
9 .   Golden  Globes  of  Hopefu lness  
 
   “ I ’m gonna  see  you  ge t  tha t  golden  g lobe  award”  
            John Har t ford  
 
Opera t ion  successfu l .  Sent ine l  node  unreached  
by  the  d i sease  on i t s  rampag ing conquest — 
a l though pa tho logy  to  fo l low for  ce r t i f i ca t ion .    
The  go lden  g lobes ,  those  fe r t i le  go lden   
g lobes  of  every  s ize ,  shape ,  t ex ture  
ava i l ab le  to  s i ze ,  shape ,  tex ture  in  g loba l  pa radigm — 
to  which  men ’ s  f ra i l  a t tent ion  forever  wanders — 
but  they  a re  dangerous .  They  a re  the  sc r ip t   
o f  t ragedy .  Smal l  g lobes  thr ive  in  th e  la rge r  ones ,  
conta in ing  each the  c rab ,  my  legendary  to tem,  
the  which,  in  th i s  d isa s t rous ,  never - re s t ing  gui l t ,  
I ’ ve  used  to  k i l l  more  than the  popu la t ions  of  the  ea r th .  
Ma in ly  the  dream-folk ,  broken ,  tongue less .  
Th i s  i s  the  la s t  hurrah  of  the  indigenous:  
the  t ime  we  take  the  l and  f rom them —for  come what  may ,  
whether  we ’ re  l e f t  or  r i ght  in  po l i t ic s ,  
we  need  the  l and  and  suf foca te  to  se i ze  i t .  
Land ,  gas :  a  t ime  of  spo i l s  approaches .  Cr imina l  o i lmen  
and  the i r  puppet  man iac  can  on ly  da i ly  croak  I rak  I rak .   
There  a re  good reasons  for  te rmina t ing  th i s   
I rak  I rak .   My  fa ther  never  shot  h i s  wad  I rak  I rak .   
And now,  the  ra in  th i s  morn ing .  Brown t rees ,  
the  dy ing  in  the i r  thousands —tha t  were  not  born  for  dea th   
immorta l  t rees—cont inue  dry ing .  But  ra in  shows up  the  g r een  
push  of  the  young ,  a t  t ip  of  each  l ive  branch ,  s tand ing  in  contra s t ,  
[ somet imes  in  br i l l i an t  contra s t , ]  r i gh t  up  aga ins t  a  brown,  
and  hope ,  k in  to the  overwhe lmed re l ie f  in  re  the  g lobes ,  
throws a  man down to  f loor  aga in ,  aga in ,  aga in —into  the  s l eep  
of  jus t i ce .  But  th i s ,  th i s  brown,  i s  unsusta inab le :  
they  a re  too  few to  ho ld  the  goods ;  we  are  too  many  now  
not  to  win  goods :  the  cente r  cannot  hold ,  nor  the  per iphery — 
the  i ron  g lobe  tha t  feeds  th i s  ro t t ing  wor ld  
must ,  d ry  and  mi lk less ,  a t  the  morn ing  moon bay  one  more  t ime  
l i ke  the  coyotes  of  our  na t ive  land .  The  po l i t y  
has  been  an  ente rpr ise  so  c r imina l  f rom i t s  concept ion  
i t  i s  a  mi rac l e  a  t ree  has  ever  g rown there ,  s ing le  t ree  
oh  never  mind a  fores t .  I t  i s  a t  war  w i th the  whole  un ive rse  
wear ing  i t s  ga rb  of  peace  and  i t s  ange l ic  w ings ,  
mouth ing  i t s  d i the r ing  se l f - sa t i s fac t ion ,  waf t ing  those  w ings  
toward  I rak   I rak .  Once  i t  was  Nam and Nam  
and then  the  ta rge ts  ge t t ing  ever  smal l e r  
unt i l  the  g ian t  s t r ike  on  Glor ious  Grenada .  But  now,   
i t  g rows aga in ,  in f la te s ,  swel l ing  the  i ron g lobe  
[we  sha l l  have  empi re  on  the  ent i re  wor ld ]  except  the  g lobe  
i s  b l ack  a s  sab le ,  b lack  a s  ink  th i s  t ime,  
b l ack  a s  burnt  human sk in   



to  the  u tmost  degree .  Hope,  on ly  source  of  poe t ry ,  
ch ickens  i t s  way  out  of  th i s  heaven  in to no  o the r  he l l .  
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