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Gene Twaronite
The Bathers

The wall above my desk 
cried out for something—
a seascape perhaps,
full of Neptune’s fury.

At last I found it— 
the perfect painting 
by a Frenchman
named Bouguereau.     

Attractively framed
in large format, 
it looms over me 
as I fish for inspiration.

True, there’s not much 
sea in my seascape,
just a little patch 
of blue on the right, 

mostly blocked by two
lovely naked ladies 
in the foreground 
enjoying the beach. 

I could say they’re my muses—
in a way that’s true—though 
the inspiration they offer 
is hardly poetic. 

No daughters of Zeus 
or Mnemosyne, these 
are women of earth 
whose every curve I adore.
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I feel that I know them.
By the wry looks on their
faces, it seems they know 
my thoughts as well.

They remind me who I am—
a creature of lusts and dreams, 
grounded by the tingle 
of flesh and blood.    
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GALAXY FLIGHT TO MIDNIGHT

First they fled out of Africa,
seeking new sources of food
or maybe a change of scenery.
Then they fled the ice sheets 
and dire wolves haunting their dreams.
From hunger and drought they fled 
over the Bering Strait and beyond.
From religious persecution they fled 
to a New World of unbridled freedom.
From war, famine, and disease they fled
to whatever country would take them.
They fled the whips and chains
of Southern plantations to live in
crowded cities of the North, 
as others fled the same cities 
from immigrant hordes and dark races.
They fled into gated communities 
to free themselves from parties
and viewpoints not their own. 
They fled into space out of boredom 
and because it was the last frontier.
Finally they fled from the earth itself,
in their luxury starship cruisers,
all the way to the center of the galaxy 
and a big black hole 
that swallowed them up, 
every last one. 


