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			This book is dedicated to Agnes Josiane Bongjoh, my beloved departed daughter.
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Prologue

			


	

Bunches of somber bouquets

			(i)

			A mountain collapses

			A broken shore relapses,

			Door through apses,

			To sacred blood

			At our feet

			 

			As rhinos rush and shove

			With elephant trunks

			And find guise

			Of torn mice

			On stretches of flesh

			 

			Home on far shore

			Muzzle-eyed eagles have

			Tasted red milk

			Dropped by one big ray

			 

			Showering

			With glowing light on

			Earth canvass

			Where night-eyed soldiers

			Each on frail paws

			 

			Boots their own heads

			As they stand on their heads

			And sit on leaf feet

			Heavy with claws triggering canons

			Of kicks and butts

			Ploughing through earth

			Muddy with blood.

			(ii)

			At crater’s edge

			A young man a young lamb

			Kicked

			From boot to boot

			And butted with Goliath’s hand:

			 

			Has lightning slashed sun,

			A deep hole dug

			Into death, the only depth

			Shining with a red

			Bleeding mouth

			Red bleeding chest?

			How does a cloud bark

			With thunder

			And sketch trembling zigzags

			In one light-fed cut

			Across the sky, the same cruel

			Surgeries performed

			By straight bullets with shark-toothed

			Mouths wriggling in

			With nails, a rhino tooth broken

			Merely scrubbing flesh

			A red bleeding cry

			And other bleeding cries diminishing

			Into rattles

			A nightingale intones

			The bells of dying

			As blood drops

			In ringing intervals and red streams

			Flow into flooded rivers.

			A hippo on a BIR soldier’s chest

			Relishes fireflares

			In flying bunches of burning flowers

			From which wounds snatch

			New colors

			From red gardens, where BIR

			Soldiers tie

			More bunches of bouquets

			For a feast of blood, last rattles

			The chorus of a monotonous threnody.

			


	

Shadows on meadows

			(i)

			Shadows on meadows

			O these widows

			And children among shriveled willows

			By long broken shadows from windows

			Dangling: We’re all snaky ferns

			Of ourselves, we’re all creeping

			With sheep, and terns

			Flying over red seas - and drifting

			We’ve been quiet shadows, hearts singing

			When bleating bleeding life is burning,

			The surviving lone cow still mooing

			As it toboggans through with sides creeping

			Along the bowing rolling ferns

			We’ve been the hiding trenches

			The thirst a baboon soldier quenches

			With long arms to mangle.

			With short arms to make us dangle

			And drop with a strange sigh,

			When retreating skies are too high

			And muzzles speak only with dead people

			As sighing arcs wheeple,

			Like warblers and curlews sailing home

			When trenches our only dome

			Built by ditches soldiers dig into flesh,

			Every septic feeling fresh.

			(ii)

			Fresher than water we cannot drink,

			For blood rivers aren’t ready to shrink.

			We’re still shadows of ourselves

			On meadows, leopards serving themselves

			On nests of eggs hatched to burn

			Down bungalows of conscience we earn.

			When BIR soldiers fly from rocks,

			Jump out from docks

			Of strayed conscience never to burn

			As vultures by blood each wait for a turn

			As flames approach, den guns still to learn:

			For whirlpools of desire

			Often turn into a deluge

			Of fears fueling only fire

			In which we cannot take refuge.

			 

			But there’s no better home

			Than the shell-enclosed spirit of a dome

			The everlasting welwitschia’s straps

			Where the tardigrade’s eternal wit unwraps.

			


	

Breakfast after a crimson spree

			(i)

			At the foot of a cliff,

			The sun slashes itself

			Into crumbs,

			And muddy pastes

			We can still eat,

			Our wooden mouths

			Numb like sealed prisoners’

			 

			On a hunger strike,

			On tree tops, while their hearts

			Bleat and bleed and beat

			Only in an abyss

			Below a tree’s roots

			Planted through a groove

			Sinking infinitely into earth.

			 

			Where no street leads

			Back to the surface

			Baked with guilt

			And more brittle

			Than a cracker that breaks

			 

			Teeth, and tears mouth

			Into the mud

			And dust writhing through

			Itself, a staple diet

			By a river of blood, a wriggling

			Body of deaf storm

			 

			Winding through an avulsion’s

			One-way street of death –

			O estuary, take it instead

			To a silvery watershed

			To cleanse trigger-pulling hands.

			(ii)

			While the abyss itself grows

			Endless spiraling roots

			Rising back into mountains

			To puncture stars

			And the highest point of heart

			Bleeding crimson patches

			Twilight skies over a sumptuous

			Dinner of thoughts

			Over slim stitches of light

			Bring back in frugal doses

			Not even a handful of bare sun

			 

			We steal from

			Breaking crystal torn patches

			Of strawberries

			In alien coats of paint,

			Which we dunk into mouths,

			Fat and long,

			Like worms’ heads overfed

			By mucus in cloudy foam

			And a long thousand

			Fingers of battered loam

			We scoop out

			 

			With knife and fork,

			Our spoons yard-long handles

			And pale-deep bowls

			Too porous to hold

			Thickened soup hurried into mouths

			 

			Very busy chewing,

			Too tightly blindfolded to see

			A meal’s bleeding edges,

			A steak’s yell of rebuke

			Lost in a storm

			With knife-wielding arms.

			(iii)

			Hands spread out

			And ant-bitten, very fidgety

			Collecting red syrup

			And the dew of sorrows

			That goes with a meal.

			 

			As the fog

			Covering the tree arm

			Of a BIR soldier

			Feasting on blood and flame

			Brews another storm

			Bouncing through hills of sparks:

			A new hurricane erupts

			And dances

			On one leg, the other leg

			 

			Kicking a storm

			Into the morning cup of coffee

			That sinks through throats

			Only with scars

			Soothing stubborn sores in vain.

			


	

A torture tail’s tale

			(i)

			Sharp razor blades have taken trips -

			Reckless rushed turns - across

			His naked snail-smooth head already bald

			With an unmatched clean-shavenness,

			 

			A moon of shimmering innocence

			Still hairy and feathery - and even

			Bushy in the eyes of the iron soldier

			Who has shot him half-dead, life agape.

			 

			Or writhed bullets right through

			His padauk body now just a bundled

			Mass of stone - dazed with

			A nothingness filling a bouncing vacuum

			 

			Of consciousness - still twirling

			In his mystified orbit, his whereabouts,

			Just his crouched frame, his head,

			A bleeding cap on a naked scalp

			Shining in its smooth, unpimpled

			Skin of guiltlessness, the size

			Of a pigeon just whizzing through

			To a nest within easy reach, but

			Never made it, never made it,

			Unabsolved by the thickening fur

			Of a soldier’s blood-spurting wrath.

			Unabandoned by the blood nest

			Cast on the boy’s head, a veil of night

			That sent him rolling down a hill

			Into a crocodile-mouthed depth, but no

			Beast loitered on his way between

			Blades of grass, whose hungry lips

			Chewed him a little, leaving tributaries

			Of blood flowing down his forehead.

			Flowing down his cheeks, craters of pain,

			Into a lake that settled around his mouth.

			(ii)

			And when it was sunless time, stars

			For dinner, the soldiers’ sun-rayed sadism

			Still famished, still starved angry lions

			Roaring and roaring within, howled out

			 

			A storm of rage that landed on

			The boy’s head. Blunt rifle butts made

			His mouth beef paste the soldiers

			Savored: Is this a cry or a laugh?

			 

			Feeling the pride of their necrophilic

			Beast impaled by the boy’s stone

			Laugh, his face a stony mask lit by sparks

			Of white teeth biting off their force,

			 

			One them yelled “he still defies us”

			In such a loud bass that stifled a pop

			From his triggered pistol into chest: the boy

			Lay motionless, a numbed mountain storm,

			 

			The first wave of an asserted hurricane

			That chased away a flock of pigeons,

			Made crows tumble over in their bizarre

			Fright, as a vulture hovered by cunningly.

			(iii)

			Under a dark cloud hovering overhead,

			An elderly man more skillful than the vulture

			Mounted a podium at a public square

			Reassuring an audience about soldiers striding

			 

			On with the meekness of domestic cats

			With neither whiskers nor teeth, their

			Claws and paws trimmed off with skill,

			Their soft meows you could hardly hear,

			 

			As they distributed candies to prisoners

			And used mild tactics to overcome

			Them, enemies whom they considered meek sheep,

			While only lions receiving bullets, carried

			 

			Light shallow wounds and cute tattoos

			Crowning them with well-deserved garlands

			More beautiful than the emperor’s, his crown

			Full of red crystals - even brighter, than

			His gold-embroidered gown mimicking sky’s color,

			A complete outfit of flashy rainbows spraying

			 

			The sky successively, as he sank into a rocking

			Couch, his multicolored pupils ejecting a fire urging

			Soldiers in the field to burn unarmed young men

			Into ashes and warm breezes he enjoyed

			Like incense in a lush garden by a sea shore:

			 

			Every wave rolled towards low jagged banks

			With surfs shining like the silver jewelry

			Of a heroic shield he cherished more than

			Silvery splashes of sunlight. Landing with soft hands

			Instead of proud swords hurled down

			To
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