
Big Bang Theory

In the beginning before the beginning
Lilith fucked Yahweh’s brains out,
snuffed out all the thunder and lightning,
battle trumpets and cymbal crash, baked 
his firmament in her own burning bush 
then with a wicked laugh and gleam in her eye 
rose up off him into the void and was gone

leaving him limp as a jellyfish 
with no jelly, flaccid as a seaslug,
a mote in the great iamb that eye yam,
a universe of discharged dimensions
bewailing his lonely metaphysics 
thumping the skins of his war chests

until, gathering his far flung wit about him,
staggering to the edge of the ramparts to piss the stars,
deciding to change his name to Jehovah and disappear, 
he said to no one in particular 

Let there be light
and that was the first morning after
the night before.


