Sparagmos

Hold out the hot throat of belief, friend.

It is a means to an end to be swung from, slowly,

methodically, until the throat, cut, halts howling.  

It may be holy but will still bleed

when bitten. I say, “it has a voice, 

saying ‘let the cool blue

of un-bated breath ruin, make ancient

runes of this slag-heap, this sharp

heat, this rush’ for 

which I have such a penchant.”




Think

what beauty comes of slag, cast

off trash, the shed dead skin of belief;

what sin would sink teeth in

sweet flesh, bite flash-fast;

what eunuch— no, castrato, will release 

the cry which the held throat's held note recasts.
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