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Rabocheye Dayelo

(reprinted from The Duplications)

The gendarmes: fastidious sparrows with semi-automatic documents raiding nests.  December.  They stole the newspapers but forgot to take the ideas. 

Water is the reason god was invented.  Oil is a byproduct of a discrete ineptitude in the upper strata.  They buy t-shirts expressly for the occasion and never forget their fanny packs.  Like small turds sparrows streak across a horizon lined with radio towers.  Nobody broadcasts this.

Oil masks roads paved with good intentions.  Intentions are hard to come by.  Children say they've seen them.  One might leave a plate of haroseth for a spontaneous arrival.  Wine is too extravagant now.  And nobody eats the brisket.  Not even minor prophets.

Look for clearance sales at corner stores.  Indications that aliens will be paying earth a visit.  Blue-light specials attract more than one form.  Shadows cast by these are long as the sun is low.  Very low.

In Hamilton Ontario two tall stacks used to shoot flames from their mouths.  One has gone out.  Water at Rosie's is from the tap.  Chlorine masks the idea of cocktail.  Cock and Tail are what you get here.  Luck is to be blamed.  Someday that fire will rise again.  Then you know the paper will mill disproportionately to demand.  One small overlooked dividend will be:

the newspapers will reappear and not long before the gendarmes.

Plans

(reprinted from Poetry Midwest)

I’m answering the door

to nobody these days.  These days:

again the leaves are sagging the gutter, and the light

lasts as long as that chill I’ve come to love.

I’m looking in cupboards, under beds, behind the eyes

of people I rarely meet.

I daydream constantly these days.  These days:

of the house we never lived in, of our child, who vanished

suddenly, like a magic trick.
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Film Stock: super 8mm, BW, speed.

Running Time: 5 min.

Sound: overlay

Black screen burning to white. The humming of a machine, metallic, a distant turbine.  Humming grows louder.  Cuts to view of stage curtain, camera corner right, and off to side stands a man in white shirt, black tie, dress pants, rubbing his hands on his knees.  Ten seconds.  Curtain opens, woman, naked, standing contrapposto on a piano dolly, is rolled onto center stage.  Man immediately begins to grope her passionately, although she is so still it is uncertain whether she even notices his advances.  His advances are wild, adolescent.  Ten seconds.  Woman is rolled back behind curtain.

Repeat 2x

On third repeat, man in cheap bear suit runs across stage—left to right.  On fourth repeat, man in bear suit runs back, right to left, while a child's voice is overheard by the humming of the turbine.

Child: A sad tale's best for winter; I have one of sprites and goblins.

Repeat 2x.  Burn to white screen, then to black.  Humming of the turbine continues for ten seconds.
