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I dream of a brook, and a cool reflection,

Through which his eyes looked upon me.

In the twilight, where forgotten thoughts

And déjà vu plays like tin songs in jagged places,

I hear him breathing, softly like the devil.

I smell his fragrance, warm and ripe with flavor.

And I see those tender, lithe hands mound dirt and shape

Life out of the soil.

I feel his gentle touch upon my fevered brow,

A cool drop of water.

I burned to rid my disease,

My disease of civilization.

He burned with desire.

A scanner darkly,

Like a tinted camera,

Showed her death, and it looked so green.

What was there to see, 

That has escaped our notice, 

But that we walk on the shoulder of this great mother,

Whose children tear away at her, rending her tender flesh.

Jesus is a whore, and all her people 

Are pedophiles of Life, 

Who watch it with glee and then rape it, and tear it to pieces.

