“Theseus Recalls Daedalus (the Arch-Corporatist)”

“It is a maze,” he said with a grin,


“so exquisite,


of intricacies so complex


that all who visit


only begin.


No man suspects


(in this he is complicit)


that it is now the Beast within


ordaining death, or madness, him who directs


the misery of those who enter in.”

But I have been inside


felt the mud-mush—


wet and warm with blood—gush


and squish and slip


with every fearful stride;


heard the humid drip 

ploink    its knell, then hush,


and leave its hearer pied.

And with sudden hist


I have watched my own eyes


evanesce from the flat of my blade,


the monsterly sighs


an enveloping mist, 


the breath of one betrayed.

And I have seen the brute curled tight,


naked on the ground


of his lonely haunt,


where rage and grace unite;


like me, he is tired and gaunt;



like me, both fox and hound,



no pride to vaunt,



tethered, as we are, to this rite,



to our duty bound.

Oh yes, I thrust him through—


with littered bone


not glittering steel.


For though he was a child of rue,


miserable, cold, alone,


yet his hunger was greatly grown



and took me only for a sating meal.

