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​About These Poems​
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Warning! Despite the title The Last Supper, these are not religious poems. These poems embrace at the intersection of the Sacred and the Profane. As all astute readers know, at that intersection lies the forbidden. These poems are forbidden to you if you are easily offended, if you read the lines but not between the lines. If you cannot embrace shades of gray, you will not like these poems. The author apologizes in advance for the lack of roses and limericks in these poems. These poems are not for children, little old ladies, or Church Mothers. However the church is in these poems.

You might get a whiff of the 80’s in these verses. Ronald Reagan may be dead, but his legacy lives on. Nothing has changed much in corporate America. Greed rules. AIDS  steals away our young men and women. The poem’s title, The Last Supper, comes the mantra a young man recited as I fed him his last meal: A sip of water please/A little string beans/Wait now, you're rushing me.

If you love the Lord or the God in you, you will love these poems—not because they’re religious, but because they strive to tell the truth.

Charles W. Harvey

1987 PEN/Southwest Discovery Prize Winner
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​BRUTUS​
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I want 

love

love

love

so bad,

I am

thinking on

adopting

the coiled rattlesnake

that I saw

among the diamonds

and crucifixes

In Lucky's

Pawn Shop window.
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​Vanna's Image​
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Is it true

Vanna White

is selling her image?

Will she sell to me

some of her magic,

teach me to

turn my hair to honey,

and spin my sex

into oval rubies for men to mine?

When I look at her

will I turn to

a pillar of salt?
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​A Curse From God​
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"Father! Father!"

entreated the pie faced boy,

"I stretch my hands to thee."

Father looked down

upon the wormlike limbs

that rotted with gangrene.

He shook his head and

stuck out his tongue.

"Ha!

Thou suffer, because

thine mouth knew and suckled men

in their secret places.

Did you not hear your preacher?"

"Oh Father," Pie Face answered,

"I heard through grape vines

tea leaves, and bellicose

microphones all of your Ministers.

But when night cut off day

like an executioner's axe,

Your Minister's mouths sought mine.

Even you, Father,

put your mitre aside for me."

Father answered, "well lad

someone must pay the price

for my pleasure.You are

the chosen one.But I will

give you a prayer to offer me daily:

Lord. Lord. Fill this hollow bowl

of my belly with blood

So that I might give

an offering of thanks
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