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atanza break

Pagsion and Apathie, glory and shame,
Vain wisdom all, and false Philosophie."
--John Milton, Paradise Lost, ii, 562-65

I, IGNOTUM PER IGNOTIUS

Diabolus is passé and outgrown.
My kingdom is secure, my self unknown.

Truth is my favorite emissary now

In all its forms, unfinished, well-adorned,
And pious pulpits hung with symboled silk.

I have no need of sophists, atheists,

False prophets and their babbling. I was born
From mutant atoms and the womb of woman

In labor through the centuries of science

And civilizing. Progress is my strength.
Prosperity for some at any length.

I had a hundred native sires whose realms
Were overthrown as 0din, Ares, Thor,

and bumbling Mulciber--best known as Mammon--
Not even Milton knew the rest-- (just think
Of how his epics would have bulged had I
Emerged to tantalize and plague his pen

With my conception's hieroglyphs): They merged,
They all became one traveling salesman-god
Who never thought his wedding rape of Mortal
Mind would bear a thing but vitriol

And violence, a misbegotten heir

Without a crown. My father went his way
Assured of amnesty from Belial,

Imagining his thrones infallible.

I made my mother find and slay my sire,

The clumsy satrap, strutting with his sword

And swilling blood by day-- no match for her,
Her battering ram of reason and religion.

No matter that convulsive cults still bow
Before his sometimes-ghosts-~ the throngs perform
Their rituals for me. The masses pay

Me homage, human sacrifice, the scale

So grand the Devil almost died of envy--

An easy victim of my poison kiss

Of practicality. He hadn't dreamed

Of any foe outside the host of heaven.

Thus robbed of might he writhes in toxic torpor.
The hordes, enlightened now, deny him all
Existence, bury him in mythic dust.

The fires of Pandemonium are doused.
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Isnotunm

This gem-encrusted joke! Globe guardians,
Pew sitters, squatters on the earth, the brave
Custodians of humanism grant

And shout me noble names. They watch me rise,
The monolithic paragon, the arrow

Aimed at heaven, pointing iridescently,
Precisely on its target. Oh, the farce!

The righteous rationale, the Gnostic good,
The Savior syndrome! Satan merely quoted
Scripture to his ends. I write it, burn

The words in liturgy then purge the pray-ers,
Sear their souls with flames of dedication.
The people want machines, solutions, rights,
And mighty citadels in Draco's heights.

I give them miracles, small victories,

And clever nostrums tailor-made for death

Whose bastions in earth's privy I will storm.
I'1l let them find out life, I'll let them make
It, let them keep it longer. Yet they won't
Discover what they have. I'll lend them power,
Feed them with it while I wear the wreaths

Of simple service, wash myself in love

Then pass the drippings to the humble drove.

The pose is priceless. Now that Satan sleeps
Who can suspect? I show the holy signs,

The visions and the end-time parables.

In God's own name, the millions worship me!
So who will notice how the road is paved
With slowly sinking monuments? Who'll guess
The compass point is magnetized, and clocks
Are secondary idols, mine alone,

Whose hands enthrall, whose workings I align?

Yes, I have challenged God-- Who lets man rule
His destiny.... And man...is such a fool...

--Glenna Holloway
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