Goat Songs

Jesus and Dionysus

Hold hands in the wilderness;

Dance in the desert sand;

Sing songs of joy.

Adrift in the high plateau;

Scrub pine, juniper and rock;

Red barren dirt;

Volcanic fields.

He was sent for telling the truth

To wander in the night alone,
Burdened by all the world’s sins;
An angel riding on his back.

He wears blame like a badge;

With space between the heartbeats,

Beating drums surround his soul

Buddha and Krishna circle overhead.

He sees beauty in the snare.

Power found only in his heart;

What is the work worth doing?

Goat dance in the center of town.

He returned, was butchered;
Boiled in milk and eaten for forgiveness.
They ate purified meat, were purged;
And danced goat songs till dawn.
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