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I guess internet-home-office-dish-washing-dating is futile
Dishwasher singing

the twisted mutton off our pans

matching calico with silk—

fingers to keyboard,

eyeballs to outlets.

No new messages

or proof of payment

to the J.P. Farley Corporation

which should have been sent

by way of hyena letter-carrier

en route to the place that takes 

all my wrist-splitting, rapid hope loss death money.

I sit with no recollection

of “God’s Word” or His “Prayers and Promise”

obviously written and published 

at some point long ago

when I didn’t stare

at buttoned flower pots filled with pens

and angular diamond trashcans 
occupied with used Q-tips and old transcripts.

The human boy faces

displayed in rows and rows of pixilated pandemonium

fake their ritualistic grins

trying for heartbreak from me.
Oldirtypaul@hotmail.com and frgthillsguy@concentric

ask of my age and sex and location and I think,

There is no God

here in the midst of bobby-pin software

zip-disk extension chord finger-biting hardware.

The adverted eyeballs and cellophane spiders

point to the technology cursing 

just like myself:

found in the persona of the tiny kid on my desktop

flipping the world the bird—

screaming and squinting,

laughing and knowing.
