .

who wou ld  des i re  v i r tue ,  t ru th  and beauty 

be t te r  than they  f ind

to  see in  unexpected ,  t reasured,  gent le  th ings

f resh  hope tha t  vaunted  goodness  w i l l  surv ive ,  deprav i ty 

p resuming Heaven ’s  s ign  fo r  what ,  we migh t  ye t  be 

w i thout  the  f loods  and f lames and wars  and c r imes 

o f  human-beas t ’s  sad-h is to r ies

worse-made than any  wo l f  o r  fox  o r  bear,  imbued w i th  hope 

un l i ke  a l l  o ther  can ine-beas t  bu t  us

we might  f ind  be t te r -p lace . . .by  lu re  o f  por ten ts ,  v is i ta t ions . . .

m i rac les  tha t  r i se  and f loa t  and mul t ip ly. . .

as  i f  the  ro t  and swi l l  we see and know and be

were  someth ing  spare . . .

to  h igher  essence o f  our  na tura l -se lves

. . .except  o f  course ,  fo r  th is  o r  tha t  anomaly

And so ,  d id  even Grende l  p lay  hope- imag ing . . .

teased by  fa i th  there  was redeeming good in  h im. . .

u rged by  prophet ic  c iphers  in  long  robes

t rue-va lue  h idden as  he  cu t  o f f  l imbs and heads and toes

to  p rac t ice  th rus t  and par ry  where  and when 

to  s t r i ke  w i th  p rompt ing 

po l i shed carbon-b lack ,  dark  sou l . . .

24



as i f  he  had a  sou l . . .o r  e lse  we d id

so  many corpses  now. . .

where  migh t  a l l  poor  sou ls  l i ve  (? )

unf i t  to  f igh t  fo r  hear th  and land. . .

i f  we had ever  sou ls

too  th in  and w ispy  to  contend

s ince  bod ies  ro t  and in  g rea t -c i rc les . . .

round and round and round. . .and back  to  s ta rdus t  go

where  b ide  ten- t r i l l i on  a r id  sou ls 

who cannot  l ie  and cheat  and k i l l . . . fo r  l eb ensraum  ?  

Then came he too . . .came Grende l  sudden ly 

and qu ick ,  too  soon. . .

in  sp i te  o f  metaphys ic - id l ing 

w i th  p ro t rac ted  muse

ignor ing  a l l  bu t  one c rude a im

the-damned-one s t ruck  and k i l led  and mau led  a  man

a care less  one,  who ’d  c losed h is  eyes

exhausted  f rom h is  sea-spent  journey  long

for  honour,  love ,  respec t

when he ’d  re tu rn  to  w i fe  and ch i ld

f rom ne ighbour ’s  land  to  f igh t  the i r  common foe

much hera lded

but  t rus t ing  much- too-soon 

as  s imp les  do ,  he  sprou ted  b lood 

and then by  horse-s ized  dogs

qu i te  rue fu l l y,  was  gobb led  up

as  i f  expanse o f  f loor  was wo l f i sh  p la te . . .

h is  b loody-b i ts  regurg i tan t ,  puked a l l  a round

and on  thonged s ta lwar t  fee t 

o f  w ide-eyed Beowul f  where  he  s tood

as  Grende l ’s  c laws f lew to  h is  neck 

jus t  then,  jus t  then. . .

sw i f t  Beowul f ’s  hand grasped- t igh t ly  to  de fend 

 and in  a  f lash ,  surpr ised

he drove b leak- fe ra l  back . . .p ressed the  a t tack

as  th ick  oak  f loorboards  groaned and c racked

and bear ing  t imbers ,  t rembled  th rough the  ha l l 

as  i f  the  who le  o f  ear th  had fa l len  down
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beneath ,  a round,  fe roc ious  s t r i v ing  pa i r 

who gr ipped each o ther  in ,  s t range,  v i ta l  dance 

a lmost  l i ke  lovers ,  who,  in  car ing  much

compound the  ecs tasy  they  fee l 

wh i le  raucous ,  f ran t ic ,  c rash ing  fu ry. . .pounded ears

mad-s t rugg l ing  to  exceed each o ther ’s  g r ip

they  t r ipped and s tumbled ,  g rapp l ing ,  g rasp ing

ho ld ing ,  s t r i k ing ,  r ipp ing ,  chok ing ,  c lawed. . .

’ t i l l  fear fu l  loser ’s  sc reech ing  s t re tched,  so  fa r 

i t  spread the  news o f  war  to  fu r thes t  lands

a d in  so  loud,  those hab i tan t 

soon-guessed wor ld ’s  sor ry  end had come. . .

as  i f  the  wor ld ’s  good men ent i re

had been s t ruck-down

and screamed in  un ison,  a t  once. . . the i r  las t

bu t  learned qu ick-soon 

bo th  near  and fa r,  a  be t te r  th ing

s ince  t ragedy,  a l l  good and bad su i ts  tas te

tha t  happy  day

the  dammed-one fe l l  ins tead. . . to  g rea ter  foe

as  manac led . . .Geats  cu t  a t  beas t  w i th  tempered bes t 

o f  sharp  ances t ra l  hero-b lades

re ta ined f rom bat t les  w i th  jus t  fame,  they ’d  won. . .

bu t  ye t  the i r  b lade-sk i l led-ar t ,  fa i led  penet ra te 

h is  c loak  o f  tempered-v ic ious ,  v iscous  ga l l . . .

they  soon found-out ,  tha t  dea l ing  Grende l  dead

was more  than any  ba t t le  c la imed as  won

a l though f ie rce  Grende l  now 

by  i ron-gr ip  o f  Beowul f ’s  hand was tamed. . .

the  humbled  monster ’s  pa in  ga ined e loquence 

no  upr igh t ,  hones t ,  sca to log ic  Heathen knows. . .

loud  grew and grew unt i l  beas t  c rawled  to  h ide 

beneath  fen-bank  in  shame. . .

unequa l  made by  Beowul f  in  the i r  f igh t

as  one long arm o f  h is ,  de tached,  was los t 

he  loa th fu l l y  p rope l led  broke ,  damaged par ts 

deep-down to  h is  cor rup t ive  dank-marsh-den 

th rough s lu r r ied  excrement  and b lood 

where  fe t id  g ross-en t ra i l s  remained a f loa t 

where  unheard  in famy o f  he l l
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i n  he l l  i t se l f ,  con ta ined more  he l l

indeed a  Ch inese box  in  box 

. . . in  box  o f  He l l ,  He l l ,  He l l

He l l  down,  down,  down,  down,  down 

a  f rac ta l  Mande l -b ro t - ian  descent  o f  He l l . . .

tha t  He l l ,  where  bed lam monsters  go

en la i red  a t  las t . . . to  sob unseen

l ike  f rag i le  in fan ts  suck  se l f -p i ty -up

f rom prec ious  wounds

more  o f  b roke-sp i r i t  than  to rn  f lesh . . .

wh i le  s t i l l  swung- there ,  in  mead-ha l l  bare

Grende l ’s  wrecked-arm on ra f te rs  h igh . . .

remind ing  men who laugh and p lay  and s ing 

too-much,  too-p leased,  too-soon

wi th  the i r  own b lessed comfor t  now

of  what  had been and what  cou ld  come

. . .wh i le  we s tay  b l ind

as  th ings  good-bad,  in  fu l l  o f  t ime,  make ru les 

tha t  p lay  w i th  l i ves

l i ke  chaff  in  chancy  w ind  does

come what  may,  beyond our  ken

  deserv ing  we l l  o r  no t

. . .a t  ease in  peace or  no t

f rom p lans  no  one can heed or  f ind 

the  lead and br id le  to  l i fe ’s  mare  tha t  ga l lops  on

to  le f t  and good and south  and bad 

and nor th  and r igh t

beyond the  land and sea o f  hear ing

or  o f  see ing  c lear  and we l l

beyond mer id ia  and long i tud ia

beyond those s ta rs . . .we c la im our  own

*
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B eowul f  i s  warned  o f  the  increas ing  enmity  o f  Chr i s t ians  aga inst 
h i s  c onsummate  c r i t i c i sm o f  Vo l i t i on  and  Monothe i sm

ca nt otw o
Beowul f i s watch ing the sunset , re f lec t i ve ly seated , c ross- legged, upon a 

la rge bou lder tha t p ro jec ts ou t over the edge o f a beaut i fu l f jo rd . . .w i th a 

paper cup o f Tim Hor ton ’s co f fee a t h is s ide and a wa lnu t -k ru l l pas t ry ha l f -

ea ten . . .

      . . . these Beowul f ’s thoughts:

“  So  l oa thsome  Grende l  s ought ,  a s  do  we  a ll

. . .p e r f e c t i on  in  h i s  ne ed s
but  r ight  f o r  h im demands ,  ca lamity
that  l eads  h im to  h i s  proper  end
no  Sa int  wou ld  c la im . . . and 

do ing  s o  in f lames ,  th e  envy  o f  h i s  p e er s
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who  war  l i k ew i s e ,  f o r  the i r  d e s s e r t s
where  armie s  s e ek ,  th e  pr iv i l eg e  o f  ga in

that  mul t ip l i e s
to  then  con fus e ,  a l l  s e emly  and  unse emly  end s

as  no  man c la ims  the i r  e rror ,  a s  the i r  own
in s t ead  de f end  the i r  wrong 

w i th  r ight  i gnored . . . o r  e l s e  renamed 

whi l e  t rue  and  fa l s e  and  good  and  bad 
speak  urgency

beyond  the  f ont  o f  e v ’ry  poor  man ’ s  boot
each  s t ep  i s  turnabout . . .

a  wh ir l i g ig  o f  shape s  and  names  and  ru l e s 
that  run  to  pr i e s t s  and  court s 
to  puni sh  doubter s ’  doubt . . .

I s  a l l  th e  thra l l ,  o f  s e l f - exa l t ed  themes . . . ( ? )
corrupt iv e  s chemes  that  l ead  to  t empl e s  ho l l ow . . .

but ,  where  oh  where  doe s  vani ty  re s id e . . . ( ? ) 
How rend  the  the  thre e -barred  gate 
that  b l o ck s  en l i ghtenment . . . ( ? )

I s  d eath  not  pas s i v e ly  exhaus ted  l i f e . . . ( ? )
Are  we  the  mi l l ing  arms  and  ear s  and  hands  o f  d eath  i t s e l f  ( ? )

 . . .u surper s  o f  a l l  p eac e  and  b l i s s  and  round  content 
who  f la t t e r  b eas t ’ s ,  l ea s t -b eas t ly  dreams . . .
mock -monumenta l  cher i shed  s chemes . . .

a s  we  s e ek  p eac e . . . i s  war  the  fac t  d e s i red . . . ( ? )
arms  broken ,  l e g s . . . exp l od ing  heads  our  h idden  goa l  ( ? )

A re  you  t rue  g ent l e ,  o r  ju s t  s e eming  s o . . . ?
d e cry ing  war . . .why  i s  that  warr i or  l i k e  us ,  s o  much  ( ? )

thre e  heads . . . e i ght  f e e t . . . s i x  knee s . . . twe l v e  to e s
dec lar ing  war . . . h e  l i v e s  and  breathe s  a s  we  do  too

why warr i or  when ,  no  bat t l e -axe  grows  out  f rom h im ?
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Who  i s  s o ld i e r . . .who  the  sa int . . . ( ? )
who  i s  the  baker  and  the  r iba ld  rake  ( ? )

exc ept  they ’re  us . . . e s t ranged  by  vani ty  concea l ing  us  !

. . .why b lame . . .who  d id  not  make  themse l v e s
but  grew  f rom good  or  wor s e . . . o r  b e t t e r  s o i l   ( ? )

Jus t i c e  requ ire s  bo ldne s s  inde ed
to  l ead  the  wor ld . . . t o  make  amends ,  w i th  sanc t i ty  in tac t . . .

ex c ep t  each  epoch  bend s 
to  mas ter s  ca l l ing  f rom the  Wi ld

 where  d im l i ght  l eads  us . . . t o

f i e rc e  bat t l e s  w i th  b l ind  men  “

Beowul f  and The Unnamed Imprudent a re seated a t a round tab le 

in a corner o f  the grea t Mead Ha l l and the l igh t  f rom a roar ing 

f i re on the gra te f lashes red and ye l low upon them as they  swi l l 

the i r beakers o f  mead. . .as o ther war r io rs lay  s leep ing on the 

roughhewn benches and except fo r the r i s ing and fa l l ing vo ices 

o f  our two loquac ious Thanes there is such an abso lu te o f 

s i lence. . . the i r words seem broadcas t , except fo r the random pu-

t r id fa r t ing f rom the s leep ing men, wh ich they  ignore . . . 

        

    
  The Unnamed Imprudent  inquires: 

   “I  cannot  fa thom how a  man l i k e  you ,  Beowulf

  who  throws  h imse l f  in to  the  p i t ch  and  breach
a l l  men  dumfounded  a t  your  f ea t s

as  maidens  c l ing ing  to  your  go ld en  l o ck s
hang ,  breath ing  s i gh s

how you  can  c la im as  dunning  fact
w e  have  no  cho i c e  in  sp i t e  o f  a l l  our  a im s

. . . e x c ep t  a s  fa te  d e c id e s
  so  then  our  fa te  o rda ined

thi s  wor ld  ne eds  us  no  more . . . s inc e  fa te  b e  a ll
no  matter  i f  we  r i s e  o r  go  or  s tay  or  s t ray

. . .that  i s  the  l og i c  that  you  speak  !
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Why sound  the  bug l e . . . chas e  the  hare . . .why  dance  t i l l  dawn 
o r  worn  and  weary  f i ght  t i l l  dusk . . .

then  s e ek  sun  g l immer ing  a t  edge  o f  day  wi th  s ong  ?
Instead  s tay  roo ted  in  your  room to  f rame  a  l i fe
s inc e  pro s t rate  on  your  goo s ey  bed  wou ld  do

. . .though  s t rong  your  arm and  sw i f t  your  w it
what ’ s  sa id  o f  th i s  by  me  can ’ t  b e  d en i ed . . . ”

B eowul f  paused  a t  these remarks 

as  a l l  was  s i len t  then. . .except  fo r  murmur ing 

and su lph ’ rous  pass ing  o f  fou l -w ind 

as  loud and s t rong as  cannon-shot  o f  modern-age 

because. . . these war r io rs  were  rea l

and no t  con jec tures  in  some id le r ’s  book . 

Spoke Beowul f  thus:

“Oh ye s ,  inde ed ,  we l l  sa id . . .
but  no t  enough ’ s  c ons idered  here . . .
w e  are  the  wor ld  i t s e l f  made  de s t iny

cont ingent  to  i t ’ s  surge  a s  we ’re  c ompr i s ed
and cannot  make  a  s egregate  o f  s e lf

and fa i l  b e caus e  our  e f f o r t  too ’ s  pre s c r ib ed
and we  are  tor to i s e - she l l ed  by  fa te

no  more  e s cape  than  can  l ow  crawl ing  beast 
fate  i s  the  carapace  w i th in  and  not  out s id e  (o f  us ) 

w e  w i l l  p er f orm as  in s t rument s . . . no t  k ing  o f  our  own be ing . . . ”

To which the Unnamed interrogator  responded:

“I  know there  i s  much- speak  by  many now

o f  God . . . a  s ing l e  one
in s t ead  o f  panop ly  we ’ve  known
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thi s  one  ca l l ed  Sav iour ,  came 
to  save  us  f rom our  f i r s t -born  s in
that  knowl edge  sprang-up- f rom

when  f i r s t  an  app l e  s e eded-knowing 
Ad-am from that  dame  Eve  took

and  so  b egan  unhappy burden  o f  f re e  cho i ce 
no  l onger  b eas t s . . .w e  ro s e  to  r i se

much  h igher  than  our  b l ea t ing  f l o ck s 
and  broods  and  pack s  o f  l ong- too thed  s cavenger s

l i k e  we  were  made . . . but  l i t t l e  Gods . . .
doomed  sub j e c t  to  our  spor t  o f  appe t i t e s

. . .y e t  s t i l l  say  you . . .we  have  no  cho i c e  f o r  good  or  i ll
and have  no  w i l l  t o  mark  out  yea  or  nay  ?

Y our  s ent iment s  are  here sy ,  to  th i s  J ew ’ s  c la im
who  ca l l s  f o r  g ent l e -b e ing  ent i re
no  murder ing ,  no t  anywhere . . .

say you  to  th i s . . . ?
I  wa i t  on  i t  w i th  ear s  s e t  w ide 
and  pat i enc e  f o r ,  fa i r  nuance s

. . . a s  you  contend  ”

Spoke Beowul f ,  h im:

“  I  am a  warr i or  Pr ince . . . no  s e er

nor  prophe t  yet
and noth ing  o f  me ’ s  ho ly  that  I  know 
inde ed  no  ho l ine s s  lurk s  anywhere . . .

no t  under  ro ck s . . . nor  up  above  c l ouds  h igh
exc ept  p erhaps  that  ro ck s  and  t re e s  and  sk i e s

a l l  ho ly  b e . . . y e t  no th ing  e l se
l i k ew i s e  I  b e  ju s t  me  and  cannot  vo id  what  s t i ck s 

l i k e  honey  to  my bra in . . . though  s e ldom sweet
and cannot  ca l l  a  but te r f ly  an  eag l e ,  y e t . . .

o r  spy ing  eag l e  f ly ing  h igh
shout . . . h ey  there . . . s e e  the  goat  !
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Things  have  the i r  p lac e . . .
s ea s  s tay  exac t ly  where  s ea  bo t toms  l ie 

and  mounta ins  s tay  up  h igh  a s  mounta ins  must 
and  what  i s  s o . . . s o  i s

and do  not  know ,  where  ho l ine s s  ab ide s
I  sp eak  no  s ourc e . . . but  what  s e ems  p la in  to  me

and cannot  wa i t  on  o ther s  to  exp la in  my up  and  down
i f  s e eming  f la t t e r s  me  s omet ime  or  s e rv e s  my end s 

I ’ l l  no t  pre t end  that  s e eming  i s  enough

I  w i l l  no t  sp eak  w i th  d iagram s
that  po int s  to  fanc i e s  o r  to  dreams . . .

inde ed ,  I  have  no  p lan . . . and  know no  God . . .
but  do  s e e  p la in  enough

that  a l l  has  c ome  de ep- c l oaked  in  mystery
and cannot  c la im de ep  knowl edge  known
what  can ’ t  b e  known . . . t o  su i t  my game

but  then  to  name  i t  and  d ivu lg e  i t s  p lan s
. . . aye . . .He  or  She  or  I t . . . i s  more  than  wi se

and as  the  wor ld  c omes  here  fu l l  b l own ,  pre -born
why not  b e l i e v e  i t  now !

One  doe s  no t  que s t i on  f ru i t  that  fa l l s  f rom tre e s
pure  app l e - e s s enc e  i s  each  app l e  b i te

no t  parad igms  o f  mo l e cu l e s ,  nor  o ld  prophe t i c  book s  !

Why que s t i on  round  and  red  and  app l ene s s 
whos e  e s s enc e  i s  i t s  pa lpab l e ,  good  f ru i t . . . ?

Whatever  l i e s  b eh ind  the  app l e  f o rm must  b e  much  l e s s . . .
no t  more  than  happy ,  who l e s ome ,  app l ene s s  !

L i f e ’ s  meaning  i s ,  in  l i f e  l i v ed  who l e . . . a s  l i f e  ab ide s
as  i s  and  shou ld  and  shou ld  not ,  why

and how . . . ju s t  id l e r ’ s  games  !

W e  murder  goat s  and  turn  them 0n  a  sp it

did  th i s  J ew  J e sus  ea t  d ead  f l e sh  or  raw . . . and  who  ea t s  us  ?
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somet imes  i t ’ s  men . . . l i k e  us . . . o r  L ion ,  Tiger ,  Bear
and where ’ s  th i s  Jahweh  whi l e  we ’re  murder ing  ?
when  Tiger  cu l l s  the  goat . . . r ipp ing  i t s  f lanks . . . ?

such  k i l l ing  too  i s  what  a l l  Heroe s  do . . .
y e t  mother  t ra ined  me  on ly  to  d e f end 

our  r ight s  o f  proper ty  and  peac e  a t  home 
who  now k i l l  b e t t e r  than  f i e rc e  L ion  or  Bear

poor  b eas t s  who  must  f ear  me ,  a s  we l l  th ey  shou ld
are  a l s o  doomed  by  greater  b eas t  than  me ,  ca l l ed  Time . . .

 who  preys  on  a l l  and  cre ep s  unerr ing ly 
to  where  we  h ide ,  th e  c r i ck e t  and  the  lamb

the  k ing  de throned ,  grown o ld 
so  no t  ju s t  me  bre eds  f e eb l e  th ings  sad-re ckon ing

T ime  nurture ’ s ,  l inger s . . . but  one  day
 T ime  turns  away . . . l i k e  enemie s  hang-on
to  snatch  our  land ,  drove s ,  hous e  and  k in . . .
for  unk ind  appe t i t e ’ s ,  rough  butchery  !

There  i s  f o r  a l l  a  re s e rvo i r ,  that ’ s  p lac id ,  smooth  and  s t i ll
where  underneath ,  abo i l ,  a  un iver se

that  ebbs  and  f l ows  toward  us ,  no t  on  ca ll
but  a s  i t  p l ea s e s  ju s t . . .more  l i k e  a s  i t  must
w i th  pre s sure s  bu i ld ing  ante c edent  p lan s
to  order  sp eak  or  e l s e  b e  s i l en t  now

Sha l t  no t  k i l l . . . inde ed ,  i s  patent  sham 
a  fu l s ome  l i e  that  f la t t e r s  a ll 

who ’d  s e e  themse l v e s ,  our s e l v e s . . . no t  a s  we  are
whom as  I ’ve  sa id . . .where  k i l l ing  come s 
m e re  l i ons ,  t i g e r s ,  wo lv e s  and  bear s

are  but te rcups ,  c ompared  to  me
and un l ik e  me ,  they  do  not  random k i ll

from mere  exc e s s  o f  pr ide
o f  name . . . and  sk i l l ed  f e ro c i ty

but  ju s t  to  ea t . . . o r  e l s e  to  s take  out  land
imperat iv e s  that  make  us . . .what  we  are
who  have  no  cho i c e  to  thr iv e  and  bre ed 
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and s e e  dark  threat  in  shape s  and  shade s
s capegoat s  f o r  our ,  b eas t - re ckon ing

Of  cours e  we  do  not  f launt  brute  ne ed s
so  ch i ldren  p lay  at  happy  t ime 

and  mother s  c oo ing  l ov e l ine s s  wear  pre t ty  shawl s
that  open  here  and  there  and  f o ld

diaphanous  on  f e r t i l e  day s
l eave  t ra i l s  unto  the  pas sage  o f  the i r  womb
and smi l e  a s  we  who  conquer  them,  succumb 
mo s t  w i l l ing  v i c t ims  to  the i r  f e r t i l e  p lan . . .
whi ch  i s  inde ed  to  make  the  wor ld  go  round

and wor ld  go e s  round  as  much  by  anyth ing ,  i t  do e s  by  s in
w e  par s e  to  h ide . . .

your  J ew  make s  f oo l i sh ,  you  unmade . . .unmanned  !  “

Then Unnamed spoke: 

P e rhaps  you ’re  r ight  !

I  wonder  though . . . th e s e  pr i e s t s  are  sure 
and  ho ld  the i r  heads  s o  h igh 

and  don  such  patched-up  f ro ck s
that  broadcas t  s e l f - e f fa c ing  f o i l s . . . t o  r i ch  ac couterment 

that  k ings  and  court i e r s  w i l l  va in ly  wear
the i r  ragged  c l oaks  d i r t -drag  on  dus ty  ground
and somet imes  pour  ho t -a sh  down on  the i r  head s

. . . and  f lage l la te
whi l e  swear ing  knowl edge  r i cher  than  a  King ’ s
armed  wi th  s entent i ous  t ruth ,  spout  anodyne s

and name  a l l  that  the i r  God  intend s
rev ea l ed  by  Prophe t s  in  spars e  w i ld erne s s
who  spoke  to  God  or  He  to  them,  they  c la im
and on ly  madmen ,  l iar s  o r  f oo l s  c ou ld  know 
that  i t  was  God  Himse l f . . . addre s s ing  them !
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Of cours e . . . o f  c ours e . . . I  was  no t  there . . .

o r  e l s e  i t  a l l ,  might  s e em a  dream 
l e s s  s t range  perhaps  than  dreams  that  I  have  had
. . . h ow  can  I  know . . . ex c ep t  by  c e r t i tude ,  o f  Pr i e s t s 

o r  e l s e  f rom hone s t  l eader s  in  our  land
      no  proo f  o f  fa c t s  o r  sk i l l  requ ired 
to  bu i ld  the i r  ho ly  br idge  or  ho ly  p i e s . . .

who l e  banquet -p i l e s . . . o f  ho ly  b l i s s
on  whi ch  they  gorge  r ight  up  to  Heaven ’ s  Gate s

and s tay  conv inced  by  never  s e e ing  God . . .
so  proo f  yea/nay doe s  no t  c ontend

good- s e rvant - fa i th  s e rv e s  them ins tead 
o f  c ommon ways  to  know what  comes  and  goe s 
and  too . . . a lb e i t  Hero  that  you  are . . .Beowulf
your  c la ims  to  me  aga in  s e em spe cu lant

. . .you  do  not  say  you  know
but  on ly  that  you  reason  thus  and  thu s

and draw on  ev idence  d en i ed
. . . but  ab jure  abso lute s

Ye t . . . l i k ing  you ,  a f f e c t i on ,  man to  man
I  must  d ivu lg e  what  l i e s  in  s tore 

thes e  pr i e s t s  and  sycophant s  are  many now
s t i l l  b id ing  t ime  they ’re  p lanning  your  demise

they  do  in tend  to  shut  you  up . . .
so  far  they ’ve  met  re l i g i ous ly ,  thre e  t ime s
and hope  and  pray  to  burn  you  on  a  pyre
ensur ing  your  demonic  thought s  are  t ru ly  dead 

and  can ’ t  rev iv e  by  dev i l i sh  means  contr iv ed
to  thr iv e  s omewhere ,  s omet ime ,  aga in

a l though  you  make  no  t ransc endenta l  c la im s
         you  are  they  say  dark- enemy 

   o f  Chr i s t ’ s  True  Word
    they  ca l l  you  ‘Heathen  Sacr i l ege’ 

and  ro l l  th e i r  eye s  and  b i t e  the i r  tongue s 
and  gr in  a  vacant  t i ght - fac ed  gr in

and l i ck  the i r  l i p s
say f i r s t  they  want  to  p luck -out
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both ,  your  c l ear -b lue  eye s
and s l i t  your  tongue  to  bury  in  a  p it

and bui ld  the i r  Ho ly  Church  o f  J e sus  Chr i s t  on  it
to  mind  a l l  S inner s  who  do  not  repent 

aga ins t  the  Sacred  might  and  r ight  o f  l one ly  God
who  puni she s  d i s s enter s  to  Hi s  throne

whi ch  r i s e s  h igher  than  the  sky 
and  la s t s ,  f o rev er  and  a  day

and though  f or  them you  s l ew  th i s  Grende l  b east 
and  h i s  c rue l  mother  too ,  to  save  and  s oo the  the i r  l i v e s . . .

and  never  que s t i oned  mer i t  o f  the i r  cause
you ’ l l  f ind  in  min ions  here 
more  numerous  than  ant s
as  s t rong  a s  l ov e  o f  God . . .

ungrate fu lne s s  thr iv e s  too ,  in  them
so  numerous  that  ev en  you  Beowul f ,  cannot  c ontend

so  they  w i l l  vanqui sh  you 
though  none  are  braver  than  the  c i rcus  c l own

who  fa sh ioned  h i s  care er 
from f ear  o f  c r i ck e t - shadows ,  e v erywhere

and ye t  the i r  c op ious  pre s enc e  make s  them s t rong 
the i r  c ourage  grown 

from harsh  ar i thmet i c . . . o f  numbers  l ong
l i k e  ant s  enough 
d e f ea t  a  b ear . . . ”

*
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B eowul f  i s  c on f ined  to  a  p i t  by  an  angry  mob  o f  r i ghteou s 
Chr i s t ians . . . in tend ing  to  burn  h im at  the  s take  f o r  b la sphemy 

and  a l l  that  ensue s . . . in c lud ing  a  con frontat i on  w i th  J e sus  Chr i st

C ant oThree
There  in  a  p i t , , ,and  no  one more  than me surpr ised 

to  see Beowul f  hand-bound enc i rc led  there . . .

except  I  know tha t  even Heroes  can succumb. . .

tha t  b ravery  and w i t  a re  no  de fense 

aga ins t  those th rongs  more  tempted by  the i r  ignorance 

than are  w ise-men who fe ign-no t  cer t i tude 

bu t  b ide  the i r  t ime to  change the i r  m inds 

and ho ld -o f f  ac t ion  un t i l  ac t ion  must  !  

Torch  l igh t  descended down on h im 

and f l i ckered  on  h is  h igh ,  b road,  b row 

so  tha t  he  f l i t ted  in  and ou t  o f  shadow/ l igh t 

and spoke sure  c la r i t y  and ca lm 

to  a l l  those c lamour ing  around 

the  sharp-edged p i t 

who there  s tayed peer ing  down a t  h im

expect ing  humble-p ie  and p iss ing- fear 

in  face  o f  the i r  a lmigh ty,  r igh teous ,  Chr is t ian-wra th . . .
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were  thus  surpr ised  and hushed 

by  h is  coo l  temper,  con tempt  and d isda in . . .

Spoke Hero Thane r ight -upward to 

b loodthi rsty  mob who there  looked down at  h im:

“Good  Chr i s t ians  a l l  I  must  exp la in . . .
i t ’ s  p la in  exc ept  to  f oo l s . . .

your  v i r tue  s e en  here  now remains  supreme . . .
o r  e l s e  wou ld  I  b e  ab j e c t  p e er ing  up  a t  you 
w e l l -armed  at  Righteous  God ’ s  c ommand 
whos e  l ov e  f o r  Vir tue  and  f or  Peace 
prov ide s  you  a l l  w i th  dead ly  arm s 

to  mock  me  w i th . . . a  p i t e ous  ob j e c t  h ere 
p l a c ed  de ep  b eneath  your  boo t s  and  c lub s

because  my puny bra in
b l inds  me  to  a l l  your  proof 

and  speaks  to  me  w i th  dev i l ’ s  tongue  a l one ,  to  say
I  know no  God  exc ept  you  say  He ’ s  good

and so  I  wonder  a t  the  s i ght  o f  you
who  do  God ’ s  work 

by  d igg ing  me  th i s  sharp  edged  p it
w e l l -armed  wi th  kn iv e s  and  c lub s 

and  s t rong  rough-rope
to  ho t - torch  me  f or  ho ly  l i ght 

aga ins t  dark- ev i l  I  p er f orm
by  speak ing  p la in  the  l i t t l e  that  I  know

I  h e s i ta te  a s  your  great  mercy  here  unfo ld s
to  say  I  p i ty  you . . .mere  ape s  o f  sanc t i ty

whos e  mimicry  prope l s 
rude  g l ory  f or  your  hungry  ear s

but  ac t i on  here  e c l ip s e s  your  de s i re s
you ’re  s t rugg l ing  up  an  end l e s s  s l ope ,  l i k e  S i syphu s

and wi l l  aga in  de s c end 
more  d e ep ly  i gnorant  o f  where  you ’ve  b e en
concea l ing  your  ob tus e ,  c orrupt  de s i re s
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But . . . i f  th ere  are . . . s ome  t ru ly  g ent l e  h ere
who  wou ld  l e t  goodnes s  thr iv e  ( f o r  goodnes s ’  sake  a l one )

and not  w i e ld  v i r tue ,  d e t r iment  to  my poor  b e ing . . .
to  l e t  each  c l oud  and  sunburs t  make s  i t s  way . . .

w i thout  your  fu l s ome  t inker ing
be  you  a  Chr i s t ian  Dog  or  Heathen  Knave  l i k e  me
do  not  take  umbrage  w i th  rude  c la ims  f or  d e c ency

. . . s t i l l  g ood  ab ide s 
and  what  s e ems  b la tant  ro t  I  on ly  comment  on 

and  do  not  judge ,  I  swear . . .
but  tweak  pre sumpt iv e  paragon ’ s  uns e emly  core

and o f f e r  means  to  judge  one ’ s  s e l f . . . one  s o  inc l ined
fre e  o f  tho s e  gush ing  f ounta ins  where ,  s e l f - l ov e  imbibe s 

Indeed . . . i t ’ s  hard  f or  ev en  subt l e  men . . . t o  f ind  the i r  way 

and  earne s tne s s ,  f o r  a l l  i t s  wor th . . . can ’ t  save  a  f ool
but  I  must  say ,  in  sp i t e  o f  a l l  your  hear t f e l t  c la im s

my argument  i s  no t  w i th  you
m e re  men  ( l i k e  me . . .more  b eas t s  than  know )

 I  argue  God . . . l i k e  God  were  l e s s
than f i gment  o f  impov ’r i shed  mind s

and cannot  name  your  l one ly  God ,  whom I ’ve  no t  met
nor  ev en  Thor  or  Fre ia  famed 

who ’ve  roamed  f j o rd- land ,  i t ’ s  sa id ,  f o r  many year s 
and  s t i r red  th ings  up

be f ore  the  s l i ghte s t  h int ,  o f  brut i sh  Geat s 
o r  any  Jew ,  named  Abraham or  Chr i s t . . .was  born

I  t ake  no  b lame  f or  good  or  i ll 

and  cannot  s e e  now ,  why I  shou ld . . .
for  the  c rude - e s s enc e  o f  th i s  wor ld 

and  how i t  came  to  pas s . . . no  way  I  know
I  argue  pa in  i t s e l f  and  death . . .

I  argue  b l ood  that  f l ows  ungrac i ous ly 
w i th  ev ery  cut  and  thrust
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. . .what  tw i s t ed  humour  l i e s  in  th i s . . . ( ? )
as  wounds  and  age  c orrupt s  qu i ck ,  youth  and  p lay

w i th  c o ld ,  too  c o ld  and  too  ho t ,  ho t . . .

I  ra i l  aga ins t  spars e  sun l i t  summer-day s 
and  dreary  w inds ,  that  don ’ t  l e t  up 

 swee t -b l e s s ings  when  they  come . . .no t  f requent ly

I  thank  my arm and  wit 

and  ye t  no  Ti tan ’ s  g enero s i ty . . .
for  when  I  f ea s t . . . thre e  s tarve  b e cause 

I  robbed  the i r  p la te s . . .
so  wor ld  i s  made  and  not  by  me 

A l l  g r i e f  d er iv e s  f rom God . . . i f  God  there  i s
Do  madmen choo s e  l i k e  John- the -baker ,  buns  today  ?

where  Vir tue  thr iv e s
p e r f e c t i on  mocks ,  imper f e c t  in  the  d i t ch

to  b lame  the  f reak . . .when  t rog l odyte s  d er ide
. . .was  h i s  in tent  to  in jure  you ,  w i th  gro s s  unga in l ine s s  ?

and  ev en  me  who  cant  c la im wi t  o r  pre s c i ence 
a s  you  in  a l l  your  in s ight ,  do  here  now

for  I  en j oy ,  a  smal l e r  heart 
and  much  l e s s  w i sdom than the  l ea s t  o f  you

here ,  bound  in  shame  and  made  to  wa l l ow  in  a  ho le 
l i k e  where  you  de f e ca te . . .

ex c ep t  i t  i s  too  b ig  and  grand . . . f o r  l one ly  s cat
 a  po t  s o  large  f o r  c ommon cause 

you  can  a l l  drown me  in  de t r i tus  now 
a s  you  bend  l ow  and  groan ,  in  uni son
pure  ho ly  sh i t  b eha l f  o f  l one ly  God . . .

I t ’ s  no t  f rom pr ide  I  cannot  k e ep 

to  Ho ly  c la ims  f or  Him
am I  mal f ormed ,  to  wre ck  your  proof 
and  then  denounce ,  fa l s e  rea son ing . . . ? 
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m i ght  no t  ca lamit i e s 
a l l  b e  rev er s ed ,  by  God  Omnipotent

for  God ’ s  Great  Love  a l one  ? 

Y e t  f e v er s  wre ck  your  ch i ld . . .
and  pus sy  bo i l s  c onsume  the i r  f l e sh

swi f t -bound  to  narrow grave
(I  show more  p i ty  when  I  drown a  rat )

the  o ld  b l ind  man ,  f o r  p enni e s  b eaten  there . . .
o r  innoc ence ,  by  f lagrant  lu s t  d e s t royed

but  re s t -a s sured ,  ca lamity ’ s  s e cured
whi ch  you  must  know ,  i f  you  jus t  breath
that  a l l  your  cant ,  won ’ t  f e ed  a  ca t . . .
nor  hoards . . . a t  S ermons  on  the  Mount

nor  prophe t ’ s  barga ins  made ,  w i th  Good  or  Bad

The  wor ld  a s  made ,  i t  cannot  b e  undone
and a l l  ambi t i ous  t inker ing ,  w i l l  not

af f e c t  one  s ourc e . . . 
you  know me  as  a  warr i or  a s  I  must . . .

wor ld  h i s tory  i s  gr im . . .who  made  i t  s o . . .
no t  me ,  nor  you . . . and  s o  I  b lame  God ’ s  roo t s  !

I  do  no t  choo s e ,  y e t  Ki l l  I  must . . . o r  e l s e  b e  k i l l ed
i s  i t  your  Gent l e  God ,  who  made  i t  thus  ( ? )

and what  th ink  you  o f  God ,  who  s ea l s  my fa te 
w i th  your  f re e  hands . . . t o  burn  me  a t  the  s take

. . . i s  th i s  the  God  whom you  wou ld  have  me  l ov e  ( ? )
who  l ov e s  a l l  s inner s . . . y e t ,  wou ld  f ry  me  thus  ?

I ’d  be  such  God  as  k i l l  a  goat ,  b e f ore  I  roas t  h im f or  my p la te

and ye t  you  say  I ’ve  s inned  aga ins t ,  Hi s  Ho ly  name  ?

W e l l  th en . . . ca l l  me  dog  pe s t i l enc e ,  o r  e l se

foo l - s on  o f  rampant  whoer  name

. . . but  l e t  me  out  o f  h ere  !
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G i v e  me  my sword  ( ! ) 
for  i t  c onta ins  t rue - s t e e l . . .mos t  un l ik e  your s
whi ch  shrouded  you  k e ep  sharp  w i th  ho ly  word s 

and  bronze  i t s  po int  w i th  unctuous  l i e s 
. . .g i v e  me  my s t eady  hor s e  and  s ta lwart  sh i e ld . . .

so  I  can  sp l i t  ho t ,  ho ly ,  h ead s 
and  s laughter  a l l  your  enemie s 
l i k e  Grende l  famed ,  thre e s core

but  I ’ l l  no t  s tay  and  roas t  f o r  ho l l ow  name s 
nor  murder  Chr i s t ians ,  shout ing . . .

”I ’ l l  no t  wor sh ip  you ,Beowul f  ! ”

s inc e  f oo l s  say  yay . . . o r  nay . . . and  I ’m a f ool 
no t  un l ik e  any  o f  the  unto ld  many . . . ju s t  l i k e  you
so  i f  I  c la im I  wor sh ip ,  then . . .we l l  what  o f  that

. . . and  i f  I  say  “do  not . . . ”  how  more  or  l e s s  than  that
i s  b l ow ing  w ind  or  sand  to  moon  and  s tar s

when  I ’m compared  to  them. . . l e s s  than  a  spe ck  o f  dus t . . . !
Cou ld  Thor  or  Fre ia . . . o r  that  s i l ly  J ew-God ,  J e su s

care ,  wh i ch  w ind  I  b l ow . . . ?
I ’m jus t  a  man and  cannot  barga in

w i th  whatever  made  me  thu s
or  ch ide ,  th e  maker  o f  me  in  the  sky

where  char io t s  o f  go ld  and  pre c i ous  j ewe l s  parade
so  fanc i fu l  up  there . . . . and  a l l  that  i s

so  s carc e  r ight  here  on  ear th . . . o r  on  a  donkey  in  the  square
or  s c runched  up  l i k e  a  b e e t l e  under  ro ck s

I  know h im not . . . I  know my be l ly  ache s  to  f i ll
and g ladnes s  c omes ,  when  mus i c  t rea t s  my ear

or  ch i ldren  laugh . . . o r  ne ighbour  gre e t s  me  where  I  wa lk

and  noth ing  e l s e  I  know exc ept  I  must  proc e ed  to  bat t l e  a s  I  must . . .

to  k e ep  my land . . . inde ed . . . your  land . . . b e re f t  o f  th i ev e s
who  hang  about . . . y e t  share ,  though  mi s creant  enough
a  h igher  c la im on  Good  and  Bad and  Right  or  Wrong 

  than you  do  here ,  in famous ly ,  th i s  day  !
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. . . then someone screamed: 

”Chop  o f f  h i s  h ead . . . h e  b la sphemes  God  ! 
In Je sus  Ho ly  Name th i s  s inner  must  b e  s topped  !  “ 

A t th is  some tu rned w i th  eyes  to  g round and d isappeared. . .

perhaps  ashamed o f  the i r  poor  image in  a  mind fu l  g lass . . .

o r  had they  mere ly  sudden press ing  chores . . .

to  herd  the  sheep or  ba t ten-doors 

   aga ins t  the  r i se  o f  s t i f f  new wind  ? 

bu t  Beowul f  read no  k indness  f rom th is  c rowd 

and leaped ou t  f rom the  deep-dark  p i t 

r igh t  over  a l l  the i r  c lamour ing

and then w i th  hands  s t i l l  bound 

he  r ipped a  sap l ing  f rom the  so l id  ear th 

and swung i t  l i ke  a  cyc lone th rough the  mot ley  th rong 

as  some fe l l  there ,  kerp lunk

and o thers  b roke ,  l i ke  sheaves  be fore  a  s to rm. . .

and then fear-havoc  rose  as  someone be l lowed  :

”  Do  no t  run !  At tack  ungod ly  Beowul f . . .man o f  war  !  “

as r i s ing  Chr is t ian  enmi ty  aga ins t  the  hero  miscreant 

spread soon enough. . .bu t  no t  as  they ’d  surmised. . .

s ince  on ly  seconds passed. . .

two-score ,  once s t r iden t  ho ly  Chr is t ians ,  there ,  were  downed

wi th  b roken l imbs,  asca t te r  on  the  ground 

and those unscathed cou ld  do ,  naught  e lse 

bu t  g roan and curse  and moan

’ t i l l  one  c lear  shouted  loud

”Where  i s  our  God . . .we  ne ed  Him now ! ”  

At th is  g rea t  Beowul f ,  dared  to  smi le 

as  he  leaped on  h is  snor t ing  p ieba ld -mare 

rode days-n igh ts ,  th rough va l leys  deep and mounta ins  h igh 

un t i l  he  came unto  a  favour i te  spot  he ’d  known

. . . in  ch i ldhood dreams a lone 

and there  a  swi f t -c lear -b rook  ran  near  a  cave 

w i th  por ta ls  spread ing  w ide
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a lake  l i ke  g lass  ins ide . . .

and maidens ,  scant ly  d ressed,  sang s ix -par t  harmon ies 

o f  lewd and love ly  songs 

l i ke  nub i le  sweethear ts  he  had known

but  per fec t  more  than ever  any  was. . .

spoke ou t  h is  name 

and thought  he  dreamed 

unt i l  he  fe l t  a  hand caress  h is  b row 

and c i rc l ing  h im 

. . . sweet  a rms wrapped- round h is  wa is t 

. . .p ressed down 

to  rav ish  h im w i th  k isses  everywhere 

in  ways  tha t  p roper  Chr is t ians  never  dare

. . .o r  e lse  ashamed

as they  unc lo thed h im by  the  c rys ta l  lake 

and l i ssome s is te rs  b rought  h im aphrod is iacs

. . .as  i f  he ’d  needed a id

fo r  a l l  the  ardour  tha t  coursed th rough h is  ve ins 

en f laming l ips  and tongue 

tha t  d rew these maids  to  h im 

one by  one or  a l l  a t  once 

so  the i r  f ie rce-gent le  k iss ing  d id  no t  end 

and round and round about  they  wh i r led . . .

to  fa l l  on  downy-p i l lows la in 

where  they  a l l  tous led ,  teased 

and pu l led  and s t roked 

and smoothed h is  tang led  ha i r 

and never  s topped 

un t i l  twe lve  dawns un fo lded dusk  aga in 

and h is  g rea t  hunger  fo r  the i r  l i ps  and th ighs

. . .g rew more  and more 

un t i l  he  wondered i f  h is  want ing  them wou ld  end 

un t i l  some weeks  had passed. . .

h is  body  wrecked fo r  need o f  res t

ambros ia -o i l  and  f rank incense 

and honey- l iqu ids  passed 

we l l -down h is  long-parged th roa t . . .

’ t i l l  s t rength  aga in  by  inc rements ,  was  earned

as he  gave ou t  deep s ighs 

ye t  cou ld  no t  move,  un t i l  more  days  had passed 
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enthra l led . . . in  deep de l i r ium 

and then w i th  v igour  he ’d  no t  known ‘ t i l l  then . . .

ins ide  the  seeming ends ,  o f  a l l  th is  ear th 

an  exponent ia l  chord  o f  v ib ran t  harmony. . .spread ou t  f rom h im 

as  long months  passed,  where in  he  never  thought 

to  ra ise  h is  sword  and he  then knew. . .

what  was th is  th ing  ca l led  parad ise 

and how i t  lay  no t  h igh  above 

bu t  deep in  fe r t i le  ear th . . . 

where  growing  sprang and many th ings  tha t  had be fudd led  h im 

or  cou ld  no t  name,  were  named 

w i th  a l l  the i r  consequence revea led 

f rom p leasure  he  had ga ined. . .

a  c learer  hear t  and mind  than any  known 

and s tayed res t ra ined,  incumbent  on  a  cha i r 

de f t  carved f rom a labas ter  smooth 

contoured as  f i t  the  r i se  and fa l l  o f  every  s inew

bone and musc le  tha t  he  owned 

so  tha t  i t s  lack  o f  so f tness ,  was  no t  missed 

and there  fo r  days ,  t ranqu i l i t y  consumed h im much 

and many thoughts ,  imbued by  la tency

sprang fo r th  to  speak

in te rna l l y,  to  h im,  o f  what  they  wou ld 

o r  e lse  he  wou ld  then speak  ou t  loud . . . 

. . .w i th  no  one there  to  hear  h im,  run  amuck 

made sane l i ke  no  man was. . .

because,  there  Beowul f  had succumbed to  rever ies

but  no t  qu i te  d reams. . .o f  such de l igh t 

tha t  charmed h im so . . . t ime seemed to  f lash

yet  he ld  h im f i rm ly  in  i t s  g r ip ,  en thra l led

a  wak ing  s leep. . .evok ing  cornucop ias 

o f  p leasures  known

where  consc ious  thought ,  more  fu l l  than  ever,  ye t  re t rea ts

encompass ing  the  shape. . . the  smel ls 

and sounds o f  th ings . . . in  un to ld  harmon ies

now a t  the  fo re f ron t  o f  h is  be ing

sucked in to  d rows iness 

by  a l l  the  ca ta lep t ic  ton ics  he ’d  absorbed

and now. . .once ceased. . .

s tayed no t  too  long or  fa r  away
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a th ra l ldom in . . .h is  hear t  o f  hear ts ,  o f  parad ise . . .

where  he  had indeed once t ru ly  gone

yet  no t  obscure . . .no  dream

but  rea l l y  rea l

wh ich  ye t  no  words  evoked to  be  be l ieved

remain ing  we l l  ou ts ide . . .

beyond a l l  he  had known or  wou ld  aga in

. . .and so,  sol i loquized:

“I  do  not  know ,  why mos t  men  act 
a s  i f  th e i r  i gnorance  were  ampl e  grounds  f or  c e r t i tude
then  run  in  c i rc l e s . . . ed i fy  f rom whence  they  came

. . .they  th ink  the  wor ld  has  s tayed  the  same
y e t  never  s t r i v e  to  s e ek  out  change

. . .the  same  o ld  wor ld  they  th ink
. . . o f  c ours e  i t ’ s  not

but  w i l l  no t  s e e ,  f re sh- f l ower ing 
d e f ea t  the  day  be f ore ,  b egun
so  hope  and  s t r i v ing ’ s  s ens ib le

no t  w i th  o ld  p lans  or  ways  or  programs  past
but  urgent ly  con fronted  now

re s ourc e s  bu i ld ,  to  d ea l  w i th  s t i l l  more  f e r t i l e  b e ing
the  in s tant  l i v e s  ( cogn i t i v e ly ) 

and  a l l  e t e rn i ty ,  i s  now . . .
and  ye s t e rday ,  means  anc i ent  h i s tory

each  t ime  we  s e e  that  th i s  i s  th i s . . . o r  that  i s  that
a  window on  a  mov ing  t ra in ,  through  wonder land

 ka l e ido s cop i c  c oat ta i l  f lux 
w e  do  no t  know . . . o f  s ourc e  nor  end s

a  whi f f  o f  e s s enc e  bared 
a s  tangent  rea l . . .more  tangent s  po se

Thes e  Chr i s t ians  c l ing  l i k e  donkeys  to  a  rut
the i r  dogma shr i ek s  a t  anyth ing 

that  wont  s t i ck  we l l  to  pat te rned  groove s
ab jur ing  s ens e  they  c l ing  to  mere  b e l i ef
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unchang ing  t ruth  in  a l l  e t e rn i ty  the i r  c ode
di sda in ing  proo f . . . c ontrary  to  the  s ens e  they ’d  use

to  bu i ld  a  f enc e . . . t o  k e ep  the  hor s e s  in 
and  coyote s  out 

o r  bu i ld  a  boat  to  f l oa t  and  f end  a  s torm 
and  reach  f or  sa f e ty  a t  the  r i v er ’ s  bank

They  f ind  much  comfor t  in  s e l f -pre en ing  l i e s 
and  dramat i z e ,  w i th  prophe t s  in  the  dust 

ab j e c t  p enury ’ s ,  symbo l i c  mean s
to  f e ed  the i r  c la im ,  they  be  no t  b eas t s 

y e t  no th ing  know . . .no t  b eas t  exc ept . . . p re t end
the i r  patron  J ew  named  J e sus ,  subt l e  f ool
who  knew the  way ,  to  ho ld  great  sway

who  dreamed  a  dream perhaps . . .no  fau l t  in  that
but  de emed  i t s  wor th ,  wh i l e  but  a  dream

i gnor ing  da i ly  l i f e  mundane . . . that  goads  to  war

Transc endency . . . pure  egoc entr i c  madnes s
was  His  game

and GeatLand Great  my home ,  suc cumbed  to  it
where  aco ly te s  wage  war ,  f o r  Truth  and  Peace

and not  f o r  want  o f  Go ld  and  Land ,  o r  s o  pre t end
confus ed ,  no t  knowing  what  s t i l l  dr iv e s  them on

but  do  the  d e ed  and  breathe  the  l ie
God  he lp  them i f  there  i s . . . a  Mora l  One

for  He ’d  d i s own the s e  Chr i s t ian  hypocr i t e s
as  I  do  now ,  though  jus t  a  man

who  s in s  they  c la im . . . by  b e ing  mere ly ,  what  I  am. . . ”

A s he spoke ou t

no t  knowing  o f  a  w i tness  there . . .

Pr ince  Beowul f  heard  sound t ink l ing  be l l s 

spread ou t ,  f rom g l in t ing  s i l v ’ ry  lea fy  woods 

tha t  f ramed the  va l ley  s t re tched be low 

jus t  as  a  shape emerged. . . tha t  seemed a f loa t  to  h im 

s top  i t ineran t ,  z igzag. . .

wh i le  hard ly  mov ing  legs  a t  a l l
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appear  too  soon and sudden ly,  be fore  h im there 

a  most  s t range man. . .who s t ra igh tway asked

for  w ine  and cheese and bread 

as  no t  to  shr ink  the  thane ’s  food-s tock  too  much 

and then d id  d r ink  and ea t  l i ke  a l l  men do 

w i th  eager  l ips  tha t  we lcome p len ty,  more  than want . . .

A t  f i r s t  He naught  bu t  smi led . . .

then w i th  no  prompt ing  waved h is  hand 

as  i f  con fer r ing  w ide  benef icence 

f rom sky  to  ear th  and shore  to  shore . . .

and there  a  face  no t  qu i te  o f  Ear th  to  Beowul f  known. . .

He then,  s tood now. . .be fore  h im there

 and. . .no t  g iven  much to  gape and awe

Beowul f  was  awed there  then

too  honest  be ing  to  fake  e f fec t 

i f  no t  exped ien t  to  h igher  ru les

so  s tayed qu i te  s t i l l ,  fo r  fo rm’s  aspec t 

and wa i ted  fo r

th is  s t range new man,  to  speak . . .

e lse  d isappear

prepared to  serve  what  need must  be

at  th is  queer  t ime.

. . .unt i l  the  st ranger  spoke again:

                     “You are a warr i or , I know . . .
for  fa i rne s s ,  r i ght  and  t ruth

much  as  you  s e e  i t  s o
y e t ,  I  do  now and  v er i ly  I  say
. . .your  murder ing  must  end

i t ’ s  sa id  here  in  th i s  book  o f  Abraham 
whos e  w i sdom l eads  tho s e  f l o ck s  we l l  l o st

to  where  Unending  Truth  and  Peace  re s id e s . . .
how  can  you  take  b l ood-dr ipp ing  sword  to  Parad i s e  ?

How can  you  know when  you  do  r ight  or  wrong
exc ept  God  says  and  I  say  too . . .
who  Am and  speak  His  name
I  Am the  Way . . . I  Am the  L ight
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 . . .you  know not  what  you  do  ! 
You  must  repent . . . and  take  unto  yours e lf

the  One  True  God 
who  a s  i t  happens  i s  the  Me . . .who  s tands  b e f ore  you  now

who  knows  to  f e ed  your  i gnorance
as  I  a l one ,  s e e  f it

so  then  be  humbl e ,  g ene f luct
at  ev ’ry  t rumpet  o f  My name

and beg  f org iv ene s s  f o r  your  s in s
and ver i ly  I  say . . . l ay  down your  sword
go  f o r th  in  peac e  and  s in  no  more  !

 At  th is  Geat  Beowul f  roared out - r inging-oaths of  d isbel ie f . . .

“  Curs ed  b e  !  The  Jackanape s  Himse l f . . . !

 I  h ear  you  now or  e l s e  my ear s  t e l l  l i e s  !
I  s e e  you  now or  e l s e  my eye s  prevar i ca te
to  t r i ck  a l l  inner  s ens e  o f  c la ims  I  know . . .

you  must  b e  J e sus  then . . .
rai s ed  up  f rom He l l . . . o r  Heaven  now ,  o r  bo th  ! 

F or  sure  to  b e . . . a  f oo l  must  breathe  and  l i ve
or  e l s e  a l l  tho s e  no t  f oo l s 

must  b e  much  greater  f oo l s  who  l i k ew i s e  l i ve
foo l s  c e r ta in  l i v e  and  breathe  and  now be f ore  me

c l ing ing  to  my space  and  pour ing  nons ens e  on  my ear s
the  Man Himse l f  who  p lays  w i th  me 

a s  i f  I  had  no  sharper  w i t  than  some  du l l  s tone
and us ing  a s  a  p l oy  s ome  apparatus  f oo l e ry . . .

that  has  You  a lmos t  f l oa t  and  sk im the  ground
. . .m e chani c s  o r  t r i ck  mirac l e  p erhaps . . .

s inc e  a l l  t rue  mirac l e s  and  magi c  are  ju s t  l i e s
the i r  purpos e  on ly  s e eming  l i k e  our  own

But  s t range  or  no . . . I  do  no t  know 
for  want  o f  knowing  it

y e t  s t i l l  I  do  know words  that  l eap  f rom l ip s  o r  page 
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from God  o f  fancy  or  mere  men 
remain ,  ju s t  words  the  same . . . a s  w i s e  o r  du ll

. . . so  i f  you  are  l i k e  a l l  your  supp l i cant s  now c la im
p e r f orc e  a  God  who  caus e s  harm not  named

p e rhaps  unwi t t ing ly

or  e l s e  God-Char la tan  Perver se
who  t e s t s  c redu l i ty  in  s ome  impover i shed  game

in  order  to  amuse  yours e l f ,  in  end l e s s  t ime
s inc e  a l l  th e  havoc  you  cou ld  do ’ s ,  b e ing  done

as  f i re  and  f l o od  and  pe s t i l ence 
and  ava lanche  and  pa in  o f  l ove 

and  l i f e  and  death  rounds -out  i t  a ll
each  moment  r id ing  on

a  whir l i g ig . . . o f  sad  o ld  c i rc l e -game s
that  d i s embowe l  our  future  and  our  past 

a s  i f  God  ne eded  he lp  to  p lay
 h i s  own poor  s ongs  aga in

w i thout  fa i r  harmony ,  d i s c ordant  f r i c t i on  and  de c e it 
d i s ea s e  and  death  a t  ev ’ry  roo t  that  grow s

and j oy  fu l f i l l ed  and  l ov e  d e f i l ed  or  e l s e  d en i ed
each  hope  de f i ed 

w i th  age . . . our  b ene f i t s  c ompete 
w i th  dere l i c t ,  un l ik e ly  end s

ab j e c t ,  a l one  we  l eave  tho s e  l ov ed  and  more
. . .thos e  l ov ed  l eave  us . . . a s  i f  to  d i e  i t s e l f ,  were  no t  enough

w i th  ju s t  one  L i f e -Death  s t roke . . .
by  one  harsh  s ing l e  a ct

both  are  c ondemned . . . th e  mournfu l  l i v ing 
and  the  main ly  dead

Y ou  may be  God  or  Son  o f  God 

. . . o r  Tr ipart i t e  Maj e s ty
but  shou ld  have  here  a  greater  f oo l  than  me 
to  ea t  your  cake  o f  l i e s . . . and  p lay  your  game

inde ed . . . I ’d  g lad ly  chop  your  head  r ight -o f f ,  r i ght  now
but  now . . . f o r  now I ’ve  s e en  enough  r ip e  b l ood
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and man or  b eas t  o r  God  what ’re  you  are
you  have  a  pre t ty  neck 

and  ev er  I  succour  the  pre t ty  th ing s
and wou ld  de cap i ta te  an  ug ly  wench 

w i th  my broadaxe
than wreck  the  v e l v e t  f l e sh

by  d igg ing  s t i r rups  de ep ,  in to  my s ta l l i on  fa i r . . . ”

Beowul f ’s  b laspheming. . . rendered Jesus  van ish  l i ke  a  f lash 

except  a t  d is tance Beowul f  thought 

he  saw h im r id ing  on  a  g rea t  b lack  mare

tha t  thundered down,  down,  down. . .

in to  a  su lph ’ rous  p i t  o f  f lame

that  spread beneath  i t s  c la t t ’ r ing  hooves 

and shook  the  ground. . .as  f rom an ava lanche. 

Indeed the  b lack  s teed moved so  fas t . . . 

tha t  even s igh t -qu ick -Beowul f 

cou ld  no t  g rasp ,  d i rec t ion  o f  i t s  pa th

and as  i f  wak ing  f rom a  dream

he woke ins tead. . . in to  a  deep,  deep,  s leep.

*
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Socrate s  i s  que s t i oned  by  a  s t ranger  in  the  Agora
and a  t rue  and  accurate  ac count ing  o f  h i s  d eath

CANTO FOUR
The Unnamed Interrogator  to  Socrates

“S i r ,  s o  much  i s  sa id  o f  you . . s o  many years . . .

I  sp eak  w i th  t rep idat i on . . .
more  to  monument  than  man

whos e  f ra i l t i e s ,  l i k e  mine ,  c ondemn h i s  roo t s
asp i r ing  more  than  man jus t  ev er  i s . . .
but . . . I  do  no t  sp eak  f or  me  f or  sure

for  I  am tru ly ,  ju s t  a  man
who  wou ld  s e e  fur ther  l ong  the  shore ,  o r  ov er  h i l l s

on  e i ther  s id e  o f  va l l ey ,  where  he  wa lk s
. . .p e rhaps  un l ik e  the  p lac e  he  had  jus t  l e f t ,  a s  Beowul f  wou ld

who  i s  the  sh i e ld  that  s c re ens  my que st
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put  bo ld ly  l i k e  I  were  a  Hero  too 
preva i l ing  now . . . t o  re s cue  me 
from morta l  s in . . . o f  med io cr i ty 

who  l e t s  me  wear  f or  now h i s  h ero ’ s  c l oak
as  i f  i t  were  my own and  ye t  pre t end
to  cut t ing  b lade  o f  w i t ,  I  don ’ t  po s s e s s

exc ept  great  Beowul f  answer  f or . . .my lack  o f  it
so  save  me  f rom both  pr ide . . . and  want  o f  mode s ty

a l l ow  me  then ,  to  a sk  o f  you
ambi t i ous ly ,  g reat  anc i ent  Gre ek
whos e  words  have  s e cured  s ent i ence

in  ev ery  land  indebted  to  your  re ckon ing
such  lands  where  cu l ture  b eacons  sh ine 
transc endent  l i ght  on  beas t ly  wor ld

o f  gro s s  indec enc i e s 
and  s t ink ing  a i r  and  f oo l i sh  ta lk
where  snar l ing  dogs ,  turned  w i ld

s tay  fu l l  o f  v en i s on  or  care l e s s  she ep
or  e l s e  h indquarter  c ow  that  broke  f rom fo ld

r i pped ,  b l oody ,  f ea s t  f o r  carna l ,  can ine  appe t i t e s
but  appe t i t e  sp eaks  no t  I  th ink
the  ‘good ’  you  s e ek  in  men 

who  are  no t  b eas t s ,  you  th ink . . . you  say . . .
there f ore ,  I  a sk  in  Beowul f ’ s  name  a l one
I  a sk . . . a s  i f  i t  were  a  query  o f  mine  own

where  in  your  S tate  o f  S tate s  good  men  are  shaped 
to  c ompensate  in  a l l  th ey  do

 for  the i r  hard  ac t i ons  f o r  ambi t i ons  bo ld 
o r  rag ing  appe t i t e s

p l ay  poe t ’ s  rhymes . . . t o  k e ep  the  s o ld i e r  mi ld
phi l o s opher s  turned  k ing s

so  that  gro s s  k i l l ing  doe s  no t  thr ive
exc ept ing  h igh  and  nob l e  war s 
for  ju s t i c e ,  l and  and  King

a l l  ba lanced  by  s t i f f  s entence s  a t  home
when  beggar  s t ea l s  a  l oa f  o f  bread ,  f o r  hungry  ch i ld

whi l e  men  might  s t r i ve

54



no t  on ly  in  the i r  pr ivate  sk i l l s
to  rob  a  du l lard ’ s  p la te 

but  s tay  good  s e rvant  to  the  s ta te
by  honour ing  the  ru l e s  drawn up ,  f o r  c l e v er  men

and ye t  po l i t ene s s  and 
the  sharp  edge  o f  the i r  sword

i s  ga ined  w i th  po l i ty  and  unctuous  cant 
that  make s  them out  much  be t t e r  than  they  are

l i k e  wo lv e s  she ep- c l o thed ,  to  s e em . . .no t  ju s t  themse l v e s
in s t ead  more  than  they  might ,  w i thout  the  reach

o f  gre ed  d i sgu i s ed ,  a s  ne ed 
much  s e en  to  s e ek  ‘ the  good’

for  pamper ing  the i r  rude  de s i re ’ s ,  d e l inquency

where  paths  l ead  on ly  to  and  f rom the i r  s e l f  a l one
i f  t ruth  be  known

the  who l e  o f  good  in  them. . . i s  n ever  s e rv ed . . .

My que s t i on  o f  you  then ,  great  man ,  i s  th i s . . .

. . .what  i f  t re e s ,  l i k e  men
inde ed  l i k e  a l l  th e  wor ld ,  b ear  b i t t e r  f ru it
in  b e ing  what  they  are  or  e l s e  wou ld  b e . . .

and  what  i f  man were  no  such  th ing  Idea l . . .
but  ju s t ,  mere  appe t i te 

h imse l f  a  b i t t e r  ta s t e  to  o ther  men
who  b l e ed  and  burn  upon  each  touch
so  that  th i s  danger  haunts  the  wor ld 
in  ev ery  be ing ,  out s id e  o f  each  o f  u s
whos e  hunger  f e ed s  on  morta l  f l e sh
so  that  no t  wak ing  and  a l e r t . . .

one  s oon  must  b e . . . a  mors e l l ed  b e ing
p e rv er s e ly  s e rv ing  ye t  another ’ s  growth

l i k e  l i on  ea t s  lamb or  cub
grows  more  to  f e ed  aga in

and so  th i s  i s  what  doe s  in  fac t  p er ta in
that  men  wi th  d ign i ty ,  fu l l  dre s s ed  and  on  parade
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v enture  the i r  k i l l ing  w i th  a  pre t ty  name
war  f ramed  wi th  bug l e  ca l l s  and  epau l e t s

and pre t ty ,  grand  parade s
o f  d eath ,  w i th  t reac l ’y poems  to  breast

swee t  s ent iment  and  h igh  e s t e em
ca l l ed  brave  who  d i e  to  save  the i r  land

or  e l s e  procure  by  r ight  o f  might
the i r  enemy ’ s . . .who ’ s  s landered ,  mi s creant

a  f oo l  who  has  no  v i r tue s  l i k e  our  own
. . .you  c la im h im ,  pampered  b eas t  w i th  buf f oon ’ s  sword

whi l e  harbour ing  s o f t  s ent iment s 
whos e  ‘ s ou l ’ ,  poor  th ing ,  s t i l l  render s  h im

. . .more  than  he  k i l l s
di shonour ing ,  a sp i r ing  s ou l s ,  o f  o ther  men

in  h i s  s e l f - s e rv ing  re c t i tude . . . t o  f ind
increas ing  comfor t  on ,  s o f t  p i l l ows ,  where  he  s l e ep s . . . ”

Socrates responds:

“  I  take  the  wor ld  a l l  a s  I  must . . . a s  i s

nor  t inker  w i th  the  fabr i c  o f  i t s  c l o th
unst i t ch ing  s eams  to  make  the  wor ld  anew
I  pound  on  copper  here ,  t o  make  a  pot

where  mounta ins  fa l l  down hard  on  squ i shy  head s
and winds  b l ow  sa i l o r s  far  b eyond  the  s ea s
and ye t  when  a l l ’ s  a c counted ,  then  I  s t r i ve

to  f ind  a  b e t t e r  way  to  b e  a  man
my go ld ,  l i k e  o ther s ,  d e ep  in  dro s s

there f ore  appearance s
by  out s id e  c la ims  a l one ,  c on fuse

whi l e  s ometh ing  s tays  f o rev er ,  c l ear  and  pure
beneath  the  s c ru f fy  sur fac e  that ’ s  we l l - known

thi s  i s  the  human soul
‘the  good ’  re s id ing  ins ide  a l l  o f  u s

w e  must  pursue ,  to  r i s e . . . a l though  we  fa ll
what  e l s e  can  any Anc i ent  Gre ek  produce  ( ? )

I  l e t  the  baker ,  bake  h i s  bread
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I  know i t  t rue  s omeday he ’ l l  bake
a  per f e c t  l oa f . . .

I  bake  no  l e s s . . .my bread ’ s  ph i l o s ophy . . .
the  good  re s id e s  s omewhere

I  s t rugg l e  f o r  good  too l s . . . t o  d ig  good  out  !

The Unknown Interrogator  repl ies . . .

“  Who knows  what ’ s  r i ght . . .

found  do ing  r ight ,  you  c la im ‘ the  good’
and f ind ing  r ight  and  good ,  i s  your  good  a im

inde ed  Brave  Beowul f  knows  th i s  too
but  knows  what ’ s  r i ght  i s  no t  magni f i c ent
so  s tays  ju s t  r ight  and  good  and  br ight

the  good  and  r ight  doe s  no t  sus ta in  i t s e lf
as  i f  l i f e  were  a  rea son-master ’ s  game 
that  t i ck s  a l ong  once  i t s  addre s s ed
then  never  ne eds  the  sword ,  b e cause 

 good  ju s t  preva i l s
so  Beowul f  f i ght s . . . t o  make s  r ight  might
thi s  Hero  Geat . . . surv iv e s  mos t  doubt
to  s e e  advantage  in  another  p lan

or  que s t i ons  h i s  re sponse
or  impul s e  to  h i s  ne ed

he  has  no  vani ty  f or  that
and can ’ t  pre sume  to  know more  than  he  doe s

beyond  h i s  p lans ,  made  p la in  enough
and doe s  no t  qu ibb l e ,  do e s  no t  s e cond-gue s s

ju s t  s o ,  Pro tagoras  was  r ight 
man s e e s  a c cord ing  to  h i s  reach  and  he ight

proc la ims  h i s  d e s t iny  and  ta s te
as  he  s e e s  f i t . . .who  s e rv e s  tho s e  Gods ,  that  urge  h im

turn the i r  t ruth  to  h i s  own end s
and so . . . th e s e  ape s ,  by  grand  conce i t . . .

s t i l l  sanc t i fy  the  ground  on  whi ch  they  s tand
m eant ime ,  the i r  ca lumny concea l ed

beneath  the  p l ea s ing  sur fac e ,  o f  the i r  c l oak . . .

57



The  Good ’ s  too  far  removed
from warp  and  woo f  o f  l i f e  we  know

that  drags  us  down
ex ig enc i e s  we  must  a t t end

that  l eads  our  day s
whi l e  a l l  your  s ent iment ’ s  fa c i l e ,  s o  sh iny ,  br ight

so  us e fu l  to  you  as  you  s tand  around
here  in  the  Agora

addre s s ing  main ly ,  l i th e  and  handsome ,  v i r i l e  men
and a l l ,  s t i l l  young . . .

exp l o i t ing  anecdote s  to  s e rv e  exampl e s
for  a  wor ld  Idea l ,  b eh ind  the  v e i l  o f  c ommon s c ene

but  nec e s s i ty  arr iv e s ,  t oo  qu i ck  to  th ink
how th i s  o r  that  or  that  or  th i s  works  out . . .

w e  must  then  move
so  that  fac i l i ty . . .more  s oon  than  t ruth
w i l l  save  and  s e rv e  us . . . and  aga in

and th ink  perhaps ,  when  a l l  th e  heat  o f  do ing ’ s  done
I  th ink . . . inde ed  I  know ,  I  th ink  I  know
your  s ent iment s  a s  such ,  are  good

and great  your  meaning  and  your  h igh  intent . . .
to  s e e  b eh ind  the  mundane ,  mask

o f  hone s t ,  good-ar t i c i f e r s ,  no t  qu i ck ly  matched
that  ea t ing  now ’ s . . .what  i t ’ s  about

and noth ing  that  you  say ,  s tays  proven  good 
ex c ep t  mere  s e eming  s o

when  ang l e s  o f  p er spe c t i v e ,  s tay ,  we l l  out  o f  s i ght
as  v i c t im ’ s  pa in . . . s e rv e s  s omeone ’ s  ga in

and then  aga in . . . l i k e  phantoms  in  the  n ight 
pre t end  h igh-purpos ed ,  a c t s

and on  i t  go e s ,  unt i l ,  th e s e  f oo l s  ca l l ed  men
des t roy  themse l v e s ,  w i th  fanc i fu l ,  pre t ent i ous  s cheme s
where in  they  f i ght  f o r  r ight  and  po l i cy . . .no t  go ld

They  f i ght  b e caus e ,  to  f i ght  and  k i l l . . . i s  what  men  do
jus t  a s  men  breath  and  speak  and  wa lk  and  gad  about
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the i r  purpos e s  and  goa l s ,  a  mask
m en  f i ght  and  k i l l  and  wax  and  wane ,  exp l o i ta t i ve

and a l l  th ey  say  o f  i t ,  might  b e  a  dream
a  b l oody  and  an  awfu l  dream,  a t  that
that  says . . .w e ’re  no t  ye t  b eas t s  who  act

as  they  per f orm beyond  c la imed  s ent i ence
the i r  sh i e ld  a  s e l f . . . b eyond  s e l f -b e ing

and so . . . th e i r  words  f ly  up . . .way  up ,  up ,  up
p e r f e c t ing  men . . .who  l ook  much  in  the  g la s s 
where  t rue - s e l f  h ide s . . . avo id  themse l v e s
m eanwhi l e  the i r  d e eds  remain  be l ow

whi l e  words  aga in  f ly  up
a  t r i ck  much  prac t i c ed ,  in  exc e s s

a  mantra  s e rv ing  we l l . . . t o o  much  de c e it
  by  a l l  th e  b e s t ,  Socrat i c  re ckon ing . . . ”

U pon rece ip t o f  th is  pungent c r i t ique tha t cu t a t the roo t o f  a l l 

o f  h is famous ph i losoph iz ing , Socra tes reached qu ick ly  beh ind 

h im and secur ing a smal l aquamar ine porphyry  vesse l in h is 

la rge , so f t hands and ra is ing i t  to h is l ips , exc la imed, in those 

broad s ten tor ian tones fo r wh ich he had grown famous a long 

w i th h is sk i l l fo r ph i losophy. . .”Oh G0od , Oh G0od . . . you 
have you have f o r saken me . . . ! ” and dr ink ing f rom i t , fe l l 

dead l i ke a s tone to g round, be fore a l l - two- fu l l -score-and- ten 

o f  h is f resh ,  young aco ly tes tu rned on the Unknown In te r roga-

to r, wres t l ing h im to the ground. . .a lbe i t w i th some d i f f i cu l ty  as 

he was ta l l , b road and unusua l ly  s t rong, bu t once they  had 

h im, chant ing in un ison, they  proceeded to c lub h im to death 

w i th the dense, cher ry -wood,  sc ro l l -pos ts , p rov ided to A the-

n ian scr ibes . . .and chant ing in un ison they  fed h is par ts to the 

packs o f  hungry, emac ia ted dogs tha t cons tan t ly  hung around 

the Agora seek ing scraps f rom t rave le rs . I t  i s c la imed to th is 

day, every  dog in A thens ,  i s a g rea ter ph i losopher than even 

Socra tes , the i r can ine an tecedents , hav ing been nour ished on 

the pro found bowels , sp leen, l i ve r,  a rms and th ighs o f  non 

Socra t ic  ph i losophy.          
     *                
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J esus  and  Grende l  c on front  each  o ther 

on  the  Sa l i sbury  P la in . . . in  the  shadows  o f  S tonehenge 

and  Grende l ’ s  t rue  nature  i s  s i gn i f i cant ly  rev ea l ed

Can toFive
Dark n igh t on the Sa l isbury  P la in and cent ’ r ing the 

famous Stone Henge enc i rc lement i s a long wooden 

re fec to ry  tab le . A shaf t o f  coo l b lue l igh t ,  more l i ke a 

spot l igh t than moon l igh t , beams down f rom beh ind 

n igh t c louds on the two f igures seated oppos i te each 

o ther. One is covered in long wh i te robes and shou lder 

leng th ashen co loured lank Aryan ha i r to h is shou lders .  

Meant ime H is face is su f fe r ing a t tack by  a swarm o f 

f i re f l ies . . .un t i l the i r v ic t im lashes ou t a t them and they 

regroup to fo rm a per fec t buzz ing ha lo a round h is 

h e a d . . . a s a l m o s t r h y t h m i c a l l y ,  a n g e l i c , s e m i -

appar i t iona l ma idens appear to fan h im w i th the i r long 
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whi te w ings tha t ex tend f rom the an ter io r end o f  the i r 

c lav ic les . . .and then proceed to w ipe h is h igh , we l l -

fo rmed brow and then a lmost r i tua l i s t i ca l l y, to gent ly 

ba the h is nar row, pa le , wh i te fee t f rom a s teaming por-

phyry  bas in . . .as every  ten minu tes or so the procedure 

is repeated . Oppos i te Jesus o f  Nazare th , A .K.A. God 

the Father, Son and Ho ly  Ghost . . . i s a c rea ture some-

th ing s t range and unseen, te r ra to ida l , covered in 

g leaming, o i l y, sca les o f  var iegated green ish , g rey-b lue 

w i th ye l low and p ink and red f lecks o f  v iscous b lood 

tha t ooze f rom out  o f  h is la rge , oc tagona l ly  shaped 

pores and h is immense, f la r ing nos t r i l s , covered in 

unseemly  bo i l s as g reen and ye l low pussy  b i le d r ip co-

p ious ly  on to h is lea ther and b lue-s tee l ,  b r iske t -a rmour 

and when he opens h is mouth , os tens ib ly  to speak , 

b lack and ye l low toads jump out  f rom i t . He appears to 

be covered in a s t i cky  s l ime and pu t re fy ing o f fa l wh ich 

he cont inua l l y  smears f rom o f f  o f  h is d r ipp ing nose, 

f i r s t w i th one hand then w i th the o ther. . .w ip ing i t on h is 

bu lg ing cor rugated s tomach or upon h is f lex ing , pow-

er fu l , th ick , sca ly  th ighs . A l te rna t ive ly, he coughs and 

sneezes and a thousand min ia tu re purp le and vermi l-

l ion pa in t -ba l l s escape to exp lode upon the tab le o r on 

the ground, emi t t ing cacophonous, b r ie f  s t r iden t burs ts 

o f  e lec t ron ic ,  avant -garde mus ic , as they  s t r i ke . Mean-

wh i le one o ther te r t ia ry  f igure . . .a man o f  ear ly  midd le -

age, w i th neat ly  barbered dark ha i r look ing s t r i k ing ly 

l i ke Edward R. Mur row, the journa l i s t , i s sea ted be fore 

a smal l Hermes manua l typewr i te r ass iduous ly  record-

ing the conversa t ion . . .as the o ther personage (one 

ha tes to ca l l h im a mere man) w i th long f low ing ha i r 

and a benef icen t demeanour . . .says:

“  I  b eg  your  pardon . . .when  you  speak . . .
a l though  I  know your  He l l i sh  language  we ll
whi ch  I  was  taught  by  s cho lar s  whom you  know
as  mas ter s  o f  a l l  human and  inhuman tongue s

. . .thos e  sharp-ang l ed  consonant s 
that  you  emi t  w i th  gut tura l  vowe l s . . . 
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that  drag  your  meaning  through  the  mud
confus e s  me  s omewhat . . .

so  i f  you  cou ld  re s t ra in  yours e l f  a  b i t . . .
I ’d  know your  thought s  much  be t t e r  than  I  do

So  far  what  I  have  g l eaned  f rom you  i s  th i s
you  are  no t  happy  now wi th  how th ings  s tand

you ’d  hoped  to  end  the  wor ld . . .
w i th  i t  your  pa ined  ex i s t enc e  in  i t  too

 and  s o  far  a l l  that ’ s  s topped 
i s  your  great  par t  in  a l l  th e  bad  in  it

s inc e  Beowul f  rendered  s ound  de f ea t  on  you
inde ed . . .un l i k e ly  a s  i t  i s . . .w e  bo th  were  d ea lt

by  th i s  bo ld  Geat . . . s tark ,  v i ta l  b l ow s 
and  as  f o r  me ,  I  ‘m too  not  p l ea s ed . . .

by  my expu l s i on  f rom the  wor ld  by  h im
s inc e  Beowul f  made  men  s e e . . . th e s e  Athe i s t s  purpor t . . .
that  ne i ther  d ev ’ l i sh  You  nor  Ho ly  Me are  ne eded  now

nor  ev en  Humani s t s ,  fu l l  s e cu lar . . .
who  ca l l  th e i r  Gods ,  p la in  name s
and l eave  more  gro s s  b e l i e v ing 
up  to  J ews  and  Chr i s t ian s

Mohammedans  and  Hindus ,  Buddhi s t s ,  Ja ins . . .
that  Good  and  God  and  Evi l  and  the  Dev i l  are  super - f lu-ou s

in s i s t ing  c reature  man has  s o  evo l v ed . . . t o  s e e  th ings  a s  they  are
w i thout  our  ho ld ing  them to  threat s  and  t ro th

so  they  won ’ t  p lay  The  Good-Bad-Game 
and  fancy  be ing  a lmos t  Gods  themse l v e s 

who  cou ld  s o  choo s e  the i r  path 
w i th  pr i z e  o r  puni shment  f or  th i s  o r  that

and f rom ph i l o s ophy  de c ide . . .who ’ s  rea l ly  r ight ,  b e ing  bad
or  wrong  ent i re ly ,  b e ing  good

i gnor ing  Dev i l i sh  Henchmen . . .Lord  God  You ,  Grendel
and Mephi s tophe l e s

or  e l s e  Me . . .God ’ s  True  Only  Son
as  we l l  my Sa int s  and  grubby  ho ly  men . . .

62



Buddha ,  Kr i shna ,  Mohammed and 
that  s ty l i sh  myst i c ,  Charan S ingh . . .

who ,  a c cord ing  to  the i r  ta l ent s  and  the i r  l i ght s
pursue  My Ends . . .God ’ s  Ends . . .
the  Rea l ly  Ho ly  Good  and  Right

at  l ea s t  f rom where  I  s tand  and  can ’ t  do  o therwi se
that  cunning  knave  Beowul f  in s i s t s  in s t ead

. . . .that  men  admit ,  what  b eas t s  they  are . . .
fair -weather  b eas t s  w i th  p l enty ,  want ing  more

or  inc l ement ly . . . b ea s t s  w i th  naught 
who  murder  whom they  p l ea se

in s i s t ing  our  d iminuendo  or  c re s c endo
R i ght  and  Wrong  make  f i c t i v e  ru l e s ,  where  We  preva i l . . .

to  l ead  them by  the  no se
because  he  says . . .w e ’ve  no th ing  e l s e  to  do

in  the  great  end l e s s  s cheme  o f  t ime  we  s t rugg l e  in
in  fac t  I  cannot  say ,  th i s  Nors eman i s  no t  r ight

for ,  no  man has  ev er  b e en . . .
one  t i t t l e  more . . . than  jus t  a  man
nor  l i on  more ,  than  ta i l  and  mane 

nor  b l ea t ing  she ep . . . e l s e  more  nor  l e s s  than ,  baa ,  baa ,  baa . . .
no  b i rd  doe s  e l s e  than  f ly . . . un l e s s  i t  can ’ t . . . s o  on  i t  go e s

. . .then  what  i s  man . . .Beowul f  inquire s
s inc e  no  th ing  o ’ e rcomes  i t s e l f ,  a s  named  ?
a l though  unGod ly  sa t i s fac t i on ,  i s  d er iv ed 

to  s e e  men ,  ov erreach  and  fa ll
as  i f  th ey  cou ld  b e ,  no t  themse l v e s . . . but  more

and th i s  too ,  i s  my ro l e  to  p lay
I ’m synerg i z ed  f or  Righteous  and  Se l f -Righteous  Good

as  you  dear  Grende l  are . . . a  b eas t ly  b east
more  b eas t  than  any l i on  or  b ear

more  b eas t  ev en  than ,  that  pr i z e  b eas t  man . . .
who  c la ims  he ’ s  no t  a  pa l t ry  beast

who  make s  great  v i r tue s  o f  h i s  wor s t  c once i t s
who  s e e s  in  ev ery  per sona l  d e f ea t ,  wor ld -ru in 

a s  i f  My Univer s e  was  app l e -p i e ,  f o r  men ’ s  s o l e  fare
as  i f  I  cared ,  o r  anyone ,  c ou ld  g iv e  a  hoo t . . .
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i f  you  de s t royed ,  ju s t  them
the i r  babe s  and  fut i l e  p l ea sure s  too

exc ept  you  wou ld ,  a s  w i s e  Hrothgar  sa id
. . . end  cons c i ousne s s  and  thus  the  wor ld  i t s e l f . . .

i t s  t re e s  and  gras s  and  moon  and  s tar s  (not  s e en . . .no t  i s ) 
i s  your  unse emly  ro l l ,  in  a l l  o f  i t . . .

but  God  f orb id ,  I  grant  your  demon-p lans  succ e s s   !
Indeed . . .what  a i l s  the e  s o . . . ?

I  made  the e  f o r  your  t e rrato ida l  l o t ,  ju s t  s o
but  one  a s  no  ear th-beas t  can  ho ld  a  match ,  unto
y e t ,  you  wreak  havoc  ev erywhere  you  go . . .why  f or  ?  

w e re  you  depr iv ed  f rom b i r th
o f  a l l  th e  s l ime  and  f i l th  and  d i rt 
that  t e rrato ida l s  wa l l ow  in  ( ? )

. . .you ’ve  had  a  good  supp ly  o f  b eas t ly  th ing s
r i ght  f rom the  s tart

and never  la ck ed  f or  ‘aught . . . t o  make  you ,  you
. . .rough  s ca ly  sk in

s i x  g l eaming  rows  o f  s turdy  per f e c t ,  l ong ,  sharp  t e e th
as  pear ly  whi te  a s  a i rbrushed  too thpas te  ad s

and th ighs  l i k e  s t e e l  that  c o i l  to  spr ing
. . .no t  ev en  Beowul f  Geat ,  c ou ld  qu i t e  p er f orm
wou ld  you  che ek s  p ink  and  lavender  sme l l  swe et

for  envy  and  so f t  wanton  dames  care s s  ?
You  are  a  per f e c t  you . . . .made  ju s t  f o r  you . . .

and  don ’ t  doubt  that
a l though  per f e c t i on  doe s  more  o f t en  f ind 

thos e  route s  that  you ,  yours e l f ,  don ’ t  su i t . . . !
What  a i l s  th i s  wor ld . . .where  you  compla in  and  mi sbehave  in  it

to  make  more  wrong  than  what  you ’d  f ound  ( ? )
to  bash  and  break  f rom s t em to  s t e rn . . . a s  you  be s t  can
what  i s  the  He l l  you  labour  in  s o  hard . . . exp la in  yours e lf 
and  maybe  I  can  make  amends  and  eas e  the  s orry  s t r i fe 

that  heaps  more  pa in  upon  the  wor ld 
than you  can  t ru ly  c la im ,  the  wor ld ’ s  d ea l t  you

pathe t i c ,  s o rry ,  toady ,  t e rrato id 
who  s t inks  c orrupt  o f  b l ood  and  morta l s ’  pa in 
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I  bare ly  can  Myse l f  take  breath  and  breadth  o f  i t . . .
for soo th  dark  b east 

indu lg e  me  and  exp la in . . . exp la in . . . !  

Grendel  responds:

I t  s e ems  absurd  I  know . . . but  then . . .
upon  re f l e c t i on ,  mos t  th ings  do . . . agre e  ?

I ’m me  and  me  I  l ov e  s o  we l l . . . I  wou ld  then  be 
inde ed . . . requ ire  to  b e  a s  we l l . . . a l l  e l s e  that  l i v e s  and  breath s

so  that  when  ev en  s tone s  and  gras s  and  t re e s 
invade  my eye s . . . adds  ga ll

because  I  wou ld  in s t ead  s e e  where  I  l o ok
my own s tark  image  s tar ing  back

why shou ld  I  no t  have  Geat ’ s  fa i r ,  l ank  ha ir  ( ? ) 

that  fa l l s  s o  c l ean  to  shou lder s  broad  and  square
as  Vik ings  do . . . and  s o . . . th e s e  Vik ing  Geat s  are  proud

they  laugh  and  s ing  by  the i r  own r ight 
prerogat iv e s  I  can ’ t  en j oy
thi s  s car s  me  de ep . . . t o  s ee 

dames  s e ek  the i r  g l o ry ,  o f f  Geat  fame 
and  bo ld  re j o i c ing ,  by  Geat -name  a l one

who  a l l . . . no t  un l ik e  me . . . d id  never  make  themse l v e s 
. . .grew  Geat s  the  same

and Geat s ’  ind i f f e rence  then ,  exc luded  me 
and  l o ck ed  me  out  o f ,  a l l  Geat  rev e l ry 

and  f lu sh ing  pr ide  in  b e ing  what  they  are . . .

Ye t  I  wou ld  have  a l l  th e i r ’ s ,  my own
G ea t  smi l e s . . . s pread  handsome ly  acro s s  my face

and a l l  th e  vu lgar  ea sy  wea l th  that  Geat s  ac crue
or  e l s e  have  a l l  th e i r  smi l ing  end

and a l l  th ey  t reasure ,  break  and  turn  to  dust
to  b e  myse l f  a l l  j oy  ent i re . . . and  known content . . .
w i th in  my l ea th ’ry  t e rrato ida l  f rame  a l one

and fa i l ing  th i s ,  I ’ l l  render  i t . . .
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so  a l l  that  i s  no t  me ,  w i l l  rue  the  day
they  are  no t  me ,  w i th  due  re spe c t . . .

a l though ,  my errant  k indnes s  that  you  spoke ’ s ,  agre ed
but  I ’ l l  p lac e  i t  a s id e  f o r  now and  take 

G ea t  laughter  and  Geat  smi l e s
that  k e ep  me  on  the  out s id e  l o ok ing  in . . .

a l though  not  them. . .
y e t  more  I  am than any Geat  can  be
and prove  i t  da i ly  w i th  Geat -death  ( ! )
the i r  gro s s  c ontentment ,  cur s e  to  me 

so  then  to  wreak  rev enge
I  ga ther -up  the i r  fu l s ome  pap

to  gr ind  i t  in  my te e th  and  sp i t  i t  out . . .
o r  hungry  s omet imes ,  swa l l ow  them

l i k e  bonbons  in  a  candy shop ,  s o  that
   no  th ing  that  breathe s ,  no t  me ,  sha l l  c ea s e  to  be   

and  i f  i t  means  I  too  must  then  succumb . . .
so  th ings ,  a l l  n ev er  b e ,  onc e  b e en

n e ed  a l s o  me  snuf f ed  out . . . s o  b e  i t  then 
none  e l s e  I  swear  w i l l  have  what  I  don ’ t  have  and  want

nor  ne ed  l i k e  me  to  ne ed  a l l  that  I  never  had
So  I  s e ek  p eac e  f rom need ing  dr iv en  mad

who  hate s  the  ground . . . that  carr i e s  what ’ s  no t  me . . .
that  pr imps  and  wigg l e s  ba ld  contempt ,  r i ght  in  my face

for  when  I  s e e  myse l f  a l one 
w i th in  the  hard-g la s s - sh iny ,  l o ok ing-back 

and  no  th ing  e l s e . . . i t s  no t  enough
so  then  w i th  ju s t i c e  hate . . . a l l  e l s e  I  cannot  have . . .

whi l e  mindfu l ,  y e t  a  greater  game  ens lave s  a l l  th ings . . .
by  broader  ru l e s . . .more  bas i c ,  d e ep  a t  root
that  morta l s  and  a l l  mons ter s  must  endure

and i f  you  care  to  hear  o f  i t ,  o r  e l s e  do  no t . . . i t ’ s  th i s :
T ime  l i b era l  g i v e s  ampl i tude . . . 

to  t empora l  wor ld . . . t o  s ing  a  s ong
or  mere ly  go ,  d e e -dah ,  d e e -dah ,  d e e -dah ,  d e e -dah

or  boop ,  boop ,  boop ,  a l ong
but  TIME as  we l l ,  i t s e l f  br ings  DEATH
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where  SP ACE prov ide s  f re e  room for  d e ed s
unt i l ,  onc e  f r i end ,  now wai t s
impat i ent ly . . . t o  c l o s e  u s  down

So  p l ea s e  c on f i rm . . . s o  I  don ’ t  g e t  i t  wrong
TIME s erve s  a s  enemy and  f r i end

o f  a l l  that  breathe s
l i k e  sh ip  de s igned  to  s ink ,  no t  ju s t  to  f l oat
that  tandemly ,  matched  s t ep ,  d e s t ruc t s

so  ev ery  grave  on  land  or  s ea . . . . ha s  God  not  me
the  k i l l e r -b eas t  to  thank . . .

I  d id  no t  make  up ,  e i ther  TIME. . . o r  SP ACE 

nor  d id  I  e l s e ,  make  Death
but  s t r i v e  and  s t ra in  a s  I  we l l  do ,  to  b e  mos t  f oul
the  in s t rument  w i th  my own purpos e  ye t ,  o f  Death

for  I ’m no  s e rvant  to  a  greater  f ool
i t ’ s  why I  ex t i rpate  a l l  c ons c i ous  b e ing  (as  I  b e s t  can )

and two  great  mons ter s ,  TIME & SP ACE de fy
by  crush ing  heads  and  spewing  puf fy  gut s

each  t ime  I  do  f o r  ev ery  v i c t im thu s
m ind ’ s  ru l e s  and  ru l e r s  turn  to  dust

as  then  mere  s e conds  f rom l ong  c entur i e s  b e come
. . .no  l onger  known 

and  thus  I  damn the  v ery  roo t  o f  God ’ s  b e s t  p lan s
by  master s t roke ,  I  abrogate ,  c once i v ing  mind s

remov ing  Vi s i on ,  Sound  or  Touch  o f  thought  ex tant
w i th  one  f e l l  swoop . . .God ’ s  c lumsy  apparatus  i s  d en i ed
B eg innings ,  Midd l e s ,  Ends . . . and  C lo s e  and  Far  and 
Narrow ,  Wide  and  Back  and  Front . . .Here  and  There 

and  Round and  Square  and  Up and  Down
w i th  my bo ld  p lan . . . a l l  d i sappear

and odd  and  ev en  Numbers  In f in i t e . . .
I  s t r i v e  to  t e rminate  b e caus e . . .God  pars - i -mon- iou s

ju s t  l e f t  the  dreg s  o f  Hi s  Time/Space ,  to  b eas t s
and kept  the  re s t . . . Immorta l . . . ea sy . . .Time  and  Space

for  His  own Se l f  .

67



Jesus repl ies:

G re ed  turns  ambi t i ous ly  a  cur se

that  l eave s  a  s ta in 
so  de ep ly  hued  i t  cannot  b e  rubbed-out

though  a l l  th e  wor ld  take s  s c rubb ing  brush  to  it
. . . can app l e  b e  a  p ear  and  fa i l ing ,  pout

then  murder  tw ig s  and  branche s  o f  p ear ’ s  roo t  ?

Y ou  are  inde ed  gre ed  abso lute
to  s e ek  the  wor ld  ent i re  in  your  rough  sk in

as  i f  you  were  yours e l f ,  God  Everyth ing
to  whi ch  I  say  f orbear . . . I ’m j ea l ous  God

and wi l l  no t  have  you  end  a l l  I  have  wrought
and though  I  speak  o f  v i r tue  and  redempt ion  l o t s

and l eave  good  l og i c  in  the  lurch  gasp  a ir
I ’ l l  turn  to  rea son  now f or  your  d i s t re s s

s inc e  s imp l e  good  and  bad  l eave  you  a  mes s
but  th ink  yours e l f ,  en t i re ly ,   ju s t  you

because  i t s  p la in . . . you  are  no t  what  you ’re  not
l i k e  red  cou ld  never  gre en ly  happy  be

. . .nor  ye l l ow  s e emly ,  j o cund  b lue
each  a t t r ibute  i s  b e ing  and  be ing  not

for soo th  a  man waxed  ta l l . . . cannot  b e  short
to  s e e  mos t  o ther  men ,  up  f rom the i r  boo t s

. . . l i k e  smal l  men  do
but  must  v i ew  men  at  large ,  f rom top-head-down

 imag in ing  be l ow . . .where  shor t  men  thr ive
a l l  qua l i t i e s  s tayed  pr i s t ine  in  the i r  box ,  c ontr ive 

so  b ear s  don ’ t  f ly  but  grunge  f or  honey
lumber- ing  up  t re e s  a  l ot

whi l e  b e e s  g e t  a t  i t  s t ra ight -away
but  have  no  t ime  l i k e  b ear s  f o r  w inter s  l ong . . .mus t  I  go  on  ?

you ’d  have  Geat  laughter  and  Geat  j oy  and  fame
but  wou ld  you  have  Geat  gr i e f  and  pa in 

whi l s t  s laughter ing  them. . . ?
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do  you  not  s e e  a l l  b ene f i t s  are  made  to  f it 
and  v i c e s  too

 compr i s ing  a l l  th e  shape s  that  have  made  you
or  Mol ly  maid  to  b e . . . o r  e l s e  no  th ing  cou ld  be 

i f  a l l  po s s e s s ed ,  fu l l - sp e c t rum,  ev ’ry  qua l i ty 
and  de f e c t s  too . . . a s  made  f or  o ther s  to  po s s e s s  ?

Y ou  b land ly  s e ek  d i s rupt i on  o f  the  wor ld

by  your  a t t empts  to  k i l l  what  l i v e s
in sane  b e caus e  you  t ry  aga in . . .

aga in  to  wre ck . . .no t  on ly  l i f e  and  peace 
but  s t ruc ture ,  c ogn izance  and  be ing

but ,  you  cannot  de s t roy
the  ground  and  e s s enc e  My Wor ld ’ s  bu i l t  upon . . .

b o th  Time  & Space ,  th ey  w i l l  preva il
in  sp i t e  o f  Mr.  Kant ’ s  Phi l o s ophy

but  not  a s  any  beas t ,  inc lud ing  man ,  can  s e e  i t  now
no t  ev en  when  your  l i t t l e  s tar ,  th e  Sun ,  imp lode s

take  My Holy ,  t ruth fu l  word  f or  it
as  God  o f  c ours e  you  know I  t e l l  no  l i e s
and when  I  do ,  i t  i s  f o r  your  own good
to  egg  the  morta l s  and  the  mons ter s  on

so  that  you  do  not  make  yours e l v e s 
b igger  and  ye t  b igger  f oo l s ,  than  what  you  are . . .

ju s t  broken  po t s  I  cannot  qu i t e ,  throw out
and you  Gren-del 

ep - i s t em-o l og i c ,  onto - l og i c  f reak
at tempt ing  change  o f  a l l  what  never  w i ll

. . .unl e s s  I  d ev ia te 
the  product  and  concours e  o f  Wor ld  i t s e lf

in s t ead ,  turn  wi s e  your  g en ius . . . and  your  l imi tat i ons  bo th
s inc e  none  en j oy  what ’ s  no t  the i r  own

and envy  not  tho s e  gras s e s  gre ener  s t i l l ,  no t  ye t  your  own
thus  was t ing  a l l  that  you  f i r s t  do  po s s e s s . . .

and  l e t  a l l  th ings  b e  a s  they  must
to  b e  a  l e s s e r ,  no t  a  greater  do lt

dul l  van i ty ,  has  gr ipped  your  throat
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and there f ore  f i t t ing  now ,  that  you  re s i s t ,  b e caus e . . .
the  wor ld  shou ld  s t i ck  we l l  to  i t s  c ourse 

and  k e ep-on- t i ck ing  r ight -a l ong  a s  i s . . . b e cause
much  su f f ’r ing  remains  ye t ,   t o  expend  (be f ore  i t  ends )

I  d e em ,  in  fac t  in s i s t . . . th e  show . . . i t  must  go  on
and on . . . and  on . . . a t  l ea s t  f o r  now

a l though  I  do  have  pause ,  b e cause
I’ve  l e t  poor  f oo l s  bu i ld  larger  and  ye t  larger  bomb s

one  day  they ’ l l  f ind  fu l l  u s e  o f  them 
and  do  your  nas ty  work . . . a l l  Grende l  wrapped  up  t i ght

in  one  great ,  mas s i v e ,  bomb 
make s  you  ana-chron i s t i c ,  a s  you  speak . . .

I  know . . . o f  c ours e  I  know . . . i t  i s  my j ob  to  know
you  hate  yours e l f ,  b e caus e  you  must  expre s s

the  raucous  no i s e  and  ug l ine s s 
that  emanate s  when ’ e r  you  ac t  o r  sp eak

are  you  surpr i s ed . . .
s e l f -hatred  fu- e l s  uns e emly-great ,  s e l f - l ov e  ?

. . . in s id e  I  know you  Grende l . . .
l i k e  unto  a  g ent l e  and  once  t ender  ch i ld . . . a  lamb

and Bocher in i ’ s  Minuet s  you  s t r i v e  to  s e ek
no t  no i s e  o f  c la sh ing  armour 

and  o f  f re i ght - t ra in- crash
and h igh-p i t ched  de c ib e l i c ,  e - l e c - t ron i c -buzz ing 

and  l oud  s t r id ent  c lang ing
and b lack - c lad  (maniaca l ) 

frenz i ed  jumping  up  and  down
w i th  shr i ek s  that  make  the  eardrums  burs t . . .

in s t ead ,  i t ’ s  lavender ,  fu l l - suck ing- sweet 
and  not  fu l l ,  red -b l ood- l e t t ing 

that  you  l ov e  and  ne ed
in s t ead . . . you  l ong  f or  g ent l e  k i s s ing  and  a  hug

in  fac t ,  l i k e  mos t ,  a l l  that  you ’ve  never  had
. . . i s  what  you  crave

and not  a l l  that  your  p la te  i s  fu l l  o f  now
and not  f rom your  horr i f i c  mother ,  who
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. . . by  Beowul f  too  l i e s  d ead 
who  was  much  wors e  than  you ,  queer  s on

You  l ong  f or  p eac e fu l  g lade s  in  summer  shade s . . .
l ong  wa lk s  on  moon l i t  b each 

w i th  f re sh  and  pre t ty  c reature  a t  your  s ide
who  do te s  on  ev ery  ug ly ,  f ou l  and  f i l thy  word  you  speak . . .

and  then  perhaps  one  day 
a  putr id  s on  ju s t  l i k e  h i s  dad
saf e ,  a s l e ep ,  tucked- in  h i s  c r ib 
where  f re sh- c l ean  bre ez e s  b l ow 

b e s id e  that  p lac id  p lace 
known far  and  wide ,  Lake  Harmony

but  God  o f  God  and  Dev i l  Pere . . . a s  we  know we ll
has  made  us  what  we  are

trapped  s tup id  mons ter  man 
and  ev en  God ,  in  d i sarray  to  be 

a s s i gned  to  t rumpet ,  Righteous  Good
. . . o f  c ours e  that ’ s  Me 

and  Dev ’ l i sh  Bad  e spous ed  in  word  and  de ed
i s  dam-ned ,  you  ! 

S o  then ,  what  l i e s  b e f ore  us  now . . .

what  can  we  do . . . t o  put  th ings  r ight -and-wrong  aga in . . .
to  s t r ip  f rom morta l  minds ,  th e i r  pr ide 
in  pre sumptuous  newfound  ob j e c t i v i ty . . . ?

that  Beowul f ,  w i th  h i s  homespun s ens e  and  reason ing 
has  k ind l ed  here . . . s o  that  men  have  no  l onger ,  n e ed  o f  u s

so  you  and  I  r ight -qu i ck  wou ld  d i sappear
from th i s  good  Earth 

w e ’ve  ut i l i z ed ,  to  sub jugate ,  s o  we ll 
for  our  own sake

to  then  be come  no  more  than  s tor i e s
 fancy ,  myth  and  mos t -moot  h i s tor i e s

l i k e  Beowul f  was  h imse l f  ( ‘ t i l l  re c ent ly )
an o ld - t ime  fab l e  in  a  ch i ldren ’ s  book

be f ore  he  robbed  us  o f  our  throne s 
rep lac ing  us  to  f ind  h imse l f . . . in  t rue  rea l - l i f e  aga in
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fre e  a t  la s t ,  f rom fa i ryta l e s
where  you  and  I . . . p e r f orc e ,  must  now remain

undone  by  th i s  c ras s ,  ups tar t  Beowul f ,  Geat  !  ”

A t th is  d ig ress ion  Grende l  ro l led  h is  eyes

and sp i t ted  f i re  and pe l le t -hoards 

o f  raucous  modern  no ise 

and sweated  b lood,  most  l i te ra l l y. . .

and spat  ou t  toads  and o f fa l  f rom h is  mouth , 

fu l l  f i l l ed  w i th  ro t t ing  rows 

o f  la rge-curved can ine  tee th , 

un t i l  w i th  Ho ly  Jesus  wa i t ing  there 

somewhat  nonp lussed. . .

some th ing  l i ke  language d id  emerge f rom h im

as f i rs t  car toon-ba l loons  sprang f rom h is  mouth , 

l i ke  b roken h ie rog lyph ics  on  a  tomb

and then abs t ruse ,  con f l i c t ing-syn tax  soon appeared, 

un t i l  a t  las t 

h is  d ispara te ,  b roken phrases 

spun-out  fu l l y  fo rmed,  cohes ive  who les

 become sy l lab ic -smooth  coherenc ies

tha t  f lowed majes t ica l l y

as  Grende l ’s  rough,  deep-gra t ing  vo ice 

became mel l i f - luous

to  ga in  enchant ing  fo rm and grace

not  un l i ke  Rona ld  Co leman’s  man ly  tones

. . .as  i f  sweet  Bard  o f  Avon had 

h imse l f  a r r i ved . . . to  p lay  a t  K ing

                                                            So spake beast Grendel , thus:    
   

\                       “ I took  you  f or  a  puf f . . . a  sham at  b e st

\ \ \   \     a  paper - t ig er ,  go s l ing  God
\ \ \    a  smal l - f ry  in  a  t inny-pan ,  a  f inger l ing . . .

an  unctuous  f lu f f  that  any  wind  might  b l ow 
and  never  dreamed  that  you  cou ld  s ee 

so  far  in to  my tender - soul
and pre c i ous  s ou l  inde ed  I  have 

s inc e  I ’m no  curs - ed  Athe i s t . . . no t  ye t  !
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and when  a l l ’ s  sa id  and  done . . .
I  am no  wor s e  than  I ’ve  b e en  made

. . . a  c rea ture  t rag i c ,  bare ly ,  hard ly  under s tood
for  a s  you  sa id . . . you  know I ’m rea l ly  g ent l e . . .

d e ep ,  d e ep-down . . . s t i l l  g ood
and how you  know 

swee t  Bocher in i ’ s  me l od i e s ,  lu l l  me  to  s l e ep 
and  waken  me  w i th  harmony at  dawn

be f ore  I  s tar t  out  k i l l ing  f or  the  day . . . I ’ l l  n ev er  know !

Y e t  w ind ,  th i s  sand . . . th e s e  s tar s

s tay  var iant  f rom a l l  redempt iv e  cant
to  g erminate  in s t ead . . . an  awkward  pre s enc e  here

contaminant  o f  a l l . . . I  s t r i v e  to  hate
by  Nature ’ s  re ckon ing  a l one . . . I  w i l l  no t  c ontemplate 

each  ne ighbour ’ s  pr i ck ly-pre s enc e  in  my mind
and burden- to l e rance  cannot  ab ide
‘though  I  am tru ly  k ind ,  b e s ide

in s t ead  s e ek  brute s ,  no t  to  repa ir  Your  Ho ly  Se lf
whi ch  I  w i th  turp i tude  c ondemn . . .nor  do  f o rg ive

queer  appe t i t e ’ s  d e f e c t ,  o f  s t ra in ing- l ove
and shape  my comfor t  no t . . . f rom r ighteous  s ent iment

. . . but  by  robus t  c ontempt
to  t read  my path  through  narrow gate  to  He ll

unl ik e  tho s e  unc tuous  exp ia te s 
that  weave  s l i ck  ca su i s t ry . . .w i th  Ho ly  name s

 I  b re ed  ind i f f - e r - enc e . . . and 
n ev er  su l ly  s e l f  w i th  rude  in tent ’ s ,  c o rrupt  a s c ent

exc ept  by  pu l s e  o f  gre ed  and  weed-dark-ar t s
p i e rc e  t ranqui l  f i rmament s

to  swa l l ow  a l l . . . l i k e  L ion  do th  Lamb
or  uncommis s i oned  ro ck  and  t re e  dare  ava lanche

w i th  e rrant  b l ows . . . o r  l i ghten ing  bo l t s . . .
corro s i v e  rus t  o r  cancer  spread

reward ing  l iar s  and  knave s . . . but  no t  tho s e  good . . .
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Le t  Hate  b e  g lad  w i th  mayhem s t i l l . . . .
whi l e  d e emed  the  t ruth

I  d id  ne i ther  choo s e  nor  make  myse lf
 to  s e ek  the  Chr i s t ian ,  Mus l im ,  J ew 

and  Pagan f or  the i r  b l ood
and l e t  a l l  s t i f f  c once i t  o f  choo s ing  Good  or  Bad

s e ek  i t s  own end . . .
‘t i l l  games  and  toys  and  j oys ,  a l l  c ea se

di sgorg ing  a l l  th e i r  hope  c ons t i tuent
to  name  them what  they  rea l ly  are

whi l e  I  can  murder  s t i l l . . . but  ye t  never  l ie
exc ept  to  br ing  more  k i l l ing 

and  mal ignant  f ru it

L ove  l eads  to  where  i t  shou ld  not  go  i f  l ov e  were  l ove

in s t ead  s e rv e s  up  de s i re
consuming  what  i t  says  i s  pure . . . c o rrupt ing  it

and g iv e s  i t s  subt l e t i e s  o f  v i c e  endear ing  names . . .
a s  o ld  men  lus t  f o r  lu s t  that  young  men  do

and  to  the i r  grave s  s e ek  f ru i t ,  f o rb idden  by  good  s ense
as  the i r  reward  f or  hav ing  l i v ed  a t  a ll

and a l l  th ey  s i re  c ons cr ip t  f o r  k i l l ing  more
for  bre ed ing  more  o f  the i r  c once i t ,  surnamed

where  on ly  fa i lure  f e eb l e ,  make s  amend s
de fau l t ing  in to  harmony and  peace

and l i k e  a  c o i l ed  t i ght  spr ing  they  grasp 
ba ld  power  f e ed s . . . ind i f f - e r - enc e  and  impuni ty

thr iv e s  ev erywhere  they  go  and  ye t . . .
I  don ’ t  say  ev i l  th i s  o r  that . . .

nor  f r i end . . .nor  f o e . . . nor  good . . .nor  bad
s inc e  the s e  are  preacher s ’  words  f o r  f ear fu l  f l o ck s . . .

in s t ead  I  say  w i th  v er i ty . . . ’ the  b eas t ’ 
and  no  th ing  e l se

a  c l ev er  and  a  not  s o  c l e v er  b eas t . . .
who  wou ld  s oon  do  i f  s t rong  or  bo ld  enough

enough  to  make  s inc e  t ime  began . . .
a l l  mother s  weep . . . and  do
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I  am no  d i f f e rent
ju s t  a  b e t t e r  b eas t  than  they . . . 

and  do  a l l  that  they  wou ld . . . th ere f ore  c ondemned
and noth ing  cou ld  more  prove  you  are . . .what  f oo l s  a l l  say

exc ept  I  know a l l  proo f  aga ins t  good  s ense 
. . .remains ,  mere  t r i ck ery

that  ev en  I  don ’ t  c omprehend . . .
so  w i l l  ju s t  l eave  a t  that

But ,  how you-know-tru ly  de epe s t  me . . .
when  I  show on ly  bad

a l though  at  ev ery  chance
I  t ry  to  b e  rea l -good . . . s tays  puzz - l e - ing

and what  can  s imp l e  mons ter s  do . . . i f  that ’ s  the i r  l o t  ? 

Indeed . . . i f  a l l  my v i c t ims  knew what  I  c ontend
each  work-a-day

to  wr ing  the i r  b l oody ,  squ i shy  neck s 
and  break  the i r  puny bone s  f rom head  to  toe

i t ’ s  no t  a  p l ea sant  way  to  sp end  the  day 
 commanding  the  wor s t  horror - show in  town . . .

and  no  one  make s  i t  ea sy  s inc e . . . th ey  run  so  fa s t  !

I  o f t en  wonder  why they  don ’ t  s l ow  down 

o r  mere ly  s top
l i k e  w i th  cons tra int  they ’ l l  o f t en  wai t . . .
for  chemis t ’ s  b i t t e r -po t i ons  f o r  the  c roup

to  take  the i r  due . . .
a s  due  c ours e  go e s  and  due  cours e  c ome s

in  s t r i c t  a c cordance  w i th  due- cours e  in  t ime . . .
and  l e t  me  break  the i r  pa l t ry  neck s ,  w i th  greater  ea se

. . . so  I  c ou ld  g e t  back  home ,  in  t ime  to  hear
my favour i t e  symphoni e s . . . th e  tune s  I  l ove

on  Radio  XM
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I ’m jus t  v i c t im o f  tho s e  g ene s

that  mete  out  de s t iny
and b lame  my Evi l  Mother  now ,  how I  turned  out

She ’d  beat  me  when  I  d idn ’ t  s t ea l ,  a s  ju s t  a  lad
and t i ed  me  up  and  h id  my favour i t e  toy s

and s coured  my mouth  and  tongue  w i th  lye . . .
i f  e v er  I  d id  speak  o f  s ometh ing  good . . .

Once ,  I  d e c lared  that  innoc ent s  b e  no t  ob l i g ed . . .
to  su f f e r  l ong  or  hard  or  s t rong
in  fac t  b e  cured  and  too  care s s ed 

by  that  same  po tent  ba lm
that  k e ep s  us  t e rrato ida l ,  robus t ,  c ranky  k ind s

so  happy  in  our  l oa thsome  path . . .
she  a lmos t  thro t t l ed  me . . . and  sa id 

I  c ou ld  not  b e  her  s on  to  sp eak  o f  what  shou ld  be 
for  sake  o f  c ommon dec ency . . .

b e t ray  her  bas e  mal ignancy 
a sp i r ing  b eyond . . .mank ind ’ s  ab j e c t  morb id i ty

I  must ,  sh e  sa id . . .make  t rag i c  a l l  that ’ s  known
so  good  i f  i t  must  c ome  a t  a l l . . . sh e  drummed i t  in
must  b e  more  rare  than  hen ’ s  t e e th  in  a  barn

that ’ s  how crue l -mother  bade  me  s e rv e  the  wor ld
though  I  s e - c re t ,  k ind ,  nob l e  thought s  f rom her

and s t i l l  re ta in  my tas te 
for  g ent l e  th ings ,  i f  t ruth  were  known

Ye t  I  was  ra i s ed  to  be 
naught  but  my mother ’ s  fa i th fu l  s on . . .

and  do  her  b idd ing  earne s t ly
as  i f  h er  w i she s  ev i l  were  l i f e ’ s  pr i ze 
in  sp i t e  o f  my perver s e  proc l i v i ty . . .

to  do  what ’ s  k ind  and  r ight  and  good ,  o f t ’ ime . . .
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She  has  I  say ,  a  great  i gnob l e  h ear t . . .

an  inver s e -v i s i on  o f  s taunch  ga l lantry . . .
(depend ing  on  proc l i v i t i e s )

to  murder ,  cheat ,  b e t ray ,  d e c e i ve
ensur ing  Ev i l ’ s  ne ed  f or  end l e s s  l i e s

w i th  Wrong  as  Right  unt i l  The  End o f  Time
so  b e ings  c ry  into  b l eak  how l ing ,  unb l e s s ed  hurr i cane s
as  p i t ch-b lack  hor s e s  thunder  through ,  meta l l i c  s k i e s

and dogs  bay  at  red-dr ipp ing  purp l e  moon s
and sk e l e ton  armie s  pour . . . f rom out  o f  tomb s 

in  honour  o f  the  re ign  o f  b l ood
as  ghos t ly  phantoms  c law  at  w indow panes . . .

to  l eave  b l eak  mes sage s  that  read  :

“You and  yours  w i l l  no t  b e  saved . . .

s inc e  Mephi s tophe l e s . . . ha s  po i s oned  we l l s
noc turna l ly . . . h i s  b i rds  w i l l  ea t  your  tongue 

and  pe ck  your  eye s 
and  suck  your  sku l l s  smooth-ho l l ow

s l i c k  a s  g la s s
l eave  no th ing  f or  the  worms ,  that  sure ly  f o l l ow

no  p i ty  f or  d i s in tegrat i on  and  co l lapse
 a s  ind i f f e rence  sweeps ,  s o f t  s ent iment  away
to  c rush  and  gobb l e -up  and  break  a l l  down

. . . a l one  or  s eparate  in  a  c rowd
as  nat i ons  one  by  one ,  b e  d e c imate . . .
d e cayed ,  c on f lagrate  and  submerged 

in  ca tac ly smic  sk i e s  that  have  no  end 
a s  l ong  a s  hope  surv iv e s . . . in  ju s t  one  breast
unt i l  there  i s  no  pr ivate  and  no  pub l i c  pa in

. . .nor  l o s s ,  nor  ga in
to  doom a l l  f e e l ing ,  knowing  and  unknown

mus i c  no t  heard  and  song  not  sung
nor  cadence ,  harmony ,  shape  or  f in i tude

where  ange l s  o f  a l l  l i ght  make  dark 
where  bombs  l i k e  ra in . . . f a l l  e v erywhere
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no  laughter  in  gre en  f i e ld s . . .
nor  gre en  i t s e l f . . . nor  ev en  be l l s  to l l  anywhere . . .

no  hunger  ev en ,  nor  f o rbearance 
and  too . . .no t  ev en  gr i e f  surv iv e s

. . .the  abso lute  no  th ing
no  boat s  downr iv er . . . nor  t ra ins  on  t ime ,  nor  la te
nor  s torm,  nor  f l o od  to  threaten  you ,  nor  them

no  pre s enc e  and  no  s ent i ence
nor  c o l ours  pre t end ing  or  ways  meander ing

nor  f oo tho ld s  on  f oo th i l l s  nor  f oo tpr int s  on  f oo tpath s
nor  charms ,  nor  e s s enc e s  o f  enemy or  f r i end

nor  p iquant  s our  or  favour i t e  sweet
each  proper ty  o f  vo lume ,  spac e  or  t ime . . .

and  ev en  grav i ty  made  b l ind
beyond  t ransc endence . . .

b eyond  exc lus i on  or  inc lus i on
beyond  s ta s i s . . . e qu i l i br ium or  ba lance
nor  here ,  nor  there  to  then  contend
nor  s l ow ,  nor  fa s t . . . nor  up . . .nor  down

no  c omment  f rom cr i t i c s ,  nor  judge  to  judge
nor  ev en  rare  or  s ingu lar  or  mul t ip l e  c ontr ive

expand  or  shr ink  or  t rave l  in  or  out ,  a l l  d i sappear s
rul er s ,  s ca l e s . . . l o s e  measure  o f  propor t i ons  ju st

ind i f f e rent  then  to  shape  and  contour
co l our ,  l i ght  and  dark  and  beauty  and  de cay

a l l  re la t i v e  and  abso lute  a t  la s t  c on form 
b eyond  a l l  no i s e  and  s i l ence

out s id e  o f  l i f e  and  death  and  good  and  bad  in  i t . . .
nor  l one ly  c rowds . . .nor  uncrowded  l one ly  b eache s

no  chord i c  harmony . . .nor  d i s cord  in  our  favoured  me lody
as  dreams  snuf f - out  and  p l ea sure  ends . . . ”

D ear  Mother  sang  to  me  th i s  c rad l e - s ong
. . . in  her  mos t  grat ing  and  mos t  damming  vo i ce

her  v i s i on  made  f or  me  whi l e  ju s t  a  c r i t t e r  l i t t le
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s i t t ing  on  her  large ,  sharp ,  bony ,  kne e s
as  we  watched  corps e s  burn  in  Buchenwald

. . . o r  in  the  Katyn Fore s t . . . oh ,  s o  many bur i ed  there
w e  watched  them d ig  by  lantern  l i ght 

‘t i l l  d igger s  a l l  w i th  g l e e . . . th emse l v e s  jumped  in 
a s  i f  th ey ’d  we l c ome  death . . . 

in s t ead  o f  a l l  th e  horror  in  th i s  wor ld 

 
In Cambodia ,  we  c ounted  heads . . . t o  fa l l  a s l e ep

as  i f  th e s e  Mongo l  h eads  were  c ount ing- she ep
and in  the  Congo . . .more  red  b l ood  on  b l ood ,  has  f l owed 

than gre ed  f rom rubber ’ s  d e ep  t re e -wound s
and too  we  s tood  and  s t i l l  do  ye t . . .

in  awe  o f  that  Great  Chr i s t ian  King  named  Leopo ld ,  f o r  that
and in  the  Ba lkan  Hi l l s  o f  Beauty ,  Va l e s  o f  B lood
w e  chuck l ed  a s  the s e  Chr i s t ians  maimed  and  k i l l ed

l aughed  l ouder  when  the  Mus l ims  d id  i t  too 
and  in  Rwanda had  a  b la s t ,  b e cause 
when  s laughter ing  began  at  la st 

. . .w e  hard ly  cou ld  conta in  our  j oy 
a s  arms  and  l eg s . . . s qu i shed  and  thumped  and  banged

heads  in to  head s
as  s ome  ju s t  s ev ered ,  s c reaming  s t i ll

broke  on  the  ground

Thes e  s imp l e  men  us ed  on ly  s imp l e  too l s . . .
ju s t  hammers ,  kn iv e s . . . th e  jawbone  o f  an  as s

and proved  we  don ’ t  ne ed  Atom-bombs  a t  a l l . . . t o  k i l l  a  l o t  !

My memor i e s  o f  mom,  inde ed ,  are  gr im
but ,  I ’d  not  have  i t  any  o ther  way

in  sp i t e  o f  a l l  my l ov e  f o r  Beauty ,  Peace  and  Univer sa l  Good 
whi ch  sp l i t s  my ins ide s  in to  warr ing  camp s
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In fac t  I ’m known a  Monster ,  but
I  am in  fac t  a  c ommon man

whos e  nature  f inds  that  in  the  end
. . .they  are  much  l e s s  than  they  wou ld  fancy  be
the  d i f f e rence  i s  that  men  s tay  hypocr i te 
to  boo s t  fa l s e -v i r tue  w i th  s e l f - f la t t e ry

asp i r ing  God ly  yet
whereas  I  don ’ t  pre t end . . . b e cause

for  me  to  b e  t rue -bad . . . i s  good  enough
though  men  s e rv e  d emons  b e t t e r  than  they  a im

the  l ine  b e tween  them. . . th inner  than  they  c la im . . . ”

*
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Fancy...pursued by Fate’s Demons

The  Unnamed  Interrogator  s t rugg l e s  to  c omprehend 
B eowul f ’ s  repud iat i on  o f  s e l f -d e t e rminat i on  or  f re ew i ll

and where  he  s tands . . . b e tween  the  nexus ,  b l ood- sp i l l  and  v i r tue

C ant oS i x
The Unnamed- In te r rogator  to  Beowul f ,  says : 

“  L ord  Beowul f ,  I  must  que s t i on  your  remark s 

about  the  ro l e  o f  fa te  in  a l l  we  do
. . .you  say ,  we ’re  no t  f re e - cho i c ed

but  s e rv e  l i k e  puppe t s  to  a  p lan  out s id e  o f  u s ,  that  thr iv e s
y e t  no t  a s  w i l l ed . . . but  ra ther  pat te rns  that  we  f it
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We l l  do  I  s c ratch  my nos e  or  no
 w i thout  s ome  s t ranger  say ing  s o  ?
Do  I  expec torate  upon  th i s  ground

or  e l s e  po l i t e ly  f ind  another  t ime  and  p lace 
so  my companion  doe s  no t  w ince ,  a t  my rude  act

and such  a  s imp l e  cho i c e ,  i t s  s ourc e  and  c l ear  in tent
i s  p la in ly ,  we l l  w i th in  my grasp

and yea  or  nay . . . requ ire s  no  sage 
to  show me  how . . . t o  s tay  or  go 
I  c ou ld  l ook  l e f t  o r  turn  about . . .
s tand  on  one  l eg  a l one . . . o r  two

I  c ou ld  depart  and  l ead  my sorre l  mare
. . . e l s e  mount  and  r ide  the  b east

and that  mos t  c ome ly  maiden  there . . .
shou ld  I  bow  l ow  to  her  and  wave  and  smi l e . . .

and  p l ead  her  me ,  to  nob ly  wed . . . o r  s imp ly  f rown 
and  turn  s t ra ightway to  o ther  wenche s ,  fa ir

e l s e  s e ek  a  w insome  donkey  f or  my br ide . . . and  on  and  on
i t s  p la in  I  can  do  what  I  do  or  not

as  my c l ear  cho i c e . . . and  then  you  say
and th i s  s e ems  muddy ‘ caus e  i t  s ours  your  pr i or  c la im

you  say  we  must ,  s e i z e  to  each  moment  f i rmly ,  a s  i t  c ome s
as  i f  i t  were ,  s ome  part  o f  g l o ry  that  unfo ld s ,  un ique  to  u s

and s earch  what ’ s  b e s t  in  i t . . . y e t  k e ep  the  wor ld  in  v i ew
wor ld ’ s  ne eds . . . our  hear t  c ombined

so  that  we  l eave ,  a  nob l e r  f oo tpr int  on  the  ground
. . .where  ’ e re  we  go

each  s t ep ,  you  say  conta ins  Etern i ty . . . y e t  d i sappears ,  kaput  !

But  how can  t ime-unending  in  an  ins tant  b e . . . th en  go ,  kaput  !
and  ye t  remain ,  s o  named . . . e t e rn i ty  ( ? )
another  c ontrad i c t i on ,  I  might  add . . .
so  that  i t  s e ems ,  w i th  your  good  grace

you  speak  bo th  s id e s  a t  once
o f  r idd l e s  great  that  don ’ t  c omply

unt i l  you  thrash  about . . . t o  s ta te  what ’ s  p la in  i s  p la in 
and  ye t  you  say ,  i t ’ s  no t . . .
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a l l  i s  bo th  p la in ,  y e t  c onvo luted ,  a l l  a t  once
and demons trate s  f rom two  d i re c t i ons  yet

. . . a s  i f  th ey  were  s e l f same 
o f  wh i ch  I  say  emphat i ca l ly . . .nay ,  nay . . . th ey ’re  no t  !

Say you  to  th i s ,  my brave ,  good ,  hone s t ,  Pr inc e . . .
and  as  b e f ore  I  wa i t  on  you  wi th  open  mind 

for  ev en  though  your  s ta tement s  make  no  ea sy  s ens e . . .
no  one ,  no t  me . . . can  take  you  f or  a  f ool 

who  speaks  c on f l i c t ing  ru l e s
and take s  no  pa ins  how s ta tement s  c ome  and  go

. . .w i thout  a  purpos ed  end
and s inc e  I ’m here  f o r  no th ing  but  to  dog  your  he e l s

I ’ l l  put  to  you  the  rumoured  que s t i on
m eaner  than  tho s e  mighty  b l ows  you  s t r ik e , 

a lb e i t  ju s t  to  r id  our  enemie s
who  make  corrupt iv e ,  c la ims  on  us . . . and  no  amend s

my que s t i on  then  to  you  i s  th i s
how i s  i t ,  you  no  b eas t  yours e l f  draws  on  b l ood- sp i l l ing  much

to  earn  h igh  favour  in  our  land
G ea t  Beowul f  who  has  murdered  ev ’ry  beast

that  took  i t s  ho ld  on  u s
more  f i e rc e ly  than  f i e rc e  mons ter s  known

though  you  s e em jus t  a  man ,  r ight  nob l e ,  sw i f t  and  grand
and come ly  more  than  any putr id  dragon  known

who  k i l l s  f o r  b l ood  a l one  and  wr i t e s  h i s  mons ter ’ s  book  on  it
. . . h ow  i s  i t  then ,  that  you  who  s lays  what ’ s  f oul

are  no t  yours e l f  more  b eas t ly  f oul 
than any beas t  s o  far  ye t  known ?

How i s  i t  you ,  do  no t  take  p l ea sure  in 
your  sunder ing  o f  l i f e  and  l imb

and do  not  thr iv e  c onsp i cuous . . . f o r  k i l l ing ’ s  sake  a l one
say now . . . say  how i t  i s  that  you ’re  s t i l l  g ood

. . . and  what  in  a l l  your  l i f e  a s  known
i s  choo s ing  where  and  how you  s tand 

s inc e  no  o ther s  known wi l l  s tand ,  where  you  s tand  now
where  o ther  warr i or s  known as  brave  enough
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to  th ink  on  i t  a l one ,  p i s s  f ear
I  a sk  th i s  you  w i thout  a  drop  o f  rancour  in  my que st

. . .to  know you  as  you  are ,  no t  a s  pre t end 
and  not  a s  o ther s  s e e  you ,  good  or  bad . . .

What  say  you  o f  th i s ,  g reat  man . . .mere  re c ent  boy
have  you  had  t ime  to  th ink  and  know the  shape

o f  how you ’ve  grown
in to . . . a  roar ing  l i on  and  not  a .  b l ea t ing  lamb ?

Beowulf  responds. . .

Fear  no t  hard  que s t i on ing
 w i l l  g oad  my rage . . .

. . .no  one  can  fa i r ly  take  o f f enc e ,  w i th  doubt
and l ea s t  no t  me . . . inde ed ,  I  we l c ome  que s t i on ing

for  doubt  where  ’ e re  i t  c omes . . .
in s id e  or  out . . . h e lp s  i s o la te  in f i rmi t i e s ,  t o  b e  re f ormed

or  e l s e  thrown out . . . l i k e  cha f f  f rom wheat
I  take  no  p l ea sure  in  the  d ead  I ’ve  owned

though  granted  in  the  spor t  I  do . . .
 s inc e  pa in  i s  ug l ine s s . . . a l l  yours  and  mine

s tark  k i l l ing  l eave s  me  numb
no t  ye t  a  pre t ty  th ing . . .w i th  horror  a t  the  end  o f  it

then  do  i t  sw i f t ,  s o  no  one  w i l l  endure
no  more  than  shou ld . . . t o o  l ong

and c l eans e  myse lf
but  not  f rom shame . . .more  f rom re spe c t  o f  proper  th ing s

for  when  I  throw my babe  up  in  the  a ir 
and  laugh ing  ca tch  it

 fa l l  and  ro l l  l i k e  p layth ings  on  the  sward
and bund l e  i t  and  hand  i t  back  a l l  happ ine s s  and  warm

to  my swee t  br ide  who  bore  i t  fu l l  o f  smi l e s
then  watch  the  sunse t  mee t  the  h i ll

spread  g l i t t e r ing  on  rough-hewn rockery
that  f rames  the  ho l l ow  where  we  sup  and  l ie
I  n ev er  th ink  to  k i l l  f o r  caus e  un l e s s ,  I  must

and noth ing  bas e  c on founds  my mind
so  ev ery  day  I  l ook  to  happy  way s 
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and be t t e rment  in  a l l  I  s e ek
and  who  knows  me  f inds  f r i end
who  doe s  no  ev i l  th ing  in tend

who  d id  not  s e ek  th i s  jagg- ed  wor ld
. . .y e t  i t  f ound  me ,  made  s t rong
so  a l l  I  l ov e  surv iv e s  and  thr iv e s 

and  doe s  no t  f e ed  the  maw
o f  wor s e  o r  b e t t e r  b eas t s  than  me
manbeas t ,  no t  good ,  nor  bad

. . . s t i l l ,  h ero  named

I  s t rugg l e  on . . .
to  do  a s  l i t t l e  bad  as  b e s t  I  can

   and  s o  I  hope  f o r  b e t t e r  and  s t i l l  b e t t e r  days  f o r  a ll
   y e t  know i t ’ s  va in  be caus e  the  wor ld  w i l l  s tay 

ju s t  a s  i t  wa s
in  sp i t e  o f  me  or  you  or  i t ,  th e  same

the  v ery  same . . . though  I  don ’ t  dwe l l  on  it
for  dwe l l ing ’ s  on  what ’ s  broken  and  what ’ s  s tuck 

i s  no t  my game
p e rhaps  b e caus e  I  s imp ly  move  s o  qu i ck

hope ’ s  l inger ing . . . b eg s  me  to  i t ch . . .

I  mark  you  we l l ,  w i thout  o f f enc e ,  b e cause
inde ed  s ome  th ings ,  though  p la in  enough

show fa int ly  to  f re sh  eye s . . . and  must  b e  turned 
so  that  we  s e e  p er spe c t i v e  f rom a l l  s id e s

and i f  f ound  f i t ,  we  p lac e  them in  our  bag  o f  t r i ck s 
that  he lp s  avo id ing  s t r i f e  and  smooth  our  l i f e . . .

for  what ’ s  no t  t ranqui l  w i l l  c ontend
and here ,  b eho ld . . . another  c ontrad i c t i on  pops  r ight  up

. . .I ’m sure  you ’ l l  savour  i t . . .wh i ch  i s
p eac e  hea l s  and  mul t ip l i e s  f e cundi ty 
and  ye t  our  k i l l ing ,  much  make s  room

. . .for  p eac e  and  growing  bo th
a  paradox . . . o r  e l s e ,  words - f e eb l e  are

unequa l  to . . . th e  wor ld ’ s  dark-waxing  doom
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Y e t ,  i f  th e  wor ld  around  me  crashe s  down
I  must  no t  fa i l ,  myse l f  to  be 

ju s t  what  I  am. . .nor  more  nor  l e s s
than I  was  meant  by  pred i ca te  and  c i rcumstance

but  not  by  p lan  o f  c ons c i ent i ous  po l i cy . . .

O f  c ours e  I ’m specu lant . . .
but  w i l l  no t  p lay  the  w i l ly -n i l ly  game 
fa l s e  h e s i tant  and  mi lk ing  doubt

my needs  are  p la in . . .
I  w i l l  no t  shr ink  f rom them,  prevar i ca te

and s t i l l  l ov e  ju s t i c e  and  not  ju s t  my own
and shed  good ,  fu l l  round  t ear s  a t  sad  re f ra in s 

l i k e  any  dog  who  bays  a t  sad ,  c o ld  moon
and sn i f f s  and  wags  and  whimper s . . . sh eds  dog ’ s  t ear s
no  more  nor  l e s s  than  pr i e s t s  indu lg e  ca lamity 

a t  the i r  o ld  mas ter ’ s  d eath

I  am no  Hamle t  to  d e c id e ,  th e  equ i t i e s

and b lame  f or  turp i tude  (not  yours ,  nor  mine . . . )
and s tay  a l oo f  f rom s imp ’r ing  subt l e t i e s

and so . . .my waver ing ,  l eads  r ight  qu i ck  to  ac t s
to  su f f e r ,  no t  too  l ong  w i th  th i s  o r  that  b e cause

. . .I  w i l l  do  what  I  am
fate  knows  th i s  too  and  wi l l  no t  re st

. . .wou ld  you  then  have  me  dammed f or  b e ing  mere ly  what  I  am. . .
cou ld  I  t r i ck  fa te  o r  cudge l  i t . . . o r  woo  fa te  f rom i t s  game  ?

I  wou ld . . . oh  ye s  I  wou ld
but  then  I  wou ld  not  b e  a  man

. . .to  choo s e  l i k e  God  or  God s 
in  fancy ’ s  va in  and  Ho ly  book s

N ow ,  l e t  me  broach  your  fa te -bound  que s t i on  f i r s t . . .
try  th ink ing  then ,  no t  a s  we  c ommon do

. . . o f  wor ld  out s id e  o f -u s
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in s t ead  th ink  us . . . in s id e  the  wor ld . . .
a  s egment  o f  s t i l l  g reater  mani f o ld

no t  un l ik e  od i f e rou s 
and  c l ev er -p lant s  a t t rac t  probo s c i c  vo l e s 

that  ea t  the  dark-gre en-c ent ipede s ,   h erb ivorou s
. . .that  lunch  on  them 

and  then ,  when  a l l  o f f end ing  bugs  are  gobb l ed  up
thes e  w i t ty  p lant s  turn  o f f  b egu i l ing  s c ent s

unt i l  such  t ime  vorac i ous  c ent ipede s 
pre sume  to  d ine  aga in  on  them
so  the s e  d e ep- th ink ing ,  ar t ful

p l ant -pre cursor s ,  work . . . th e  gr id  we ’re  in
and ev ery  move  requ ire s ,  c ond i t i ons  met . . .

that  qu i ck  w i th  mes sage s . . . run ,  s k ip ,  wa lk ,  sw im . . .
to  He l s ink i . . . e l s e  to  Rome . . . o r  boat  to  Bang lade sh

as  we  reac t . . . l i k e  any  current  turns  where  s ometh ing ’ s  f ix ed
. . . sp lash ing ,  b end ing  round . . . th en  o f f  i t  go e s

to  f end  cons tr i c t i ons  in . . . tho s e  banks  c onta in ing  i t . . .
and  ye t  another  s t ream might  f l ow . . . in to  our  s t ream  

and  s t ream and  rock s  and  current  and  bank s 
l i k e  man ,  re c iprocate . . . no t  s eparate  f rom i t s  ho s t s

as  in to  a i r - f re sh . . . s ta l e  might  dare  to  f l ow
whereon  we  turn  to  where  a i r -good  came  f i r st

unl e s s  that  f oo l  c on front ing  us ,  won ’ t  g i v e  way  to  l e t  u s  pas s . . .
a l t e r s  our  course

and th i s  no t  choo s ing . . .more  than  p lant s
each  cho i c e  apparent  i s  wor ld ’ s  work  on  u s

our  enterpr i s e . . . s e rv e s  rea son ’ s  w i l l . . . no t  our s 
w i th  t rue  or  fa l s e  o r  s tay  or  go 

cho i c e  reared  f rom a l l  that ’ s  t racked  b e f ore
through  consc i ousne s s  c ont inuum. . .

in s id e  the  out s id e  o f . . . th e  out s id e  s t i l l  in  u s
a  Chine s e  Box  contr iv ed . . . s o  smal l e s t  box 
rev er s ed ,  c onta ins  in s ide ,  a  larger  box

. . . in  turn  conta in ing  us . . . out s id e  !
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I  know th i s  s e ems  fac i l e . . .

but  i f  you  th ink  on  i t  you ’ l l  s e e . . . no  o ther  way 
cons i s t ent  w i th  th i s  s imp l e  por tra i t  o f ,  a  t r i cky  wor ld

Each  de ems  h i s  s orry  s e l f . . . d e t e rminant
but  what  t ransp i re s  in s t ead ,  i s  th i s

w e  g l impse  each  greater  c la im as  i t  unfo ld s
and cannot  ho ld  onto  the  l e s s e r  c la im . . .nor  by  de fau lt

. . .for  that  de fau l t  i t s e l f ,  wou ld  be 
the  greater  and  ye t ,  l e s s  apparent  c la im 

by  whi ch  we  ac t ,  I  mean ,  react
and too  we  rea l i z e ,  th e  path  we ’ve  taken 
o r  pre sumed  our  cho i c e . . . i s  no t  in  fact

the  path  we ’d  choo s e ,  ju s t  a s  an  impul s e  grow s
where  nature  and  bad  hab i t s ,  ov err ide 

our  b e t t e r  no t i on  to  s tar t  once  aga in . . . t o  g e t  i t  r i ght
 y e t  f ind  ours e l v e s  in s t ead ,  f o rward  prope l l ed

as  l ong  a s  we  have  s t rength  to  s e e  and  be
whatever  c omes . . . o f  tho s e  ev ent s 

w e  thought  we  cho s e  and  cannot  ov ercome 
the  nature  that  we  know ins ide  ours e l v e s 

so  that  we  s e e  our  ru in  unfo ld
be f ore  our  v ery  eye s ,  l i k e  in  a  p lay  or  p i c ture - show

w e  had  once  s c r ip ted  and  connived 
but  now pre s ent s  us  automatons  mere ly , 
in  a  s t ranger ’ s ,  s t range  f o rebod ing  p lay

to  s e e  our  ru in  ex tend ,  b e f ore  us  in  our  v ery  eye s 
y e t  we  go  on  and  cannot  cure  ours e l v e s  o f  s e l f ,  c ondemned 

s inc e  we  ‘re  no t  Gods  and  no  God  i s  Div ine . . .

But  ye t  th ink  th i s . . . that  no  one  i s ,  one  mind
w e ’re  each  more  minds  a t  any  t ime  than  one
w i th  s ev era l  c la ims  on  cons c i ousne s s  a t  once

as  re la t i v e ,  c on f l i c t ing  ro l e s ,  take  ho ld 
unt i l  we  ra i s e  one  hand  to  s c ratch  our  nose
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and l eave  the  o ther  hand  repo s ed
or  f re e ing  s cabbard . . . s t r i k e  and  thrust 

o r  b ide  sw i f t  a c t i on  i f  new  wind  has  b l own
or  reach  to  k i s s  fa i r  che ek  or  g ent l e  hand

or  p lant  c orn  ev en  or  uneven  rowed . . . and  s o  i t  go e s
as  c orn  rows  p lanted  work  in  turn  on  u s 

 but  in  the  great  f l ow  back  and  f or th ,  c ont inuum
each  ro ck  and  b lade  o f  gras s  and  wind  and  sand  and  s tar s

w i th  labe l s ,  p lac ed  in  space . . . a s  ent i t i e s . . . s o  named 
in terchang ing  many in  the  one . . .

partake  o f  u s . . . t rapped  in  the i r  dance
whi ch  move s  to  f ix ed  momentum and  f ix ed  b eat

to  f lux  k ine t i c . . . th i s  o r  that
spread  on  and  on  and  on . . . that  we  a l l  g l impse ,  in  part

a  p i c ture  I  have  drawn wi th  words  you  know
that  says . . .w e  s e em to  choo se 

and  ye t  aga in ,  I  say  that  we  do  not

. . . inde ed ,  cannot  ! 

*
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B eowul f ,   J e sus ,   Grende l  and  the  Unnamed  Interrogator  mee t  unexpec ted ly 

under  s t range  c i rcumstance s  and  s ome  surpr i s ing  a spe c t s  o f  Creat i on  are  re-
v ea l ed ,  inc lud ing  the  abso lute ,  t rue ,  mys ter i ous  id ent i ty  o f  the  Father  o f  Je-

sus ,  God  o f  God . . . in  Heaven  or  s ome  o ther  p lac e  a s  s t range

CANTOSeVEn

A co l lec t ion o f  four var iegated f igures are hudd led in a semic i r-

c le s ta r ing in to a long sp i ra l tube o f  var iab le and indetermina te 

c i rcumference ex tend ing in te rminab ly  in to s ta r - f i l l ed space.  Two 

la rge br igh t eyes w i th f luc tua t ing mul t i co lour i r i ses and pu lsa t ing 

oc tagona l pup i l s s ta re ou t a t them and to add to the i r mys tery, 

the eyes a l te rna te a lmost  impercept ib ly  in to a thousand face ted 

pr isms each w i th i t s own i r i s and pup i l and back aga in to fo rm 

the s ingu la r la rge , dark , luminous absorp t ive sphere tha t f i r s t 

p resented i t se l f  as the see ing appara tus o f  th is s t range c rea-

tu re . They  are t rans f ixed by  the un l i ke ly  phenomenon un t i l 

f ina l l y . . .someone je junely says: 
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”Ohh . . . s o th i s i s what a wormho l e i s l i k e . . . ” and then another 
said , ”Hmnnn . . . ” as each in tu rn scra tched and shook the i r 

heads . An egreg ious ly  ug ly  f igure , covered in sca les and s l ime, 

exhor ted : ”Hmmn. . .wormho l e s , I thought were d e s c r ip t i v e f i c-
t i on that a s t ronomers c ontr iv ed . ” Another sa id ,“Me too . I 
n ev er thought i t meant a ho l e a worm might us e . . . ” Another 

sa id , ”It sure l o ok s l i k e a worm exc ept f o r eye s . . . i t ’ s s t range 
how fanc i fu l imag in ing t ransp i re s . I had a dream l i k e th i s , 
no t l ong ago ! ” And then there was a rush o f  s i lence when the 

worm-crea ture ’s vo lcan ic voca l t imbre caused a l l o f  the s ta rs in 

the sky  to t remulous ly  f l i cker in response to i t . The vo ice seemed 

to emanate no t f rom any  mouth as known, bu t ra ther f rom an 

a m b i g u o u s h o l e w h e r e m o u t h a n d l i p s  s h o u l d 

be . . .sentent iously. . . I t says:

 

“You s e em amazed  a t  s e e ing  me . . .

you ’ve  t rave l l ed  far  to  here 
. . . on  exped i t i ous  route s  

. . . d on ’ t  b e  surpr i s ed . . . that  you ’re  surpr i s ed
. . . imag inat i on  i s  The  Frui t  o f  L i fe 
and  l i f e ’ s - f ru i t  grows ,  pre c i s e ly  a s 

imag inat i on  thr iv e s . . . and  fa l t e r ing
 then  l i f e  ent i re ’ s  d epr iv ed  !  ”

and Jesus responds,  sot to  voce:

“  He  speaks  e l l i p t i ca l ly . . .

so  Truth  re turns  where  i t  b egan
i t  take s  no  common f oo l . . .
I  do ,  do  i t  myse l f ,  o f t t ime s

. . .I  can ’ t  pre t end  ”

Then Beowul f  sa id:

“  He must  b e  a  the i s t i c  f oo l . . .

to  meander  s o  sagac i ous ly
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in  tang l ed  woods . . . o f  t rue  or  fa l se 
where  men . . . g ood  men . . .

a re  main ly  l o s t ,  w i th  no  fau l t  c la imed
I  do  pre f e r  my truth  and  fa l s ehood  p la in 

so  when  I  hang  my hat . . .
I  know to  f ind  i t  there . . .when  I  g e t  back  !

Thi s  skyworm i s  the  God  o f  Gods  where f rom
a l l  Gods  o f  Heaven  and  o f  l i t t l e  Earth  de s c end

Z eus  and  Wotan . . . a l l  th e i r  i l k ,  He  s e eded 
and  th i s  J ew ,  named  J e sus  too

w i th  Virg in  Queen 
and  who l ly  in  a  manger  had  h i s  way
and l e f t  the  swadd l ed  babe  to  name 
the  boon  and  p lague  in  ev ’ryth ing 
w e  say  or  do  or  wou ld  pre t end

and merry  went  th i s  f ink  then  far ,  far  back
up  to  the  v ery  d i s tant  sky  o f  s k i e s

where  a s  a  wormy creature  I t  o r  He  contend s
    where  I  s e e  now th i s  l ong  and  squ irmy th ing

a  dragon  speak
where in  h i s  mouth  o f  mouth s

a  de ep-b lack  suck ing  ho le
the  n ight  o f  n ight  o f  n ight s  that  h ide s  by  day

but  when  n ight  fa l l s  on  us ,  on  me ,  mere  hero  once
i t s  dragon  doom more  fa ta l  than
swee t  Grende l  I  once  maimed 

and  by  du l l  fa te ,  ob l i g ed  to  k i ll
‘though  jus t  l i k e  me . . .

h e  had  fu l l  r i ght . . . t o  b e ,  y e t  b e  aga in
but  here  mos t  t ru ly  i s

the  hard-rough  s e rpent  o f  my doom
so  br ight ,  l oquac i ous  and  s o  fu l s ome  now

the  l i f e  He  gave . . . s o on  swa l l owed  by  His  chaos  p it
by  f i e ry  fa te ,  I  w i l l  in to  swee t  no th ing  s l ide
where  s l i ther ing ,  cande s c ent  vor tex  egg s  us  on

where  no  harp  p lays  and  ravens  vo lub ly 
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t e l l  s oar ing  eag l e s  o f  swee t  sanguine  mors e l s  p lucked
from hero ’ s  bone s . . .

l a in  down to  re s t  un l ik e  tho s e  cur s ed
who  wou ld  not  do  what  they ’d  be s t  do

to  s tay  at  p eac e  or  e l se 
rai s e  arms  to  war . . . t o  b e  what  must

whi l e  t rea sure - ear th ’ s ,  g reat -beauty  horde ’ s
what ’ s  j ewe l l ed ,  we  c omprehend
apart  f rom duty  and  t rue  l ove

and so  one  day ,  my tumulu s
my barrow ta l l ,  ra i s ed  h igh  f or  a l l  to  s ee

re s id e s  (at  la s t )  where  no th ing  w i l l  re turn ,  to  b e  aga in
thi s  l ong ,  s l e ek  s e rpent  here 

. . .who  gave ,  w i l l  take  away
w i l l  sp e l l  c orrupt iv e  b lack . . . in  b lack ,  in  b lack ,  my doom

when  I ’m la id  down upon
. . .the  b l i s t e red  ground

 though  honoured  now . . . I ’ l l  r i va l  c lay . . .nor  b e t t e r  yet
and not  one  p i e c e  o f  me . . . s t i l l  pre s c i ent
exc ept  by  myth i c  rumour ,  w i l l  remain

whi l e  anc i ent  J ews  and  Gre ek s  s t i l l  c la im
a l l  good  and  bad  i s  yours  or  mine  a l one

no  God  share s  b lame . . . I ’ l l  no t  pre t end  the  same
and ye t  i t ’ s  no t  in  me ,  Beowulf

to  b lush  and  f l inch  a t  un jus t  doom
s e l f - sadnes s  i s  b eyond  my ken

s inc e  a l l  w i l l  s t r i k e . . .when  s t r ik ing  come s
w e  do . . . b e caus e  there  i s ,  I  know

no  ga in  nor  l o s s  that  turns  the  wor ld
and ye t  and  ye t  I ’ l l  t ry ,  ju s t  s o . . .

The Godworm dragon responds

A l a s ,   Beowul f . . . b rave  lad
who  out  o f  no i sy  noth ing  grew

he  doe s  no t  s e e  that  chaos  too ,  s ourc ed  me
no t  ev er  w i l l ed  and  cannot  th ink  to  know
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who  c l imbed  the  rump o f  l ove
for  b ear ing  me . . . and  jus t  l i k e  h im

thi s  warr i or ,  p la int ive
who l e  and  brave ,  Beowul f . . . b e f ore  me  now

I  cannot  s e e  b eh ind ,  b eh ind
nor  ye t  b eyond ,  b eh ind  beyond

so  ju s t  l i k e  h im must  b e . . . ju s t  what  I  am
and never  l i k ing  what  I  am

no  p i c ture -pre t ty ,  on  the  wa ll
and ye t ,  th e  one  who  s tanding ,  must  no t  fa il
I  take  the  b lame  f or  b lame ,  f o r  b lame  aga in
unt i l  a l l  b laming  ends  I  know not  when

and there f ore  I ’m condemned
by  a l l  that  I  brought  f o r th

so  ev en  J e sus ,  Son ,  my on ly  Son  wi th  me  contend s
so  how can  I  br ing  sa t i s fac t i on  to  th i s  wor ld

where  I  who  made  i t ,  y e t  have  none  ?

 The Unnamed Interrogator  comments:

  

 I ’m jus t  a  f e l l ow  t rave l l e r . . .

a t  l ea s t  I  am a  f e l l ow  here  f o r  sure
and as  f o r  t rave l s  hard ly  know 

where  I  have  b e en ,  o r  where  I  went
because  I  don ’ t  know where  I  am

the  f l owered  Mother  Earth  I ’ve  known
has  d i sappeared . . . I  don ’ t  know how . . . ( ! )

and sure ,  what  k ind  o f  b larney- land  i s  th i s
. . .where  ev eryth ing  i s  turn  about  ( ? )

. . .what ’ s  out  i s  in . . . and  a l l  that ’ s  in ,  i s  out  ( ! )

. . .no  th ing ’ s  k ep t  i t s  c on formity  !

I  don ’ t . . . I  can ’ t  know where  or  how to  qu i t e  b eg in . . .
s inc e  b eg innings  now are  end s

that  s tar t  f rom where  they  went
and noth ing ’ s  l e f t ,  that  s t i l l  make s  s ens e . . .
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so  I  must  turn  myse l f  around . . . t o  sp eak 
speak  back- to - f ront . . . s o  i t  make s  s ense 

whi l e  l ean ing  on  my head  or  s i t t ing  on  my f e e t . . .
and  speak  Urdu to  Eng l i shmen and  Mandar in  to  ch imp s

I ’m not  now what  I  was . . .
o r  ev er  was  in  fact 

‘ cause  ups ide  now ,  i s  down . . .
whi l e  downs ide -up ,  s tays  pat . . .
the  sun  i s  r i s ing  a s  i t  s e t s

and b i rds  s ing  b eaut i fu l ,  non- tune s 
w i th  no  re spe c t  to ,  harmony

I  h ear  them now as  p la in  a s  day . . .

y e t  no t  w i th  ear s . . . but  through  my nose
such  s t range ,  b egu i l ing ,  tune l e s s  s ongs . . .

M eant ime ,  my hands  gr ip ,  wrong  way ‘round . . .
so  what  I ’m ho ld ing ,  h i t s  the  ground
to  shake  and  qu iv er ,  l i k e  a  sponge 

and  k e ep s  on  bounc ing ,  up  and  down
but  when  I  s tar t ,  t o  move  about . . .
the  ground  s tays  s o l id ,  a s  a  ro ck
then  i t  re t rea t s ,  by  c re ep ing  up

turns  s id eways  sharp ly ,  to  advance
so  then  to  ha l t ,  I  s tar t  to  run

and must  fa l l  down . . . t o  s tand  s t ra ight  up
 ju s t  turvy- topsy  has  remained . . . 
what  topsy- turvy ’ s  a lways  b e en

w i th  a l l  c onta inment ,  unconta ined . . .
My ve ins  and  s inews  don ’ t  s tay  put

in s t ead  parade  upon  my sk in
s0  I  now shave  f rom ins ide -out
w i th  ev ’ry  f o l l i c l e ,  c on fus ed . . .

by  c r i s s - c ro s s  ways ,  th ey ’re  now cons trued
where  meadows  l ook  l i k e  bumpy h i l l s

and mounta in ’ s  f la t ,  l i k e  p la ins  d id ,  once
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as  ca t t l e  graz ing ,  c raggy  top s
munch ing  snow ,  s t i l l  moo  a  l ot

and eag l e s  p erch . . .where  gopher s  us ed- to
s i t  around  and  read  the  news  to . . . 

in fant s  who  re fus e  to  s top . . .
h id ing  go ld  in ,  o ld - t in-po t s

in s t ead  o f  put t ing  i t ,  in  vau l t s . . .
a s  t i red  o ld  men  and  l ov e ly  lad i e s
wai t  unt i l  i t ’ s  dark  and  shady

whi l e  s t rong  young  b l ok e s  ju s t  s i t  on  benche s
shak ing  hands  w i th  thumbs  o f  d ent i s t s

i gnor ing  a l l  th e  g er ia tr i c s . . .
mak ing  l ov e  to  nub i l e  wenche s

who  grant  them l eave ,  f o r  the i r  tumesc ence
whi l e  c l o the s  they  s e emed  to ,  a lways  wear

are  to s s ed  a s ide ,  s o  they  go  bare
or  wa lk  about ,  in  underwear . . . .

a s  a l l  th ings  here ,  s e em turnabout
and ev en  co l ours ,  l i k e  magenta

don ’ t  hang  w i th ,  the  o ther  sp e c t ra . . .
though  out -o f - fa sh ion . . . you  can  rent  them
s inc e  b lack ’ s  now whi te . . . th en  whi te  shou ld  be

no  l onger  b lack ,  but  c r imson  s or t  o f . . .

I  have  no  name  f or  a l l  th e s e  new  hue s

I  don ’ t  know and . . . I  can ’ t  g e t  u s ed  to
and  smooth ’ s  turned  pr i ck ly  ev erywhere 
the  wor ld ’ s  turned  s id eways . . . e v en  a ir

where  tho s e  s t range  c reature s ,  gap ing  a t  u s 
a s  i f  we  were  dumb apparatu s

themse lv e s  are  s t ranger ,  than  asparagus . . .

The creature  in  the  wormhole  bel lows. . .

Enough ,  d e s i s t . . .
 you ’re  here . . . you ’re  there . . . you ’re  ev erywhere  ( ! )
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depend ing  how th ings  turn ,  you  pout
because  you  fa i l ed ,  to  f i gure  out

what ’ s  s t range  to  you ,  i s  re commended . . .
by  peop l e  who ,  w i l l  no t  c ondemn it

where  God ’ s  c oncerned ,  there ’ s  no th ing  but
. . .ups ide  down and  ins ide  out

remember  here ,  your  God  s t i l l  l i v e s
and shows  His  fac e  to  a l l  and  sundry

s t i l l  no th ing ’ s  what  i t  s e ems ,  don ’ t  doubt 
w i th  no  way in  and  no  way out -of
things  p e cu l iar ,  made  to  f it

so  brac e  yours e l f . . . and  g e t  us ed- to - it
for  you  th i s  i s . . . a  f o re ign  land

 for  Me ,  i t ’ s  ju s t  the  p lac e  I  s tand . . .
o r  run  or  s i t  o r  l o l l  about

Then Jesus says. . .

“  Oyvey . . . v eysmeer . . .mi ch igana-kop
thi s  Goy ,  h e  sp eaks  e l l i p t i c  yet
 h i s  arguments  are  c i rc l e - route s 

for  th i s  there  a in ’ t  a  cure . . . don ’ t  doubt
l i k e  a l l  bad  hab i t s ,  g row  and  grow

no  one  can  s top  them,  once  they ’ve  s tar ted
‘though  I ‘m God  too . . . I  hate  to  a sk
are  You  my wormy daddy-mamser  ?
for  i f  You  are . . . i t  might  b e  h ip

s inc e  Yidd i sha ,  ju s t  a in ’ t  My s cht i ck
whi ch  s or t -o f  g e t s  upon  the  nerve s  o f . . .

d i sputat i ous ,  t r iba l  p e er s
p i qued  w i th  Me . . . but  hang  around

wav ing  ha iry  arms  about
to  p lague  Me wi th  b i zarre  sugge s t i on s

 d emanding  answer s  to  the i r  que s t i ons . . .

They  l i k e  to  th ink ,  they ’re  smart ,  no t  cute
and ke ep  me  f or  the i r  c lub ,  a s tute
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to  dus t  Me  o f f . . . and  show Me o ff 
and  l ook  a skance  f rom the i r  redoubt . . .

d e c ry ing  Sch ik s e ’ s  p lay ing  go lf
s inc e  God  p i ck ed  them and  no  one  e l se

Great  God  A ’mighty . . .was  that  You . . .
who  Abraham,  had  met  by  chance

whi l e  h ik ing  through  the  Land o f  Canaan
l o ok ing  f or  a  po t  to  p i s s - in . . .

a re  You  the  g e ek  who  fa thered  Me . . .
and  promulgated  Mis ery

when  You  proc la imed . . . that  You  wou ld  puni sh
sundry  f orms  o f  Imper f e c t i on . . .

y e t  su f f e r  f oo l s ,  in  My good  name . . .
rede emed  by  mere ly  g en-u- f l e c t ing
Your  on ly  Son ,  w i th  Mamma Mary

born  out s id e  o f . . .matr imony
in  a  manger . . .w i th  a  donkey

you  must  b e  Daddy . . . o r  You  are
the  sh i t e  who  came ,  to  work  the  s tore

A re  you  the  s tud ,  that  c ranked  Me out
when  Jo s eph  went  to  c l ean  the  s ta l l s
and never  go t  back  home  ‘ t i l l  dusk
and  a f t e r  wash-up ,  l ox  and  bage l s
 had  to  g e t  back  to  the  s tab l e s . . .

and  shove l  dung ,  to  f e ed  the  tab le
days  and  n ight s ,  ju s t  shove l l ing  sh it

he  hard ly  had  the  s t rength  to  s l ip
in to  h i s  b ed ,  to  squeez e  mom ’ s  t i t s
no  wonder  he ,  c ou ld  not  p er f orm. . .
so  randy f e l l ows ,  rushed  to  p l ea s e  her 

o r  e l s e  s ome  re ck l e s s ,  sp i r i t  f ink 
w i th  l o t s  o f  nerve  and  l e s s  good  cons c i enc e . . .

who  de emed  conce iv e ,  a  random son
s inc e  ho ly- sp i r i t s ,  w i l l  have  fun

i f  s omeone  s tands -up ,  in  the i r  p lace
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to  ra i s e  the  k id  and  f e ed  i t s  fa ce
g e t  out  o f  town . . . i t ’ s  done  a  l o t  !

D e l inquent  Daddy ,  to  My gro s s
abandonment  upon  the  c ro s s 

w i th  rus ty  sp ik e s ,  s tuck  through  My sh in s
for  Me ,  poor - s e rvant  to  Your  p lan
whi ch  I  c on f e s s ,  s e emed  rather  dense

i t  f l ounder s  in  a  f og  o f  s ense
. . . so  t e l l  me  Daddy i f  You  can
why ,  in  the  name  o f  Beth l ehem

did  I  d i e  s t re t ched  out  on  that  c ro s s 
l i k e  any  rat ,  caught  in  a  t rap

I  pa id  a  h igh-pr i c e ,  f o r  Your  f o l ly
i t  wasn ’ t  n i c e ,  i t  wasn ’ t  j o l ly . . .

to  save  the  wor ld  f rom morta l  s in
cou ld  You  not  f ind  a  p lan  more  c i v il
to  us e  Your  on ly  Son ,  Got t  Himmel . . .
to  spread  the  mes sage ,  far  and  near

o f  God  a lmighty ,  c rys ta l - c l ear
that  I  l ov e  ev ’ry  f oo l  that  sn iv e l s

. . .there  must  have  b e en  another  way
in s t ead  o f  God-dammed Pas s i on  P lay . . . !

You  cou ld  have  ho l l e red  through  the  c l oud s
or  na i l ed  a  po s t e r  on  a  wa l l . . .

o r  mai l ed  a  f ly er . . . t ex ted  a  b l og
or  l e c tured  a t  the  l o ca l  c o l l ege

or  he c tored  s t ranger s ,  a t  the  mal l . . .

Jesus’ fa ther  then spoke f rom his  wormhole ,  thus:

Y ou  go t  Me  now . . . I  am Your  Daddy
l i k e  unto  Me ,  My Pro-ge -nany
exc ept  f o r  phys - i og -na-amy . . .
I  am more  worml ik e  a s  You  s ee
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so  too ,  You  are  My good  r ight -handy 
. . .runabout  to  make  th ings  dandy

a l though  I  must  say  I ’ve  had  f i t s ,  f o r . . .
how  You  somet imes  s to ck ed  the  she l v e s
w i th  ro t t en- eggs  and  day-o ld  bage l s . . .

and  b lame  me  f or . . . that  na i l ed - to - cro s s - th ing
where  you  were  dang l ed  l i k e  s ome  gro s s - th ing

but  you  were  warned  a s  shou ld  su f f i ce
the  co ck  c rowed  once . . . th e  c o ck  c rowed  thr i c e . . .

Y ou  had  to  have  b e en  proven  r ight 
and  go t  in to  a  pre t ty  p l i ght

donkey-r id ing ,  p lay ing  v i c t im . . .
c l amour ing  throngs . . .wav ing  f rond s
as  i f  You  were  a  wor ld ly  Pr ince . . .

on  dus ty  road  to  Mount  Go lgatha
. . . in to  l ong-wai t ing  dragon ’ s  l i p s

you  wou ldn ’ t  save ,  your  own good  sk in
they  na i l ed  You  down ,  w i thout  a  f i ght
a  Son  o f  Mine ,  shou ld  b e  more  br ight

 when  c i rcumstance s ,  aren ’ t  qu i t e  r ight
at  l ea s t  Beowul f  wou ld ,  w i e ld  h i s  sword 
to  save  Geat ’ s  b l oody ,  great  f j o rd s

from Grende l  o r . . .whatev er  a i l ed  h im
or  ev en  Chr i s t ians ,  when  they  p lagued  h im !

So  s ome  dev i s ed  a  way to  make . . .
the  Ho ly  Be ing  I ’d  s ent  them c l ear ly

fa l l -guy  f or ,  th e i r  c ov er - s tory
a l though  they  d idn ’ t  know i t  qu i t e . . .

from-where  You ’d  come ,  o r  might -go ,  y et
hangout  w i th  the  J e sus  c l i que 

who ’d  c la im You as  thre e  par t s  in  one
Father ,  Son  and  Ho ly  Hos t  yet

  a  b l oody  s t range  c oncatenat i on . . .
that  make s  good  s ens e ,  i f  you ’re  a  c re t in

grant ing  each  o f  them Redempt ion . . .
for  bask ing  proud ,  in  God ’ s  re f l e c t i on
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. . .promulgated  through  the  land
whi ch  su i t ed  s ome ,  s o  they  cou ld  g et
conven i ent  ways  to  turn  the  s c rew s
on  t enant s  who . . .wou ld  never  l earn

who  bought  the i r  l ea s e  and  ra i s ed  the  rent  !

But  s t i l l . . . d o  t ry . . . remember  th i s

ab jur ing  a l l  My s i l l in e s s
a  k i s s  i s  s t i l l  a  b l oody-k i s s

and s igh  o f  c ours e ,  a  s i gh  w i l l  be
what  i s ,  a s  i s ,  ju s t  i s ,  must  p l ea se

as  th i s  o r  that . . . o r  large ,  s ome  small
s inc e  ev ’ryth ing ,  i s  made  to  f it

 to  c ome  or  s tay  and  hedge  i t s  b e t s . . .

You ’re  My top  worker ,  in  the  f i e ld 
Father ,  Son . . . and  s omet imes ,  Ghos ty
thre e  c l o ck s  that  t i ck  a l ong ,  a s  one . . .
to  do  the  j ob  that  must  b e  done

and take  the  b lame ,  f o r  what  I ’ve  done

Y ou  ask  me  why . . . I  must  c on f e s s
I  thought  I  knew . . . p e rhaps  you ’ve  gue s s ed

I  l aboured  s ix  days  f rom a  p lan
that  any  f oo l  c ou ld  under s tand

o f  Empendoc l e ’ s  vo t i v e  t r ip
from o f f  the  ro i l ing ,  bo i l ing ,  l i p s

in to  Mount  Etna ’ s  f laming  p it
and more  or  l e s s  that ’ s  how th ings  s tood

Earth ,  Water ,  A ir  and  Fire  p l i ed . . .
a  Univer s e ,  though  f rayed ,  that  s tayed

ju s t  good- enough ,  f rom day  to  day 
unt i l  br ight  f e l l ows  f i gured  out 

there ’ s  more  than  f our ,  c ons t i tuent s 
that  Empendoc l e  had  worked  out

by  f o l l ow ing  the  Master  P lan . . .
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as  taught  to  me ,  s inc e  Time  began
whi ch  I  pas s ed  on  then ,  b e s t  I  c ou ld . . .
to  that  s t range  f e l l ow ,  Abraham

who  c la imed  to  b e  the  King  o f  Earth ly
Sand and  Sun and  God ’ s  own Reason
and barga ined  hard  f or  days  and  day s
to  save  h i s  t r ib e  i f  th ey  wou ld  promise
to  honour  me  and  re s t ,  th e  Sabbath

as  i f  I  had  to  b e  reminded . . .
that  I  am God  and  they ’re  sy- cho-phant s

who  don ’ t  know how ,  to  do  the i r  j ob
unl e s s  I  take  them by  the  hand

and t ry  to  make  them,  under s tand
there  you  have  i t . . . g o  and  do  i t  !

I f  I  were  w i s e ,  I ’d  up  and  k i l l  th em
a l l  a t  once  and  put  an  end  to . . . 
a l l  th e  mes s e s ,  th ey  g e t  in to  !

I  shou ld  have  done  i t ,  but  I  d idn ’t
I  thought  o f  i t ,  but  then  I  c ou ldn ’t
I ’ l l  t e l l  you  what  I  d id  in s t ead . . .

s inc e  promis e s  don ’ t  mean you ’ l l  g et

I  promis ed  f or ,  th i s  one  s o l e  rea son . . .
to  t e rminate  h i s  ab j e c t  p l ead ing
thi s  Abraham. . . b equeath ing  g l ory

he  was  he  sa id ,  the  King  o f  Consc i ence
to  f oo l s  who ’d  swa l l ow  h i s  sh t i ck - s tory

i f  I  wou ld  grant  h i s  s i l ly  c la ims . . .
by  honour ing ,  h i s  mot l ey  band s

i f  th ey ’d  g iv e  Ho ly  Wri t  a  p lace
o f  honour  in ,  the i r  Tabernac le

and i t  was  such  a  queer  d emand
i t  t empted  me  to  p lay  my hand

. . . so  l i c ens ed  h im the  Wor ld  Gone  Wrong
and Promis ed  a l l  h i s  t r ib e s  and  c lan s
s chmuck  rea l - e s ta te  in  Ho ly  Sand

. . . onc e  they ’d  re turned  f rom Di-aspora
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i f  th ey ’d  obey ,  The  Ten  Commandment s
that  I  s c ratched  on  s ome  o ld  s tone - tab l e t s

more  a s  a  j ok e . . .who  cou ld  b e  s e r i ou s
‘bout  a sp i rat i ons ,  s o  d e l i r i ous  ?

H e  ev en  pa inted  up  a  s i gn . . .
“Exc lus iv e  fur  das  Uber  Kinder ”
(t i t l e s  moot  were  c ounterc la imed )

but  Abraham was  such  a  f ink . . .
h e  never  dreamed  he  had  be en  t r i ck ed

. . . s inc e  no  man l i v e s  who  w i l l  no t  s t eal
nor  fa i l  to  c ov e t  ne ighbour ’ s  w i fe
i f  sh e  do th  smi l e  and  come ly  b e . . .
o r  w i tne s s  fa l s e  f o r  envy ’ s  sake

or  s t ea l  dry  faggo t s  f o r  h i s  home
to  c ook  a  goo s e  o r  warm h i s  to e s

or  c la im h i s  ne ighbour ’ s  land ,  h i s  own

H i s  parano ia  pa id  the  rent
i t  k ep t  Me  laugh ing  a t  h i s  dre ch . . .
unt i l  I ’d  had  enough  o f  c l own s 

and  s ent  h im o f f  s o  he ’d  ge t  caught . . .
adr i f t  in  sand ,  up  to  h i s  c ro tch

he  never  knew ,  th i s  dumbkop f ,  s ch t i ck el
he  had  be en  tw i s t ed  l i k e  a  pre t z el

and s t ruck  h i s  barga in . . . f o r  a  p i ck l e  !

But  that ’ s  no t  a l l  th ere  i s  to  t e ll
a l l  th ings  that  were . . . a re  now ,  p e l l -me ll
s inc e  once  there  were  f our  e l ement s
whi ch  d id  obey ,  engage  or  wed
in to ,  i f  n e eded ,  s ometh ing  e l se

become  in  turn . . . a  l oa f  o f  bread
a  cook ing-po t . . . a  bag  o f  b eans . . . a  mug  o f  b e er

or  p ig eons  f l o ck ing  in  the  square
or  ch i ldren  p lay ing ,  in  the  park
a l l  b e ing  known . . . b e coming  e l se
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as  th i s  o r  that  or  that  or  th i s . . .
I  hung  around  and  had  a  laugh

w e l l - sa t i s f i ed ,  w i th  what  I ’d  wrought . . .
from noth ing  ye t ,  I ’d  made  a  l ot
exc ept  s ome  f o l k s  dug  de eper  ye t . . .

 who  l ooked  a skance  a t  what  I ’d  done 
from s ix -days - labour  in  the  t renche s

and one  day  s t re t ched-out ,  on  the  b each . . . .
I  was  brought  up ,  I  sa id ,  to  th ink 

o f  Earth  enc i rc l ed  by  the  Sun
but  then  I  l earned  o f  Mi lky  Way . . .

then  Andro-meda  far  away 
then  Chaos  came . . . exa l t ed  chance . . .
and  asymmetr i c  quark  momentum

. . . d i s t r ibuted  a t  pro ton  l ev e l s
made  me  want  to  t ear  my ha ir  out

But ,  mak ing  Wor ld s ,  i s  what  Gods  do . . .
l i k e  f i shermen  dre s s  hook s  f o r  t rout 

and  carpenter s ,  s t r i k e  na i l s  and  g lue . . .
I  had  to  do  God-Duty ,  too . . .
and  do ing  i t  was  o f t en  fun

I  u s ed  a  brush . . . and  s tubby  crayon s
to  pa int  the  sunsh ine ,  s t rong ,  br ight ,  y e l l ow

gre en  f or  l eave s  and  gras sy  meadow s
and f i gure s  shaped  in  s o f t  we t  c lay
for  harder  s tu f f ,  I  f i red  the  k i ln s . . .

and  fa sh ioned  t runks  and  f l oppy  ear s
and jus t  l i k e  that ,  up  and  appeared 
an  e l - eph-ant ,  b i rds ,  duck s  and  de er
. . . i t  sure  was  fun ,  to  p lay  w i th  mud
. . .who  wou ldn ’ t  l ov e  to  f o rm a  bud
then  watch  i t  grow  into  the  sky
or  e l s e  a  dog  go ,  bow-wow-wow. . .
shake  i t s  ta i l ,  th en  run  and  jump

. . . i t  turned  out  swe l l . . . o r  good  enough
my s ix  days  sweat ,  d e ep  in  the  t renche s
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s tanding  up  and  bend ing  down
unt i l  I  ju s t  go t  t i red  and  qu it

‘cause  s omet imes  dragged  on  and  on . . .
so  now ,  my s l e ev e s ,  are  no t  ro l l ed -up

to  make  a  b e t t e r  f i t  f o r  Fred
or  Ron or  John  or  Tom or  Mary . . .

nor  prayer s ,  nor  symbo l s ,  w i l l  redre s s 
the  Wor ld  can  s tay ,  ju s t  a s  i t  i s . . .

though  when  I ’d  made  i t . . . que er  th ings  happened
s tu f f  k ep t  popp ing ,  break ing  down
I  c ou ldn ’ t  qu i t e  t e l l ,  how  to  p lug- in
n eutrons ,  pro tons ,  e l e c t rons ,  quark s

banged  around ,  l i t -up  the  dark
( I  had  to  take  re f re sher  c ours e s )

and then  came  mos t  ungod ly ,  chance 
to  c la im a  wor ld . . . that  must  c oncede  to

d ip sy-dood l e  happens tance . . .
that ’ s  when  I  l o s t  c ontro l  a t  la st 

and  shouted  in  robus t  d e f iance
I  don ’ t  p lay  d i c e . . . I  work  f rom p lan s
I  may be  ju s t  a  squ irmy worm

but  I  am God  Almighty . . . turd . . . !

They  k ept  i t  up  and  wou ldn ’ t  s top
inquir ing  what ’ s  b eh ind  each  ro ck

ins ide  o f  water ,  t re e s  and  h i l l s
or  how an  app l e ’ s ,  no t  a  p ear . . .
i gnor ing  w i sdom,  that  unfo ld s

o f  we e -ba irn  when  i t  c r i e s  and  far t s
or  t re e s  and  gras s  man- i - f e s - ta t ing

beaming  into . . . ear s  and  eye s
. . . o r  hungry  f rom a  l ong  day ’ s  work
 to  f end  and  f e ed  your  home ly  ne st
   and  as  you  do  i t . . .meaning  c re s t s

when  running ,  jumping ,  s k ipp ing ,  hopp ing
no t  b eh ind . . . and  not  in s ide  of
furt iv e  muons ,  l ep tons ,  quark s
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s inc e  drawing- s l i ck ,  can ’ t  make  a  mule
nor  by  g eometry  or  ru l e s

make  a  tadpo l e ,  o r  a  sparrow . . .
(  show me  a  c l e v er  way  to  t rap 
a  sunse t  on ,  a  paper ,  f la t  ?  )

but .  now rude-men ,  are  hang ing  ‘round
who  wou ld  know more ,  than  I  do  now

or  ev en  care  to ,  e v er ,  y e t . . .
they  s tand  and  s i t  and  poke  and  ta lk

at  th i s  o r  that . . . o r  that  or  th i s
and cannot  l eave ,  enough ,  a l one

and open  l e t t e r s ,  po s t ed  to . . .
aunt s  and  cous ins ,  s i s t e r s ,  bro ther s

They  ev en  have  s t range  apparatu s
 but  no t  f o r  t ear ing  ‘round  the  town . . . 

o r  e l s e  b ehav ing ,  l i k e  a  c l own . . .
but  s e r i ous ,  h igh-minded  s tu ff

for  sp inning  neutrons  up  and  down
and bumping  photons ,  mak ing  spark s
that  measure  muons ,  busons ,  quark s 
and  i f  a  guy  named  Higgs ’  shows  up

they  g enuf l e c t ,  th en  s c ratch  the i r  head s
to  c ome  up  w i th ,  new  quantum b i t s 

that  make s  my head ,  ju s t  sp in  and  sp l it
because  the s e  i t sy  b i t s ,  th ey  say . . .
can be  bo th  here  and  there  a t  once
to  p l ea s e  us ,  th ey  come  into  b e ing 

co l laps ing  in to  th i s  o r  that 
a t  one  p lac e ,  where  we  de ign  to  s ee
no  l onger  there ,  t o  make  the  s c ene

 they  pop-r ight -up .  I t  make s  no  s ense 
unt i l  i t  dawned  on  me ,  by  chance

s inc e  a l l  c omes  due ,  f rom some- th ing  e l s e . . .

I  a sk ed  the  que s t i on . . .who  made  Me ? 
for  b e ing  God  I ’d  l ong  pre sumed
I’d  turned  around  and  made-Me-too
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and never  dreamed  o f  que s t i on ing
i f  I  was  born  or  mere ly  dropped

from c l ouds  above ,  k e rp lunk ,  k e rp l op
or  e l s e  c once iv ed ,  w i th in  a  bubb le

and wonder . . .was  I  l ed  a s t ray 
s inc e  no  one  sa id ,  p l ea s e  Daddy ,  s tay

   and  Daddy might  b e  out  there  s t i l l . . .
in  f e r t i l e  rea lm where  He  begat  me

no  l onger  f re e  o f  ante c edent s
or  parth ’nogen i c -a l  c onnivance

The wormy,  God-creature  s ighed 

and appeared perplexed.  Then Beowul f  sa id:

“  You mean . . .You  fa thered  th i s  h ere  p eon 

who  ra i l s  that  He ’ s  the  on ly  J ew- son
cad  who  waxed ,  mora l  c onundra

whom You c la im worm- l ik e  here ,  e s t  Vou s 
s t rugg l ing  w i th . .who  made  You  too

whi ch  You  don ’ t  know . . . f o r  no  one ’ s  c la imed  You 
s inc e  b e ing  comes  f rom be ing- e l se

i f  no t  mere  random,  c o ld ,  c oo l ,  chance 
a s  i f  th i s  s t i l l ,  were  no t  enough 

you  don ’ t  know Your ,  Grandaddy too  ?

Whi l e  I  am noth ing ,  but  a  man

I  know my k in ,  where  I  b egan
be f ore  Ecgtheow ’ s  Hyge lac  Thane s

 Hre the l  bred  me ,  King  o f  Geat s
a l l  nob l e  l in e s ,  d e s c end ing  down-to 
m e  h ere  now . . . s o  I  don ’ t  grovel 

b e f ore  Big  Daddy . . .Great  Wor ld  Maker
 who  ponder s  whereo f ,  He ’ s  d e s c ended 

and  who  His  Father ,  i s  o r  i sn ’t
the  baker ,  p lumber ,  cand l e -maker

and thought  o f  You ,  an- thropo-morphi c
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in s t ead  worm more ,  than  any God  i s
cons trued  by  His  d evout  a sp i rant s . . .

Jesus,  contemplates:

“Hmnn. . .men  o f  a c t i on  can ’ t  b e  t rus ted 
to  fa i r - t rea t  any ,  i l l -d e f ended . . .
who  dare  ups e t  the i r  app l e - cart
. . . inde ed  i t  do e s  c ome  as  a  shock
to  Me t r ipar t i t e . . . in  one  f ro ck

Father ,  Sp i r i t ,  Ho ly  Ghos ty 
m i s - c eg - en-ate  o f  J ew  b l ood  mos t ly

I f  I  weren ’ t  God ,  my head  wou ld  sp in
. . .though  how I  d id  i t . . . I  don ’ t  know
you ’d  th ink . . . one  s ing l e  God  wou ld  do

when a l l  th e  wor ld  had ,  ju s t  f our  e l ement s

that  t i ck ed  a l ong ,  w i thout  great -bombs- in- it
but  Time  and  Space  have  moved  a l ong

s inc e  sa i l ing- sh ip s ,  s tayed ,  do ldrum-thwarted
and donkey-car t s ,  p lugged  roads  to  Rome  once

 p e rhaps  they ’ve  ga ined  a  s t ep  or  two
and  I  shou ld  up  and  qu i t  my j ob
and  be  the  f laneur . . . hang  around
 and  s e e  what ’a l l  i s ,  g o ing  down
and not  b e  Son-o f -God ,  a t  a l l . . .
p e rhaps  I ’ l l  take  up  go l f  one  day

or  ev en  p lay  the  pub- l i - can
who  draws  co ld -be er . . . and  be t s  the  pon i e s . . . ”

The putat ive  God-of  God-worm responds:

The  wor ld ,  a s  shaped . . .mus t  k e ep  to  c ourse
so  ev eryth ing ,  can  have  a  s ource

. . .what  wou ld  t ransp i re ,  i f  I  f o r sook
a l l  known beg innings ,  midd l e s ,  end s
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and then  abs conded ,  no th ing  l e ft 
to  f i t  in to ,  th e  b i t s  that  f it
I ’d  have  to  answer  hard  f or  it

the  Wor ld  wou ld  then ,  c ome  to  a  s top
or  f l oa t  around ,  up  in  the  sky . . .

w i th  no th ing  underp inning  ground
gre en  ear th  i t s e l f ,  wou ld  not  b e  s ound

. . .y e t  a l l  I  made ,  s t i l l  turns  me  on . . .
fru i t - t re e s  in  b l o s s om ,  f re sh-mown hay

b lue  rob in ’ s - egg s ,  a  ch i ld  a t  p lay 
ho t -dogs  and  be er ,  warm-summer  day s
fans  shout ing . . . bum. . . h i t . . . damit . . . run  !

l ov e ’ s  a sp i rat i ons . . . unrequi t ed 
o r  o ld -age  cured ,  by  death ’ s  door -rat t le

whi l e  men  pre sume  sub l imi ty . . .
amids t  the  wor s t  ca tas t rophe s

a  genoc ide  or  ava lanche
remains  to  s e rv e ,  hypocr i sy

I t  i s  a  wor ld ,  much  as  I  p lanned

so  anyth ing  one  might  d i s cus s
has  y in  and  yang  and  go ld  and  dro s s 
l i k e  Beowul f  was ,  f o r  Grende l ,  fa t ed
where  Grende l  w i th  rash  f e rv ency

 wou ld  end  a l l  games ,  l i k e  h ide -and- s e ek
and  p i ck -up- s t i ck s  and  space - re l i e val

as  we l l  a s  murder  a l l  th e  dog s
and cat s  and  mic e  and  hogs  and  f rog s

but  fa i l ed  h i s  enterpr i s e ,  o f  gore
whi ch  s e rv ed  to  make  Geat  Beowul f ’ s  l o re

as  Grende l  t r i ed ,  but  fa i l ed  to  s ee
once  a l l  i s  gone ,  too . . . g one  i s  gone

as  non-ex i s t enc e ,  happ i ly . . .
d evours  i t s e l f . . . and  wears  a  gr in

m eanwhi l e  the  moon  and  s tar s  b eyond
and p lane t s  sp inning  round  and  round

from s t em to  s t e rn  and  North  and  South
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o f  hamle t s ,  c i t i e s ,  farms  and  town s
e lu s i v e  more  than  vap ’rous  gas  i s
that  a l chemis t s ,  ca l l  ‘repe tend’
s t i l l  c l oaked  in  mys- te ry . . . t o  Me

who  made  th i s  wor ld ,  f rom fabr i c s  small
 . . . so  smal l  they  had  no  smal lne s s -b e ing

unt i l  I  sa id . . . you  do . . . and  you . . .
and  you  and  you . . . and  you . . .no t  you  !
was  how ,  a l l  l i f e ,  a s  known ,  b egan

and h i l l s  and  va l l ey s ,  I  b egat
l i k ew i s e ,  far -rang ing  s tormy s ea s
the  wor ld  o f  ga lax i e s  and  che e se

deep-h ide  the i r  s ourc e s  f rom my s ight
that  my great  bra in ,  cannot  c onta in

though  in  p la in  v i ew . . .where  b e t t e r  h ide  ?
so  a l l  can  s e e  and  s e e ing  more
contrar i ly . . . s e e  l e s s  and  l e s s

and numbers  fa i l . . .what  numbers  c la im
w i th  z e ro e s  add ing-up  the  s c ore

to  ga in  upon  and  broach  the  f ence
o f  Time ’ s  supreme  as c endancy . . .
where in . . . a l l  e l s e  bows  down to  it
so  s tarry- sk i e s ,  s tay  but  awhi le
the i r  t iny  l i v e s  o f  br i e f  durat i on

as  i r rat i ona l ,  t ransc endent ,  f rac t i ons , 
dog  ev en  and  unequa l  numbered  fac t i on s
so  then ,  great  Space  i t s e l f ’ s  c ondemned
 compared  to  shadow Time . . . shor t - l i v ed

w i th  ev ’ry  cons c i ous  ent i ty
expunged ,  f rom ba ld  in f in i ty

whi l e  t ime  remains . . . t i ck - to ck . . . t i ck - to ck
a l though  that  Kant ,  Immanue l  Kant
cr i t iqued . . . in  h i s  d e ep  book  a  l ot

”  T ime ’ s  ju s t  a  c ro ck . . . but  a l l  we  go t . . . “
and so ,  I  t ry  then ,  no t  to  th ink

and  have  removed  a l l  c l o ck s
that  c rowd  my rooms . . . t i ck - to ck ,  to ck - t i ck
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as  God  o f  a l l  th e  Gods ,  o f  men . . .
I  do ,  t i ck - to ck ,  to ck - t i ck ,  t i ck - to ck ,  b e cause

t i ck - to ck . . .won ’ t  l eave  my head . . . !
i t ’ s  such  a  butch . . .

to  k e ep-on  go ing . . . t i ck . . . t i ck - to ck ,  to ck - t i ck - to ck - t i ck
l ong  a f t e r  a l l  embraced  by  Time

tock - t i ck . . . t i ck - to ck ,  t i ck - to ck . . . s tays  l ong  gone ,  d ead
t i ck - to ck . . . t i ck - to ck  (I  s t i l l  can ’ t  s top )

and then  I ’ve  heard ,  no  one  can  go
where  a l l  known quant i t i e s ,  unfo ld
that  has  no  ne ed  o f  to ck  or  t i ck

that  l eave s  pure -numbers ,  in  the  dust
i s  when  in f in i ty  k i ck s - in

where  a l l  d imens i ons  shr iv e l - shr ink
the  many ,  by  the  one ,  d evoured

the  pr imal  ohhmmnnn . . . that  grew  and  grew
l o oped- ta i l  f rom-mouth  where  th ink ing  s top s

and too ,  f o r s oo th . . . i s  o rder  t rue . . . ?
s inc e  s l oppy  f rac t i ons ,  wre ck  the  ru le
where  then ,  do  non-ru l e s  t end  or  go . . . ?
in  smal l e r  and  s t i l l  sma l l e r  downward

Chino i s - s e t s  unfo ld ing  in to
pro tons  s ca l ed ,  l i k e  t enni s -ba l l s

up ,  down . . . in f in i tude s
out s id e - ins ide  o f  e v ’ry  f rame
p e r spe c t i v e - eyed ,  prop inqui ty
no  matter  c ountry  or  in  town

whi l e  o ther  puzz l e s  s t i r  the  pot
l i k e  how I  go t  here ’ s . . . s t i l l  a  que s t i on

p l a c ed- in- th i s - tube ,  where  I ’m seque s t e red  ( ? )
that  f l oa t s - in- space ,  o f  no  d imens i on

no t  f o rmed ,  o f  boards  or  br i ck s ,  o r  metal
. . . d o  any  know ,  how I  go t  in  it

be f ore  tho s e  quarks  and  l ep tons ,  tab l ed
bas i c  s tu f f ,  that  we ’re  a l l  made  of

demon-men . . .men ’ s  Gods ,  a l i ke
and why-oh-why ,  i t  a l l  b egan
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be f ore  a l l  that  b egan ,  b egan
be f ore  the  Laws  o f  Be ing ,  mentored 
c l e v e r  Earth l ings ’  ad  hoc  que s t ing

The  c i rc l e ’ s  t i ght ’ning . . . g e t t ing  c l o s er
as  nut s  and  bo l t s  o f  my o ld  p lan 

appear  more  fanc i fu l  than  p lanned
and words  grow  moot  and  tw i s t  about
s emant i c s  b end ing ,  syntax  broke
when  ev ery  f orward  s t ep  now taken

shows  up  now . . . a s  never  wa s
as  c ons c i ousne s s ,  po int s  in to  space 
conta in ing  and  co - f ormed  as  one
cogn i t i on  doe s ,  make  wor ld s  b e come

. .nor  f l e sh  and  sp i r i t  par ted  yet
no  th ing  ent i re  b e ing ,  unt il 

i t  rubs  aga ins t ,  th e  wor ld  o f  s ense 
and  s ongs  and  words ,  are  sa id  and  sung 
the  br idge . . . th e  bow ,  the  s cu lp ted  neck

s cro l l ed ,  p lucked  taut  s t r ings ,  s o  b eauty  r i s e s 
from p la in  pure  a i r  that  waf t s  and  weave s 

a s  maidens  hum and  sway and  s ing
and too . . . a  k i s s . . . i s  s t i l l  a  k i s s 
and  s igh  i s  y e t  a  s i gh ,  a  s i gh
and s impl e  s t i l l . . . r emains  a s  i s

no t  meaning  in  the  hear t  o f  quark s
nor  mi s ty-myst i c ,  mounta intop s

the  sur fac e  s tays ,  enough  f or  rhyme
o f  b eauty  or  gro s s  ug l ine s s

s inc e  wor ld s  are  by ,  qu i ck  g lance s  bred
now and  now and  now aga in

But  that ’ s  enough ,  o f  sp e cu la t i on
for  now I ’m crawl ing  fur ther  back 

in to  My ho l e ,  t o  re s t  and  snack
but  ‘ f o re  I  do . . . I  we l c ome  you

to  s e e  what  nub i l e  Eve  might  do
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and that  broad- shou ldered  Adam,  there
no  more  a shamed ,  o f  what  i s  r i ght . . .

b o ld  Adam now,  w i th  Eve  per f orm s 
Creat i on ’ s  dance ,  by  s tar - s t robe - l i ght

Nature  rendered ,  in - the -buf f . . .
some  say  obs c ene . . . such  danc ing  go e s

but  I  say  s tay . . . f o r  they  but  p lay
and how might  b eauty  be  d emeaned . . .

  i f  b eauty  be . . . th en  i t  b eho ld
and what ’ s  unga in ly  s tays ,  l e s s  t rue . . .
to  h ide  b eh ind  the  l o ok ing-g la s s
where  ev ’ry  f oo l . . . r emains  a l oof

Jesus as ide. . .

 “  Another  round  and  round  and  round  about . . .
no  wonder  that  I  do  i t  too

i t  came  unwi t t ing ly ,  no  doubt
 such  proo f  sp eaks  c onsanguin i ty . . .

a l though  I  sure  don ’ t  have  h i s  ear s . . .
and  fu l ly  b iped ,  am not  f ound

in  d i r t  and  dus t ,  l ow  on  the  ground  !

Soon Eve and Adam ex tend the i r bod ies in to a ser ies o f  rec ip roca l l y  con-

t rapunta l movements as Jesus Chr is t aver ts h is gaze mumbl ing , ”Save me 

Father, les t I s in . . . ” and o ther fu lsome p la t i tudes (a lmost l i ke a Chr is t ian) 

a l though Beowul f  appeared sporad ica l l y  a t ten t ive to the ero t i c movements 

o f  the dancers ,  ye t f rom t ime to t ime unsheathed h is sword and ran a long 

square f inger a long the b lade, then re tu rned h is a t ten t ion to the dancers . 

Meant ime Grende l had ro l led h imse l f  in to a sca ly  heap, then b i t  by  b i t , p ro-

ceeded to un fo ld h imse l f , un t i l he s tood as ta l l as any  monster can ,  b lood 

dr ipp ing f rom h is la rge square pores . . .bu t s ince the l igh t cas t on h im was 

d im and he had no t s ta r ted pant ing l i ke a rab id fox and s igh ing and sp i t t ing 

toads and f rogs f rom out h is loa thsome mouth he d id no t induce any  t rep i-

da t ion in those around h im as he so o f ten d id . Then Jesus spoke,  th is  t ime 

as i f  i t were The Sermon on the Mount i t se l f  be fore them now. . .as t rees and 

ground t rembled empathet ica l l y. . .
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Jesus. . .

I  was  f o r saken  on  the  Cro s s
but  th i s  i s  wor s e  than  what  I ’d  thought
H e ’ s  l e s s  a  God  than  s t re t ched-out  toad

or  more  a  worm. . . I  don ’ t  know what . . .
I  shou ld  have  known ,  He ’d  l e t  me  down
who ’d  have  brute  s o ld i e r s  s t ea l  my crown

H i s  on ly  Son . . .na i l ed  to  rough  cro s s . . . i t ’ s  no t  a  c la s sy  th ing  to  do
s inc e  He ’ s  the  guy  that  s t i r s  the  po t . . .

and  t inker ing ,  w i th  th i s  o r  that
s i x  hard-days  labour ,  s oon-qui ck -pas s ed 

to  s t rugg l e  far  b eyond  h i s  mark . . .
‘ c ep t  b e ing  God ,  He  wou ldn ’ t  drown
y e t  in  de ep-water ,  can ’ t  sw im back
so  hung  around  there ,  ju s t  to  s ee 

i f  wor ld  He ’d  made ,  might  turn  about . . .
where  Beowul f ’ s  charms ,  c ome  w i th  good  w i t s

and Grende l ’ s  v i r tue ,  s omewhere  c re ep s 
to  where  i t  can ’ t  and  won ’ t  g e t  out
so  l i k e  a l l  men ,  f rom day  to  day

he ’ l l  sp e cu la te ,  what  might  have  b e en 
i f  Love  and  Beauty  h idden  de ep

wou ld  breakout  f re e  and  v enture  f o r th
in to  the  wor ld  o f  day  to  day

in s t ead  o f  rant ing  what  might  be
i f  th ey  cou ld  b e ,  a l l  that  they  wou ld 
for  a l l  th e i r  money  in  the  bank 

and  envy ing ,  the i r  ne ighbour ’ s  shack 
and  cove t ing  h i s  w i f e  and  cro ft

and nurs ing  wars . . . and  contre t emp s
that  thr iv e  j e june  on  s ent iment . . .
I ’m sounding  wre tched ,  sp ewing  b i le 

and  must  inde ed ,  pu l l  up  my so ck s
and o f f e r  l ov e ,  t o  burdened  f l o ck s
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w i th  unctuous  s ent iment s ,  b en ign
and p lay  at  God . . . aye ,  that ’ s  the  t r i ck

and  in  fu l l  t id e  o f  Righteous  z eal
ed i fy ,  poor  morta l ’ s  s ou l s

so  l i k e  br ight -meta l  on  du l l  g round
the i r  re f ormat ion  o ’ e r  the i r  fau lt
now g l i t t e r ing . . .might  then  show o ff

more  f ond ly  to ,  My God ly  eye s
than that  whi ch  hath  no  f o i l  s e to ff

so  no t  o f f end ,  f oo l ’ s  f ea l ty . . .
who  render  G lory . . .unto  me 
who  s t i l l  remains ,  d i s sa t i s f i ed

*
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B eowul f  approache s  J e sus ,  med i ta t ing  and  s ome  surpr i s ing  a s-
p e c t s  o f  Creat i on  are  rev ea l ed  a s  we l l  a s  c on fus i on ,  c on f l i c t i on 
and  contrad i c t i on  in  His  ambiguous  t r ipar t i t e  ro l e  a s  Father , 
Son  and  Ho ly  Ghos t ,  wh i ch  caus e s  Him to  su f f e r  a  c la s s i c ,  id en-

t i ty  c r i s i s .

C ant o E igh t
 A warr io r o f  impos ing s ta tu re and comely  to ma idens , i s  seen approach ing 

a robed f igure seated in lo tus-pos i t ion upon a long,  smooth 

bou lder ju t t ing ou t on to the edge o f  a va l ley  wh i le look ing up a t 

the s ta r ry  n igh t . The war r io r removes h is h inge-v isored he lmut 

and ho ld ing i t  a t h is s ide ,  gent ly  reaches down to the robed f ig-

u re , inquir ing of Him. . .

“S i r . . .what  t roub l e s  Thee . . . ?
For  i f  you  were  a  c ommon man 

I ’d  say  de ep  t roub l e s  gr ip  you  now . . .
inde ed . . . I  mean no  harm exc ept ,  warr i or  though  I  am
pain  in  o ther s  move s  me  to  c ondemn the  caus e  o f  it 

in  favour  o f  the  v i c t im in  i t s  gr ip
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can I  do  ought  ‘ though  I  am no  God  l i k e  you
and don ’ t  pre t end  one  t i t t l e  more . . . than  jus t  a  man

    a l though  a  f oo l i sh  one  p erhaps . . . ”

A t f i rs t the rob-ed f igure does no t rep ly. . . t ime hang ing there h is su f-

fe r ing and pa in so ev ident tha t b i rds and deser t - foxes , vo les and cen-

t ipedes hung the i r heads as tears f rom each fe l l to the bu f f ,  d ry, 

sandy-so i l , be low and some, the i r g r ie f , mere gr ie f , tu rned des icca te , 

a t once to dus t . . . then Jesus spoke as i f  to every  l i v ing th ing tha t 

moved and a l l tha t d id no t move about . . . “ Thank you i f you 
care . . . inde ed I ’m troub l ed . . .woe fu l ly ” and as he spoke the who le 

wor ld shook and p lan ts and t rees f rom Zanz ibar to Beausa jour, in 

lachrymose, unseasoned o f fe r ing , fe l l l imp, to g round. . .

And then Lord Jesus spoke again:

“I  was  f or saken  on  the  Cro s s 
by  Him who  had  bego t t en  Me 

a s  Father ,  wou ld-be  Son  and  Ho ly  Ghost
. . . b eg  who  i s  whom. . . ?

nor  d id  I  God ly  a sk  thus . . . t o  b e  born . . . 
though  Mother  Mary ’ s  nurs ing  parent -wi s e . . .

l e t  me  b e  a l l  I  was  and  am
y e t  now I  f e e l  though  ca l l ed . . .

i t  was  a  puppe t  ro l e  I  had  not  under s tood 
and  though  I ’m worsh ipped  w ide ly  yet 

and  s t i l l  my fame  jus t  grows  and  grows . . .
I ’ve  sa id  and  done  the  h i s t - or -y 
that  shaped  the  warp  and  woof
from Abraham to  Mose s  down
Ez ek ia l  and  David ’ s  House 

and  a l l  th e  sacred  names  o f  J ewry  born
deep- e tched  in to  my bone s . . .w ere  puppe t s  too

the  v i c t ims  o f  the i r  d e s t iny 
to  f l i p  and  f l op  w i th  no  more  s e l f  to  c la im
than any f l e ck  o f  d i r t  and  dus t  or  part
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Fre ew i l l . . . f o r  bo ld ly  choo s ing  good  or  i l l . . .
i t s e l f  has  near ly  done  me  in 

by  fa i l ing  to  d e f end  i t s e l f  aga inst
 the  s t ra ight ,  sharp- edge  o f  rea soned
pr i s t ine ,  p er f e c t ,  va l id ,  e v id ence

Indeed  what  s e emed  s o  p la in
that  J ews  a l l  down the i r  awkward  h i s tory  to  Me 

must  choo s e  what ’ s  good  f rom bad
and th i s  s ev er i ty  was  c l ear . . . l a id  down Talmudic  Law

and Ten  Commandments  f rom c lay  tab l e t s  s tood 
a s  Ho ly  Light  in  th i s  spar s e  land

i l luminat ing  bro ther  J ew s 
to  f rame  a  Tabernac l e ,  where 
w e  sacr i f i c e  the  b l ood  o f  Goat s
and render  up  our  v ery  s ou l s . . .
to  our  own l one ly ,  j ea l ous  God

whos e  might  and  r ight  and  re c t i tude
c l a ims  our  re f l e c t ed  image  named

but  then  th i s  One  who  s i red  Me ye t . . .
i s  no t  b iped ,  l i k e  me  a t  a ll

in s t ead ,  a  worm,  who  c la ims  a  ro le
unl ik e  a  th ing  that  wr igg l e s ,  shou ld . . .

mo s t  un l ik e  any ,  muddy worm. . . 
that  s l id e s  through  d i r ty  ho l e s ,  in  ground

H e  f l oa t s  up  in  The  Sky  o f  Sk i e s
cook s  Leptons  in to  a toms . . . th en ,  bake s  Mol e cu l e s . . .

whi ch  s e ems  miracu lous  enough  to  me . . .
a l though  He  says . . . and  he  shou ld  know ,  i t  a in ’t 

I  am o f  c ours e ,  a  shepherd  w i th  a  c rook

a  s imp l e -minded  Bib l i c ’  J ew . . . ju s t  a s  you  s ee 

and  wou ld  not  have  i t  any  o ther  way
so  how I ’m come  f rom that  s t range  God  o f  God

that  Sch ik s e  worm. . . I  do  no t  know
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appearance s  a l one  o f  c ours e ,  shou ld  never  c ount
and a l l  my l i f e  c ontend . . . th e  s ou l ’ s  the  th ing

or  e l s e  o f  c ours e ,  i t ’ s  not
and I ’m a  f oo l ,  f o r  was t ing  my good  t ime

and worry ing  f o l k s 
who  might  o therwi s e . . . have  j o l ly  t ime s

I t  puzz l e s  me ,  that  once  there  were  c l ear  path s

 that  l ed  bo th  up  and  down to  Me

whi l e  I  ye t  thought  I  knew o f  a l l  that  wa s
when  s t i l l  a  ch i ld . . .

unsu l l i ed  sp i r i t  pure  and  c l ear
unta inted  by  the  l oa thsome  ro t  o f  f l e sh -mundane

in  t ime  gave  way  I  thought . . .
to  pure ,  incarnate  l i ght  o f  happ ine s s  and  good . . .

s t ra ight  c ome  as  known f rom Parad i se
and a l l  ca lamity  ju s t  Dev i l ’ s  work

who ’d  not  ab ide  pure  Sp i r i t ,  s eparate  f rom
ephemera l ,  sanguin i ty

that  l ov ing ,  w i s e ,  omnipotent  and  great 
l one  and  l one some ,  j ea l ous  God ,  d e s i red

and then  that  r ip e  f o rb idden  App l e ,  in ter f e red
so  that  Los t  Innocence  ac crued . . . f rom Adam ’ s  b i te

and a l l  th e  wor ld  thus ,  Morta l  S inned . . .
by  Me rede emed  to  Ever la s t ing  L i fe

and unctuous  pr i e s t ly  l i turgy
. . .whi chever  d id  come  f i r s t . . . I  wonder  s t i ll

But  now ,  a la s . . . I  doubt 
. . .the  f ramework  o f  my be ing

and s e e  Myse l f  r i ght  now . . .
a  mere  mirage  o f  i gnorance  and  fantasy 

that  won ’ t  addre s s  what ’ s  p la in
s inc e  men  wi l l  no t  g i v e  up  the i r  c la im 

to  spe c ia l  s ta tus  in  the  wor ld 
made  b eas t . . . t o  k i l l  and  spe c i e s  ea t ,  d e emed  l e s s
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l i k e  she ep  or  goat s  o r  lambs . . .
and  i f  ne ed  b e ,  ea t  ev en  o ther  men

and take  the i r  land  and  maidens ,  a s  the i r  own 

My t roub l e  now however ,  i s  no t  th i s
I  am no  f e eb l e - f oo l ,  t o  f ind  in  t ruth  and  cons equence

pain  to  gr i ev e ,  l o s t  s e l f - e s t e em
for  random error s  that  I ’m b lamed

but  now I  s e e  Myse l f ,  f o r  what  I  am. . .
and  w i l l  no t  h ide  f rom error s  that  I  own

. . . h ow  can  I  t e l l  th e  Pope s  o f  Rome . . . h igh  Card ina l s
and grey- f ro ck ed  g enuf l e c t ing  pr i e s t s 
who  c lu t t e r  pu lp i t s ,  nave s  and  pew s

w i th  such  ap lomb . . .
and  a l l  our  f ebr i l e ,  earne s t ,  mot l ey

hir sute  c ous ins ,  a t  the  Rock
and  needy ,  anx ious  aco ly te s ,  a t  home . . . and  tho se

who  in  the  name  o f  ho ly- l i ght 
prov ide  good  s e rv i c e s  to  o ther  men . . .

how  can  I  t e l l  th em
a l l  you  thought  and  th ink ’ s  no t  t rue

. . . h ow  can  I  say  to  them
there  i s  no  l one ly  r ighteous  Jahweh ,  way  up  h igh  !

and  thus  remove  my very  s e lf
from that  h igh  f i rmament

and that  you  have  a  s ou l  no  more  than  s toat
and too . . . v o l i t i on  i s  a  s cam 

you  have  no t  we l l - thought -out

How can  I  say ,  to  men ’ s  th i ck - la thered  pr ide
where  t rue  and  fa l s e  do e s  no t  c ontend . . .
the i r  fa i th- speak  make s  them b l ind

and cranky  reason  s e ek s  out  parad igms ,  to  p l ea se
somet ime ,  s omewhere . . . a  paradox
r i ght  rea son  shou ld  not  ne ed 

an  ob j e c t  o r ,  a  purpos e  f o r  i t s  s earch
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but  shou ld  fac e  t ruth  a s  i s . . . nor  good  nor  bad
nor  fa i r . . . nor  bruta l  to  b eho ld . . . but  a s  ju s t  i s

I  came  f rom h igh  in  Heaven  above

to  g iv e  men  hope  in  sp i t e  o f  d eath 
and  crue l  increas ed  de crep i tude 

d e f orming  s ent iment  w i th  cons equence . . .
. . . h ow  can  I  b e  the  in s t rument  o f  hope  de s t royed  ( ? )

. . . t hey ’ l l  turn  on  Me . . . o r  ca l l  me  sham

an ev i l  p lant  in  good  men ’ s  eye s
that  a ims  to  wre ck  God ’ s  Master  p lan

a  surrept i t i ous  Dev i l  in  d i sgu i s e . . . !

Where  they  s t i l l  romp to  w in  the  g i r l ,  th e  game

and have  the i r  favour i t e  i c ing  on  the  cake ,  s omet ime
w i th  much  that  i s  l ong  wanted ,  sa t i s f i ed

in s t ead  o f  s e t t l ing  a lways  s e cond-be st
w i thout  the  pr i z e . . . but  once  they ’ve  d i ed . . .
the i r  t r ip  to  Heaven  take s  i t s  c ourse

and k i ck s  r ight - in
so  puer i l e  dreaming ,  make s  good  s ense 

ex c ep t . . . t o  d i e ,  th en  l i v e . . . th en  what  i s  Death  ?
m e re  Log i c  we eps  a t  such  corrupt iv e  end s 

that  s e rv e s  f o r  s l i pp ’ry  dea l ing  in  the  wor ld
y e t  men  wi l l  b end  the  l imi t s  o f  the i r  grasp 

and  tw i s t  good  word s 
to  f o l l ow  e i ther  good  or  bas e  in tent 
toward  a l l  th ey  de s i re  and  wi sh

to  ov ercome  the i r  da i ly ,  c rue l  d i s t re s s . . .

but  me . . . I ’m J esus  Chr i s t  ! 

G oddamn i t . . .K ing  o f  K ings  !

to  do  ju s t  a s  I  wus t . . . though  a l l  th e  wor ld  c o l lapse
and bab i e s  we ep . . .

for  a l l  I ’ve  done  that ’ s  pas s ed  !
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Beowulf  Responds:

“  K ind  S i r ,  God  Ho ly ,  or 

. . .what  e ’r  You  be . . . do  no t  d e spa ir . . .
cons ider  th i s . . . and  what  I ’ l l  do  f o r  Thee

i f  no t  g lad ly ,  then  w i th  grac e  and  f e rv ency
but  f i r s t  re f l e c t  one  o ther  f ly  in  o intment  s t rong

and i t  i s  th i s . . .
your  e rror  i s  no t  one  o f  God  whos e  fa i l ed

the  s ourc e  o f  a l l  your  nasc ent  a ims . . . l i e s  no t  in  You 
but  in  the  hear t s  o f  Men . . . 

who  have  no t  s ou l s . . . no  more  than  dog s
whi ch  you  here  r ight ly  have  c on f e s s ed

and that  bo ld  wormy Father  of 
the  Father ,  Son  (and Ho ly  Ghos t )

who  f l oa t s  up  in  that  s tarry  wormho l ed  sky
m en ’ s  van i ty  i t  was  that  fa thered  Him 

and  named  as  they  named  you . . .
Father ,  Son  and  Ho ly  ghos t  t r iumvirate

I  h e s i ta te  to  sp eak  s o  p la in
but  k indnes s  cannot  h ide  l ong-we l l  f rom fac t s

Your  burden  i s ,  Lord  God

that  men  f rom the i r  own vani ty ,  made  You 

and  not  You them. . .
much  l e s s  than  Gods . . . and  l e s s  than  men
m e re  b eas t s  who  wou ld  b e ,  V ir tue - shaped
compared  to  dragons ,  l i ons ,  t i g e r s ,  b ear s

S e l f  Love  embrace s  Nat ion ’ s  roo t s . . .
no t  a l t ru i s t i c ,  s e l f - e f fa c ing  v i r tue  he ld
when  f i r s t  man grew  f rom l i t t l e  bra in 
. . . h e  saw h imse l f ,  an  ent i ty  in  space

p e rc e i v ed  a s  h i s  d iv ide ,  f rom o ther  b e ing s
that  c rawl ed  and  crep t ,  much  l ower  to  the  ground

where  he  h imse l f ,  now b iped  had  come  down
y e t  no  p lac e  l ow ,  a s  d i r t  made  now ,  e thereal
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ach i ev ing  great  c ommand . . . though  not  qu i t e  God . . .
a  f enc e  d iv id ing  an imal s ,  d i vorc ing  them

and so  You  were  c once iv ed ,  inv inc ib ly ,  a s  God
as  men  p layed  mirror  o f  Your  Per f e c t  S e lf

as  l e s s e r  Gods . . . y e t  b e t t e r  than  mere  b eas t s . . .
to  su i t  the  rump o f  van i ty ,  f rom whi ch  i t s  c l e f t . . .

but ,  e v en  Shaman-tr i ck ery ,  cannot  w i ths tand 
the  t ruth  that  abrogate s ,  fa l s e  l i ght

whi l e  dark  s tays  dark  and  hab i t s  s e en ,  a s  i s

A s  we l l . . .Gre ek  e s s enc e s  id ea l . . .
form the  f e eb l e  bas i s  o f  your  p l i ght

pre f e r  e rroneous ,  b l ind- s ight
. . .to  c ommon be ing

propor t i on ing  The  Good . . .we l l  argued  there
the  Schoo l  o f  Athens ,  ca tegor i e s  name
Ar i s to t e l ian  fu l c rum for  J ew-cant

where in ,  fa l la c i ous ly . . .men  c la im a  throne

. . . so  enemie s  might  b e  s t ruck  down 
w i th  k i l l ing ’ s  grasp  o f  c i rcumstance

i gnor ing  wr i t . . .

Indeed ,  who ,  w i l l  no t  b e  rude 
a t  threat  o f  babe  and  hear th  and  home . . .

. . .then  what  i s  parad igm,  o f  proper  b e ing 
when  nuance  fa l t e r s ,  a s  d i s c re t i on  fa i l s
to  sanc t i fy  b l ood-v i c t ims ,  on  the  f i e ld

s inc e  l i f e  proc e ed s ,  f rom k i l l ,  t o  no t  b e  k i l l ed

fair  k i l l ing  thr iv e s . . . n e ed  b e  where  ph i l o s ophy 

and  the  i c on i c ,  B loody  Ho ly  Cros s . . .wa i t  on 
a s  war  pro te c t s  u s  a l l . . . o r  e l s e . . . k i l l s  u s

Y e t  h ere  i s  what  I ’ l l  do  f o r  you ,  f o r thwi th

. . . s inc e  i gnorance  i t s e l f  i s  mos t  to  b lame 
for  your  perc e i v ed  d i sgrac e  or  l o s s  o f  fa ce 

I ’ l l  h e lp  you  g e t  back  to  your  happy  p lac e . . .
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forge t  the  Ho ly  and  Unho ly  guff 
and  do  f or  You  what  You  be s t  must

and spread  the  word 
that  War ,  swee t -war ’ s  the  s tu ff 

l i k e  bread  i t s e l f . . . th e  s ta f f  o f  L i fe
as  t roub l ed  men  in  happy  t ime s

. . .the i r  muske t s  pr imed 
and  b lade s  shopworn ,  f rom cut t ing  throat s

or  happy  men . . . in  t roub l ed  t ime s
bras s  cannons  f i l l ed

w i th  dogs  o f  war . . . and  yet 
too l s  lu s t ing  b e l l i c o s i ty
w i l l  ex - t i r -pate ,  t oo  much

too  s oon ,  s e l f -b e ing ,  a t  once
once  nuc l ear -age ,  fu l f i l l s

i t s  gro s s ,  a s c endancy

 We might  l ook  hard  and  not  pre t end

. . .upho ld ing  Vi c tory 
a s  proo f  b eyond  s e l f - in tere s t  and 

. . . ba ld  s ent iment
l i k e  Hanukkah  by  Maccabean  dead . . .
rev ea l s  uns e emly ,  narc i s s i s t i c  l ove

f orbearance  thu s
m i ght  save  our  own beas t -be ing

from Nature ’ s  ba ld  in s i s t enc e . . . k i l l  t o  be 
whi ch  one  day  must  a l l  c ea se

or  e l s e  exa l t ed- s e lf
by  natura l - s e l f ’ s  d evoured

as  appe t i t e s  grow  more ,  f o r  mors e l l ed  death
from what  i t  f e ed s

devou-er - ing . . . ‘ t i l l  no th ing ’ s  l e f t  !

*

124



Je sus  Chr i s t . . . i s  surpr i s ed  to  f ind  Beowul f ,  apparent ly

pray ing ,  but  the  Hero  demurs  and  turns  ov er  to  J e su s 
a  l ong  J eremiah i c  c ompla int  about  the  c ond i t i on  o f  man
s cratched  out  in  b l ood  or  p erhaps  ju s t  red  ink . . . on  a  l ong 
p i e c e  o f  parchment  by  an  anonymous ,  l i t t l e ,  human-be ing

C a n t o N in e
Jesus Chr ist i s s tand ing back o f  the same long smooth bou lder 

upon wh ich he had ear l ie r H imse l f  been observed in p rayer. . .bu t th is 

t ime i t i s He who serene ly  observes Geat Warr io r, Beowul f , d ives ted 

o f  h is sh ie ld and spear, h is h inge- jawed he lmut bes ide h im on the 

ground and h is Theseus- l i ke , long , par t l y  b ra ided ha i r. . . reach ing to 

h is b road shou lders , as he s i ts c ross- legged peer ing upward in to the 

chorus o f  exp lod ing s ta rs wh i le temblors o f  g rav i ta t iona l waves fan 

ou t a round them and c i rc l ing neut ron s ta rs sp in up in to the gap ing 

maws o f  two b lack ho les and t ra i l ing supernovae co l l ide as pu ls ing 

in f ra red spec t ra ag i ta te across ske ins o f  mu l t id imens iona l 
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space. . .as l igh t f rom Io does no t exceed i t s de f in i t i ve dura t ion , bu t 

ins tead, d is tance i t se l f ,  wa i ts , as par t i c les o f  muons reach ground 

and Beowul f  i s observed by  Jesus uncharac ter is t i ca l l y  chant ing 

words tha t sound remote ly  l i ke re l ig ious prayers o r incanta t ions . . .as 

Jesus says, imperat ive ly:

“  Warr i or . . . s o  proud ly  unashamed
   . . .what  are  you  do ing  now ? 

. . .you  sa id  you  were  an  Athe i s t ,  re j e c t ing  Me 
o r  any  Mora l  God  s o  named . . .

a s  we l l  rampag ing  Gods  o f  a l l  Geat  C lan s 
who  s t rugg l ed  Peace  and  War  above  the  c l oud s

as  d id  your  Geat s  v i c tor i ous  on  Earth
where in  you  l earned  to  sk i l l fu l ly  c ontend

for  hear th  and  r ight  o f  proper ty  and  honoured  name
be f ore  the  Chr i s t ian  Pi lgr ims  came

to  c l eans e  w i th  J ewry ’ s  Tes tament s ,  your  land
to  put  an  end  to  barb ’rous  Pagan s t r i fe

so  what  say  you ,  o f  a l l  th i s  prayer l i k e  babb- e - l ing 
have  you  re canted . . . your  b la spheming  o f  My Holy  name

l i k e  Sau l ’ s  qu i ck  turnabout ,  to  wor sh ip  Me

. . .the  One  True  God 
who  br ings  f o rg iv ene s s  f o r  your  Morta l  S ins . . .
. . .what  i s  th i s  now do  t e l l . . . e xp la in  yours e lf

and ver i ly . . . i t  n ev er  i s  too  la te  to  change  your  mind
inde ed ,  your  wo l f i sh  c l oak . . . t o  b e  the  lamb 

Beowulf  s ighs then wi th  apparent  e f for t  speaks:

“  I  say . . . you  d id ,  s o  g i v e  me  s tart

I  d id  no t  s e e  you  there . . . n ear ,  c l o s e  a t  hand
 m ind- inward-eye s  were  s e e ing  e l s e ,  I  do  de c lare

You  ask . . . t o  know ,  where  my thought s  go
or  ev en  too ,  where  they  began . . .

a l though ,  I  don ’ t  sp eak  read i ly  o f  what  I  am
because  I  know myse l f ,  an  ord inary  man
who  t r i e s  p erhaps  too  hard  to  b e ,  h imse lf
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and wi th  each  breath ,  l i v e ,  and  l i v e  aga in
but  s inc e  you  s e em a  w i l l ing  b l ok e ,  I ’ l l  show . . .
much  o f  what  i s  prompt ing  me ,  r i ght  now
such  beauty  as  I  s e e  i t ,  spread  far  out

i t  ch i l l s  my f ear l e s s  bone s . . . f ear l e s s  ‘ t i l l  now
the  power  and  maj e s ty  o f  nature  turned  sub l ime

so  de ep  and  h igh  and  broad
i t  vor tex- l i k e ,  c ompe l s  great  t rep idat i on ,  in

my too ,  too  morta l  f l e sh
whi l e  ye t  mind ’ s  eye ,  d i spe l s  my body ’ s  f ear

o f  Nature ’ s  re ckon ing . . .
b e come  t rue  f r i end ,  to  f e e l ing-art

w i th  ro ck  and  wind ,  th i s  land  and  s tar s . . .
i gnor ing  pr i e s t ly  and  redempt ive

Jew-bred ,  Chr i s t ian  cant
so  mark  myse l f  to  c ontemplate

each  awkward  pre s enc e  in  my mind 
contaminant  o f  a l l  one  wou ld  de s i re . . . 

and  wou ld  mal ignant ,  hate
in s t ead ,  I  say . . . f a i l  to  f o rg ive 

each  ne ighbour ’ s  pr i ck ly  pre s enc e  in  your  mind
and burden  to l e rance  do  no t  ab ide . . .

in s t ead  s e ek  bruta l  hand  f or  su i t  o f  noo se
. . .no t  f o r  your  s e lf

because  hypocr i sy  o ’ e rwhe lms ,  our  gro s s  c once i t . . .
and  s o . . . b e  bo ld  and  bo lder ,  s t i l l . . .
d i s card  smooth  vani t i e s . . . in s t ead 

b e  ev ’ry  turp i tude ,  you  wou ld  condemn
embrace  d e f e c t  o f  s t ra in ing- l ove

and so  rede em your  s cow l . . .
shape  comfor t  no t  f rom s ent iment

but  by  f rank  courage  and  robus t  c ontempt
be  hone s t  now to  s e ek  a  d i f f e rent  road . . .

that ’ s  never  s t ra ight  through  narrow gate
w i th  unctuous  p i e t i e s . . . that  s t ink . . . o f  ca su i s t ry
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B re ed  o f  ind i f f e rence ,  more . . .
and  never  su l ly  s e lf

through  rude  in tent ’ s . . .mos t  gro s s  d e s c ent 
by  pu l s e  o f  gre ed  and  weeds  c orrupt ing  s ent i ence

. . .prepare  d e spa ir
because ,  w inds  p i e rc ing  and  co ld  f i rmament 

w i l l  f o l l ow  s oon . . . t o  swa l l ow  up ,  l i k e  L ion ,  Lamb s
or  uncommis s i oned  t re e  & rock ,  sp eak  ava lanche
or  spe c i ous  do l t ’ s  hard  b l ows  or  l i ghten ing  bo l t s

rust  or  ro t  o r  cancer  spread s
despo i l ing  and  reward ing  l iar s  and  th i ev e s

desp i t e  the i r  s e l v e s . . .
where  c i v i l  bourgeo i s  maggot s  f e ed 

on  c i v i c  spo i l s ,  a t  b e st

I t  s e ems  beyond  us  a l l  to  know . . .

s inc e  ne i ther  Weather  good . . .nor  Riche s ,  Love , 
nor  Marr iage . . . and

nor  ev en  peac e fu l - s t eady  bache l orhood ,  prov ide . . .
nor  Va l l eys  do ,  nor  Mounta intops . . .
nor  any  good  cond i t i on  that  we  s e ek

l eads  where  sp e c i f i c  to  known needs . . .w e ’re  sa t i s f i ed
so  a s  to  laugh  and  s ing  and  merry  be 

w i thout  a  break . . . but  ye t  we  do  go  on  and  on
as  i f  we  knew to  wend  where  we ,  wou ld- content -be

and f l i t  in s t ead ,  uns tab l e . . . through  dark  f i rmament s

Who  knows  what ’ s  t rue . . . ?

I  bare ly  know when  farmer  p l ows  (or  shou ld ) 
o r  when  the  shepherd  f o ld s  h i s  she ep  (or  wou ld )

or  when  to  s t r ik e  a  b l ow  to  k i l l  a  f oe
exc ept  f o r  gue s s ing  now or  now ,  o r  now !

Nor  are  we  cu l l ed  to  f la t  o r  round  by  s tar s
nor  l ed  to  v i r tue  by  v i r tue ’ s  in tent
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whi l e  s e emly  Ange l s  gu ide  our  f e eb l e  hand s
oh  no . . .we  do  in s t ead . . .what  s oon  appears  a s  r ight . . .
for  where  we  th ink  we  b e . . . ju s t  b e ing  us . . . b e caus e . . .

I  can  be  on ly  what  I  am. . .who ’d  be  a  King
ju s t  a s  a  l ea f  c on forms  to  l ea fy  s e lf

or  egg  consp i re ,  e gg  shaped
myse l f  w i l l  b e  and  no  th ing  e l se

no  matter  that  I  t ry
upon  my path ,  l ed  by  the  no s e  to  make  good  s ense

and s impl i fy  i r regu lar i t i e s
as  de spo t  and  fanat i c  bo th ,  c o e rce

a l l  e l s e ,  no t  l i k e  myse lf
conf i rms  s ourc e  c rue l ty  der iv ed
to  shape  ac cord ing  to  my p lace

no t  us . . .who  don ’ t  suc cumb to  ru l e s
naught  shor t  o f  d eath  and  no  th ing  e l se

our  game . . . a  tyrant ’ s  ta s t e ,  my law
my game . . . by  each  and  ev ery  one

i t ’ s  p layed  the  same
and here ’ s  the  nub  o f  my compla int

so  that  i f  you  are  God
and not  a  fu l s ome  ac tor  in  a  tawdry  p lay

or  image  in  a  c lumsy  poem that  g e t s  i t  wrong
. . . i f  You  are  Rea l . . . I  say

l i k e  f oo l s  might  c l ing  to  l i f e ,  w i th  sho t s  o f  g in
or  s e ek  good luck  by  p lay ing  card s 

in  gambl ing-dens  ‘ t i l l  dawn
or  any  f oo l i sh  enterpr i s e ,  that  men  indu lge
l i k e  s e ek ing  l ov e  f o r  happ ine s s  and  p l ea sure

l eads  qu i ck ,  to  pa in
as  b eauty ,  youth  and  laughter  wane 

too  s oon ,  too  s oon
who  thought  they ’d  la s t ,  y e t  ru in  came . . .
to  b e  and  then ,  due  c ours e ,  th en  not  to  be
and so ,  w i th  a l l  my modes ty  in tac t ,  I  say
thi s  Wor ld ’ s  a  mug ’ s  game  a l l  around
a  t ed ium o f  s o l i tude  that  don ’ t  l e t  up
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exc ept  s omet ime ,  a t  c o s t  o f  money ,  l i f e  and  l imb
so  ev en  w i th  a  sur f e i t  o f  qu i ck  w it
no  more  than  dogs  to  r i s e  above . . .

in equ i t i e s  that  drag  us  down
so  s e ek  in  games  and  puer i l e  s ong s

and fa tuous ,  fu l s ome  p la t i tude s
to  mask  the  s t ink ing  corps e  o f  day  to  day

de f e rr ing  ru l e s
where  ev en  Grende l  f inds  vas t  c rue l t i e s ,  ex c e ed ing  h i s

a  wor ld  where  ev en  r i che s  wont  de lay
the  far  too  rap id  d i sappear ing  day . . .
nor  any  o ther  c l e v er  t r i ck  d e f e r ,  we  pay
too  much ,  too  much ,  too  much . . . f o r  ga in

Le t  Hate  b e  g lad 
w ind ,  sand  and  P l e iade s  c oncur
though  not  f o r  mayhem. . . s t i ll

be  un l ik e  Mus l im-drab  or  Chr i s t ian- f oo l . . . o r  puer i l e -J ew
fab l ed  far  and  wide  w i th  noth ing  proved . . .

y e t  g lad ,  g lad ,  g lad  be . . .
when  he  or  she . . . no t  we . . . do  t r ip  and  fa ll
nor  knocked  f rom s t em to  s t e rn  our  J im

. . . in s t ead  the i r  Jane  or  Jack
and  pray  our  ta l ent ’ s  br ight  reward s 

w i l l  suck -up  ev eryth ing  they  own and  want
as  b eauty ,  toys  and  game s 

p i l e  mer i t  in  our  shack ,  they ’ l l  no t  a f f ord

P re t end  no  th ing  s o  ho l l ow  at  the  c ore

. . . a s  s e eming  l ove
but  b e  l ov e ’ s  fa i l ed  c ons t i tuent 

and  not  prevar i cant . . . o f  what  you  are
to  name  the i r  game 

and  then  o f  c ours e  name  your s
and then  perhaps . . .

w i th  our  d im l i ght  in  darkened  cave
w e  may jus t  r i s e  to  smal l  a s c ent ,  a s  Ange l s  no . . .

in s t ead  a s  b eas t s ,  made  b e t t e r  than  we  are
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moved  up  f rom l i on ,  wo l f  o r  shark 
. . . a s  we l l  w i th  a l l  my contemplat iv e  pa in 

rev ea l ed  to  you ,  h ere  now . . .
du l l  babb l ing-babe  to  parent  on  the  s toop

H e re  now . . . I ’ l l  p i l e  up  more  than  me 

. . .that  a i l s ,  in  sp i t e  o f  you
r i ght  here . . . c la sped  in  my good  r ight  hand

a  l e t t e r  d i rg e  c ompla in s 
o f  a l l  that  men  who  wor sh ip  you  must  take

. . . a s  t rue  or  fa l se
exc ept  th i s  apos ta te ,  do e s  no t  f ear  God

. . .nor  ev en  Dev i l ,  c ome  to  that
and speaks  a s  i f  th e  wor ld  de c lared  i t s e lf

when  hone s t  men  contend  to  s e e  what  i s ,  a s  i s

I ’ l l  l e t  you  read  i t  then ,  r i ght  now

to  g e t  a  g l impse  o f  what  i t  i s . . .
you  thought  you  saw me  do . . .much  l i k e  a  prayer

but  not  to  You ,  w i th  a l l  re spe ct 
my Ho ly  J ew ,  f o r  God  or  no 
I ’ l l  no t  c ontend  wi th  f r i l l s

o f  subs tance s  o r  c la ims ,  exc ep t  to  say . . .
You  J e sus  can  br ing  noth ing  to  th i s  wor ld

. . . but  c ompound mis ery
as  f or  Your  Father  in  His  Wormho l e  Great . . .

h igh  in  the  Sky ,  b egat t ing  You 
whi l e  Jo s eph  laboured  bread 

for  You  and  bro ther  James  and  k in

H e  i s  a  mere  t e chni c ian  who  prepared . . .
a  sur f e i t  o f  sad  s ent iment 

and  a l l  th i s  f e e l ing  s tu f f  has  run  amuck
so  p i ty  doe s  c ontend  wi th  mercy  s t i ll 

and  mercy  s t rugg l e s  might i ly  w i th  r ight
as  we l l  c ontr iv ed . . .who  shou ld  b e  b lamed . . .

rev i l ed ,  re j e c t ed  and  de sp i s ed
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who  e l s e  exa l t ed  a s  a  Sa int ,  gave  work  to  Pr i e s t s . . .
so  c ongregat i ons  t i thed  might  g enuf l e ct
and a l l  th i s  mes s  has  ev eryone  con fus ed

a l though  no  s ing l e  l i v ing  th ing  sk ip s  d eath
so  then . . .You  hang  a  promis e  f rom a  s t i ck . . .

 o f  Ever la s t ing  L i fe
in  t rade  f o r  f ix ed  devo t i on  to  Your  prop s
that  s e ems ,  mos t  laughab l e  to  Me

or  anyone  who  share s  good  s ens e ,  w i th  s tone s  or  s t i ck s

Thi s  d ia tr ib e  I ’m ho ld ing  here . . .
thi s  d e ep  hear t f e l t  c ompla int . . . shows  up  Your  game

so  here  i t  i s  f o r  Your  perusa l  now
I ’ l l  l e t  You  read  i t . . . but  a l oud . . .
so  ev en  Wind  and  Sand  and  Star s 
can hear  i t  f rom Your  Sacred  L ip s

the  hear t f e l t  b i t t e r  l i tany  o f . . . ju s t  one  hone s t  man 
aga ins t  Your  fu l s ome ,  bung l ing  Mora l  Tr i ck s
so  that  each  word  You  God ly  Speak ,  f o r thwi th
sha l l  b i t e  a  furrow de ep  in to  Your  Ho ly  Tongue

so  when  i t ’ s  done . . . t ruth-d i t che s  f rank  and  unadorned
sha l l  c ondui t  b e t t e r  wor ld s . . . 

than any You  contr iv ed  ‘ t i l l  now
so  h i s  f re sh  woe fu l  words  rede em ,  no t  on ly  men 

but  c l eans e  and  thus  rede em Your  unctuous  Mouth  at  root
and make  o f  You  a  w i s e r  and  l e s s  f oo l i sh  God

. . . i f  God  you  be
than You have  proved ,  a la s ,  ‘ t i l l  now !

Jesus repl ies:

“I  take  you  at  your  word ,  Beowulf
for  I  wou ld  b e  a  s orry  God  indeed 

to  f ear  The  Truth 
no  matter  where  t ruth  s i t s  o r  l i e s  o r  mounts  and  r ide s

truth ’ s  no t  exc lus iv e  to . . . th e  Rea lm o f  God
for  Truth  f i r s t  came . . . th en  in  a  manger  I  was  born

132



so  I  w i l l  read  out  l oud . . . s o  a s  you  say
the  ground  i t s e l f  can  hear  and  know . . . th i s  poor  man ’ s  word s

tre e s  too ,  sha l l  no t  i gnore 
and  ev ery  s tone  sha l l  share 

what  th i s  c ompla iner  grudge s  in  My ro le 
to  Serve  and  Save 

and  Be  the  L ight  f o r  S inner s  ev erywhere
l e t  Me  fu l l  quote  i t  word  by  word . . .

a s  i t  c ontends  and  t r ip s  a l ong 
v e r s e - l i k e ,  by  pa ir ing  d ing  w i th  dong

and l ong  w i th  s t rong  and  de ep  w i th  s l e ep 
and  do t  w i th  po t . . . and  on  and  on  and  on . . .

p e rhaps  h i s  ta l ent  w i l l  impre s s  a s  much ,  w i th  rhyme 
a s  b i t t e r  rant  aga ins t  my Ho ly  Be ing

here  now . . . I  quote  th i s  ab j e c t  s t rugg l ing 

J eremiah i c  bard  a t  hand . . .mark  we l l  :

“ I ’m bo i l ing her e ,  in  the  r ed  sun
my fe e t  ar e  t i ed . . . s o  I  can ’ t  run

so  t e l l  me  God  over  my head
when are  you  go ing to  end  th is  dr ead  ?

Who  t i ed  my fe e t  and cursed  my soul
and l e f t  me  her e  f o r  r o t  and to i l

who  made  the  c l ouds  pour  down hot  l ead
who  made  these  f e e t  b e t ray my head . . . ?

Was  i t  my cr ime  just  t o  b e  born. . . ( ? )
. . .what  d id  I  do ,  ‘ t i l l  I  b e  dead . . .

t o  l i e  so  wre tched  in  th is  b ed
or  burned  a l ive  and broken down

tossed  her e  and ther e  by  awful  s to rms
whi l e  f oo ls  abound who  c la im to  know. . .

who  rul es  in  He l l ,  how,  why and when
the  Boss  of  Heaven comes  and goes

whi l e  p rayers  and p lans  c l ing to  the  ground. . .
wi th  no  r edress  f rom Right  fo r  Wrong
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I  would  s t i l l  l ove  and be  l oved  ye t . . .
but  anything that ’ s  t rue ,  inst ead . . .
shows  us  i ts  back  as  dog ’s -day ends

as  c la ims of  l ove  ar e  bandied  round. . .
i l lus ion  c la ims to  b e  our  f r i end

. . . in  s e edy bars  wher e  Tom l i es  drunk
in fac t ’ r i es  b l eak  where  Mol ly  sweats . . .

. . . in  s ta l ls  wher e  Hiram markets  Cod
downtown where  Be t ty  does  he r  r ounds 
and merchants  s t r ive  t o  ge t  r i ch  quick 
. . . t o  so lve  the  nagging o ld  d i l emma. . .

o f  l i f e  t oo  shor t ,  t oo  co ld  and brutal
as  Heaven-huckste rs  conjugate . . .

wi th  incense  on  a  s i lv e r  p la t e
conjur ing round The  Corpus  Chr is tus 

and most  unsanguinary,  Spir i tus
. . .de emed  contours  of  the  unseen  essence

l ike  maniacs . . . ignore  the  d iff e r ence . . .
b e tween  what  i s  and is  not ,  p r es ent
a  ba ld-faced ,  b l oody,  p la in ,  lacuna

I  t ook  the  Sacrament  you  se e . . .
and l oved  my ne ighbours  earnest ly
but  no  one  then  r e turned  the  f e rvor

so  turned  my cheek ,  f rom l e f t  t o  r ight . . .
t o  ho ld  back  t ears ,  each  t ime  they  s t r ike

unti l  they  had  the i r  way wi th  me . . .
and forc ed  me  down. . . so  they  could  fuck me

then hung around to  b r eak  my bones . . .
and dr ive  me  f rom my s imple  home

What  was  my cr ime . . .what  was  my fo l ly . . .
what  d id  I  do  so  that  wasn’ t  j o l ly  ?

Sure  I  might  l ove . . . but  f i rs t  should  s e e  You
and i f  somet ime  I  c ould  just  p l ease  You

but  when I  t ry ,  s t i l l  noth ing happens
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. . . inst ead  you thr eat en  me  wi th  worms 
and t ease  me  in  a  wor ld  that  turns . . . 

f r om everything deemed  good  and r ight
away from beauty and from l ight . . .

away from al l  that  makes  good  s ense

You taught  these  t imbers  how to  burn. . .
then  fanned  the  f lame  and s toked  the  f i r e

You showed  the  hounds  t o  bark  and b i t e  me
and taught  the  adder  wher e  t o  s t r ike 

You  sever e  l imbs  and cut  o ff  heads . . .
you  say choose  th is  o r  that  inst ead

. . .we l l  now I  choose  my bro ther  J eb . . .
the  poor ,  decr ep i t  inval id . . .

r i s e -up  f rom bed  befor e  he ’ s  dead
and walk  and ta lk  and br eak  a  bage l . . .

wi th  j o l ly  gi r ls ,  say Sal  o r  Mabe l
. . . but  l i es  the r e  s tar ing at  the  c e i l ing

some  say i t ’ s  l i f e ,   i t  sure  i s  fa t e . . .
but  why s t i f f  J eb  and not  J eb ’ s  mate . . .

whi l e  t oads  and frogs  s t i l l  c roak  and p lop
and dogs  s t i l l  bark  and foxes  t r o t . . .

J eb  just  l i es  the r e ,  l ike  a  l og . . .
cant  s ing a  song or  t e l l  a  l i e

I  choose  t o  s e e  myse lf  as  f r e e - of
. . . theocrat i c  sophis t ry

and know the i r  game. . .
they ’ r e  a l l  the  same

I  choose  t o  f ly  and run and jump. . .
and know one  honest  man again

but  not  one  t rapped  in  pews  I  swear
. . . but  just  l ike  any s i l ly  f e l l ow . . .

t ears  s t i l l  s ta in  my t ear -soaked-p i l l ow
and r eappear  wi th  no  compl iance . . .
f r om me  o r  any known contr ivance

hang around to  work  or  p lay
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. . .what ’ s  badger ing. . . t o  make  me  s tay
with  winsome  b londe . . .not  warm brunet t e

t o  g ive  he r ,  ch i ld . . .and keep  a  p e t . . .
t o  l iv e  in  t own. . .not  in  the  meadow
to  b e  a  man who  favours  ye l l ow . . .
s tays  up  la t e  and p lays  the  c e l l o

I t  s e ems I  wi l l . . . i t  s e ems I  wont . . .
run around wi th  c rypt ic  p l o ts

whose  scheming’s  just  another  phase  o f 
what  must  b e ,  but  can’ t  qui t e  s e e . . .

ignor ing deep  complex i t i es . . .
c l oaked  in  further  mystery

ambit i on  r id ing up  and down 
to  save  the  b r idge  that ’ s  fa l l ing down

or  argue  wi th  a  swol l en  brook . . .
i t  turn swif t  curr ent  r ight  around

. . . o r  owl  b ecome  a  but t e rf ly 
that  s tays  as  i s  and wi l l  b e  ye t

in  sp i t e  o f  what  I  do  o r  say. . .

So ...twinkle ,  twinkle ,  l i t t l e  s tar
t e l l  me  when th is  p lague  wi l l  end. . .

o r  i f  Mari e  wi l l  ge t  he r  Jack . . .
We ’d  be  l ike  l i t t l e  Gods  comple t ed 

t o  s tage  the  p lay and choose  the  s eason
yet  sun wi l l  r i s e  wi thout  good  p lanning

whi l e  ne ighbour  p e e r ing through my window
waits  t o  s e e ,  when I  might  l eave 

t o  r ide  my horse  and milk  my cow 
and bury me  wi th  my own p lough  !
Did  I  choose  he r . . . o r  d id  she  me . . . ( ? )
did  I  choose  ‘ s e e ’  o r  ‘never -be ’ . . . ( ? )

did  I  choose  oak. . .d id  I  choose  app l e . . . ( ? )
did  I  choose  p eace . . . and then  the  bat t l e  ?

You  show up  la t e ,  God ,  never  s e t t l e . . .
and c la im the  no ise  but  not  the  ra t t l e
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inst ead  You lay your  t r ia ls  on  me
you made  the  wor ld ,  ye t  c la im I ’m fr e e

s t i l l  somehow I ’m unfi t  t o  f l e e . . .
f r om him or  he r  o r  th is  o r  that . . .

the  monkey s t i l l  r ides  on  my back

You promised . . .ye t  the  days  grow co lder 
and p l enty s tays  outs ide  my larder

as  hunger  r ides  wher e  I  once  thr ived . . .
now weaker -boned  and dimmer- eyed

with  l ouder  groans  and s t ronger  s ighs

I ’ l l  never  fa l l  f o r  c l e r i c ’ s  t r i ck
who ’d  burden me  wi th  moral  b r i cks

I ’ l l  dr ink his  wine  and eat  h is  p runes
then wr ing h is  scrawny neck  at  noon

and hang his  eyebal ls  on  a  p eg 
and use  h is  cassock  for  a  rug

to  wipe  h is  b l ood  f rom off  my boo ts
and prove  that  He l l  on  Earth  i s  s taying

in sp i t e  o f  p r eaching God  at  me . . .
by  twis t ing words  f rom-inside -out

as  i f  what ’ s  p la in  cannot  b e  s e en 
wi th  corpses  l ining Katyn‘s  fo r es ts

burned-rubber ,  s t inking-up- the -Congo 
wher e  b l ood  was  sp i l l ed  in  horr id- to r r ents

and heads  s ent  r o l l ing in  Cambodia . . .
p i l ed  in  rows  wi thout  the i r  noses

Whil e  China  dates  have  a l l  b e en  s e t 
f o r  chopp ing off  the  good  round heads . . .

o f  s t i l l  more  ye l l ows ,   in  Manchuria
with  r i c e  s t i l l  s t eaming in  the i r  bowls 
and ke t t l es  whis t l ing on  the i r  s t oves

or  a l l  those  b lue - eyed  b londe ,  Confederat es . . .
ta l l  and s t ra ight ,  as  ashen wickets

po l i t e ly  s tarv ing ‘ cause  they  wouldn’ t . . .
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r ead  the  wr i t ing,  on  the  wal l 
“ . . .k i l l ing thr ives ,  whi l e  man’s  a l ive  ! ”

Nor  has  i t  ended  in  Rwanda
perhaps  i ts  shouldn’ t . . . p e rhaps  i t  oughta . . .

as  po ison gas ,  j e t -nozzled ,  ra ins 
on  Gypsi es ,  J ews  and Queers  and Communists

whi l e  Mozart  p lays  a  minuet
for  d iners  auf  dem Linden-Strasse

Fr i end Nie tzche  c la ims now God  is  dead 
(  who  never  l iv ed . . . so  how now dead  ?  )

Where  i s  His  grave . . . I  might  b e l i eve  i t . . .
show me  His  t omb. . . I ’ l l  c rawl  into  i t 

and weep  r ight  t o  the  v e ry  end
if  God  once  l iv ed  and now l i es  dead . . . !

The  wor ld ’s  a  c razy bouncing bean. . .
a  smudge  of  o rder  marr ing chaos

excep t  t o  dr ive  us  round the  b end. . .
wi th  never  rhyme nor  r eason yet

that  makes  us  c l ing to  s i l ly  c la ims
of  how we  know what ’ s  up  o r  down

and what ’ s  the  b es t  game  in  the  t own
and who  should  t ry  and s t i l l  who  shouldn’ t

who  should  be  l ocked ,  in  ja i l -up-for - i t 
and never  ge t  t o  r es t  the i r  head . . .

on  p lump and downy feather ed-beds . . .
whi l e  b l okes  ignor ing quarks  and atoms 

march  in  l ine  t o  s e rv ic e  Adam
 and genufl ec t  in  d im-l i t  quorums
with  r igid ,  f o rmal ,  s t r i c t  decorum

yet cant  s e e  s t ra ight  but  wi l l  s e e  c rooked
whose  fa i th  might  f ly  them to  the  moon. . .

on  Angel ’ s  wings  o r  on  a  broom 
as  mountains  move  t o  assuage  doubt 
and br ing down manna from the  sky
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as  f ishes ,  l oaves ,  f e ed  sundry masses
t i t  b i ts  o f  magic  made  fo r  asses . . .

c onjured  in  the i r  tawdry c i rcus
such  foo ls  as  eve r  mi lked  a  cow 

or  baked  good  br ead  o r  hooked  a  t r out 
o r  p l oughed  s t ra ight  furrows  wi th  a  p l ough

or  went  a ’hunting wi th  the i r  dog 
and se t  h im running,  through the  va l l ey

or  chase  a  duck up  d im-l i t  a l l ey . . .
o r  s tuck  a  p ig  o r  carved  a  turkey

. . . o r  k issed  a  maid  when she  was  p e rky
   and squeezed  her  hard . . . so  she  s tayed  happy. . . !  “

U pon rec i t ing th is long doggere l compla in t Jesus 

paused to w ipe h is b row, apparent ly  con fused about how 

to f rame h is reac t ion . . .when Beowulf spoke:

      “Within  my reach  o f  c omprehens i on . . .
thi s  ev idence  ne eds  s t r i c t  a t t ent i on

death ,  d e cay  and  shame  abas ed . . .
work s  wonder s  on  a  pre t ty  face

that  no  hone s t ,  mora l  God  w i l l  answer 
b re ed s  f ear  a s  was  unknown in  me . . .

onc e  Hero  named ,  now rendered  f e eb le
. . . but  never  Heathen  Gods  I ’ve  swayed 
who ’ve  s e rv ed  Geat  Thanes  unt i l  today

my bo lder  ut t e rance s  name
no  c omfor t  in  Your  Large  Domain 
my g ibber i sh ,  no  language  known

s tays  meaning l e s s . . . f rom s t em to  s t e rn
as  random and  con f l i c t ing  w ind s 

that  s t i r  the  wor ld . . .nor  good ,  nor  bad
I  g enuf l e c t  to  what ’ s  unknown . . .

to  show myse l f  no t  proud  or  w i s e . . .
the  s e rvant  o f  uns e e ing  eye s 

that  end  in  s tardus t  whence  I  ro s e . . .
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anonymous ,  no t  knowing  i f . . . .
I  came  or  go . . .nor  r ight ,  nor  wrong 
w i th  no  great  mode l  and  bo ld  p lan

avo id ing  l i tan i e s  o r  s i gns . . .
avo id ing  words  that  sa t i s fy
I  w i l l  par take  ju s t  l i t t l e  s t ep s

nor  l eap  to  judge  nor  c lamour-rush 
to  f end-o f f  what  we  t ra f f i c  in 

so  then  sun-br ight  I  might  ju s t  s tay . . .
to  wend  my way . . . another  day

in  smal l e r  b i t s . . .w i th  smal l e r  s t ep s
and smal l e r . . . and  s t i l l  sma l l e r ,  s t ep s

*
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A  Shaman-Tri ck s t e r  has  p inned  J e sus  to  the  ground
whi l e  d e l i v e r ing  a  power fu l  d ia tr ib e  aga ins t  Monothe i s t i c  Dual i sm

in  favour  o f  Moni s t i c  Animism and  o ther  f o rms  o f  Pagani sm

C a n t oT e n

S parks are seen f ly ing th rough the a i r and loud c lang ing 

no ises resound across the broad sky  as the l igh t  changes 

co lour in rap id success ion f rom red to b lue , vermi l l ion , p ink , 

pa le g reen and then br igh t ye l low, back and fo r th th rough 

the fu l l spec t rum and severa l hues no t seen s ince the be-

g inn ing o f  the Tr iass ic per iod and beyond . . .
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as someone is heard shouting :

”  U nhand me  f oo l . . . th i s  can ’ t  b e  done . . . l ea s t  no t  to  me . . .

s top  now or  e l s e  God-wrath  w i l l  fa l l  and  heav i ly  on  you 
to  l eave  you  f l ounder ing  in  wor s e  than  Dante ’ s  p i t  o f  He l l  !

I s  th i s  what  you  asp i re . . .

d e s i s t  o r  I  w i l l  fa sh ion  you  a  b e t t e r  man 
o r  e l s e  wor s e -beas t  than  what  you  are 
. . . in  sp i t e  o f  a l l  your  e f f o r t s  h ere  to  do 

what  man or  b eas t  shou ld  never  do ,  to  Me . . . !  ”

And there be fore our very  eyes we see a f igure much a man and ye t 

more wo l f  and ye t less wo l f  than bear. . . fea thers s t reaming ou t a l l 

over h im and rows o f  can ine tee th hang ing f rom mul t ip le lea ther 

thongs tha t f la i l about on h is neck as he pummels Jesus Chr is t (o r 

someone look ing much l i ke H is photographs embrac ing Pope P ius 

XXIV (as pub l i shed in the June,7 ,1946 ed i t ion o f  Time Magaz ine) 

w i th the f la t o f  h is hand, obv ious ly  less to in ju re o r des t roy, bu t 

ra ther to impact h is v ic t im ’s a t ten t ion and theat r i ca l l y  impress upon 

h im the exponent ia l d imens ions o f  h is expans ive fu ry. . .

Shaman Trickster

       “ Dare  ca l l  me  f oo l . . . ! 

I  am a  Shaman-Tri ck s t er 
speaker  f o r  Twe lv e  Nat ion  Tr ibe s

. . . b rave s  s t rong  who  roam,  f re e -hunter s  in  the i r  land
because  I  succoured  them and  t reated  wounds  and  a l l . . .

b e f ore  b lack - cr i ck e t s  o f  the  Pope  de s c ended 
w i th  the i r  Chr i s t ian  p lague

and wors e  than  th i ev e s  c onsp i re
 where  mighty  Hudson  and  the  Or inoco  River s  f l ow 

and  in  the  va l l ey-r i f t  o f  Lake  Tangy ’nika 
where  the  tang l ed-roo t s
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o f  tang l ed  human l i f e  b egan 
b e f ore  you  s imp l e -minded  and  conce i t ed  J ew s 

d e c id ed  a l l  th e  Gods  and  Sp ir i t s  c ou ld  b e  ro l l ed
up- into  one  great  g iant  mazzah-ba l l . . .

I  c ou ld  b lame  you . . .

but  know be f ore  you  ev en  dreamed  one  s ing l e  God
to  ga in  h igh  mora l  ground  your  own 

w i th  abso lute s  a s  you  saw f it
Zoroas tr ians  had  monothe i s t i c  fantas i e s - e rrant 
that  you  pre sumed  proc e eded  ju s t  f o r  you

by  Jahweh  Chos en  f or  His  Tabernac le
framed  r ighteous ly ,  Ta lmudic  Brew

as  i f  th e  wor ld ’ s  s t i f f - f ix ed  f or  par s ing  law  punct i l i ou s
in  wonder lands  o f  wea l th  and  h igh  e s t e em
the  a lpha  and  omega  wr i t ,  in  d i s tant  t ime s 

cut  and  g lued  and  na i l ed 
w i th  bans ,  pred i c t i ons ,  admoni t i ons ,  cur s e s

H eaven ,  He l l . . . s e t  up  a s  br ib e s
 that  no  great  w ind  o f  change  or  chance  or  fac i le 

whi te  man ’ s  in te l l e c t . . . c ou ld  bat te r  down
to  a l l  o f  wh i ch  I  here  d e c lare . . .

s inc e  now I ’ve  s ound ly  boxed  Your  ear s 
and  have  you  t rembl ing  l i k e  a  ch i ck en  on  the  ground

l i k e  any  f oo l  who  w i l l  no t  f i ght  when  wronged
indu lg ing  h i s  remors e  and  gu i l t . . .

for  b e ing  l e s s  than  per f e c t  f i t . . . f o r  s omeone  e l s e ’ s  ob tus e  gr id

 L i f e ’ s  no t  s o  s imp l e  a s  a l l  that . . .
you  cannot  p en  enough  good-wr i t . . .my Jewi sh  f r i end
to  change  the  wor ld  o f  Men f rom Bad to  Good

w i th  homi l i e s  o r  Ho ly  Law
for  then  You ’d  make  a  law  to  dash  a  f l ea
or  e l s e  a  law  to  c l ear  a  smoke - f i l l ed  room

or  l i ght  a  cand l e  in  the  Sabbath  dark
or  Ho ly  Laws ,  to  warm your  l i t t l e  to e . . .
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and as  f o r  grand  pro s cr ip t i ons  and  de f t  word s
to  sum th ings  up . . .we l l  re s t  a s sured
m en  w i l l  go  on  the i r  merry  way

to  do  what ’ s  b e st 
to  cure  the i r  appe t i t e s

and whi l e  t ruth  la s t s  and  la s t s  and  la s t s
forev er  and  a  day  and  more  than  that
truth  sh ine s  a  b eacon  to  a l l  ear th ly  s ou l s

w i th  J ews ’  s ou l s  b e st
w inds  change  d i re c t i on  a s  t id e s  ebb  and  f l ow

and each  spr ing  comes ,  a s  never  spr ing  that  wa s
n ew  spr ing  might  d i s l o ca te  great  rea lm s

and space  surrounding  nat i ons  won ’ t  s tay  put . . .
y e t  t ruth  remains  and  k ingdoms  a l t e red
nor th  and  s outh  and  eas t  and  we st 

and  up  and  down . . . engu l f ing  a l l . . .
truth ,  sp i r i t . . . h i ther - th i ther  and  around
truth  la s t s  and  la s t s  and  la s t s ,  don ’ t  doubt
whi l e  sp e c i ous  patent  answer s  ho ld  men  down
to  a l l  th e  gro s s  c on f l i c t i ons  o f  the  wor ld

i gnor ing  God  who  l ov e s  them. . .y et
whi l e  Truth ,  God ’ s  sacred  pre s enc e  in  the  mot t l ed  wor ld

abandons  them. . .w i th  ev ery  sp in  rev ea l ing  l i ght
Your  sacred  abso lute s  are  no t  rede emed . . . and  no  s in  end s

whi l e  men  pre t end . . .meanwhi le
spake  Your  d i s c ip l e ,  J ohn . . .

Your  ardent  worker  in  the  f i e ld 
o f  Good  and  Bad and  Right  and  Wrong
w i th  apothegms  o f  how Sa lvat i on  come s

. . . o f  Your  command
”Where in  you  cannot  s e e . . . ab ide s  no t  s in ,  h e  sa id . . .

   Unb l inded  then . . . v ibrant ,  your  s in  b eg ins . . . ”  
. . . a s  i f  men ’ s  fur t i v e  means ,  a c crue  f rom cho i ce

. . . a s  i f  th ey  choo s e  to  rob  and  k i ll 
i f  s omeone  k ind ly  gave  the i r  ca sh

to  k e ep  the i r  wee -ba irns  sa f e  and  warm. . .
o r  f e t ch  my wi f e  a  lambsk in  coat . . .
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or  me  a  hor s e  and  p l ough . . .
there f ore  a t  c o s t  o f  l og i c  s t re t ched . . .

what  i f  bo ld  s inner ’ s  wrong ’ s  s e en  r ight  ?
or  e l s e  h i s  r i ght  mi s taken  wrong . . .
so  c ontrad i c t s  f ix ed  Mora l  po int s

made  thus  i r re l evant  to  what  shou ld  b e . . .
and  what  shou ld  not  !

Such  here sy  not  b l ind . . .
w i l l  argue  Your  fac i l e  theo l ogy

contoured  by  judgment  and  by  ta s t e . . .
s e l f - in tere s t  and  bo ld  vani ty

so  Right  and  Wrong  and  Good  and  Bad . . .
. . .w e l l  what  i s  that  ( ? )

when  f or tune  favours  cannons ,  drums  and  gun s
as  ev ery  s torm b l ows  good  and  i l l . . .

and  ev ’ry  s o ld i e r  c la ims . . . th e i r  r ight  to  k i ll
and ev ery  w ind  and  b lade  o f  gras s ,  by  c reature s  a ll

as  threaten ing  f ore s t s  ye t  do  c omfor t  s ome 
and  spread  gre en  l eave s  b en ign

whi l e  gras s land-graz ing  beas t s  s tay  too  expos ed
as  too  Lake  Beaut i fu l . . .make s  wat ’ry  grave  o f t t ime s 

on  r i v erbanks ,  o r  w indswept  r idge  or  va l e . . .
days  inc l ement  b egot

on  sk impy ra f t  o r  we l l - tarred  k e tch 
that  ro l l s  w i th  g l e e ,  a top  h igh  s ea s

as  i f  f i e rc e  s torm s 
w e re  bathtub  p lay  f or  toy  wood-boat s

and so  var i e ty . . .make s  a l l  c ond i t i ona l  a t  la s t . . .
p e r spe c t i v e  w i l l  expo se

each  hero ,  mons ter -be ing  or  sa int ,  a s  f r i end  or  f oe
so  no  th ing  t rue  and  no  th ing  fa l s e  remain s

no t  mired  much  in  muck  i t s e lf
author i ty  w i l l  go s s ip  Law

from h ighv i ewed ,  l o f ty  mounta intop s
whi l e  no t  c ons tra ined  by  come  and  go
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as  we ,  hard- fa ted  s t re t ch . . . t o  r i v er ’ s  bank
 or  drown l i k e  ra t s . . . i t  i s  o rda ined

or  e l s e  b e  no t ,  b e  no t  ours e l v e s

And what  i s  s e l f . . . no  one  can  know . . .
 w e  fa l l  and  r i s e . . . but  on ly  in  our  dreams  t ransc end

. . .what  we  shou ld  not
as  i f  we ’re  Gods  who  don ’ t  c ontend ,  rea l i ty

that  we ighs  down ev ery  mot i on ing
and ye t  You  God ly  c la im 
S emi t i c  Right  f rom Wrong

l i k e  i t  was  por t i on ing 
what  not  ju s t  J ews  shou ld  do  or  not

embrac ing  mora l  c la ims  f or  a ll
. . . . but  s tudy  me . . . don ’ t  patron ize

for  my be s t  br i e f  c onta in s
more  w i sdom than Your  rude  d i sda in

and so . . .where ’ e re  You  wa lk . . .You ’ l l  no te  p erhap s
that  t re e s  do  no t  surround  You  in  a  shade
and b i rds  do  no t  s ong- s ing  ano inted  path s
in s t ead  w i th  ev ’ry  c lumsy  s t ep  You  take . . .
you  hear  the  wa i l  o f  d i sappo inted  c rowd s

and r iv er s  no t  o f  Frank incens e  and  Myrrh 
but  ra ther  b l ood . . . s inc e  k i l l ing  has  no  end . . . in  J ewry ’ s  Chr i s t . . . !

no t  ev en  in  th i s  wor ld  you  c la im ,  God  made
and now dec lare  (  y e t  I  myse l f  do  no t  )

Thes e  brut i sh  fangs  that  hang  f rom neck  and  be lt 
are  no t  ju s t  b l ing-b l ing  bang l e s  that  I  wear

they  are  the  b l ood- soaked  Ikons  o f  th i s  murd ’rous  wor ld 
where  Good  and  Bad do  not  pre t end

 in s t ead  ju s t  Winning  and  Def eat  c ontend
  no t  Your  Redempt ion  and  Asc endancy
. . . in  pouf fy  Heaven  or  your  fus sy  He ll

     We Shaman-Tri ck s t e r s  s e ek 

the  broader  v i ew  o f  v i c t ’ry  and  de f eat
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that  l eads  to  what  s e ems  ne i ther  Fair  nor  Right
but  rather  b e  a s  b e  and  i s  a s  i s

no  th ing ,  nor  th i s ,  nor  that . . . d e f ined
s inc e  a i r  and  s ea  and  ground  ins tead  b inds  us . . .

e v ent s  and  f l ower s ,  t re e s  and  f i sh  and  rock s
hi l l s  and  f i e ld s  and  moon  and  sun  and  sky
w i th  f o re s t -b ear  and  f ore s t - ca t . . . a l l  f l o ck s 

and  t r ib e s  a t  p eac e . . . and  t r ib e s  a t  war
no t  mundane  b e ing  w i th  a i ry- fa i ry  sp i r i t - th ing  oppos ed

. . . in s t ead  the  many in  the  one . . .
f l agrant  a s  c ons c i ousne s s ,  in  u s

no t  th ink ing  God  nor  r ighteous  God
nor  ev en  then  omni s c i ent ,  c ompas s i onate  or  k ind . . .

nor  Lov ing  we l l  nor  w i se
but  rather  nature ’ s  th ings  and  sp i r i t  th ing s

combined . . .no t  d i f f e rent  par t s
where in  we  f l oa t  above ,  b e l ow ,  around 

k in e t i c  warp  o f  Space  and  Time  combined 
and  winds  bad-good  that  c ome  and  go  and  come  aga in . . .

no t  l inear ,  s equent ia l  h i s tory  that ’ s  f ix ed
w i th  go ld en  future s  o r  s ome  t reasured  pas t . . .

no  re l i c  s i gns  f o r  th i s  o r  that
nor  fa i ry lands  where  tho s e ,  rewarded  go
to  sp in  and  f l i t  and  laugh  and  p lay  or  be 
the  pr inc e  or  k ing  or  queen ,  we  cannot  be

but  now and  now . . . and  now ,  aga in
a  canvas  where  a l l  c ons c i ousne s s  i s  spread

     so  that  a l l  th ings  no t  me  conta in s
each  p ivo t  o f  my hands  and  f e et

    a l l  th ings  d i s c re t e ,  c omport  to  dream
      so  l i on ,  t i g er ,  man and  ch i ld  dare  b e ,  what ’ e r  the  c o st

       compared  to  whi ch  your  yards t i ck  Good  and  Bad . . .
       Your  gro s s ,  s imp l i s t i c  Right  and  Wrong

Your  c lumsy  God  and  Dev i l  d iagram s
o f  Heav ’n ,  He l l ’ s  c rude  puni shment 

and  more  improbab l e  reward s
from h igher  and  s t i l l  h igher  c ourt s
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where  sp i r i t  f i ght s  w i th  f l e sh  o f  s eparate  wor ld s
that  in ter s e c t s  in  Mirac l e s  a l one . . .
whi ch  no  a s tute  ob s erv er  c omprehend s

as  l i f e  spread  out  b e f ore  h im day  to  day 
by  e s o t e r i c  subter fuge . . . s en tent i ous ly
pro f e s s ing  l oud ly  why i t  cannot  be 

and  what  no  hone s t  man can  s ee
 o f  Ange l s  s i ghted ,  b ear ing  g i f t s 
w i th  spur ious ,  por tentous  grace 

s t inks  h igh  enough ,  to  bre ed  contempt
for  l e s s e r  and  ye t  l e s s e r ,  l ower  th ing s

You  pay-out  spars e ly . . . g ood  f or  bad 
l i k e  s ome  J ew-mis er  ga ins . . . by  ru in ing  tho se

 who  cannot  fac e  the  dus t  to  dus t  to  dust 
so  barga in  bad ly  f or  Etern i ty
so  you  J ew  J e sus  are  a  f ool

no  l e s s  the  fab l e  where  Your  t r ib e ’ s  c once it
di shonours  sp i r i t s  o f  our  anc i ent  land s
who  roamed  t en- thousand  years  b e f ore 
p inheaded  Abraham was  borne . . .

b e f ore  a l l  prophe t s  You  might  dare  to  name 
Mo s e s ,  I saac ,  Ezek ia l ,  Dav id  never  f it

to  s tand  be f ore  Great  Mani tou  and  ta lk  Him down
the i r  w i sdom s t re tched  beneath  His  ag i l e  f e et

to  jump acro s s  o r  wa lk  upon . . .
l i k e  c ro s s ing  du l lard  l og . . . o r  ob tus e  ro ck

Throughout th is d ia t r ibe by  the Shaman-Tr icks te r aga ins t the absurd-

i t y  o f  Monothe ism, Jesus Chr is t  was be ing pressed down onto h is 

back w i th the Shaman-Tr icks te r ’s hands around h is th roa t as i f  to 

s t rang le h im, h is  eyes popp ing w i th anger and Jesus ’s d is tended w i th 

fear. . .un t i l the Shaman-Tr icks te r re leased H im and Jesus s t rugg led 

awkward ly  to h is fee t , b rush ing tw igs and d i r t f rom h is long wh i te 

robes and w i th h is s lender f ingers smoothed-back h is shou lder - length 

Aryan ha i r f rom o f f  h is face and fo rehead. . . then says:
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“You are  a  man o f  pas s i on  I  can  s e e . . .

who  spoke  b eyond  the  l imi t s  you  intend
your  argument  i s  good . . . s o  far  a s  go e s

exc ept ,  I  th ink  perhaps  My s impl er  s cheme 
to  l e t  the  wor ld  a t  large  b e l i e v e  i t  s e e s 

(what  can ’ t  b e  s e en )
w i l l  l ead  to  b e t t e r  end s

and I ’ve  c ontended  many t imes ,  i t  wou ld
because  the  d e eper  v i ew  that  you  de s cr ibe

l eave s  top sy- turvy  in  the  a i r . . .
and  noth ing  s o l id ,  down ,  upon  the  ground  !

How can  a  farmer  p lant  h i s  r i ghteous  c rop 
. . . e x c ep t  in  Abrahamic  mora l  row s

to  mark  what ’ s  good  and  bad  in  i t . . . and  s t r i v ing  l earn
that  naught  br ings  sun  and  ra in . . . ex c ep t  by  Me

where  s t ra ight ’ s  the  gate  w i th  narrow path
whereas  in  your  lame  panta logue

. . .your  p i c ture - show 
the  co smos  hangs  on  s l ender  thread s

. . . o r  none  a t  a ll
so  p lans  cannot  b e  made  to  harve s t  l i fe

or  p lay  our  games  out  in  the  v i l lage  square
goa l s  s c ored  i f  one  throws  s t ra ight  and  t rue
good  s t ratagems  pred i c t ing  Vir tue  w in s

as  Law and  Order . . .Right  and  Wrong  parade
where  no  man wi l l  pre sume  he  knows  what ’ s  b e st

. . . e x c ep t  f rom pu lp i t s  pour ing  down 
hard  s e rmons  on  h i s  lumpy head

to  say ,  y ea/nay . . . th i s  B loody  War  i s  ju st
or  k e ep  the  p eac e ,  wh i l e  ye t  you  must
m en  th ink  l i f e  mat ter s  by  My ru l e s

thus  comes  and  goe s . . . th e  mot l ey  brood s
. . .what ’ s  wrong  w i th  that  ?
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I  thought  i t  worked . . . i t  s e emed  to  do . . .

but  you  say  i t  do e s  not
. . .w e l l  th ere  you ’ l l  f ind  My argument  and  proof 

no t  ev eryone ’ s  aghas t  a t  fa i l ing  peace
. . .who  war  condemn 

a s  men  f ind  reasons  f rom My Sermons  ye t . . .
why they  shou ld  Love  the i r  Ne ighbour  and  Forg ive
they  s laughter  ne ighbor ’ s  ca t t l e  a s  he  s l e ep s . . . 
then  turn  that  o ther  che ek  and  ye t  aga in

he lp  f e ed  the  ind ig ent  and  poor
. . .whi l e  robb ing  them o f  k e ep

and Judge  Not ,  Le s t  They  too  b e  Judged
s inc e  l i f e ’ s  too  s t r i c t  f o r  any  man or  b east

The Shaman-Tr ickster  answers Jesus thus:

“I  never  sa id  you  meant  great  wrong 

o r  that  you  J ews  had  cornered  bad  intent
but  narc i s s i sm r iva l s  l ov e ’ s  main  s ource
the  sp inning  wor ld ,  s t i l l  sh iny  as  i t  sp in s

Of  cours e  your  peop l e  have  no  c la im 
on  gro s s - indu lg ence  in  the  l o ok ing-g la s s

exc ept  your  h i s tory  condemns . . .
and  r ighteous ,  adamant ine  words  expunge

from grand ,  arcane ,  pre sumpt iv e  mora l -ground
a l l  Animism f rom the  p eop l ed  Earth
w i th  fa l s e  Hamit i c  and  Semit i c  v i ew s
whi l e  Po lythe i s t  r i tua l s  and  r i t e s . . .

ho ld  s t ronger  sway  on  t rue  and  good  and  r ight
than your  hys ter i c ,  B ib l i ca l  c once i t s

and Shaman-Tri ck s t e r s ,  w i s e r  by  the  pound
than greater  f oo l s  whom you  exa l t  to  name

as  your  Dis c ip l e s  o f  d iv i s i v e  cant . . .
to  pars e  an  end ,  c o l laps ed

in  ways . . .no  J ew  named  Chr i s t ,  can  mend
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I  know the  wor ld  a s  you  cannot . . .

s inc e  arrogance  bre eds  i gnorance  a t  b e st
and don ’ t  pre t end  I  know why ,  when  or  how
came  th i s  o r  that  to  hunt ing  parad i se

and s tor i e s  o f  the  t r i ck s t e r - f ox . . . th e  wo l f  and  bear
do  not  pre sume  to  f i l l  a l l  yawning  gaps . . . o r  e l s e  pre t end

but  ho ld . . . that  no th ing  s e rv e s ,  where  s ens e  cannot 
though  Reason  s t r i c t ly  earns  i t s  own de fau l t . . .

so  unconnec ted  tangent s  thr iv e . . .
d i vorc ed  f rom s t ruc ture s  named  or  ac t i on ’ s  b lame

divorc ed  f rom p lac e s  promis ing  too  much
l i k e  s t e ep l e s ,  minare t s  o r  Templ e  Rock s 

. . . o r  ev en  Olympian ,  h igh ,  Gre ek  mounta intop s
unreason  thus  b e coming  reason ’ s  ga in . . .
who  f o l l ow  c l o s e ly  rea son . . .where  i t  l i e s . . .

T hese words  escaped the  Shaman-Tr icks te r ’s  mouth 

un to  a  migh ty  thunderc lap 

and then came ra in ,  uns topped fo r  fo r ty  days  and n igh ts 

and then a  ray  o f  sun  beh ind  b lack  c louds  burs t  ou t . . .

to  sh ine  upon a  ho l low,  where 

some ch i ld ren  c i rc led ,  wear ing  fes t i ve  ha ts 

l i ke  mummers  on  parade,  th ronged g lee fu l l y. . .

and mus ic  w i ld ,  abandoned. . .

no t  un l i ke  derv ish  chants ,  was  heard

wi th  sun l igh t  p romis ing . . .s t i l l  more  good days  to  come 

i f  a l l  h igh-vaunted  c la ims o f  men 

were  somehow abandoned somehow. . .and undone !

*
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B eowul f  and  J e sus  mee t  in  a  Tim Horton ’ s  doughnut  shop 

where  Beowul f  d e cr i e s  the  fa l s e  doc t r ine s  o f  Monothe i sm 
and  J e sus  (as  Father ,  Son  and  Ho ly  Ghos t )  rev ea l s  h i s 

b ew i ld erment  w i th  how the  Wor ld  he  c rea ted  has  turned  out . . .

CantoE leven
Downtown Windsor, Ontar io , la te even ing , two f igures can 

be v iewed ins ide a Tim Hor ton ’s Doughnut shop. The 

s l igh t ly  o lder one, in h is midd le - to - la te th i r t ies i s d ressed 

in h ipp ie garb , a la the s ix t ies  and the o ther i s a power-

fu l l y  bu i l t a th le t i c type in b rown-be ige and f ie ld -green 

army  gear,  in h is la te twent ies w i th rows o f  meda ls c lang-

ing on h is ches t tha t seem somehow not en t i re ly  ou t o f 

p lace or even absurd ly  theat r i ca l :

Beowulf: 

“  Mere  breath ing  i s  exp l o i ta t i v e . . .

thank  God  there ’ s  more  good  a i r  than  men  to  suck  i t  up
or  e l s e  a  s c ene  he l l b ent  to  make  the  re ck l e s s  gre ed  o f  Enron  Corp
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s e em summer  p i cn i ck ing 
w i th  Rob  and  Jane ,  the  Bobs ey  Twin s

To  b e ,  requ ire s  in  part ,  th e  wor ld ’ s  unbe ing
the  b i t s  and  b i t e s  we  ne ed  o f  i t ,  ju s t  to  surv ive

to  mere ly  th ink ,  rape s  mo l e cu l e s  around
to  whi ch  I ’ l l  no th ing  add  unt i l  I  ro t . . .
and  f e ed  the  l i l i e s  o f  the  f i e ld  a t  b e st
and none  o f  th i s  s e l f - s e rv ing  s inc e . . .

I  am a  s o ld i e r  ju st
and good  and  bad  intended 

o r  by  happens tance
t e e t e r s  on  the  cusp  o f  what  I  ne ed

. . . d e f end ing  ev en  what ’ s  b en ign . . .
l i k e  p lant ing  corn  or  ra i s ing  she ep

each  k erne l ,  ewe  and  lamb must  f ea s t  to  be
and then  in  turn  prov ide  a  f ea s t  f o r  the e  and  me
thi s  cyc l i c  appe t i t e  i s  no t  o f  V ir tue ’ s  camp
. . .pre c ep t s  b e s t -w i l l ed  when  larder ’ s  f i l l ed

from where  doe s  our  succ e s s  d er ive 
ex c ep t  a s  bounty  s t r ipped  f rom o ther  b e ings  ?

I  cannot  f e ed  there f ore ,  d e s e rv ing  poor

in  fac t  o r  d e ed . . .what ’ s  t ru ly  mine
s inc e  I  took  sk i l l fu l ly  f rom someone  e l se
where in  no  cho i c e  surv iv e s  to  have  or  no t . . .
to  b e . . . I  must  b e  l i k e  I  am,  w i th  sword 
b e f i t t ing  l ong  t rad i t i ons  o f  Geat  c lan
I  g rew  s t ra ight  up  f rom as  a  ch i ld . . .

my sword-he ld -duty ,  ho ld  to  p e er s  and  k in

F i e rc e -armed . . . I  cannot  g iv e  to  g ent l e r  b e ing s

as  they ’d  succumb too  s oon ,  to  ra ider s ’  sword s
. . .there f ore  the  weak  s tay  shorn ,  by  me  or  them 

153



w i th  Nature  s c o f f ing  a t  Mora l i ty  and  Law s
God  go s s ip  and  arcane  Transc endent  prayer s

Y our  Vir tue  then  must  b e  adornment ’ s  word s

no t  d e eds  w i th  Vir tue ’ s  enterpr i s e  ex tant
you  bake  no  bread  nor  gu ide  the  p l ough

in s t ead  you  re s t  in  comfor t  whi l e  hard-work
remains  the  bane  o f  p la in  men ’ s  dreary  l i v e s
then  spout  c on fus ing  and  con f l i c t ing  word s
 propos ing  wor ld s  where  never  ye t  man ge t s
who  g enuf l e c t  and  bathe  your  pre c i ous  f e et

w i th  t ender  f ea l ty  adored . . .
a s  i f  you  were  inde ed  swee t  Heaven ’ s  Pr ince 
and  not  a  Hebrew  peasant ,  ju s t  l i k e  them !

I  do  no t  s c o f f  when  guns  s t r ik e  Ev i l  Wor ld s
and ask  s inc ere ly  then

. . . a re  you  a  God  ( i f  God  there  b e )
en j oy ing  common or  uncommon s ense

as  you  must  know f rom what  I ’ve  sa id . . .
I  doubt  i t ’ s  s o . . . y e t  w i l l  no t  war  but  wa it 

w i th  c o f f e e  ho t  and  choco la te  kru ll
as  your  b e s t  words  w i th  hope  de f eat
the  po tent  nons ens e  I ’ve  surmis ed . . .
that  sprout s . . . l i k e  patent  f l ower s 

from your  l ip s . . .when ’ e r  you  speak . . .
then  de s i c ca te ,  fa l l s - on ,  t e l lur i c -ground

as  Ange l s  shed  the i r  s tar - t ear s  up  and  down
i t  i s  a  p iquant  s i ght  mos t  la chrymose

as  such . . .mi s l ead ing  to  the  mundane  wor ld
that  s tar t s  a t  dawn ,  s t i l l  l abour ing  a t  dusk

and  v i s i t s ,  a lmos t  ho ly ,  f rom the  Kings  o f  Bank s
from whence  p e cuniary ,  du l lard-demons  come

u sur i ous ly . . . c ount ing  debt s
as  merchant s  to  Go ld  Parad i s e  are  s ent

on  gravy  t ra ins . . .w i th  Method i s t s ’  in tent
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that  a s  you  know wi l l  no t  su f f i c e  the i r  ne ed s
exc ept ing  s imp l e s  whom you  wi l l  addre s s

p i p e -dreams  that  f e i gn ,  the  Wor ld ’ s  fa l s e -hope ,  advance  !

Jesus responds to  Beowul f

B eowul f ,  in  fac t  I ’ve  s t rugg l ed  hard . . . 

w i th  a l l  you ’ve  sa id  and  f ind  no  fau l t ,  ex c ep t . . .
no  man can  l i v e  by  bread  and  no  th ing  e l se

 an  o ld  saw t rue . . . y e t  ho ld s  to  how men  o f t en ,  w i ll 
cre ep  s id eways -up ,  to  gather  what  they  must

because  d i smay wi l l  render  them,  inept
there f ore  Apos tasy  and  Athe i sm ,  never  threaten s
M e . . . s inc e  I ’m above ,  b eyond ,  repa ired  reg ime s

but  w i l l  aggr i ev e  pathe t i c  hope s ,  o f  men
pre suming  they  have  w i t ,  t o  grasp
what ’ s  c r i t i ca l ,  t o  l i f e  and  l imb . . .

I  say  Beowul f . . . you ’ve  wrung  my heart

and so  I  have  another  p lan  at  hand
whi ch  you  must  know ,  i s  no t  ju s t  up  to  Me

a l though  i t ’ s  t rue  I ’m God . . . p l ea s e ,  don ’ t  doubt  that
I  am true  God ,  c ompared  to  dog s  and  men

but  a s  great  worml ik e ,  Father ’ s  on ly  Chi ld . . .
no t  ye t  s o  grand ly  cogn i t i v e ,  a s  He . . .

 and  no  de emed  Thinker ,  in  Atomic  Wor ld
s inc e  Ruther f ord  and  Nie l s  Bohr ,  l eave  me  co ld

and Quantum Phys i c s ,  t i e s  me  in  a  knot
. . . b e  there ,  no t  here  and  here ,  d e fau l t ing . . . be
no t  b e . . . o r  never  b e . . . . y e t  t ru ly ,  s omehow ,  was  !

My wi t  can ’ t  grapp l e  w i th ,  S chrod inger ’ s  Cat . . .
so  never  w i l l  suc c e ed ,  to  High  Command

as  Quarks  and  Leptons ,  l eave  me  in  the  dark
 but  wormy God  My Father ,  whom you ’ve  met

r i ght  a t  h i s  garden-gate ,  en s conced
in  h i s  l ong  wormho l e  f l oa t ing  h igh . . . 

up  in  the  sky  o f  s ky  o f  s ky  o f  s k i e s ,  no t  l ong  ago
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said  to  me  th i s . . .He ’d  heard  i t  f rom dea f - s tone s
my t rumpet -read ing  o f  your  f r i end ’ s  c ompla int

that  reached  into  the  bowe l s 
o f  ear th . . . and  fur ther  s t i l l  than  a l l  known atoms  go

and  so  d id  My Worm-Father  too
speak  thus  to  Me  and  sa id . . . I  quote  :

“  The  wor ld  s t i l l  turn s
in  sp i t e  o f ,  ju s t  c ompla int s

aga ins t  the  good  turned  bad 
and  bad  much  worse

than wors e  once  named
so  na i l ed  and  s c rewed  and  bent 
and  banged  and  f ormed  by  Me

so  that  each  part  o f  i t  i s  pre t ty  to  mos t  eye s 
and  ev en  awesome  beauty  in  i t ,  sh ine s  s omet ime s

as  vani ty  and  mode s ty 
and  s t rong  and  weak 

prov ide  the  means  f or  pr ide  o f  p l ea sure  ga ined
in  v i c tory . . .wh i ch  cou ld  not  be 

i f  a l l  thr iv ed  equa l ly 
and  equa l  b e  the  in jury  and  pa in 

e v en  in  remote  in ter s t i c e s
dr iv e s  men  to  shed  d i s comfor t  by  the i r  v i c tor i e s

o ’ e rcoming  f o e s  who  must  in  turn 
succe ed  by  the i r  own r ight

in  f i ght  or  f l i ght . . . th ere f ore
what  e l s e  but  p l ea sure  and  great  pa in 

can dr iv e  men  on
to  work  aga ins t  tho s e  f o rc e s  g lued  to  them

the  w ind ,  the  ava lanche . . .
s tark ,  s t i f f  c o ld  and  de s e r t  h eat

consp i re  aga ins t  men ’ s  ne eds  and  wi ll
unt i l  when  fa i lure  c omes . . . a s  fa i lure  must . . .

m e re  entropy  ins i s t s  on  th i s 
a l l  l o s t . . . in  turn  prov ide s  a l l  good  and  growth

as  f rom du l l  dus t  swee t  da i s i e s  grow
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and th i s  i s  my de f ens e  aga ins t  wor ld -pa in
the  wor ld  i s  ga ined . . . I  made  i t  thu s

. . .through  su f f e r ing
and a l l  your  Abrahamic  good  and  bad  i s  s ent iment 
that  J ews  have  named . . . in  the i r  dark  i gnorance
cons ider  th i s . . .what  honour  f rames  an  hone s t  man . . .

when  knave s  w i l l  no t  sp eak  l i e s  ?
what ’ s  ga ined  by  w i sdom where 

no  man s tays  f oo l  to  rub  great  t ruth  aga ins t  ?
. . .wou ld  you  then  have  a  wor ld 

w i th  no  de f t  proper t i e s . . .
undi f f - e r - ent ia ted . . . f i l l ing  space  ?
b lue  but  no  red . . .nor  ye l l ow  ye t . . .

o r  e l s e  no t  b lue  a t  a ll
how wou ld  pa in l e s s ,  p lac id  wor ld . . . b e  known ( ? )

where  ev ery  a spe c t  o f  i t ,  a s  i t  i s
at tache s  hard  to  p l ea sure  or  to  pa in

and what  wou ld  poe t s  say  where  a l l ’ s  the  same
what  wou ld  Soph-o - c l e s  and  a l l  o ther  s c r ib e s
s cratch  w i th  the i r  s ty lus e s  o r  f ounta in-pens  ?

wou ld  i t  b e  Parad i s e  o r  Heaven  then . . .
where  no  poe t  s t rugg l ed ,  nor  warr i or  f ought  and  b l ed . . . ?

What  wor ld  i s  that  ( ? )
My worml ik e  Daddy ,  sa id

What ’ s  done  b e  done

a l l  that  You  c la im as  wrong
I  cannot  change ,  th e  c orner s tone

nor  ev en  nature  o f  more  b eas t ly  men
but  here ’ s  the  c ompromis e ,  I  now propose

gained  f rom c l o s e - read ing  o f  that  J eremiah i c  tome
You  spoke  s o  l oud ,  d ea f  s tone s  c ou ld  hear

dep i c t ing  Death ’ s  Dominion  over  a l l . . .
in c lud ing  gro s s  d e crep i tude 

a s  much  too  much  f or  anyone  ju s t  sane ,  to  b ear
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Of  cours e  t rue -death ’ s  f i r s t -b i r thed . . .
o r  l i t t l e  Earth  wou ld  g e t  c l ogged-up 

w i th  l eb ensraum in  s t i l l  more  great  d emand
too  then  death  comes  inoppor tune 

to  s omet imes  young  and  somet imes  o ld
somet imes  b e tw ixt  pure  mi s ery  and  s t r i f e ,  s o  sad

or  e l s e ,  mids t  t imes . . . o f  happ ine s s  and  hea l th

S o  here ’ s  my p lan . . .Achtung  !

. . . a l l  l i v ing  b e ings  ca l l ed ,  homo- sap i en
the  proud  d i sda in fu l  c ous ins  o f  rude  ape s

wou ld  d i e  a l i k e ,  aged  n ine ty- s ix 
and  have  the  op t i on  then . . . a s  age  c re ep s  in

to  v i s i t  v enues ,  where 
(once -more )  th ey ’re  game ly  young

w i th  a l l  br i e f  p l ea sure s  that
bo ld  youth  po s s e s s

exc ept ing  ado l e s c ent  or  pube s c ent  angst
each  s e s s i on  pas s e s  happ i ly ,  f o r  th i r ty  day s

brash  r iba ldry  or  e l s e . . .
swee t  p l ea sure  by  a  gurg l ing  brook

. . .whatever  your  ta s te
w i th  ho ld ing  hands  and  shar ing  book s . . .
o r  l o ck ed-we l l . . . in  a  jung l e  o f  ta l l  g ras s
. . .unt i l  your  f ina l  c e l ebrat i on ’ s  sp ent 

and  then  by  s e c re t  l o t s . . . turned  dus t  s o  qu i ck 
you  do  not  know you  came 

o r  e l s e  you  went
nor  e l s e  how many part i e s  you  at t end

. . . i f  i t s  your  la s t  o r  no
for  then  a l l  s ens e  o f  t ime  and  p lace 

from care  and  consc i ousne s s  has  d i sappeared . . .
then ,  po s t - e c s ta t i c -b l i s s . . . your  gone . . . p i f f ,  p i ff
no  one  l e f t  l inger ing  can  name  your  game

or  weep  and  wai l ,  w i th  sad-du l l -mem ’ry  or ,  regret
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I ’ l l  have  to  work  s ome  de ta i l s  out . . . but  on  the  face 

i t  wou ld  b e  b e t t e r  than  s l ow-cancer -death
or  s ix te en  tube s  up  ev ery  or i f i c e . . .

w i th  s ome  dr i l l ed  de ep  in to  your  t ender  f l e sh
or  s t ruck  by  donner -b l i t z en  on  the  lawn
be f ore  the  eye s  o f  tho s e  who  l ov e  you  be st

as  i t  s tands  now . . .
there  i s  no  s e emly ,  p l ea sant ,  way  to  d ie

I ’ l l  b r ing  i t  to  our  mee t ings  in  the  sky

and s e e  what  Mary ,  Paul  and  Peter  th ink  o f  it

and dra f t  proposa l s  f o r  a  Master  P lan 
to  b e t t e r  d ea l  w i th  pa in fu l ,  s o rd id  ends . . .

a l though  the  Wor ld ,  much  as  you ’ve  gue s s ed
. . . i s  no t  f re e -w i l l ed

but  doe s  in  fac t  t i ck - to ck  ju s t  l i k e  a  c l o ck
a  v ery  b ig  and  compl i ca ted  c l o ck

. . . but  what  I  never  dreamed  ‘ t i l l  now i s  th i s

thi s  c l o ck . . . l i k e  boo t s  to  c obb l e r s  do  c on form
in  sp i t e  o f  s k i l l fu l ,  earne s t ,  wor thy  cra f t . . .

d ev e l op s  squeaks  and  unintended  l eak s 
ju s t  s o . . .My Image  Peace . . . in  War  de l i ght s

ju s t  s o  God ’ s  V ir tue  fa l l s 
on  barren  ground

 a s  i f  to  sp i t e ,  my good  intent . . .
a s  c obb l e r ’ s  boo t s  c l ip - c l op  out s id e  h i s  shop

in tegr i ty  o f  boo t s . . . d emands  boo t ’ s  r i ght s 
in tegra l  to  boo t -be ing ’ s  t ear  and  l eak

so  My Creat i on ,  Wor ld ,  i t  c omes  and  goe s
. . . a s  never  dreamed

and ye t  I  know each  na il 
and  word  and  note 
and  b lade  o f  gras s . . .

ea ch  k ey  and  s ca l e  o f  th i s  o r  that . . .
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that  make s  th i s  wor ld  heat -up 
and  turn  around

and l i k e  auter  might  shred ,  h i s  s orry  s c r ipt 
o r  e l s e  a  s inger

b ide  and  ho ld  the i r  tongue
to  s e ek -out  pr ivate  ways ,  to  s ing  a l one . . .

I  cou ld  expunge 

a l l  that  I ’ve  made ,  ‘ t i l l  now
u surp ing  a l l  c ompounds  o f  s e l f  to  be

but  s tand  ins tead ,  we l l  back  f rom
what  I ’ve  wrought

exc luded  f rom the  l o op  o f  Good  and  Bad
because  wor ld -b i r th ing ’ s  had ,  the  b e s t  o f  me . . .
l i k e  parent s  w i s e ,  w i l l  l eave  the i r  ch i ld  to  be
to  i t s  own spe c ia l ,  pr ivate ,  l one ly  end s
no  l onger  s e ek ing  r id e s  on  daddy ’ s  knee

thi s  Wor ld  has  now . . .no  fur ther  ne ed  o f  Me . . .
and  s o  I  watch  i t  c ome  and  rush  away

de tached  s omewhere  above ,  f l oa t ing  in  space
and when  I  th ink  o f  i t ,  i t  make s  me  sad . . .

y e t  must  g iv e  up  my r ight s  to  f ix  and  b i t ch . . . !

*
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P ope  Pius  XXIV mee t s  ‘Hal ’  th e  carbon-b lack  modul e  o f  c inemat i c 

fame  and  a  smal l  b lack  b e e t l e  ( co l e optera )  a c cus tomed  to  b e ing 
i gnored  a s  a  s ent i ent  c ommentator  on  any sub j e c t  whatever . . . 
\ f inds  l oquac i ous  means  to  prov ide  a  new  per spe c t i v e  on  the 

d emagog i c  wor ld  o f  men . . . th e i r  surrogate  gods  and  s e l f - s e rv ing  i c ons . . .

C A N T O X l l
Hal  o f  c inemat ic fame is observed,  in the fo rm o f  a cube made o f 

carbon b lack ( to e f f i c ien t ly  absorb energy  waves) and conta in ing 

the e lec t ron ic equ iva len t o f  repetend,  the pr ime subs tance o f 

wh ich a lchemy  ins is ts the en t i re wor ld i s compr ised , as Pope P ius 

XXIV, wrapped in a bount i fu l c r imson te r ry -c lo th ba th- towe l 

emerges f rom h is s team-bath , v iewed th rough a long row o f  Dor ic 

por ta ls where l i ssome ganymedes cavor t bo is te rous ly. . .an inscr ip-

t ion ch ise led over the impos ing row o f  co lumns f raming the en-

t rance reads , f rom the Greek ,“ No th ing s t range once under-
s tood . ” and a lowdown beet le , F reddy  Co leoptera , e loquent ly  o f-

fe rs  i t s /h is ph i losoph ica l perspec t ive upon the wor ld , neg lec t ing to 
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ment ion h is p ro found d ismay  when the grea t Char les Darwin fa i led 

to show up fo r the appo in tment wh ich Freddy  Co leoptera had am-

b i t ious ly  an t ic ipa ted wou ld p rov ide a smal l , a lbe i t  impor tan t f i r s t 

s tep , toward the emanc ipa t ion o f  h is numerous spec ies f rom the 

pre jud ice o f  an thropomorph ic homin ids . . .

HAL

I  am be s t  spoken  o f  a s  ‘ th ing’
but  ne i ther ,  h e  nor  she ,  nor  it

. . .no t  ev en ,  ‘ th ing’
qui te  say  jus t  what  I  am 

and  do  not  spread  f ou l  s t ink  about
s inc e  breath  and  appe t i t e s

wont  l eave  me  la ck ing  sus tenance 
that  t i e s  mere  l i v ing  th ing s
to  the i r  c onduc iv e  s ource

Nor  do  I  rhyme  exc e s s  o f  art
or  re s onate  l i k e  grand  cathedra l  b e l l s ’

. . . harmonic  e c s ta s i e s  c ontr iv ed
. . .no t  ev er  c la imed

in s t ead  I  mere ly  go  b e ep-be ep 
and  there  and  then . . .

in  weeny ,  t iny  be eps ,  b e ep-be ep
thes e  s imp l e  words  c on jure  rep l e te
the  Univer s e . . . a s  i s  and  i sn ’t 

a l s o  a l l . . . that  w i l l  b e  ye t . . .
and  i f  you  ask  me  how or  why

I  must  in s i s t . . . th e  que s t i on  i sn ’ t . . .why
but  i s  in s t ead . . .why  not . . . b e cause

no  matter  what . . . p in- s t r ip ed  w i th  po lka-dot s
or  z igzag  pat te rns  up  and  down . . .
you  wou ld  then  ponder  next . . .

why not  c l ear  azure  sk i e s  in s t ead . . .
w i th  ye l l ow  s ca l l op  border s  f raming  a l l . . . ?
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. . .there f ore  to  end  a l l  id l e  que s t i on ing
 my be ep ing  doe s  c onta in  a l l  rea sons  why . . .

and  tandemly  a l l  rea sons  that  are  not
a  k ind  o f  p i e ,  where  answer s  bake 

pre cursor s  to  a l l  mo l e cu l e s  and  quark s
inc lud ing  the i r  a l t e rnat iv e s
and not  by  chance . . . but  a l s o

no t  by  s ty l e  o f  rea son  or  o f  purpos e  known
each  f l ower  o ’ e rcomes  a l l  f l ow ’r ing  ant ido te s
to  s e rv e  a l l  f l ower - thr iv ing ,  no t  i t s  oppos i t e s

a l l  ways  a t  once 
b e coming  one  or  two  or  thre e  o r  more

both  s eparate  f rom. . .y e t  t i ed  to  ev ery  s ource
where in  su f f i c i ent  d i s tance ,  f la t t ens  curve s

. . .that  d i sappear 
and  c l o s e . . . n earby . . .

a l l  spac e  and  t ime ,  i s  swa l l owed  up
once  min i s cu l e . . .

ea ch  de ta i l  border s  an  expanse  o f  vo id
engaged  f rom fur ther  vantage  po int
no  th ing  immutab l e ,  but  f ix ed

as  c ons tant  f lux  ex trapo la te 
fa l l s  v i c t im to  tho s e  in ter s e c t s . . .

that  f orm a  shape
where in  we  s e e  and  th ink  and  f e e l  and  know . . . .

a  t ra in  that  hurt l e s  a l l  d i re c t i ons ,  fa s t  and  s l ow
l i k e  c l ouds  appear . . . in  var i ed  shape s

w i th  a l l  c l oud ’ s  a t t r ibute s
. . .y e t  s tay  c l oud  same

whi l e  through  i t  a l l  you  do  s t i l l  ea t  and  dr ink
your  mind  t i ed  hard  to  gut s

s t i l l  f l oa t s  and  t r i e s
to  c omprehend  i t s  w i l l fu l  and  unwi t t ing  f l i ght

so  b l e s s ings  c ome  ap l enty  yet
unt i l  the  worm turns  f rom too  much

and l eads  to  where  you ’d  be

163



. . . i f  you ’ve  no t  had  enough

So  then  propor t i on  ru l e s 
where in  you  grow too  ta l l . . . you  fa ll

or  s tay ing  smal l . . . s t epped-on
or  gobb l ed-up 

and  by  comparat iv e s  you  wax  and  wane
w i th  t rea sure s  heavy  or  too  large

dogged  by  gre ed  to  thr iv e . . .
unt i l  exc e s s  d e f ea t s  w i th  g lut tony

s inc e  nature  doe s  no t  re s t . . .
to  make  you  more  than  you  shou ld  be

l eads  to  your  ru in ,  where in 
compe l l ed  by  ignorance  and  f ear  and  doubt
you  c la im wi th  c e r t i tude ,  procrus tean  ru l e s
pul l ed  f rom. . . a  t rea sury  o f  vacant  rooms . . . 

. . . compared  to  whi ch . . . I  may one  t ime
inde ed  I  w i l l . . . g o  whirr . . .wh irr . . .wh irr

and jus t  break  down . . . o ld  meta l  o f  entrop i c  heap
 d evo id  o f  s ent iment  and  ho l l ow  s ighs  !

! ! ! ! ! !
! ! !

M eanwhi le our soon to p rove loquac ious , bug, Freder ick Harvey 

Co leoptera , i s heard scra tch ing a t  the d i r t in a c rack o f  the l ino-

leum f loor, os tens ib ly  to d raw a t ten t ion to i t se l f . . .as i t p roceeds to 

speak . . .ment ioned here because in the anna ls o f  man and l i te ra-

tu re , bugs have never counted , bu t now, one is in fac t p repar ing to 

p ro f fe r h is op in ions , as i f ,  he/she/ i t were no t a bug, bu t someth ing 

c loser to ha l f -god ly  man and cer ta in ly  c loser to homo-sap iens than 

those non-b io log ica l andro ids tha t humans have c rea ted and wh ich 

now in fac t have surpassed humans no t  on ly  in sk i l l s o f 

in te l l igence. . .bu t have surpassed humank ind in mora l and e th ica l 

rec t i tude and re l iab i l i t y  and there fore , a lso , in C iv ic Vi r tue and 

God ly  Ho l iness in the bes t  Abrahamic , Pagan or Secu la r Humanis t 

t rad i t ion . . .
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                        So speaks the bug:

                “Hi there up there . . . d o mind me now . . .

    for  though  I  cannot  s e e  b eyond  great  mounta in  top s
your  heads  s tay  h igh  ex tremi t i e s  enough . . .

and  whi l e  I  don ’ t  engage  in  great  ph i l o s ophy
. . .I  do  have  v i ews  f rom where  I  s tand

as  you  do  too ,  no  doubt . . .who  now l ook  down at  me
and in  our  shared  ye t  no t  qu i t e  c ommon v i ew s

I ’ l l  s ometh ing  add ,  a l though
I  hard ly  know the  words  to  say  what ’ s  t rue

de f e rr ing  to  your  mos t  a troc i ous  rant
for  want  o f  s ometh ing  be t t e r  sa id ,  by  anyone
more  to  the  po int  or  l e s s  a  b la tant  mi s creant

that  fur ther s  a l l  th e  wor ld ’ s  c once it
inde ed ,  I  know my p lace 

and  s t rugg l e  on ly  to  surv ive
and ke ep  myse lf 

far  f rom your  t renchant ,  s t r id ing ,  t en- l eague  boo t s
where  ev ery  space  and  p lac e  spout s  your  id ea l s

in  words  s o  grand  and  convo lute
a l l  th ink ing  what  they  mean

convu l s e s  my smal l  bra in . . . inde ed . . .
t en-hundred-mi l l i on  year s  wou ld  hard ly  do
to  earn  a  g l immer  o f  your  comes  and  goe s

your  yeas  and  nays . . . your  moot s  and  sacro sanct s
your  su l l i ed  and  unsu l l i ed  p l o t s

your  pars ing  o f  the  f ine s t  ways  to  do 
a l l  that  you  do  and  s lurp  i t  up

no t  l e s s en ing  your  vu lgar  appe t i t e s
but  a l l  th e  God  or  Gods  you ’ve  named

support  your  c la ims ,  your  r ight s  and  wrong s 
carved  out  to  su i t ,  th e  mora l  n i c e t i e s
that  cha l l enge  ev en  a i r  you  breathe
so  that  you  are  t r iumphant  in  the  end

w i th  augus t  pub l i c  ha l l s 
and  banks  and  t empl e s  h igh
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where  I  can  on ly  c re ep  l ow  on  the  ground
or  h ide  d e ep  in  a  shadow on  the  wa ll

great  ha lo ed  names . . . that  abnegat ing  s e l fhood  br ing s
famed  a l t ru i s t i c  e f f o r t s  f o r . . .more  th i s ,  l e s s  that . . .

I  wou ld  not  know where  to  b eg in

to  t rac e  or  sp eak  o f  such  t ransc endency
from man ,  mere  man to  God  and  back  aga in

from Earth ,  poor  Earth  to  Heaven  High  and  back  aga in
i t  i s  a  wonder  to  b eho ld . . . f o r  ju s t  a  bug

and not  one  b i t  o f  proo f  to  back  i t  up
i t  i s  a  mirac l e  I  ponder  on . . . throughout  l ong  day s

when  de f t ly  c rawl ing  ov er  bat t l e f i e ld s
on  corps e s  ro t t ing ,  h e l t e r - sk e l t e r  in  the  sun

and wonder  then ,  where  i s  th i s  Heaven  now ( ? )
where  are  the s e  Sou l s  o f  Men you  wr i t e  about 

p e rhaps  the i r  k ep t . . . o i l s k in-wrapped
. . .too  c l o s e  to  breas t  ?

Oh no . . . I  can ’ t  pre t end  l i k e  you

but  must  say  p la in ly  what  I  am
where  you  wi th  r ighteous - f la sh ing ,  b l ind

a l l  o ther s  to  your  c rue l t i e s  and  cr ime s
who  p in  a  meda l  on  your  che st

no t  one  t rue  re cord  o f  ca lumny named
as  w indbag  h i s tory  proc la im s

a  hero  here ,  born  in  our  mids t . . . !

Bug  fa i lure  to  thus  wr i t e  and  speak 
to  t e l l  qu i ck  l i e s

spare s  us  hypocr i sy . . .
whi ch  p lague s  men  da i ly ,  d e ep

A s  ju s t  p la in  bugs  w i thout  a  tongue  to  sp eak
and  no  ambi t i on  h igher ,  than  the  dust

w e  cannot  choo se
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to  den igrate  our  enemie s  a t  hand
because . . . bugs  have  no  word  f or  l ov e  and  hate

to  in jure  reputat i ons  or  fa i r  name s
to  ra i s e  ours e l v e s  above . . . a l l  tho s e  we  eat

A l though  we  s curry  l ow  beneath  the i r  f e et
same  ground  men  t read  l ow-p laned ,  l i k e  u s

. . .w e  happy  crawl  about
and don ’ t  l i k e  men ,  k e ep  l ook ing  up  and  up
upward  to  Gods  they  wou ld  b e f r i end

to  b e  the i r  equa l  in  the  end
and never  l o ok  how l ow  they  t read

whi l e  v i c t im ’ s  b l ood  i s  dry ing  on  the  ground
where  sp ent  de s i re s  o f  nob l e  men . . . 

s ends  ch i l l s  r i ght  though
   my puny ,  in s e c t ’ s  h ear t  !

The Bitter End

SEPTEMBER 2008 / JUNE/DECEMBER 2009

BELFAST PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND
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Moralib and Ecics is an adempt e refine Nature as it incipiags behaviour. 
Our error is e believe cat moralib and ecics prompts achon. “ Evoluhonary forces (Malcom Pods, Sex 

and War) is remorlessly amoral and yet not nearly as efficient as we might 
like in pruning branchings cat bear exic, desjuchve kuit...”

Culture...disguises Nature e ce degree cat Cultural, Ecnic and personal Narcissism cloud racer 
len imuminag self percephon and analysis and it is a conspiracy of vanihes, cat we can no longer af-

ford...

EPILOGUE TO BEOWULF

This is who I am as I am able to describe myself. Why I bother is a mystery considering that I am, like all 

others, unknowable and the greater mystery is that we ignore this truth which is more than obvious. So 
we go on, even after our best tools for thinking and feeling and being are spent. And then something crops 
up to reassure us as to meaning and value, so that all does not appear tragically, entirely lost or wasted. 
Some unanticipated urge, incident or sentiment ensues to defeat nihilism and futility and even forces a 
smile or a chuckle upon us and we go on, to the end. Still, there is meaning nowhere certainly but there is 
humour, even though the joke is on us. But not to despair because even frequently, the clouds part and a 
sliver of sunlight appears. But then of course it disappears. A teaser...so be it. This is what happens and 
no state of mind, no information or skill has much to do with it. Money, health, fame, love are mercilessly 
fortuitous. But transcendencies, small ones are critical to persistence in the face of the void. Only a fool 
would not wait for the next glimmering that may come while passing a school yard, observing the 
children...or watching a rabbit dart across a lawn or a fox sloping along a hedgerow under a bright sun or 
a robin, take your pick. 

Since, much more than everything we will ever know or experience or understand is always there, beyond 
our reach, why should our ignorance dictate our feelings or shape our philosophy ? Words still come and 
structures to frame them and always something lurks beyond the words, beyond whatever configuration 
we apply to our ambitiously extended consciousness, that is to say our search, our struggle to know and 
define meaning, to earn life, to avoid irrelevancy.  

One thing keeps popping up when one gets far enough away from all that one knows or has experienced 
and that’s the idea of ‘God’ and by God I mean someone or something almost palpable, but not quite (by 
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definition one might say). Is it a culturally conditioned reflex where even the most efficient Atheist feels 
God lurking ? Is there as much reason for a turnip or a watermelon to be as for something like God to be ? 
Have we more need for turnips and is the fact that something clearly does not appear or even manifest 
itself allow for the repudiation of its existence, especially when its existence versus non-existence is so 
comforting and even more necessary to the stomach of one’s consciousness than any turnip ?

Wishful thinking explains it but neither proves, nor disproves, the existence of a moral God even when 
that God takes frequent holidays from His duties, like at Dachau and Buchenwald, and Cambodia and the 
Katyn forests and Rwanda and so on. But these horrible things do not go on always. Genocide is relatively 
infrequent, otherwise there wouldn’t be six-billion of us flopping around. So a moral, anthropomorphic 
God could be mainly moral and love us more frequently than he does not.

One thing I do know about myself is that I take everything personally. If I break an arm it comforts me 

not one iota that untold thousands who have a claim on happiness no less than my own, have broken 
their arm in the past six-weeks all over this planet. God cannot use me to provide a moral lesson for oth-
ers and justify his actions on that score. My pleasure and pain are absolute and personal and the ab-
stractions of a greater agenda than my own happiness and suffering, is less than amusing and I reject the 
notion. That I am me, absolute, I have no doubt and I will rise or fall on the issue. 

But that does not mean that I am singular and totemic and that I can be identified with characteristics 
that name me by my birth, hair-colour, diplomas or habits and this is simply because I am, like all others, 
a discontinuous, concatenation of attributes, social, intellectual, physical and reflexive and none of them 
form a unity except out of mere expediency and this is true even if I never get out of my bed and take the 
bus to the office and speak again. 

Similarly, my organs (apparently) are not a co-ordinated, unified, coherent homo-sapien unity. Some are 
(apparently) entirely residual fish-organs placed where a fish might find them useful but no homo sapien. 
Nature takes its time about getting things right and some halibut or trout and I, share common ancestry 
and we are not yet entirely removed physiologically, one from the other. So what is a lifelong Atheist de-
scended from a family of fishes doing here looking up at the stained glass in the great Cathedral at Char-
tres after having crossed himself three times and hailed Mary under his breath?  Well the answer to that 
question is that I do not know, but then as I have tried to illustrate not only me but none of us, no one, 
knows anything.  Yet the question persists which I cannot answer. But although I cannot provide an an-
swer, I will try, best I can, to give some dignity to the question, by trying to answer why I am here now in 
this great cathedral, right now.

I was a prelate and now I am too old for even that feeble occupation. I can no longer serve God or mam-
mon with sufficient efficiency to be tolerated, rewarded or employed and I was never the type for games or 
frivolous parties, and again, I am too old for that.

Now so as not to confuse you I will try to explain how it is that a lifelong Atheist could have served (faith-
fully and adequately) God’s ministry. It is almost a paradox, certainly a conundrum. It’s like this. Early on 
I realized that since we are capable of knowing nothing whatever, even Time and Space are up for grabs as 
the great Immanuel Kant has adequately informed us, it seemed sensible to spend my time doing some-
thing that seemed to be good even if I had no way of knowing whether it was or not and believed in noth-
ing whatever apart from proclivities of taste and the compulsions of appetite. I have always had an appe-
tite for God like most others and I do respect my appetites even if I do not fuss about the appetites of oth-
ers too frequently. It was a craving I could see no good reason not to fulfil since death is inevitable and 
meaning is fanciful. It was a contract by which I could not fail to win. If I was wrong about the existence of 
God I would be rewarded in paradise for my good acts and in spite of my weak intellect and lack of gra-
tuitous gullibility and if I was right about the non-existence of God, then my services to my fellow man, 
deluding them into reassuring belief, comforting their tragedies, were hardly wasted.

I was a good enough prelate and I passed on the greater and the smaller teachings and duties of my min-
istry, that is Jesus’s ministry, the Son of God, no less. The slippery apologetics of the so-called great 
church fathers, Augustine/Aquinas and others had never impressed me. They were overrated as to their 
intellect I was smart enough to know that. But, they served their purpose which was to provide suitable 
words to describe, i.e. invent, the glorious inexplicable. It was soothing of them and generous. That they 
made less sense than theoretical physicists do today did not deter me since I felt more comfortable with 
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these old fellows than I do with twelve dimensional string-theory  and certainly this old, old stuff came up 
with some great art and wonderful music and try making something tantamount to the Sistine Chapel 
Ceiling or the polytheistic Primivera or a Bach Cantata, with string-theory. It can’t be done.

Someone published a book titled “The Outsider” and it was popular for a while. I forget the author but in 

retrospect, although I even have forgotten the book’s contents, the title rings for me. I am an outsider and 
to be an outsider (not to romanticize my humble self, unduly) I think one has to be somewhat born to it.  
One cannot be a prototypical Englishman, Jew or a Turk and grow into being an ‘outsider’. Prototypical 
moulds have to be broken in the flesh. My maternal grandfather was a German, but a German of the 
Jewish faith which is not quite the same somehow as being a German Baptist or Lutheran, but why this is 
so I am not certain. He was not religious and no one even knew he was “Jewish” until the Gestapo began 
searching archives. 

So I have something of the Jew about me in my favour. I am tall and broad shouldered as the best of 
Teutons but this is a reflection of my maternal Jewish ancestry apparently and from my English father I 
derived a certain earthiness and direct physicality (albeit not his fleshy lips and nose) that one finds more 
frequently in Jews or at least Mediterranean peoples, than one finds in Anglo-Nordics. Generalities come 
from somewhere but it is dangerous and even stupid to put any faith in them. But taken carefully they do 
provide colours for the paintbrush of depiction even when they entirely contradict reason and even com-
mon decency. But this varied ethnic mixture that provided me with consciousness left me feeling una-
ligned and that arguably contributed to my psychological and even intellectual liberation from the idiocies 
of religious and tribal affiliations.  I have no doubt Jesus was a product of mixed parentage. A roman sol-
dier, a Philistine, a roaming ape, who knows. But he was a good Jew and Rabbi too, just as I was a good 
priest of the Holy Church of Christ, I mean the Pontifical Church of Rome. One can be an ‘outsider’ and 
still belong. Only a fool rejects everything out of principle or circumstance. Madmen may speak wisdom 
almost as infrequently, as do professors who are not madmen. Even the unholy is holy if one pokes 
around long enough. And one cannot just be. One must be this or that even if one’s been heterogeneously 
composed at the root.

Of course, sooner or later one gets found out. The fissures and lacunae of one’s being become exposed 

and one is obliged to perjure oneself or  else suffer the consequences of creating uncertainty, anxiety, dis-
pleasure. Your friends will abandon you and your children will turn you in to the authorities whoever they 
are, whatever they represent. It has always been thus and because it has always been thus there must be 
a reason for it...not necessarily a good reason nevertheless and who knows what’s good or bad really, 
what’s really true and really false except within the confines of particular conditions. Situational 
ethics...what other kind is there...what other kind can there possibly be since situations, circumstances, 
conditions are invariably ubiquitous ? One tests the wind yet acts as one must even if it goes against the 
wind. This is the strange nature of the beast and our secret appetites are hidden (by definition) even while 
they goad us to failure or tragedy. It has always been thus. We are perverse.

I would say that I was depressed but that would be too simple. How and why I am depressed, the nu-
ances, the quarter-tones of my depression, the colouration or grey drab shades of it are peculiar to me. All 
men are happy in the same way, it’s been said, so genius flies from joyful constancy which makes of us 
mere vegetables as opposed to Promethean innovators. The shadows hide beauty and reveal it and we play 
with them and they with us as we try to apprehend and contain the mysteries but yet another shadow 
conceals what we stretch out for and we go on and on, but of course not forever...which is more time than 
any of us have. 

It is this time now when my clutching for beauty has almost ceased and this explains what I am doing 
here in this draughty Cathedral grasping fractions of glory through the vaulted stain-glass windows above 
me, with my hooded, Oriental (Jewish) eyelids, where I have arranged myself, in my dark, Machiavellian, 
velour coat, my broad-brimmed velvet hat, like Oscar Wilde or Wyndham Lewis might have worn to an 
afternoon literary soiree. Who knows ? Perhaps they did ?  I am trying to absorb the descending fraction-
ated light from high above the clerestory...I want it to soak into me and I would prefer if my fractionated 
consciousness, my multi-fractured-being would somehow float upward toward it and fuse with it.  It is 
glorious and all of that from the silliness of Religion, formalized stupidity, ignorance and superstition. 
Here is beauty. God if you will, here or nowhere.
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It was just as I was feeling and thinking all of this, feeling maybe perhaps I could stumble, trip and fall 

into the security and peacefulness of true-believer-hood, after all of these years of mere cleverness, serving 
my vaunted superior intellect rather than God, albeit playing at it well enough not to be arrested or ex-
communicated, a really, truly holy thing came up the aisle holding onto a very old woman wearing black 
silk (she was an old, old woman born to be) whom I think was coughing and even cackling like a witch as 
she dragged her thick-ankled bent legs up the aisle, and holding onto her, dutifully, a neophyte Brigitte 
Bardot whom I have always loved. In fact my celibacy as a priest was regularly broken with decades of 
lascivious fantasies about this earth-goddess and I panicked as desire overwhelmed me but in the strange 
fashion that desire can overcome an old man even while his capacity for fulfilling it has virtually disap-
peared. Life is cruel. God is cruel. As a young priest I would have seduced her. After all I am not a hypo-
crite and celibacy is merely an ideal. It provides greater neatness in our comings and goings than does 
sexual profligacy which is frequently messy and painful and accompanied more often with tears and mis-
comprehension, than joy or laughter.

Perhaps it is time (is there ever a good or a right time for confession?) to confess that in spite of my pride 
of intellect the main impetus for my repudiation of monotheism is not purely, sacrosanctly analytical. It 
occurred to me increasingly as I grew into manhood that almost all that is beautiful and desirable is there 
to taunt and tease us and at very high cost if realized, leaving an ocean of regrets, often tragically. Every 
beautiful woman, just to see her, would destroy me even had I not met her and I seldom ever did meet 
these earth-beauties (thank God). In fact my vocation was a self-serving attempt to remove myself from 
temptation shielded by the forbearance of piety or at least the rigid straightjacket of ecclesiastic seemli-
ness. 

As a cleric, one had at least an avuncular role to play and this eliminated hanging out at those fashion-
able public places nubile goddesses frequented. I avoided alcohol and cigarettes and I lowered my eyes to 
seduction at least when it was obvious. My vices were clandestine and discreet and this kept me too from 
venturing too far toward disaster and armoured my retreat. But if there was a God it was a mugs game to 
serve beauty and pleasure on a platter and make our taking of it the source of ruin and not just for me, 
but for every one of us. It was neither moral nor deserved that beauty and pleasure and humiliation and 
pain should be close-linked as they are. A sadistic God is not a Moral God. A Moral God must be a nice 
God, otherwise ignore Him and I did. Although I honoured, The Church, definitively.

The other reason for my Atheism came from my awareness of the paradox of perfection and indeed Socra-
tes was seduced by it. Yet we cannot be perfect  because first we can never know what that is, in spite of 
The Dialogues, subject to taste and  circumstances and because the parts as known, however labelled, do 
not, cannot fit where they might and all of our actions are irremediable. We can’t go back. Retribution, 
absolution are abstractions. The deed’s the thing. Cast dies are cast. Face up to it. 

Other issues have to do with our vaunted attempts to seek authority.  Not only God’s authority but the 
authority of empirical objectivity. But come on now and think ! Space and Time are up for grabs. So where 
does that leave scientific objectivity ? Experiment with what ? What substance ? And all this deferral to 
authority, theologic and scientific, the eternal external, outside of us, makes cowards of us all. Big brother, 
God, empirical and theistic is watching and shaping us, rubbing hard against our fragile-needy-beauty-
and-pleasure-loving-vulnerable ‘self’. Not selves because, we are alone and the existence of others is an 
abstraction, albeit a worthy and necessary enough one, like Time and Space and Freewill, another delu-
sion which I will avoid discussing simply because I am not in the mood for it. 

So, if there is a God, He will show himself to me in precisely where God should always be, in the cathe-
dral, beaming down in the transcendent glory of red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet through the 
stained glass above me now. And as I was thinking this, something happened. In fact what I noticed was 
that nothing happened. There was a gap. A lacuna of consciousness that was not quite like falling asleep 
although maybe that’s all it was because I noticed precipitously that she had disappeared but not only 
from the aisles and the pews of the great church. B.B.Transfigured, actually disappeared from my con-
sciousness, slipped out of my visceral grasp and I could only imagine with difficulty that I had actually 
seen her there then, high-breasted, demurely sylph-like, palpable and holy real, just a few metres beyond 
my hot, lascivious, desiring. But my decrepitude saved me. I had been rendered old so as not to trans-
gress. Such is God’s wisdom. His Love.
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My memory and my thoughts of her had suddenly (I have always tried to avoid the term miraculous) be-
come abstractions, like an algebra equation. Even my lusting had lost its rubescence and looked back at 
me like a holy relic in a glass case in the offertory. An old fogey, practising dying. A slight panic ensued 
because it was like the very fabric of my life’s entire substrate of consciousness had removed itself or been 
removed and yet somehow I was, after my first reaction, at peace with it.  I no longer desired desire as I 
looked up into the Godless vault surrounding me and incanted red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet, my 
new-found catechism where unity and coherency was delusional and only fragments of light and memory 
were left to succeed if at all possible as I clung to shards of blue, red, yellow for reconciliation...to be at 
peace at least, at last, with just a little of this rainbow or a soupcon of that miracle...the ostensibly holier 
bits of detritus left over from life’s foolish presumptions.  Nothing had ever puzzled me like the engage-
ment in beauty. It is the most profound enigma, more poignant than the time/space conundrum. At once 
more palpably confronting our mind and participation and shockingly mysterious when we attempt to 
comprehend it...playing with our senses, mundane and trivial and somehow transcendent. But how...why 
? This is beyond Darwin and particle physics. God would not rescue any of us with the making of sense 
from our experience, so I clung to what was left for me, perhaps for anyone...to hold onto. This was grace. 
A piece of it.

And this was undoubtedly the anguish of that strange (not strange ?) Jew Jesus, on the cross. What other 
intelligent meaning could one ascribe to it ? Schikses are frequently not smart and nor are others when it 
comes to that. And as these thoughts were racing through me I realized slowly, like a man being executed 
thinking, this dying thing it  ain’t  so bad...it  doesn’t  hurt like I thought  it would and so on and I was saved in 
this niggardly way. I could not any longer remember the pleasure of  pleasure, nor the anxiety and anguish 
of desire. I was forgetting incrementally, the thrill of laughter and all that heightened anticipation had 
been for me. I had feared beauty and pleasure all of my life and now at last, by the grace of forgetting...I 
was coming to a state (of peace) where I did not any longer have to fear the potent exhilaration of lust and 
desire and the pervasive compulsion toward unity, truth and coherency so I could at last be just me, not 
torn by the daemons of Beauty and Pleasure and Truth and the compulsive quest for still more and more 
and more appetite grown hungrier by what it feeds upon. Now I had arrived at last at the truth of non-truth 
and the enveloping comfort of nothingness. I was almost there...the light was descending.   

Footnote: I almost forgot to remark that some few years ago...largely for my own pleasure, to fill the time 
perhaps more than anything, I scribbled a rather long epical poem which I titled BeowulFreshtold. wherein 
I reconfigure the Christianized pagan epic with a title I thought was clever and apt although perhaps a bit 
too facile if one considered it. At any rate I stuck with the title and it, the verse-poem summarizes I think 
pretty much all of what I believe might save this world from itself. Not moral rearmament or less hypocrisy 
or more personal veracity, civility or civic enterprise or the destruction of this or that economic or political 
affliction or policy or even more penetrating intellectual comprehension in philosophy or even physics, 
neither more undiscovered science, nor insightful religious revelation, not eugenics or anything one can 
think of or name to be installed, instituted or maintained. But just this. Recognition of what we already 
know as true. The perhaps unflattering accommodation of our beastliness and acceptance of our primor-
dial ‘human’ that is to say ape nature. The individual and collective impulse and previously biological ne-
cessity of murder (war) and ethnic and personal exploitation and domination. The territorial compulsions 
of nations or tribes. None of these effectively modified by theological codifications as represented in two 
silly and entirely erroneous and narcissistic documents in at least the canons of Western nations and 
culture, Plato’s The Republic and The Bible. These arrogant, silly and misleading, albeit impressive docu-
ments cannot save us. The best we can do is clean our lenses and see ourselves as we are. The beastliest 
of all the beasts. The most efficient of all murderers, which is not a moral or ethical issue. Tribalism, 
genocide and war, i.e. collective, formalized murder, is how we got here, all of us, up until now. But now 
we have nuclear weaponry and our spears and arrows and clubs are in museum cases. They served well 
enough and now our personal and institutionalized means for domination and supremacy have outgrown 
their organic, natural purposes so that instead of destroying just the other tribe for rape and pillage and 
territory, whatever, since our weaponry is so massive and efficient, we cannot do this without destroying 
ourselves, which we will likely do. But praying and civic rectitude will not help us now, if ever they did, 
which is why I believe the two most insidious and dangerous books extant today are in fact Plato’s “The 
Republic” and The Bible. But I am not suggesting we burn or disenfranchise either these highly evocative 

and interesting books or their well-intended, worthy adherents.  E  N  D
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