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Bye, bye, Uncle Sam 
(… the early 80s, when brinkmanship still burbled, when peace was counted in warheads, when 

Angelus Novus quaked in horror before Laleima’s rescue mission …) 
 

 
 
It isn’t yet dark but I see no light. 
The dawn is breaking but the dusk hasn’t faded. 
My life is closed, though it never opened. 
 
No haunting mystery to the world anymore: 
Everything must hold a quantified answer. 
The truth is always discernible. 
 
Then may I ask why the sun never sets, 
The moon never sleeps, the dog never barks? 
Of course not, you fool; those things are not true. 
 
Life has never been so good! 
Bureaucracy wouldn’t lie – 
Not to itself anyway. 
 
Is it a dream or some crude kind of joke? 
Why the hell can’t you awaken me? 
I see a holocaust, not my home. 
 
Destruction run rampant. 
You couldn’t even have called it a war – 
Only forty minutes of button-pushing. 
 
I thought you said life had never been so good. 
Never is the right word – irony becomes apparent. 
Life has never been – it never was existent. 
 
You destroyed it. In another time,  
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But the same place, the people  
Cried out in terror. 
 
History has repeated itself  
And you knew it would be so. 
But you didn’t ask me. The farce was a secret. 
 
Reality never seemed that bad; 
Shocking perhaps, but bearable. 
It isn’t yet dark, but the day offers  
 
No light. No shadows, no windows, no time – 
The dusk must have arrived,  
But the dawn hasn’t broken. 
 
Nothing is left – not even a feudalistic  
Philosophy from which to draw strength. 
Deprived cheated and defeated  
 
In spirit I cry out but no one is there,  
Not to listen or cry alongside. As the 
Explosion resounds within my brain 
 
I sleep alone … 
 
 
 
 


