Joe House


Movie Theatre Rage
I want to stand on this soda-stained floor

and shriek my grievances to the mindless

patrons, half asleep in their popcorn,

over-buttered and burnt, munching

away in a perfectly harmonious sleep,

eyes shut to such blunt veracity, at peace

in horrific entertainment, watching 

the sweltering killing fields of Hotel Rwanda
that are such good cinema after leaving 

the exploitation of the 24-hour-news world.

I want to tell them, Damn, freedom has become

just a word in speech, listing the atrocities

of silence as the bloodshed grew to those

too scared to speak while the bloodshed

grows. I sit quietly in the darkened theatre,

fist half raised with silent anger writhing

in my mind. I feel tears caged

behind the shells of my eyes. They break

the bars and work their way to a freedom

absent on the screen. They shake

me as I tingle all over, numbed

from this brutal world I wish to forsake,
young African children “chopped”

by blood soaked machetes and left to rot

on decimated dirt streets like useless

banana plants in the jungle, cut down

but not harvested, just left for dead, children

gagged by inaction and killed by apathy.

