
Genesis Story 

 

Some say 

The Boss Upstairs 

Spun the stars first 

To separate this from that 

 

And next the ocean 

Land, the wind 

And fish and birds 

Then everything else 

 

And the Other says 

It wasn’t as simple as that 

It took a good long time 

 

For the periodic table 

To sort of just  

Fall through the roof 

 

But the Watcher says 

The old ones 

In the memory wing 

Have got it all mixed up 

 

When God saw 

Blue Moon Girl 

Invite Messenger  

Up to her room  

 

That night with  

The scent of Breton pine 



In her voice 

 

He put off 

Creating light 

For another day. 

 

The Noose 

(News item: Fragments of the text of a lost Greek play were found among the 

pages of a disordered collection of medieval manuscripts in a Spanish museum. 

The play, entitled The Noose, is attributed to Cratinus, who, along with 

Aristophanes and Eupolis, is credited as one of the Triad of Old Comedy 

authors in Athens during the period 485 to 380 BCE.) 

 

Because his mother 

Had sex with a donkey 

He brags 

Boasts 

Brays 

Leads from the rear 

I call to witness 

This awful smell 

 

He has stolen 

Everything of value 

Hambones 

Sausage 

Olives and figs 

The kitchen’s share 

That goddamn sponger 

Has wolfed it all down 

  

Why did the gods 

Send this 



Foul tasting gourd 

To trumpet over us 

Him with his golden bracelet 

All his finery 

Tramples the oak grove 

On ivory feet. 

 

Let him take 

One deep breath 

Then 

Tighten the noose 

Haul on the rope 

Like a sail to the mast 

And send him to the fishes 

That miserable crook. 
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