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It is true, the numbers favor him,
the golden haired hairy armed
smooth bodies, muscular and full
of the stuff of youth, they are

all gone, dead, and with them,
these, our fertile hearts, are broken
without the scruples of hope,

and all our dreams are consumed by
the constant rituals of death.

So here he comes, fat man with money
in his pocket and the language

of the gutter that we have chosen
to embrace now that God, they say,
is dead, and fat man brings chunks
of ham, garlic, onions, bread

and wine that we drink

until our tears turn to that

stone pragmatism we call
resignation though it feels

like the kind of lust that makes for
the loudest orgasms, a flame

of anger that sprints out

of the window into the night.

He is the man. We love him,

this is fine, we say, but we hate
ourselves for it, which is fine, too.
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