Folding Money



28 lines

We needed it before the rent was due

Or the blood-dogs would be sent to lap the difference

between what we owed to our alien landlord

and what we had already paid 

to stay out of Earthly jails.

Sell the lightcar/sell the liverpig/sell your corneas

again and let the Bitbacker boot you up after.

Pay the rent and then on payday

we’ll have extra for the synbars

and when my gravship comes in

I’ll even spring for fresh, sharp needles.

Yeah, I know:

You’ve heard it all before,

but what the landlord doesn’t know

won’t hurt his denticles a bit

and that big black beak of his

don’t  scare me none

no matter how many of them arms of his

suck out to grab me.

No, not once I’m in the gelbed

of the synbar whistlin’ “Willie

the Weeper” while one tube takes the blood out

and ‘tother sends in the clowns,

if you know what I mean.

And I know that you know

what I mean. Ante up, pass, or fold—

baby needs new shoes

for all ten of his tentacles.

—Denise Dumars
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