the evil gene 

in people

surprises me

sometimes as i 

sit down to take a bite

out of a simple tortilla

only to see the

flicker of a newscast that

has to be a joke,

but isn't,

but what if it really is.

the evil gene comes out

on a drive to work,

at work,

through my boss,

through errant comments,

through the tiny windows

in my work building that briefly

distract me from the books,

music or other distractions that

ease me through a day of making

some money for my family and realizing

that this world is much too large,

cool, 

endearing,

altruistic,

and triumphant

to have such an evil

fucking gene that exists in

common folk.

it's there.

that's why in 2005 Bush is still

in the devil's throne.

on the other hand,

i love the look of evil jeans.

torn,

barley blue

and ready to walk away from all

the world's assholes and their

forgettable problems in the 

probe of some invisible plane that

just disappeared from view.

