
Catching crabs 
 
The frozen wild cooked red king crab legs lay four akimbo 
in their aquamarine polystyrene packaging, stark 
under the lighting rig at the Costco Wholesale superhangar. 
Unit Price $26.99/lb. 

 
The dead mingle with the living in this bulk-buy cathedral. 
Cursed to walk the aisles, to fondle fruit ‘til eternity. 
Sinners and saints and saints who sin, loading up  
on the afterlife’s little essentials.   

 
I had my eye on the inflatable dinghy, 
riding a mighty swell on the Outdoor Adventure dais. 
Bluer than the ocean, bursting for open water. 
Seats four. 

 
It is wise not to hang still for too long in this slo-mo catastrophe. 
Always keep on the move. Or run the risk of becoming the Chosen One. 
Wheeled to the wagon in a holy megatrolley. Slaughtered, seasoned and 
come the weekend - weather permitting - propane transubstantiated.  

 
I bought a tonne of things I did not want, as they were cheaper by the dozen. 
I bought a novelty four-foot, four-gallon wine glass. To keep corks in or Christmas 
baubles or a baby. Or even wine. Big enough to stick your head in. And drown. 
All your sorrows. 

 
I had become lost in a maze of transparent clamshells, 
straining at their living hinges. 
Heaving with cloned cookies, from the colouring books of the insane. 
In bitesize pieces. 

 
I took the dinghy out to sea. 
I took the crab legs with me. 
When they started twitching in my Tupperware, I sent them home. 
One by one.  


