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Myth, Ritual, Symbol

It was many years later, but we were still searching for something of ourselves, the sky erupting in abrupt
reds and purples like God’s own fiery flesh, until the city was a vast museum of trash, and our faces were
flecked with a harsh, prosecutorial light. The souls of old friends were getting uploaded to the Google Cloud.
Their glasses went into one pile; their shoes, another. “Hello?” | repeated, only louder. There was never an
answer. | consoled myself by slowly rubbing my parts against you, the warm noises we made serving in lieu of
prayers and incantations.

Cash Only

You couldn’t get back to sleep. After about a thousand years, it was dawn, napalm on wildflowers, the flames
wavering in a lost kind of way. There was a time when slaves were shackled to oars and forced to shit where
they sat. Only cash was accepted. The ushers wore white tops and black bottoms and were required to stay
for the entire performance. | bet you if it was today, the pain would be about the same, and the smoke so
thick you couldn’t tell which world was burning.





