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        Let the Sun Shine In

      

      

      

      The soil shifts and groans,

      rocky as it is

      in the barren wastes

      man has wrought. The detritus

      of old meat

      mulled and mulched and ruminated

      on, passed through

      the gullets of hunter and herbivore

      alike until nothing

      but night-black dust remains. A bed

      of the dead

      for the dead blowing away

      in the breeze,

      layer by layer until the truth

      of our shared

      buried past is laid bare.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Super, in the Ficial Sense

      

      

      

      Everything

      perfect, clean,

      serene. Manicured

      down to the last

      perceptible

      centimeter of

      trimmed grass. All

      straight lines and

      fresh paint and

      gleaming,

      clean

      windows. A

      victory over the

      dirt and dust of chaos

      amid misfortune.

      A gleaming

      beacon of modernist

      exceptionalism.

      The neighbors

      wouldn't dare guess

      at the deep red smeared

      across its hidden

      heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Behind Closed Doors

      

      

      

      Is where the light

      flashes, intrusive, from in front

      of pallid plastic

      prophylactic coated bodies, sifting

      through the sticky

      crusted crimson coated remnants, parsing

      the meat

      spattering rough and hysterical over walls

      and fresh carpeting

      to pursue the truth of what the fuck

      any of this

      means now that the screams

      have gone silent.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        A Pale Reflective Light Deep inside

      

      

      

      Down in the basement

      is where she sleeps

      down with the rustle of thin plastic

      

      Down in the Dirt she lies,

      half buried and bright

      down in the brown, loose effluent earth

      

      Down in the dark, she calls

      serene, glowing pale

      down where the truth always lies buried.
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