
  …january 12, 2023…

the evening pushes clouded sun
into a brightness unexcelled –
as – for a moment – truth revealed –
we see the rot beneath the veil –

there they are – those lauded ones
the media calls peoples’ choice 
while practicing satanic rites
to spin humanity’s demise –

and there’s their whore – pharmacy
that grew its name from harmacy –
dressed to kill – with teeth of steel
masked in smiles of clemency –

shifting clouds re-mass to spread
rains that fall hypnotically
until the masses are re-spelled
into masked conformity –

except for some – then more and more
who see beneath hypocrisy –
to banish idols and their whores
while wakening from tyranny.
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