We’ve stopped examining the soul.

It has has fled our reason. 

The entire world is contained in a drop of come. 

Or the twinge of a hernia brought on by a sneeze. 

Within the hidden country of the scrotum. 

Control the industry of the bacilli

(the smells and lesions) 

With a pool of soap rubbed vigorously 

between your hands. Warm water

Is the best 

Defense

Against the virulent waxing of this genus.

Geniuses

Are hard at work 

Buffing the hard shell enamel

Of restored old junk. 

Some have dedicated their lives to putting a fresh coat

Of paint on a piece of rust. 

The idea is to figure out a way to 

Inhibit reproduction. 

A prophylactic

Against say. . .

What could be seen as a pile of newborn rats

Chirping, in a hot swarm

A nest of wasps that you might kick

In a disembodied flash of inspiration

Or a mushroom brimming with spores

Awaiting a stomp.

I have four limbs, five fingers on each hand.

A head with two eyes, two nostrils, a mouth

A tongue, two holes (ears), hair, a skull.

Very designed. 

A design which emerged from an intent expression –

A silent room, furrowed brow. Pencil sharpened

Burrs puffed off, lead and dust expelled

The tip gleaming! On close inspection – 

An electron microscopic scan -

We find that we can’t keep designing 

Or must cease all movement to capture the image

Of the graphite tip. 

The snowflakes’ frightened symmetry 

Proof of the Being with His finger curled over

His Mouth, Elbows on the Table

Ass in the Chair. Balls in Sack. 

A lonely guy paints

A grain of rice with mink fur

Mickey’s Last Supper or 

A nano-painting of a schoolgirl

Giving a teacher a blow job

An open bag of rice

The purl of grains

Yellow, dry

Grown with a great respect 

For the future. 

