Breaking Trail

Today there is a small fee

Required to reconstitute

The Neanderthal.

Their burial rites lost

Tear style, loss styles

Probably gone.

Amuse me

A museum excites itself

A diorama tenses

I think we could 

Light a bonfire

And gather together.

Will she recognize

Herself in the 

Statuary of the Tate?

The case is cold.

Evidently every single

Beast was killed.

Every single burial 

Unremarked

Unmarked 

Save a special strand –

A thread of genetics

A sweet vial.

Eradication is hard - 

Bacterium make their

Vigorous case.

Clean hands or no

Scrubbed and slapped

Aroused by a shred 

Of a dream.

Dominion over all

The fish and fowl

Every living thing

Into a stew

Each unique taste

Is gamey. 

The long-pig

Did not catch on.

We would like 

To examine the ethics

Of carrying a beast

To term.

Mild Satanists

May find solace

In our efficiencies

i.e. we can burn

the world to the ground.

Rosemary, parsely

Timely sparks -

Muses and amusements

Godless science would

Deign to right our

Epochs of wrong

With a trim fix

In the lab

A sprightly mix

Of this and that

Whirling fragments cohere

To clean white rats

Dolly, dollies

Doll dresses from

The same furnace 

The refined pile of straw,

Crucible; maw

Molten; in awe.

It is a gentle

Man who loves

The old dead things. 

Goners and losers

To cherish and worry

Those small crushed faces

Between bloodlust and 

Love. I want them all

Dead. All of you. 

I want to break trail.

To be the first 

In the morning.

Broad sword of sun

Alight the world 

From below your curve

Mammoth curve.

Scrim of life

Please burst to flame.

Burn out. 

Do not shout

Or keen across

The ages –

We did you in. 

And will again. 

