Halloween

Halloween is fun

Dressing up like someone dead

Walking around with no face

Demanding things

Hatred is loosed on innocent people.

Traditionally – or recently

Dead people intend to do us harm

Exact deserved revenge.

Either they are lonely for the world

Or don’t remember why they moan

So surprisingly

There are also strong sexual undertones to the holiday.

A lot of stabbing – a lot of blood

Desire – screaming - pleading

Sexual relations with the Devil

Or a brain damaged maniac

Who doesn’t perfume his lust

With love. 

Confusion will replace assumptions.

You might arrive home from work 

With a bag a groceries fumbling

For the keys and find your husband

On all fours, covered with effluence 

From the dog he killed.  

It comes down to a matter of etiquette – 

There are things we just do not do 

When we are mad. We do not 

Hit. We do not raise our voices.

We do not get turned on by 

An upsidedown cross hanging

Pendulously between naked breasts. 

In dreams the rules do not apply

There are no predictive features – 

The toilet water spins any which way.

The dead do not weigh our obeisance – 

A careful kiss to the crown of their 

Gravestone will not stop their steady 

Advance; their outstretched arms. 

Or you might slip and fall on 

Your child’s brain.

Or you might end up killing your own child 

Because she turned into a blood sucking parasite –

It had something to do with a government 

Experiment. Some faceless choices made 

For love or money.

I’m tired of people. 

It’s too hard to reach down inside and answer questions.

A leak – the tapping water – 

The rhythm is off

There’s no drum machine

No pulse

The beats can’t be evened out.

