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Spin

no guru, no teacher, no preacher, 

we take the pr man, woman,

and tear out their insides and 

strip their guts and form their organs into the sign of the cross

and nail them to the front passage

of every door,

Not because we’re right, 

Not because we’re wrong,

but because we want some modicum

of admittance, no matter, how small, basal or indifferent 

that every peacock folds its feathers, in the shroud of darkest black night

and admits it will never fly, ever, at all
through sky, over field or sea,… never 
as neither you nor I, will, either, 
so we can meet, eye to painted eye

luckless, fraught and failing
seeing, for the first time, the other, as thyself, as if

the story were verse, vamp, and nothing more

