Eat This Poem! (Bitch) by: Oleg Kagan
I am writing long lines just to please you.

Really, I can write anything and it would be fine.

Bit it seems to me, that the way to your poetic heart is through graces of sure-fire imagery.

That’s okay, I am just beginning to know who I am-

So even though this is for you; It’s actually me writing, factually, in actuality:

I am just barely out;

A peek-a-boo finger puppet in purple morning, red dawn fire, like a rose opening

To allow me, a black babies head birthed from a white mother taking in the scene

Before making a splash (One has to test the waters). I’ve gotten enough 

Compliments, they love to open my eyes to the vain whisperings of lawn sprinklers

In the middle of the clean street, in the middle of the middle track house – 

I’m the baby with the horn, the unicorn with a phallus where my third eye used to be – 

There’s a sky painted in my nursery; it’s so sublime to me.

There are many skies I’ve missed;

Instead I’ve read that asshole Kant, who’s mostly dead dead wrong;

After all, all man doesn’t hold his cock with the same hand when he pees.

There are many skies I’ve missed, painted and not

Yet shining and dying with the crack aching thunder in a shitstorm of oxymoronic splendor.

Let me take you on a short trip to my mailbox (I said short, didn’t I?)

Don’t look so surprised that you’ve got mail; Golden tickets are here for everyone!

I’m not finished yet, so shut the fuck up; silence is golden, remember?

Oh silent night, Oh holy night

Of holy blissful martyrs giving me the finger and diving in with the dolphin club.

As Frost said coldly, A boy’s will starts with into his own – 

Baby, there are no dark trees in California and I don’t own much to begin with.

So let’s stop with the philosophy and be do-it boys like we promised. 

Well now, I can do it all night if I have to.

I would do anything for love (Omnia Vincit Amor) is on my wall,

But I won’t do that.

Lube the skin of three glossy little boys, the holy trinity of a female Humbert 2x.

I’m just starting out, so why not pop off royally and M.J. the button.

Maybe I’ll be in court with this poem someday telling a critic,

“I was a glossy little boy then, “ Reminiscing, asking, “Is it so wrong to love myself?”

Imploring, Begging, Saying “Is it so wrong to love my friends: To love 

The little girls beside me, who could’ve had me?”

There it is with open-handed gestures you’ve been ushered in,

To the confessions of a dangerous mind with bi-polar trigger happy synapses

Searching for targets. Be careful about not liking this poem

You could be next, to have your head blown. So turn to

The person sitting next to you and show that fucker my voice:

A new true-blue jew with a few screws loose-

So he chooses to fuse animal crackers to form an edible zoo.

Ain’t that the truth.

Fuck, I’ve lost my voice again. No my real voice.

Mic check, one, two.

Damn, I lost the mic! 
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