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An Old Gug’s Lovc Focms
~- Fart 2

John Kotula
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These poems were begun in Marty Giovan's
erotic poetry workshop at All That Matters.

If you ever have the chance
to work with Marty, don't pass it up.
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Beyond the Reach of Science

Seismologists in white suits

Take core samples of the earth.

Drill down a million years

To predict the potential for rumbles and quakes.
Naked in our bed,

We undermine their work.

Wesslip below the surface into cracks and crevices,
We flow like water, like lava, deep down
Where science can’t reach.

With our tectonic slip and slide,

Our subterranean liquid jiggle,

With the amplitude of our shaking and

The magnitude of our thrashing and

The oscillation of our body wave moaning,
We are the log-a-rhythm of the earth’s holy vibration;
The epicenter of its transcendental throbbing.
Without us for lubrication,

The earth would seize up, become static.

It couldn’t hum and buzz as God intended.
Its hard work, somebody’s got to do it.

I'm glad it’s us.



