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From the First Book of Inundations 5

Slippery God

On a bus on the Korat highway.

[ had just received a call on the mobile

from my estranged wife (a novel enough event),

when we passed God on a motor cycle.

He was playing it safe and wearing a helmet,

but his black tee shirt was clearly marked, “God”.

So | pondered if He was pulling the strings.

Divine intervention certainly

hadn’t featured in our relationship before:

but maybe this was a new phase,

and, as a crush of clerics told me in my youth,

God works in mysterious ways;

and this seemed suitably ambiguous.

Moses got a burning bush that talked:

how would he have responded to the Godhead appearing
as just another Thal motor cyclist with his head up his arse?
Inadequacy i1s scarcely adequate to describe my feelings.
Why this call from my wife (estranged)

followed by Jahwe (retired) on a Honda?”

A deluge commenced, intense even for the rainy season.
Cement factories glowed in the storm like ...

like tiery arks. Was ark building an option?

[ took some pills and hoped for a second visitation.

An SMS rustled in my pocket.
Said an angel was waiting for me at Korat bus terminal.
She was going to take me to a hotel and open the Ark of the Covenant.

[ felt something like awe stirring,

The storm swirled round a broken-down bus,

hazard lights sunk beneath the Stygian flood:

lost souls on the hard shoulder, Third Circle of Hell.

Hey, maybe it was time for more revelations.

[ was beginning to realize that they re invariably problematical,
and a new respect was forming for Moses.

Forget about tablets of stone, I'll have some more of these.
The bus laboured past trucks of cinnamon and rosewood
climbing the rain-soaked Mount of Venus,

slippery with prophecy.




Gas stations blazed on a neon tide, pock-marked with divine tears.
Now, along the serpent straight, a sudden bright kilometer

of forbidden fruits under canvas.

Eden’s offerings brought to market, swallowed by the dark.

Divine tears began dripping through a lamp cluster above my head.
| felt fingered by God, though I couldn’t rule out my estranged wife,
and with an apologetic look at my fellow voyager,

chilled to the crotch with a primal stain.

| erected my umbrella.

We slowed to a crawl in a world over its hubcaps in pain,

trucks with a bow-wave, motor cyclists become canoeists,

people in fluorescent rain-capes, waving flashing batons,
symphonic confusion.

Hailed Klongpai prison. barbed, deadly: breaching like a sea monster
before sounding into blackness, freighted with souls,

Soon a temple. glimmering like Atlantis, sank in the Sargasso night,
drowning prayers, as scaly serpents thrashed below our wheels,
devouring Korat Highway in my sight.

cotled slimy round my element, they made it theirs.

And the Flying Dutchman’s bus drove by,

no lights, black windows, and a sign that said,

“You think it’s Korat, but you're over your head.

[t's all phantasms and finny dead,

where land sinks and the sky rains dread,

and divine tears stalagmite your head,

and God appears, as the good book said, on a humble motor cycle”.
Slippery God on a motor cycle.

Slippery God, slippery God, slip-er-ee God on a motor cycle.






























































































































































































