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Short Description

Insectissimo, the third poetry collection by multi-awarded musician, poet, and journalist Lourd de Veyra, like the conce...



Description


JESUS DISKO DJ



Flagellato, go solo. Swing is scriptural, the synths corporeal. Crepuscular tempo. Headphones around his holy skull. No thorns now, thank you, only a corona of lights. Lasers spear the dance floor darkness, in a place dank with saliva, sperm, and sulphur, the volume brutal and bright, like clank of hammer against nail. Blue neon rays stream through the holes in his palms. Jesus drops the needle and an unsoft voice grips the ears of sad lovers with grief blacker than vinyl. Believe: salvation soars on the wings of a diva chorus, morphine of movement. From the half-light of the sound booth he reigns—meek merciful, miraculous, shimmering in a robe of white smoke. Jesus—crossfader of faiths, beats, fates. Only his head moves to the hammering of kick drums. Jesus—nailing the grooves with precision and suddenly the dancefloor is Babylon. Serpentine lovers slither against each other’s bodies. No more miracles conceived. No water changed into wine, no fish no bread loaves multiplied, no more sins to forgive, no sinners to receive. Mercy, mercy, mercy, Jesus barks into a furious megaphone. Lose your soul in the music and be saved. The thousand colors of disbelief gleam on a single mirror ball—impure moon, metallic miracles in Technicolor, the promise of paradise swelling with planetary strings, colliding with angry bongos, mad maracas, bellicose cowbells, triumphant trumpets and tambourines, blasphemous bass. All prayers spinning on black polymer plastic 75 revolutions per minute. Consider the needle and damage done to nerves and hopes. Consider the situation, consider the absurdity. How impossible it is to believe in a savior in a discotheque— Yet how impossible to believe in a god who does not know how to dance. Blessed are those who grieve alone. Blessed are those enslaved to the rhythm. Blessed are the impure of faith, the unclean heart— Jesus will save us all: as long as the record plays we won’t hear the world falling apart.



SUPREMACY OF THE TEXT



From the fifth storey window you could see the thick, thorny legs of the giant letter A. The monstrous letter A-always the first in the order of thingsLumbered about mightily like Godzilla or King Kong, Cars crushed underneath like cheap Taiwanese plastic toys, Pursuing screams tracing lovely parabolic arcs through the air. No coincidence that the word ‘author’ also starts with the letter A. Barthes said that the author is dead. Maybe not yet—although there could be a casualty in a few hours, Depending on whatever grand cosmic design. Meanwhile, a woman sits at a mallside café, Scribbling on her journal, meditating On the possibilities of a future novel. Somewhere in her notes is this bit of dialogue: Where are you from?-The city-What city? It doesn’t really matter. All cities are alike. Then she jotted perfunctorily on the margins That the letter A is not necessary for living Yet men die miserably every day from the lack of letter A. Of course, the letter A in this poem and the letter A She is talking about could be two different things, And that there are exactly 117 letter ‘A’s in this poem And they all look alike. Well, almost. If one observes the woman from afar, You will notice that she isn’t even looking at her watch, Without the slightest hint of the impatience Of people being made to wait. We assume that the woman has no friends, But that she could be a great writer, at least, In the same degree most great artists are inferior human beings. Then she hears something like a subsonic groan Swelling into an earthshaking boom. She turns her head. For a moment— In the middle of the decibel so intense It was almost blinding— Her hand stopped moving across the page.



STRANGE DAY, WITH BICYCLE So the little black dog Diablo died. And humidity is a sticky wife. For Yoyoy and Kuya Cesar, the eulogies will be late. Today is the hottest day of the year. All the instruments agree: the day of their deaths Was a bright, blistering day. The world exacts revenge through dry petals and forgetfulness. The path to the garden will never be so clear, but never so treacherous, so heartbreakingly opaque. Parched fountain. Imaginary breeze. At this hour only dogs defend you, Only the wind believes you. Only the heat understands you. Only the plants listen to you. Only TV holds you in utter contempt As you, Lourd de Veyra, begin to understand The true meaning of certain words, transparence For instance, tracing tiny paths around the backyard and the granite implications of the afternoon. Eventually you will know that light begins with rediscovery, As Marjorie gently dissolves in the majesty of a thousand white sheets flapping. So today nothing exists except this mind, this frequency approximating true love humming through tubes of black steel– Meet your new aluminum skeleton— purest poetry of lightness. Two wheels buzzing, the music of insects, metallic and mortal, rhythm of faithful muscles. Gravely radio voice, imagined. “Granada” makes all the sense in the world. Dirt road stretches downhill like a dog’s tongue. No problem. No hands, Ma. See there. End of the road. Sharp cliff. Hologram of blue glass. Sea like blade in the sun. Eyes to the skies. Pedal like hell. Giant cumulus explodes into cotton tufts that stay eternally white. Today there will be neither blood nor gravity. This is the self, the unwounded self speaking in futile metaphors to one who is in perpetual motion: You are Lourd de Veyra. You are bicycle You are air And you are without fear



FORTY DEGREES CENTIGRADE Nothing survives this room. Nothing—books, old pictures, records. Not even sadness, not even sin slowly dripping from tubercular faucets like hot saliva. Air convulsive with the fever of a thousand needlepoints. The long acetylene arm of noon reaches in through the broken window to blot everything out. This is not madness. This is Manila. This is the essence of blindness: not black but the sharpest, most inviolate white. The force that stirs everything—music of dead pipes, burning rooftops, droning water tanks, escaping as steam that renders the city phantasmal. God’s contempt made vapor. All things are the same at noon: white and combustible. Words, we fear for their flight, their utter dryness: little moth wings in flammable air. Words, like white, fever, air, music, god. So we stay. Stay still. Fall silent. Endure, all too knowingly. The virtue of blindness. Negation of dimensions. Cessation of all memory. World outside begs for rain and you are not of flesh anymore. Tiny sparks swirl surround your wordless body. So the soul—or whatever you might call it—finally lifts, as smoke leaves behind, with incalculable grace, things burning, things dissipating, things reborn.



AMSTERDAM. RED LIGHT



Acid or no acid, you may not jump off the bridge That connects two streets with unpronounceable names In spite of the glittering reflections on the water Bright as Coster’s diamonds. Girls in windows: can’t take their pictures, Framed by frost and contempt: a skeletal blonde With the heroin gaze, her body a lazy arc Under pink lights and cigarette haze. The tentativeness of things under the obdurately pleasured brain: Here are ten bicycles barreled Past the cannabis museum and the live-sex theater, Past the coffee houses and smut shops As the mind floats above a phantasm Of phonetics, of Dutch and its collisions Of consonants and violent vowels, Its barbaric notations—all conniving To perceive the world as blur, Staccato of rubber on cobblestone, Drizzle of artificial desires. Oh woman, woman How waterous of you, How the mind whirls, How the winter air vibrates with possibilities, Wetness between thighs and things Perfected by a place under constant threat from the sea. You are Japanese? Is that how you roll joint in Japan? Questions that usually precede a demo Of how to make the aerodynamically perfect joint. A complete stranger’s saliva sealing Seams of the sweetest paper. Mescaline or no mescaline, The mind plays tricks in the swirl of skin. Avoid staring into the bicycle spokes For they can be universes unto themselves. See those shameful sailors, The lonely Pinoys off-board Greek ships Their moral compasses torn between cunts and Kroners And money changers on that corner dissecting that curve between contempt and absolute happiness,



Past the dirty-yellow train and the labyrinthine underpasses Inhabited by junkies and smack-peddlers. Past the head shops selling pewter pipes And psilocybin mushrooms, a constellation of pills in a jar. Your choice between Banawe Gold and Himalayan hash: You can smoke all the stash you want: just not in front Of old people and children. Where I come from there are no more cobblestone streets: The only ones left have no history, just horse manure, Cum stains, and vomit, the rude rhythms of knives. An early moon hangs like a luminous testicle Or an icicle with a question mark: I’m lost—it’s the same railroad but a different bookstore. Displacement is the universal language: I hear the same imaginary violin. I feel the same grayness, disturbed Only by the panic of pigeons across the square. I’ve been in this scene before: I was on a bike, And there were no coffeeshops. The air Was warmer as you moved past The same black shapes, Moving infinitely from Sagada to Santolan to Schipol, Where nothing and everything is true. Until you take your tenth hit And you arrive at a certain conviction, Startling in its suddenness, Louder than a bong-hit, gentler than a leaf falling— I believe in the drum and its power to save the world from itself. I believe in the dancing of little children under dark leathery nights. I believe in the sound of sunshine spilling over garbage heaps and tobacco fields The gurgle of brown rivers flowing into plains crimsoned with anger, Palm trees swaying to the rhumba of armalite bullets. I believe in sugarcane liquor afternoons Smoke of fish grilling from some seaside nook of memory I believe in nothing and everything And in the sound from transistor radio speakers Turning out truth to the world taxi lunar taxi lunar I believe in the suffering of oxen and men, The drone of their diurnal labor, the sloshing



Of mud, veined legs slowly slurped in by soft earth Trilling of throats under harvest moons, Nights illumined by flames that roast goats, Trance making frantic fissures in rhythm, These bodies bludgeoned underneath the beat , The beat of a world run by a god who may Or may not know how to dance Or ride a bike.
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