
ADAMANTINE

Earth stripped, mines 

set for the ocean

floor, soon tailored

bacteria set loose

to sequester

the gold in the seas;

will the day come

to mine the body

for trace metals, win

them from their soft

enzymatic sheaths

atom by tidy atom?

In this brave new world

they'll set bounties

for the coppery eyes

of  Wilson's disease.

Mining's a passion,

hard to let go; next

they'll  excavate 

emotions's ores, for 

the mother of all 

reality shows – your 

own teenage fumbling,

cries of Shma Yisroel

in fetid gas chambers,

verisimilitude 

teased out with serum,

electrodes,  creative 

maniacs at the controls, 

Who would live so? 

Not you or me, but, oh

what I'd give, yes, all,

to sink one  shaft, 

into memory's stone, 

to feel my father's face.
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