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A Party for the Dead

Dancing of course:

a sick kind of pirouette

with all life dragged into its spin.

Drinks, of course:

blood as the base liquid,

served straight, without comfort of ice.

Nibbles, of course:

amuse-bouche of dejection,

buffets offering up catered misery.

Music, of course:

a one-tone dirge, vibrating

up from coffins and into front parlours.

Guests, of course:

everyone.

Dōji's Recipe

i.

Here, a shiver,

here, a dread.

Memory of lost love,

despair over what has come to pass,

Crushing echo of the past

haunting all that live;

the dead

kiss goodbye forever.

ii.

With every stir, the cake thickens

until its hard enough to drop

down every wretched gullet

with such a suggestion and

the gravity left over from the Fall.

Dōji felt the grip of planetary forces

and laughed at mankind's flimsy footsteps;

tread of now, then and forever swept away

with one blow of the candle, Dōji straddling

each birthday, a reminder of death's gift.

Blood

i.

The coagulants came

as a rockslide

as Dōji removed the nails, the blade,

all stalagmites and crags,

every carnivore

incisor, fauna spike and church spire;

upon them all,

Dōji impaled freely

in vain hope of gaining liberty;

not so such suicide,

as a breather,

not so such the runaway from forever

as an embrace of it,

a beat retreat,

such damnation in sweet conceit.

ii.

Not even able

to raise a scar,

Dōji lamented over immortality,

coiled round his spikes;

dreamt of iron maidens, sarcophaguses,

tombs, some uncomfortable home

to find a sleep within.

Bleeding came easily.

Martyrdom eluded,

mankind continued

in its persistent embrace of hope,

with Dōji born outside of such culpable notions

as fallibility, salvation,

sacrifice, sanctuary,

yet still asking for retreat,

recoiling.

Observation

Dōji eyed a slug: cold slice of Hell;

dream of dissection is tasted,

allowed to swell, until

imagination creates the kill. 

All pathetic without pity wasted.

May apathy rest the knife.

Find a louse instead and slice

that meal thrust from life.

Readying blade for nosedive,

Dōji swings once, swings twice,

measuring the arc for both.

A smile is bent across the graves,

its intimate arc, cruel curve,

scoring out their urgent truths.

Dōji kills. Dōji feeds. Dōji saves.

A Clinical Examination

Neurotransmitters. Chemicals.

Hormones. Endorphins.

The production of certain amino acids.

Oestrogen. Testosterone.

Cells dividing.

A mystery.

Dōji turned away from the microscope,

dropped the test tube and let it

smash.

His exploration amassed only

fool's gold, dissecting trinkets from

the empty quarter of mankind's stomach.

Released the foetus he held

in clammy forceps,

uncorked the distilled essences:

sweat, pus, spermatozoa,

now abandoned to dehydration.

Biopsies and x-rays burnt inside a sad fire

as Dōji resigned

to the elusiveness of the world, not seeing

life in the laboratory,

in any face he pondered. 

The Removal of Hope

Such curious conception, Dōji mused

as he planted his puppet claws

at four cornerstones, smirked at the pleasure

in pulling them apart: seeds torn from pumpkin,

banana peel frayed out with teeth,

pips squeezed from orange segment,

all foundation ruined.

Dōji Candle

Curious shaft poked into Dōji's realm,

undermining all effort towards gloom.

Some rainbow straighten up, made to mingle

downhill, set at Hope's drip-feeding angle.

Eliminator of one thousand tones

until all is white, and all shadow none.

Dōji flinched in its residual heat,

curled up a shoulder of his puppet mate.

Bared his teeth, displayed inside fetid sneer

and found the white to be a shade of fear.

Pairing this new light with trepidation,

Dōji still, spoke none, but thought of action.

With a great inhale, took all oxygen

so fire could never manoeuvre again.

Rusty Scales

Freak and heart lie on the same grave,

one with the soil, two against themselves.

To live and die under one sky, sharing

nothing more than time and air.

Moonrise perturbed freak.

Sunfall pumped heart.

Their songs discordant within the plot: two bells,

peeling around each other's frequency,

profit and loss of sound cancelling out

till silence becomes the only answer.

Tonal wails disturbed freak.

Rhythm comforted heart

Red, the stones; red, the petals;

red, the dawn come to mock continuality,

the mere, weak plodding around a star

that will outlive only to destroy.

Memories chilled freak.

Legacies warmed heart.

Waiting, yes, there is waiting.

Carbon becomes wood, becomes coal,

becomes diamond, becomes useless.

An empty climax, the mines full of stagnancy.

Treasures sorrowed freak.

Trinkets distracted heart.

Dōji's Prayer

Dōji climbed down off rusted scales,

weary of his one-sided cage

and sought out God for questioning.

Prayer was a lost art to him,

never having seeded within

Dōji's concept of existence.

He asked Him to bring extinction:

would save him a journey, only

so many times one can whet foil.

God replied with another sun,

reinforced soon afterwards with

more moon, mocking luminescence.

Lamentations

The stardust settled.

Skies remained blue, defiant beauty

against Dōji's pale wishes,

with a sun, brazen: no hint of solar flare

or asteroid seen in its shadow; the moon

retaining its respectful distance, each star

still showing a way.

And Dōji's way snuffed out

with him snuffling through his own debris:

all his discarded puppets, dead babies,

fondled mud and dulling edges, no good now

even for self-mutilation.

Dōji rubbed each blade against flint,

eyeing up new potentials:

As long as there is life, there is death

bringing new cadavers, with fresh memories

to haunt the ongoing; still breaths to sour,

marrows to curdle, comfort to crush.

I will hock up more phlegm and twist

it into the earth with my spiteful heels

and make more mud to blemish each bedside,

each hospital ward, each nursery cot.

The living shall know my name only to curse it

and in time, terrible, accruing, insurmountable time,

only one of us will rise. Death cannot fall,

I know no fall. I am the Fall. I am the death of hope,

of courage, of prayer. I accept God's challenge

and spit at all who howl His name.
Somewhere, God laughed,

secure in his omnipresence, and gave Dōji

an ounce of His munificence.

Thank you for reading.
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