El ephant Carcasses Stained with Vulture DroppingslLie
in a Field in Uganda

Hey! Its a crazy world, this

battered series of perceptions,

the red indol ent glazing

of her tongued hibi scus, shivering
and staggering at 3 amon A Sunday

bef ore the papers and the spiritua
assenbly has arrived, alas

(we live in separate nonadic episodes
carved in the ivory of tenporal | obes)
the tediumof the [oconotive squealing
the arbitrary corundum hard gaze of
nor ni ng apparitions and synbolic

qui escence in the shimering dol druns

of laconic |ight.

Events unfold and | oom before us

i ke an argon mask bubbling in the antique atnosphere
there Iie the el ephants: slow nating,

not -forgetti ng death nounds splayed in the

African sun, maps of thenselves lying in

a naked reality of soil like the Borges

tale rotting in the blunt Auschwitz terrain

of the ivory butcher's perfuned massacre.

Information flows, great networks interconnecting

with spatial liquidity in the dust-wung air, speaks



of how we are noving towards a frighteni ng concl usion:

only the distant buzzing of flies can alleviate
t he pai nful squeeze of the dolonmitic air
Then there is the matter of the el ephants and to be
norbidly tattooed with the excrement of your own flesh
to be held soft by a lover in the arcane world of hope,
to dance in the erotic foliage of the trill invincible air,
of the sane stuff as the el ephant once breat hed.
(flesh eating rock can be carved

the sane as ivory)

Il

That the excrenent of vultures is white fecal paint
on the kabuki face of death is perhaps a detail that
goes unnoticed in the living rooms of nbst Americans
and their kin, while grandma that illusive wisp of a woman
of fers up

not hi ng nore of herself than recipes, weather reports
and nedi cal synopses

prepares di nner

when

from nowhere she pictures a vulture tearing

fl esh and screans, drops dinner, chicken in

white flour, the color of vulture droppings,

goes everywhere and the famly cones a runnin'

she stares (

eyes white ( as titani um oxide



she glinpsed the other side

the magi ¢ underbelly )

of every nonent )

vast oceans of understanding

t hunder and roar in her ears

stones are gathering under the Earth's

crust, under the weight of the dead pachyderns
she feels magma pouring into voids

the ecclesiastic pull of hydrothernmal I|iquids
warring el enents of dark netallic species

bubbling in a matrix of crystalline conplexity.

1

G ve them proper buri al

| find nyself scream ng

froma dark pul pit, neon

signs flash around, strange
shadows, hal f shadows, penunbral
scents drifting in and out of
consci ousness, give them

I i nkage, allow themto converge
on holy ground, allow them
nore than hollow dignity --
protect them from

the discrete estimators

of human indifference.




(Y

Awake, early norning,

t hi nki ng of the el ephants: ny own
transformation, Once | sized up

ivory for the taking, rented planes

to search the interior, elaborate

pl ans, expectations that everything would
be provided on tinme for GREAT WH TE HUNTER

anongst el ephant | egs and trunks.

darting

V

W are a delicate breed of

sardonic wits: murdered commuters no

| ess innocent than the el ephants, boiled
in our sad tanks on the way hone from
work -- relieved of our duties, fired
term nat ed, canned.

There is no death 'cept the coo

breath which seeps in under the door

and how you learn to live with it

and how you learn to score

but, then again

the el ephants were killed by famly nen
to support children, aspirations, dreans
of a better life (career goal: ivory
poacher, unlikely), they were sl aughtered

by men with values of their own, religious



i cons kept around the house, night school
learn dry wall, conputers,

estimate the size of your own superstition
earn noney in your sleep

| earn to be good nei ghbor

to everyone, but |arge gray

guadrupeds, | renmenber Babar, |ike

it was yesterday, he had charisnma

he was Eur-African/ Asian, the ear size

is howyou tell and | can't quite renenber
hi s, but nonethel ess

where everything | eaves its own scent

the earth becones

a conpl ex of

di st ant
rain.
VI

The fear of nuclear war is passe’
‘cept perhaps North Korea. Does North
Korea have zoos: el ephants? Poens not all owed

| bet. Who are these people -- the postnodern era is full of people who
are not, what do they care about el ephants, lying dead in some stinkin
African jungle.

Political rituals -- bonbast
spread wi de as the wi ngs
of vultures. Everyone gathers

in a large room Piss on the dictator:



sonmeone m ght be thinking

but he ain't saying. He might be
dream ng of el ephants who dance
in a circus, somewhere distant

wi th candy and popcorn.

VI |

Am al one in nmy room again

focused on prinal dirt

di stracted by an el ectronic nmedi um

| don't understand

pret endi ng sone nodi cum of nornmal cy

am dst the rotting flesh of
unconfortabl e circunstance

t he thorough and precise slaughter

of all relevant ideas for a vague
trophy with which to wave about and
how t he | anguage of randomess let's
you take your place anbng

several billion souls

you could be an el ephant hunter

or the buyer of ivory, you could

wear a hollow smle and rehearse how
to appear at parties, as though everything
is explainable in quick pithy staccato,
as though anybody gives a

damm about the unlucky few.



You coul d stare at the el ephants |ying,
couldn’t you? Enptying every other glass
of wine with a shrill laugh and a sense

of abandon.

Note: You =Me



