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Honest hearts waited to receive, 
Murmured, a soft murmur, 
Registering in my ear, 
And resting at your feet,  
Aggressively, this body’s pulse repeats, 
Again, we have been deceived. 
 
Void promises, lying inside the vat man’s empty pockets, 
Implanted your micro-chip into his micro-brain, 
And what’s left? 3 rockets. 
Blasted the eyes from their bloody sockets, 
But we’re not receiving you, now! 
 
How! hematite is the night? 
Thou! art the Mars of malcontents. 
The fault, lies not in our stars, but in ourselves, 
Martian sulfides, satellites of burning ambition, 
Your blind leading light, lit the way, made us dumb, 
But where will this darkness lead us? 
5 points north for military stars, golden paved road to perdition. 
 
The power and the glory, Jesus jets, 
Smoking canons, wine kegged gigs on cotton fields, 
Bleached linen, dried up Aral Sea, coffee beans, 
‘An inconvenient Truth’, the earth as seen from the air, on TV, 
Blue rushes, 5G, rolypigs,  
Ashes to dust, ‘take a knee’, pray, 
Spin the globe to see where it lands,  
Now my story…  
 
I stepped on a time bomb of greed,  
But! have been freed from your eugenic technologies, 
Zoned, I was patient,  
Number 10. 
As Terahertz burned the optic nerve, in my cash need, 
Cloning microbes in a vial, 
Pi dialled from which surgical spirits sprang, 
 
 
 



 
Deathly silence, Nagasaki then, big bang, 
Common sense on the flag of Japan 
A fertile sun, awarding light to a seer, 
Had the mercy to wait for an apology. 
Treat nature like a piece of dirt,  
Tut! Your sordid excuse of a nanobiology. 
 
10 million megawatts screamed from inside, “See the Light”, 
‘‘Our frequencies, they’re safe as houses”, 
And from without, in restless dreams, birds choked, wings of bees bent in 
flight,  
Chorused, ‘’the reaper, is not our Commander’’. 
Their voices, throats, charred, smoked-black in the night, 
Only the sound of radio waves echoed on and on, in bands of fractured 
white, 
 
“We’ve cut the cord, we’ve tied your tongues”,  
“Stung by your suspicious words, we must control your rancour” 
Caesarean speech, reacted defiantly, 
Yet molecules twist and turn, and lit a torch to ‘truth’, 
And our sensitive stomachs revolted, quietly. 
 
Creeping sickness, then anger, 
“Dear Emperors, we the people present our final Case”, 
“Step down from your jackpots of gold, 
Elevated summits without a face, 
Break your plebiscite hold,  
Shake! this inhuman race”.  
 
According to the gospels, 
In a fallen tower, long ago, high in the Cloud on a Matrix, 
Binary transmuted, like Adam’s two faces,  
Into phi’s 3 wills,  
And seeds unfurled, 
Into copper curls of, 
Dead sea scrolls stating, it’s fantasy to think reality is ours, in the first 
place. 
A door of optimism begins, “Let the sweet cherubim sing, 
Hate’s a sin, a soul’s value can’t be contained mathematically. 
1 and 2, are life-force-coded strings,  
Time’s up and down equilibrium swing. Yet love and hope always wins,  
As the ‘Power’ for good acts, ‘naturally’”.  
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