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White Male

white
male
privilege

is it?
really?

African Americans

Native Americans

Women

Hispanics

The Lower Class

All those offended for not
being mentioned

name a group
in whose oppression
I haven’t had a hand

three kinds of people:
The Giver-outers

The Haves

The Have-nots

limitless possibility
is simply horrifying

born this way
“lucky” number
in the social lottery

am I whining?
fuck you

you walk a mile
in my shoes
and you will have

sore feet
like everyone else’s



Gag Reflex: White Man’s Blues

One day you will wake up and realize that it’s all true;
and the nice things you own won’t stop it,
and your cushy little bank account won’t help,
and all your pathetic spiritual adventures won’t be
a safety net.

You will realize:

that racism sucks
and there are more African Americans in jail
than in college,

that children in Australia have to wear sunsuits
and won’t ever know what it’s like to be naked on
the beach,

that the Native Americans have no land
and an 80% alcoholism rate from liquor we gave
them,

that Mexicans need to sell fresh air in cans
and that because of NAFTA it’s your shirt that
caused it,

that one out of every four women will be sexually abused
and they make 75 cents for every dollar you do,

that resources are dwindling and population is soaring
no matter what the Republicans want you to
believe.

You will also realize that you can’t do shit.

Oh, you’ll recycle,
and send money to the Sierra Club,
and reject the use of the word “nigger”,
and help free Tibet,
and not laugh at blonde jokes,

but in the back of your mind

you will know that it’s all bigger than you.



Your parents will call it angst
and dream of the 60’s.
Your boss will call it inconvenient,
and remind you how many sick days you have left.

You will find yourself working 70 hours a week
and driving 90 miles per hour,

because you have to feel good at something.

And slowly, like an unpopped zit,
it will all fade
and you will be happy again.



Flutter

my mother is at the tip-top of the middle class
she would be upper
if she were better with money

my father is at the bottom of the middle class barrel
and struggling to stay there

and I flutter in between, confused
convinced somedays

that I will wear Armani silk suits

and somedays

that Taco Bell would take my application

and when it gets too hard

to question

I drop into the marginal category
of starving artist



Lapdog

crushing down
pressure

the world is my oyster
and everyone can smell
rotting fish

what have you done
with yourself?

how old was Einstein?

how old was Malcom,
King, Gates?

how old will I be?

you better...
was that guilt?
expectation?
opportunity?

I don’t even have stocks yet
what mutual fund?

my car has a dent

and I can’t finance a shack

I have two degrees
and I don’t know the angle

will I bark like a good lapdog?
is there anything else?



Note from Your Boss

Dear Employee,

The toes that you are stepping on

are connected to the foot

that will be planted firmly up your ass
and the dick that you will have to suck
to keep your fucking job.

Cop the load
or you don’t get paid,
motherfucker.

Now,
you do what you want
in your “spare” time,
but you get your little degree,
and you write your little resume,
and you wear your little tie,
and you keep your fucking mouth shut,
because if you don’t
there are ten nimrods right behind you
that will “tow my line”
if you get my drift.

I don’t think I have to remind you

what a privilege your position is

and how motherfucking fortunate for you
this company hired such a pissant as yourself.

Get to fucking work

and you better not be reading this on the clock.

Sincerely,
The Man that Signs Your Puny-ass Paychecks



Vanilla Steamroller, Part 11

Pathetic
middle class,
middle management,
middle of the road,
lapdog
making up the barrel
on the steamroller
driven by them
and squashing everything beneath us.

Driven.

“Oh, I feel their pain.”

Man, I don’t even know them.
Black.

Gay.

Hispanic.

Disabled.

Oriental.

Stop the rolling

long enough
to click my tongue
and shake my head,
in mock compassion.

Just be sure 1 always
look down.



M. C. O.

I finally found a name for it,
the cold, familiar feeling in my gut,
the relentless weight on my shoulders,
the stark terror.

He called it “middle class oppression”.

The Have-nots sneer,
“you don’t know how good you have it”.

The Giver-outers laugh,
pat you on the head,
and tell you to get the fuck back in line.

We are The Haves,
and everything is always fine.

Just enough power to
feel really free sometimes,
and to feel guilty and wrong
when you realize you really are a victim.



Salute

The military salute
is a vestige

of medieval times
when knights

had to lift

their visors

to be recognized.

These men,

behind

their thick metal armor,
had to come from
behind their masks

to show who

they were.



What is Your Name, What Do You Do

what is your name?
what do you do?
justify your existence
in two minutes or less

wait while I assess

your earning potential
while I figure out

if you are a threat
while I figure out

what you are

in relation to me

will I fuck you?
will you fuck me?
(and I ain’t talking sex)

who are you?

no

what is your name?
what do you do?

wait while I run
your answer
and your uniform
through the equation
and see if you are better then me



wait while I figure a way
to write you off
to disqualify you
from the competition
if you come out ahead

wait while I figure a way
to exploit our relationship
if I do

are you a lapdog?
will we share a lap?

I don’t care who you are
only what
and how that affects me



She Knows

he called it

“venom poetry”

I call it

“sport”

the last vestige

of masculine dogma

I can do it all

I can tell the world
what a bitch she was

I can wallow in all

the really good pity

I can finally feel strong
and powerful

and in control

I can lay blame
with hints
shadows
innuendoes

you will nod in recognition
and empathy

we all know

what we’re really talking about

and when she gets pissed

after I shoot my rocks off

and throw my stones in my glass house
I can dodge

I can hide and cower

because her name isn’t on it

“Oh Honey, it’s not about you”
a wink between conspirators



Valley of the Kings

the playground is empty
the Valley of the Kings is
is filled with tombs

they killed Malcom
(I say that like I knew him)
they killed King
they killed Kennedy
they even killed Ghandi

the Pope is Catholic

the Dahli Lama is Buddhist
Einstein led to the bomb

Chief Joseph’s in the Great Beyond
Mandella is out of jail

and Tutu’s exhausted

and we still mill around
like kids at a junior high dance
we all know the music sucks

and the punch isn’t spiked
and damn those girls look cute

no leaders to lead
and we think we must follow

the playground is empty
the Valley of the Kings
is filled with tombs






