
Cuckoo in the Compound 
 
 
I’m well stocked. 
I keep 200 hogs. 
 
I name them by number. 
69 is my favourite. 
 
I’ve trained them to hate. 
I’ve trained them to kill. 
 
Got the notion from some movie. 
I don’t think it was Disney. 
 
They especially hate pinkos. 
Which is kind of ironic. 
 
Once a week I single two out, 
and I dress them in combat fatigues. 
 
Then I butcher them both. 
Machine gun them down. 
 
Or blow them up. 
With grenades. 
 
I collect their dog tags (it’s never 69), 
then broil or fry and thinly slice. 
 
Spread on warm bread, with a side salad of apple and arugula. 
Season to taste. 
 
May contain shot. 
And shrapnel. 
 


