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	Manifesto for the Internet Poem





Because the Bit moves through a virtual space, across beleaguered continents and doomed regimes, unabashed by the sniper's ballistic veto, the reprimand of cannon, and the armoured tread of tanks, because the Bit moves across seas unhindered by the submarine and the belligerent battleship, over the walls and past the fences of the snide censors, the moral Mommas and the mad dictators, I assert the ubiquity of the Internet Poem.





The tyrant tore and torched the texts.   





Because the Bit can replicate, because the Bit can be stored and multiplied, because the Bit can be printed on paper or T-Shirts, because the bit can be carried on diskette in the back pocket of a pair of democratic Levis or the jacket pocket of a Savile Row suit, because a purse or handbag can hold an archive of epics, I assert the continuity of the Internet Poem.





On magnetic media, millions of minds.





Because the Bit is not in the gift of Academics, Editors, Critics and Pundits, because the Bit is unabashed before the terminals of the mighty and unashamed on the laptops of the low, because the Bit is created at the screens of the outcast, the unconventional, the dreamers, the dispossessed and the exiled, because the Bit is prolific, precise and passionate, I assert the quality of the Internet Poem.





Postings of passion were placed on the server.





Because, by the grace of the Bit, reader and writer are drawn into a closer community, because the Bit enables the creation of new types of verse and new ways of meaning, because the Bit unites the artist, the poet and the musician, I assert the superiority of the Internet Poem.





The landscape is lively with electric laureates.


�
Role-Playing Game





A systems analyst from Milton Keynes


By day, by night I'm Rutger Ogresblood,


Wielder of Gorm the Longsword, hero, stud,


Slayer of kings and ravisher of queens,





Who held the pass at Pterodactyl Jaw,


Who stripped the Narcoleptic Goddess bare,


Who climbed Arachnid Point and found the Lair


Of Iron Web and stopped the Spider War.





Lord of the Dreamscape! Rutger's muscles flex.


Thanks to a toss of octahedral dice,


He rules a wasteland that's a paradise


Of violence revelled in and heightened sex.





And then I put him back inside his box.


Each workday morning there's a train that takes


Me in its belly. As I brood it snakes,


Soul-laden, to the Kingdom of the Clocks.





Once there, I note that Colin Smithers' bright


Face beams like Balbo Groat's from Ghostly Dell,


That Rachel Featherstone in Personnel


Moves like Elaine, the Witch of Air and Light,





That each of us at Jancis Spink and Co.,


A Vassal of the Fiscal Matrix, tenders


A Living Brain to serve the Black Agendas


Of Boardroom Ghouls. No wonder, then, I go





Where Colin, foulmouthed, leads the Troll's Carouse


In Flatfoot's pub on Fridays. There he plies


Rachel with loosening vodka. Goblin eyes


Pursue the Siren breasts beneath her blouse.





And then we break apart. Each drinker speeds


Back to a loving home, or isolation,


Or something in-between. Down at the station


I shiver with my unmet wants and needs.





I am defeated in this life. What kind


Of fiction lights this darkness? What new states


Of ravishment are left? What separates


The Game Fantastic from the Daily Grind? 





The more imagination works the more


Both worlds collapse into a common space


Where with umbrella drawn I turn and face


Walpurgis Necromancer on the Shore





Of Skulls and cast his body in the deep,


And Rutger strides up Leyland Mews and scales


The drainpipe to Yvonne from Corporate Sales,


Nude on her bed in an enchanted sleep.�
The Peacock Feather





So the fiaba says a king grew blind.


The colours first deserted him, except


For yellow, texture then, until the world


Became a screen of fuzzy shapes and waves.





He calls for learned doctors, whom he sees


As many mustard discs, and for astrologers,


Who march before his throne like topaz rods.


The peacock feather, all agree, restores


To undiscerning eyes the gift of sight.





'Bring me my three fine sons.' And in they come.


'Find me the peacock feather.' Off they go.





After a day spent searching in the forest


And not a sign of vision's sacred bird,


They sense night's panic creeping in their thoughts.


They climb a tree and sleep amongst its boughs


For safety when the light's been put away.





The darkness passes in its favourite round


Of copulations, killings, shrieks and howls,


Sacrifice, dancing, clarinets, and viols.


The boys sleep on. It fails to register,


Except inside the network of their dreams.





At dawn the youngest wakes. The others snore.


Whatever happens in the forest now,


Whatever peace delights the predator,


Whatever ceremony culminates


In spasm and the bite, the drag of heels


On grass, the head thrown back in gratitude,


Whatever signal nerves the insect state,


The wired-up wasps, the ants' communal mind,


Whatever gift is given innocence,


They cannot share. One boy inherits all.





And so he clambers down and walks away,


Leaving his brothers to unconsciousness,


And following the sound of running water


He finds a stream. He stoops. He drinks. He hears


The jarring call of Juno's bird, like fate


Announcing journeys and their termini,


And then a peacock's feather from the clouds


Wafts gently down into his sopping hands.





When he returns, his brothers rouse themselves.


They see the feather, sing and cheer, crowd round,


And put a penknife through his heart. Then slyly


They roll the body in the stream, amongst the reeds.





�
Fireworks and drums transform the capital:


The King can see again. The tale is told:


An eagle swooped, bore off the youngest boy.


He owes his vision to the elder lads


Who press him for rewards. How strange to wait


For years in hope of miracles and when one comes,


A peacock's feather brushed against the eyes,


The surge inside the soul is gratitude


Bobbing in grief. He cries and gives them kingdoms.


The days and months go by and happiness 


Is speckled marble statues by the throne.





And later, where the boy was thrown, a reed


Springs up. A shepherd cuts it for a pipe


And fingering the stops begins to play.


These words spill out among the fluting tones:





	Shepherd, play gently. Do not break my heart.


	For peacock's plume my precious blood was spilt.


	Murder's remembrance is this music's start.


		My brothers bear the guilt.





The shepherd, recognising in that song


A message thrust through cobwebbed doors


Of cancellation back into the world,


Gives up his home and like a wandering shaman


Tours through the towns to play that pipe for all.





The coins drop in the hat in market squares.


The shepherd's smile is gracious. Every place


He visits is a stair that climbs towards


A point of accusation found where eyes


In constellations like a peacock's tail


Judge these concatenations of events,


And in his hand unknowingly he holds


A key for reading death's encrypted files.





And now he's there, outside the palace gates.





Note upon note moves through the ill-lit courtyard,


Trembles at keyholes, strengthens in the shadows,


Tenacious notes that pry against the windows


Until one opens up and it's the King.


His glance discerns the player and he cries:


'Come in my fine musician.  Play for us.'





Candlelight glimmers on the silks and satins


Of lords and ladies gathered in the hall.


Clusters of notes beguile these urbanised


Adepts at intrigue and its protocols


As though they found in each lamenting pattern


The inverse matrix that transforms estranged


Instincts and memories and large regrets 


Into the saving terms of noughts and ones,


The fragmentation of their lives explained


As heroism lost among the clocks


And scolds that shocked them out of childhood, those


Evasions and entanglements of youth.





And then there's silence. Rich applause. Then silence


Sighs like the closing of a heavy book.





The King is moved. He reaches out his hand:


'A moment... please... the pipe... we'd like to play.'





He takes the pipe and puts it to his lips


And it breathes back these words mixed with the tune:





	Father,  play gently. Do not break my heart.


	For peacock's plume your darling's blood was spilt.


	Murder's remembrance is this music's start.


		My brothers bear the guilt.





The King has understood. It is as if


He'd known this all along. He puts the pipe


Into the hands of one young killer: 'Play!'





The boy begins. The song starts up again:





	Brother,  play gently. Do not break my heart.


	You held me while my precious blood was spilt.


	Murder's remembrance is this music's start.


		You bear a coward's guilt.





'Your brother next!' insists the King, and he,


Despite his protestations, has to play:





	Brother,  play gently. Do not break my heart.


	For by your knife my precious blood was spilt.


	Murder's remembrance is this music's start.


		You bear  the greatest guilt.





'This piper, give him gold' commands the King.


'Each day, each night, he plays  for me. I'll hear


In music my beloved one forever.


And justice? As a King we'll see it done.


Build me two bonfires.  Burn my worthless boys.'





O vagueness of the heart! It sends its wishes


Out in the world. And always it's the same:


The easy wishes slay the purer urge


And cowed desires slink back home with gifts.


The heart accepts them, thinks it's happy, is -


Until quite casually from friend or stranger,


Perhaps from snapshots in an attic room,


Or scraps of verse or songs, or yellowed cuttings,


The unpremeditated truth is heard.


The heart is disabused. It is a time


Of grand chastisement and revulsion. The pyres


Flare in the dark. The palace windows crack.


A whistled tune, a peacock's cry, remain.�
Will and Testament





Let me be buried in my Lamborghini


And fill the boot with magnums of champagne.


Place next to me a blonde in a bikini,


Two kilos of Colombian cocaine,


A Compaq laptop and a mobile phone.


Preserve my DNA to build a clone.





And let him know, as I know, life is hateful.


With Space and Time expanding like a bladder,


The best that you can do is fill your plate full,


Climb to success then kick away the ladder,


Go to your grave still clutching at your prizes:


Eternity's no time for compromises.�
Feliciter








A classicist at heart, did he expect a


Classical wedding? That was not to be.


The ritual was strictly C. of E.


No auspex, saffron palla, tunica recta.





Then came connubial dross. He had to grapple


With DIY, McDonalds, shopping trips,


Safeway, the garden, bills and VISA slips,


And yet somehow he'd plucked the golden apple.





He found that marriage deepened love. His bride


Came to him nightly with a new allure


As Semiramis or Alcestis, wild


Or humble. Beauty bore a Jovian child,


As marvellous as married life was pure,


An infant Hercules and father's pride.�
Theseus





That small stone's rattle on the window pane,


That rustle in the bushes by the gate,


Means vandals in the mansion grounds again.


They're louts, of course, but I appreciate


Their unrehearsed, foul-mouthed attempts to bait


Me with a yodel or, if they've had plenty


To drink, a smash hit from the week's Top Twenty.





All interruptions have my blessing for


They scratch the magic glass of my acedia,


Boredom and self-disgust. I've such a sore


Ego I flaunt it - even to the Media.


On chat shows I'm a strange encyclopaedia


Of petty spites and hatreds, full of facts


And figures on the tolls that life exacts.





When sanity wears ragged, make your patches


Out of the trivial: old jokes by Benny


Hill ease the lover's heart; the mourner catches


'Flu and forgets; the need to spend a penny


Frustrates the well-planned suicide, while many


A dull despair's been vanquished by the simple 


Distraction of a bunion or a pimple.





And so I'm grateful for the noisy plumbing


That rattles in the dawn to chase away


My nightmares. Often, just when I'm succumbing


To total apathy, piles, tooth decay,


Or gout will intervene to save the day.


Even the writing of such trash as this is


Stops my soul sinking into worse abysses.





Autobiography: the kind of fiction


I like to write. It's never been my aim


To peddle facts. I work by contradiction,


Invention, fraud. It comes out just the same.


Falsehood is candour by another name.


I've always had an infinite capacity 


To tell lies in the interests of veracity.





The warts and all approach was never mine.


What I don't like, I cover up. I cling


To spoofs and bluffs. Still want to listen? Fine.


The story's pure burlesque. You'll have to bring


An open mind to it, remembering


A comic fib may adumbrate the truth.


I've been an entertainer from my youth.





�
Think of me as a virile Gore Vidal:


The stylish onlooker, the mickey-taker.


So poised, I dated Helen and was pal


To Hercules. I gave that old wiseacre


Oedipus tips on how to meet his Maker.


I lay with Amazons and sailed with Jason.


At Phaedra's trial I spoke like Perry Mason.





No wonder Athens in her hour of woe,


Menaced by Minos and the strange Bull Sect


The Cretans fostered, turned to me - although


When relevant credentials had been checked


The judges wavered rather ( I suspect


If not for poets they'd have chosen Castor


And Pollux - rhymes on Pollux spell disaster).





The upshot was a meeting in a lift


With King Aegeus. You're the man the whole


City respects, he said. We need those swift


Wits now. With your sophisticated soul


You could do anything, play any role:


A novelist, a chess grandmaster, or


A boxer. Even, say, a matador.





With that, I guessed he'd picked me as the boffin


To mastermind a Kill the Bull campaign.


I was about to tell him bugger off  (in


So many words) but greed helped me refrain.


A classic case of Money on the Brain,


I suffer from a morbid wallet. So,


When cheque books blossomed, how could I say no?





You leave for Crete at once, he said. I did,


Not really knowing what I'd volunteered for.


The mission would be dangerous. I hid


What doubts I had and if I feared for


My safety didn't show it as I steered for


A phone to book my crossing. All too soon


My duty called. I left that afternoon.





When promises are made, when dates are spoken


Of and the obligations shouldered, how


Time flies! The moment comes. The oath is broken


Or kept against our will. And I know now


The irony of breaking every vow


Made to my friends and lovers, and yet keeping


The one false pledge that had to end in weeping.





�
The image of Bull Island at that time


Was good. The new regime had acted quickly


To sell off council homes, abolish crime,


Privatize dustmen and restore the sickly


Economy. And yet I felt a prickly


Sweat down my neck when there. No one was fooled


By Press reports who stood where Minos ruled.





The capital I thought a salmagundi


Of everything depressing. It had all


The charm of an alarm clock on a Monday


Morning. My train passed through the urban sprawl


Of slums to reach a platform where the small


Boys begged. The commonwealth was decomposing


Apace. And every day was early closing.





All week the rain, continually pissing


Down, drenched the buskers and the local traders.


By night the neon signs with letters missing


Shone on the cheap arcades of Space Invaders.


Here stood a disco where a rock band played as


Bottles split skulls. What murders staggered from it!


The early morning streets were splashed with vomit.





I took up lodgings which I shan't describe


And roamed the lunchtime bars. My aim? To meet


Some secretary or clerk whom I could bribe


Or pump for facts. My failure was complete.


Then suddenly, just walking down the street,


I found myself arrested. Two days later


My case came up before the Great Dictator.





Minos was small and balding, a neurotic,


Worried about his wife, his age, his paunch,


Pill-popping, a collector of exotic


(That's porno) magazines. Trust him, a staunch


Supporter of Free Enterprise, to launch


A national campaign because of losses


Incurred by him in business at Knossos.





Two speculators just back from Ionia -


Tony and Charles - had met him in a bar.


It wasn't long before he'd handed Tony a


Cheque for a hundred grand in a bizarre


Bid for the Pyramids - the poor bourgeois


Pushover for the con-man or smooth-talker,


Tony-Charles Limited or Slater-Walker.





�
Tony and Charles talked Pyramids. It's just


That technically they didn't really own them.


But Minos as a snob had placed his trust


In them and their school ties although he'd known them


Less than a lunchtime. When he tried to phone them


Next day, he found they'd cashed his cheque and split.


And he'd been done down. Swindled. That was it.





Pyramid-selling with real pyramids.


You must admire their style. But what a shame


For Minos with his business on the skids.


What's worse he only had himself to blame.


A sudden bitterness quite overcame


What decency he had. Hate in his heart he


Gave speeches, printed leaflets, formed a party.





And came to power. You should have seen him swagger


Flood-lit at rallies, leader of the coup -


A lot less charismatic than Mick Jagger,


But far more nasty, as his victims knew.


But did they know their suffering was due


Not to the scheming of Beelzebub


But business luncheon in a city pub?





Need Prospero have chastised Caliban


If Sycorax had shopped at Mothercare?


Would Luthor (Lex) have troubled Superman


If Fate had furnished him a head of hair?


Would Luther (Martin), plunged into despair


By Popes, have dared to speak so boldly if he


Hadn't had such a hard time on the privy?





Though dignity of man demands it oughtn't,


The accidental holds the world in thrall.


The insignificant is all-important


And the ephemeral outlasts us all.


Trinkets and whims, velleities, the small


Humiliations fuel the fires of history.


But why? Like Fermat's Theorem it's a mystery.





Minos. The very name sounds like subtraction!


In front of him my jokes ran dry. I dwindled.


He'd found in waking life the satisfaction


Of dreams, no longer one whom life had swindled.


Authority transfigured him, had kindled


His greatness with its fatal gift: to wit,


The right to hurt and get away with it.





�
I'm known for mercy, he began to splutter,


But mercy quails before this simple fact:


You dropped a Fruit Gum wrapper in the gutter.


This is a heinous crime: to be exact,


A violation of the Fruit Gums Act,


Paragraph 93, subsection 4.


Take him and throw him to the Minotaur.





And so I found myself within the vault


Of fear where Minos sent the soon to die:


A hero not by choice but by default.


The rat-delighting darkness stank. But I


Just swore, and marched, and cheered my spirits by


Humming the arias from that uncanny


But civilising opera, Don Giovanni.





This place of massacres, this great precursor


Of all the killing-grounds to come, what mind


Imagined it? I scrambled to traverse a


Century's worth of skulls, piled up in a blind


Betrayal, monstrous emblem of our kind.


The centre reached at last, my eyes met with


His eyes, the beast inside the lair of myth.





I'm sure you've seen those cartoons on TV


(Like Scooby-Doo) where heroine and hero


Pursue a fiend, a bat-winged mystery


That flies, breathes fire, and steals. Though cruel as Nero,


The evil figure's schemes amount to zero.


His lair is found. Unmasked, what is the brute?


The crooked butler in a monster suit.





By now you've guessed the minotaur was only


A hired killer got up in disguise.


Unpleasant work: disgusting, dirty, lonely


And underpaid. But when you advertise


For murderers, what kind of man replies?


The attitude required for these obscener


Duties is not that of a Ford's convener.





Being an expert in the martial arts,


I know that nothing holds more honour than


Fair combat hand-to-hand, two mighty hearts


In mortal struggle. Combat was my plan


Until I saw the muscles on the man.


Against him, I'm afraid, I'd not have lasted


Two rounds. I drew my gun and shot the bastard.





�
Who smuggled me the gun? Well, I'm not saying.


An inside job. Who led me from the maze?


Another secret. Rumours of the slaying


Spread quickly. Soon the streets and alleyways


Filled with revolt. I saw the palace blaze


And heard the cheering as my ship set sail.


Who paid the fare? That's no part of my tale.





After a stop at Naxos to dispose


Of some unwanted baggage, I was able


To sail home to the TV studios


And Press Exclusives, to accept the label


Of Macho Man. My deed became a fable.


They made a film of it - not a success.


Burt Reynolds really hasn't my finesse.





You know the rest: my high-life; my auspicious


Appearances on Parky where my wit


Upstaged Spike Milligan and shocked Sid Vicious;


My over-publicised romance with Britt


Ekland; the palimony paid for it;


And finally, tax-exiled, my retreat 


To Greece. With that, my triumph seems complete.





But in the evenings with the curtain drawn,


The Hi-Fi wonderful as Schwarzkopf sings,


Wine in my goblet, in my belly prawn


And lobster, I feel more than just a King's 


Unease. It's failure that the darkness brings.


As though my aims and means were not in balance.


As though my life were flawed despite my talents.





As though I'd fiddled less than was expected


On my expense account. As though I'd farted.


As though I'd ploughed a womb and then neglected


To share a cigarette before we parted.


As though I'd lost my faith and still been martyred.


As though, obsessed with brilliant strategies


For perfect mates, I'd left my Queen en prise.





Who drops our precious china on the floor?


Who overwinds the clock? Who carps, demanding


We paint the hall or move the furniture?


Who kneels at keyholes never understanding?


Who leaves the light off on the darkest landing?


One night, left blindly groping on the stairs,


We slip, and Time inherits our affairs.





�
Enough. Life has its consolations chez


Rois. So I'm prone to bitter introspection.


So what? I still enjoy myself. Today


King Lycomedes showed me his collection


Of traction engines, objects of affection


For both of us. He says tomorrow if


I want  we'll walk together up the cliff





And view the bay, if heights don't make me queasy.


And then I'm keen to launch a new career


As author of erotica - that's easy


When you've a secretary like Miss Medea.


The way she takes dictation! You should see her.


We're so well-matched. She's eager; I'm the Boss.


This world's Great Prince is never at a loss.








�
Online





Type option then press Enter. Here we go.


Computer systems propagate my code


Across the planet. Databases load


Their buffers now. Encrypted packets flow.


These nights, I'm not like you. You'll get no slow


Uncertain signals, stammers from this node,


Women and bosses! Here, I've found my mode


Of speech. It's 3 am, the whiskey's low.





No Carrier. At last the modem winks,


Collapses that conceptual tree of light


To leave me in a doubtful world that shrinks


Down to an ego and a single bed,


A unit in the pornographic night


Of disconnection, lost among the dead.       
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