THE BREAD OF LIFE
i have eaten the bread of life

generating a thirst so deep

that cannot be quenched by water

which cannot be doused by fire

a dryness, a longing

a blazing combustion 

surging through my veins

like the screeching wail of a banshee

gorging and devouring me with

an explosion of testesterone

driven by an unbearable hunger

filled with sorrow and elation
show me how to deal

in truth and honesty

shower me with your 

insight and intelligence

lavish me in knowledge 
enlightenment and foresight
I see nations falling

civilizations crumbling

in a pitiable and pitiful
well of nothingness

the wane and the crash

of superstars and celebrities

tv shows and whorehouses

and their inhabitants

the high and the mighty

and the mansion dwellers

the homies in the hood

and those in squatter camps

between the suffers of HIV & AIDS

and the victims of heart attacks

among the poor and the needy

living in broken down shacks

in pollution and global warming

volcanic eruptions and earthquakes

crashing meteorites and space debris

and the heave of a pregnant woman

I see oceans drying up

becoming lonely, arid deserts

the crow and the mackerel

in a macabre dance of death 

where the sandy beaches 

parched and waterless

stand in majestic awe

of the rolling waves

speak to me of light

so I can navigate the darkness
put me on your shoulder

and let me see the distance

give me of your wisdom

for it is the fountain of life

take me into your heart

and conceal me in your warmth

castigate me not for my 
delusions and misconceptions
as the art of life

the ethos and pathos

is not yet within my grasp

and look not at me in disfavor

as my worth is not measured 

in gold nor in silver

but in the sacred fire of life

teach me your values that work 

and not your dogmatic clichés

tell me of reality
and not wishful prayer

let me know that in
trying an difficult times

let me feel that

when days are dark 

and friends are few

you got my back

i also want to turn

water into sweet wine

maybe raise a few dead

or heal the sick

I also want to 

walk on water with my buddies

crack some heads for some laughs

singing freedom songs

as we go along

disclose to me

the long and the short

of prejudice and racism
where tolerance is a foreign concept

uttered in hushed secret exotic tones

humor me with your anecdotes
of nazism fascism and apartheidzm

of man slaying man
as inscribed in their religion

the slaughter and genocide of millions

in china rwanda Pakistan

the apocalyptic exodus

into exile and the diaspora

the inhuman trafficking 

of women and children

street kids and homeless persons

and their accompanying body parts

so flash me with your brilliance

scintillating my life energy

as a beacon as a sunbeam as a flare

to perceive and to understand

that even if black is black

and white remains white

without light there is no difference
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