got him there

Following the flame

With 2 pitch forks,

A young muse

Takes

The veil from his eyes and

Finds speechless folks

Lighting cigars-pipes-cigarettes

In a dark room.

He asks them,

“How is it that I am here now?”

“Well,”

a voice over the loud speaker begins.

“You’re not here.”

“How?”

he responds.

“No,”

the voice says flatly.

“The question is what?”

“Then what,”

the muse says with strain.

“What am I doing here?”

“You are here to ask us questions,”

the voice commands.

“What questions?”

the young man retorts.

“Anything,”

the voice says as a gallery of lit cherries 

go into lungs around the room.

“Ok then .. who invented idols,”

he fires off quickly.

“You,”

the voice responds in confidence.

“How me,”

the muse asks.

“Well,”

the voice begins.

“You and those of your kind.”

“Then, WHAT OF TIME?”

the young man asks with eyes shut tight in anger.

“Who did all of this .. here and throughout history?”

At this question,

All the lights come on and he’s in a busy London square looking

At a clock chiming 11:17a.m.—

He was born on November 17 .. and he realizes he’s late for

Something.

“Christ,”

he thinks.

“I was supposed to meet the book distributor today

about my publishing.”

He then hails a cab

And begins laughing in a whisper

At  his lost memory

And vivid compass

That had gotten him there.

