
 

 

Another Day In Fuckin Paradise #3 
 
 
Floating on my back in a tiny brain 
      -shaped pool 
I am being silently assaulted by an unrelenting bombardment of electromagnetic 
radiation   
      photons 
one hundred thousand years to make good their escape  via the drunken walk  
from the core of the sun  but only an eight minute twenty second skip  jump and 
a wave    
      and a wave   
      and a wave  
through the vacuum of space to find me 
      150 million kilometres 
in the time it takes to eat a triple decker cheese sandwich  a sandwich toasted on 
a donkey turd brown poolside lounger 
      as I  
in my palm tree patterned paddling pants  dry off under the hot bright scorch  
of the perpetually exploding nuclear bomb 
     in the sky 
its ultraviolent mutagen baseball batting my DNA  in broad daylight 
     unabashed 
 
and when I eventually smell something burning 
      - me - 
 I slap on some oil 
      - olive - 
scatter a few quartered par-boiled potatoes about me 
      - Maris Pipers – 
and on the timer chime of noon turn myself over 
      and baste 


