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Of Guilt, Suffering, and Cornbread

by Luna Corvus

7 September 2005

In the toilet
my pee
is blood.
It has a ghastly odor
like New Orleans

in a flood.

I am male white,
it is all my fault:
and worse.
From above the Dixie line,
they say
"You are a racist, you hate women,
Mexicans, teddy bears, Catholics
and cats"
"You deserve to suffer

and be locked in a vault
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My table creaks
under the weight of poisonous crude
Everything is tainted
with FDA approved food.
My plate is filled with cholesterol
fat and toxin
I am too far gone

for Pravacol.™

I have cancer.
Today it is in my skin.
Yesterday it filled my liver
which is rotten with it.
And the day before
my stomach
ached from it

there is no real answer.

My heart can hardly pump the thick blood
saturated with fat
and yellow plaque.
There are bubbles in it
filled with caustic compounds
so profound
that only an exotic test

will reveal its secrets.





On my bones.
nodules appear and disappear.
This has gone on for at least
a hundred and forty years.
It is a form of sarcoma
usually seen in
African-American males
sooner or later

my kidneys will fail.

My hair is falling out
from the disease in my
leukocyte tissue,
PBS had a show
about it.
The treatment is
a controversial issue.
No one survives; but if | do,
The Poverty Law Center

will sue.

There is a new pill
made from uranium
mono-phosphate crystals
extracted from Saddam Hussein's
weapons program and other
deadly toys.
It will cure much disease

and power





interstellar missiles; but
too valuable to give

to Southern boys.

| breathe racial hate
against cockatiels and parsnips, it is said.
Dixie men are all guilty
that is my certain fate.
Sealed in the genes along with tobacco smoke

turning my lungs to slate

On TV | saw a woman cry
about her illness for
which there was no therapy.
In this country
the government
won't approve it anyway.

She will surely die.

It is my fault,
of this I know.
I owe,
reparations,
you see my ancestors wore fur
robbed banks
and fought for secession.
Now (they say) there is no tithe
for the cure

or dispensation
to be sure.





While the flesh is sick, pile it on
there is no end,
point the finger
at me and my kin,
The mind is pensive,
memories linger,

waiting for dawn around the bend

About the Author

Mr. Corvus is a descendant of Continental
Celts and Indigenous Americans. Although
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area near Basse-Yutz, they migrated north
and west ahead of the Roman advance,

living in Ireland for a time then the

mountains of western Virginia. Today he is
a poet and lives with his wife in the

Oklahoma hills not far from Younger Bend.



mailto:fireeater1861@yahoo.com

file:///G|/Fire_Eater_3/HTML/ARCHIVES/Writers_Archives/Olgilvy_Archives/ogilvy_archives.htm

file:///G|/Fire_Eater_3/HTML/ARCHIVES/Writers_Archives/article_archives.htm



		Local Disk

		Of Guilt, Suffering, and Cornbread by Luna Corvus










“in silence & in stillness”

Mississippi: Mother of South

by Luna Corvus

3 June 2007

Beaten, but not defeated
trashed,
bashed and
lashed
out at
Mississippi stands unbowed
a source of respect
and affection.

Her Flag is a beacon

of freedom
and defiance

against
the dragons who arm themselves

daily

at the sulfurous spigots

of material power.

That banner is the bell of calling
bong, bong, bong,

across the fields and river

the song

saying “Come hither
Come home,

I am your mother.

I will nourish you with memory
whisper to you lovingly
feed you your history

stroke your cheek

wipe the tears
fill you with righteousness

name your fears

and cast them away.”

But Mama, it is not enough.
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Though your burden is great
your duty is greater,
it is your gift to serve.
Send the missionaries forth
to every corner

of the South

and guide your children home.

Across your namesake river
tend the wounded
of Missouri
and the Nations of Oklahoma
then
raise the fallen in Florida.
Uplift your sons and daughters
from Texas to Virginia
and pipe
to those in Yankee bondage
who yearn
for a mother's touch.

Heal the self hatred
hammered into the souls
of your family.
Remember our prophets
are
Davis and Selassie
blazing Christian knights
defenders of our mystery tribe;
their stars never dimmed

by the fight.

Set the table with cornbread and butter

make the sweet tea
see who smells the memory

and comes to dinner.
But for the shut-ins

trapped in darkness
deliver your goodness

acting like St. Andrew

whose Flag ignites
your azure sky.
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(Commemorating the 199th birthday of Jefferson Davis)

About the Author
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The Gift

by Luna Corvus

13 PLU.EU.ET: E.DIIIEI

Prologue*

Was it tomorrow or yesterday?
Tao Ezekiel it wras said,
"I am against thee
0, Gog",
and all your kind
saith the Lozd,
but through your allies
[ bring the wrorld
a gift.

Across the plain of Magog
The armdies of Ivlar:, Darvin
Hitler and Stalin
Einstein and Frankenstein
unfurl their banmers.
From behind the Creascent flag
emerges another
host, this one is laad by Imam ©il
holding the Foran
in one hand
and a bottle of gin in the other.

Slide-rules and scimitars gleaming in the sun
staring at the mirage of Israel
thes say as one

“We'wre come to do youin”

Intoedeated writh powrer their masks hawe fallen

lavring in the sand

revealing their faces
displayred without makeup

beraft of lime lights

there bare and naked

looks like a mug shot
unforg ettably real

but before ns none-the-less.

Pretenders all, snarling in arrogance
fueled writh petro-dollars
and the dialectic.
A danecing ayatollah stoned and plastic
langhs at the sky and barks
"See me nowr
I am the heretic"
drunk writh pride
he hovals,
"Ino longer fear Yahwreh
and hawe no need to hide.”

With the cramed mullah the Commissar of Science poses,
his white lab coat flowrng like the robe of MNero
exclaiming, "I control Persia and Paris
I1un the universities where babies are cloned”,
{owerhead satellites twrirl
under ground great machines wrhirl)
"computers say my name in fear

there is no powrer greater with wou or hera ™

"Cambridge and Cathaty are in my pocket

[lead the blind by the ear
Fepublican, Dlemocrat, capitalist,
globalist,
techno-geel, dmggie, communist
there are so many more
thet are legion

paying me tribute for the privilege

of following my rear"

"Thold the plain of Magog where I stand writh friends
thes are lying demons
howling jaclkals
harlots of every description
technicians
dillantes of iberalism
dewotees of socialism
come to this place becanse they hawe no where else
to go
I owm them,
thes are mine *
{In the shadowrs Gog, Lord of Archons
applands his puppets.)

On the other side of the plain lies Israsl,
split in twro;

one Hmeless the other made of dust.
Can you stand against the assembled horda?
Will those who call your name
wrhile mocking their awm
Father,
join the cadawers and their kin

and do youin?

Belowed [srael, land of olive trees
and brambles
secrets of the Light
and creatures of the night
staling your claim writh F-16's
wrhite phosphorous
cascading in wide bright arches
the righteousness of the Torah

and dollars so porous

its wralue black writh Arvab crude.

Iore than Hebrews ponder yrour fate.
Sir Walter Scott and his outlawred fibe
writh [udah Benjamin now remembered;
some sequestered
in eternal Dirde
study the heawens; wratching and wmit
writh their brethren,
displaced from Mubia
and the master of horses
in their lodges
together looking at your stars
reading the words
blazing across the sparkling blackboard of nochumnal sk

All the dupes of Gog's material empire
slithering in a bowl of noodlas
bathing in laundered cash
wrearing nuclear ash

on their foreheads
mocking their Savior
wrorshiping their genitals
despising

St. Andrew and his flag while
praising Comrade Farl.

With all this foreboding theirs is not the shake
ta break: Israel
for it is,
not made of mortal clay
not mled by Archons
not confined to borders.
not coerced by scrolls,
not jailed by maps;
not the end,
not is this reprewe from destuction

the promised gift.

See those masks fluttering to the ground
no breeze to give them lift
adlone on the sand
wiithering in the Sun
wiithout face to hide
the object of their mission naked
parched by pride

tor a brief moment wre see them clearly;

that is the gift.





