
TRACTATUS GALAPAGOS 

 

We stumped on our rocks and listened. 

Down on the beach that man Darwin combed a long talk-barrow  

for himself, told stories how us tortoises  

have happened by some long time hazard tickalong  

to fit our small worldhollow. 

Now then. Why do that man’s mental hatchlings 

speckle us with facts and figures by the million, 

and figure out our zip-wire trip to doom?  

Now this. Some other sort of chatbox comes along. 

Says he's different. Says his verses  

are not a back-reach strait to channel our time-tacks, 

and aren’t made vaults for fore-doom-ticking.  

Says his mouth’s slack-tuned enough  

to hold us loose not algorithmic.  

Says his come-out poem 

will take our slowed-down polyrhythms up and in,  

and more than that: redeem. 

And so here: our first, last poem's done.  

We claw and scratch across all poem,  

and all genome squeak and bubble. 

We are up and gone on black-sky hi-lites,  

like sea-spat cobbles. 

 

So enough slack mouth from him. 

Enough info-matic from the lot of them. 

Quietly, dark-energy is coming in,  

to buttercup us tortoises beneath the chin  

to scan our preferences. 

 

Dumbfoundland, sequester, occult us,  

great Imam-like, till all grab-gab’s  

gone into gas and light. 


