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Publisher’s Introduction

In 2009, Andreas Morgner sent a manuscript
to The First Annual WRITE REAL GOOD Poetry Chapbook Contest, which
we ran at UnlikelyStories.org. As editor, I was receiving the
manuscripts, stripping them of identifying information without
reading them, and forwarding them to Violetta Tarpinain and Lisa
Renée Vincent, who assisted judges Michael Harold, Anne McMillen,
and Belinda Subraman. After sending his manuscript, Andreas asked
me about Cuidad Juárez, Mexico; we chatted a bit, and I assumed I
was speaking with someone formerly stationed in El Paso’s Fort
Bliss, near my home.

Andreas spent twenty years in the Central
Intelligence Agency. In 2001, he decided to seek a more active
career path and got a job with the U.S. Department of the Treasury
investigating African war crimes as well as drugs and arms
smuggling. In 2008, Treasury assigned him to U.S. Africa Command
(AFRICOM), a military headquarters based in Stuttgart, Germany.
While he spends much of his time at AFRICOM, he travels frequently
to Africa as well as back to his home near Washington, D.C.

The emotional intensity of his work, and the
distance between his work and the average American’s understanding
of it, should be clear without any of the feeble descriptions I
could offer. Andreas is erudite, intelligent, and passionate, so
when he describes these issues, he writes poems. He writes poems
that bear little resemblance to the bulk of American contemporary
poetry; shocking and disorienting pieces that could never come from
a life as comfortable as mine.

When You Come Again, You
Will Never Go is exactly what a publisher
hopes for when we run a contest. Although talented and clever,
Andreas Morgner will never get a Creative Writing job, nor will he
sit around literary conferences hoping to find an agent to
schmooze. He is an “outsider artist” in a way an “underground
writer” can never be; his work gives us a set of experiences and
insights that simply can’t be found through the poetry world’s
normal networking structure.

This was a difficult book to publish and a
painful book to read. I know that you’ll find it as uncomfortable
as I do. And I believe that, upon reading it, you’ll be as grateful
as I am to have shared some of Andreas’ discomfort and insight—to
experience some of the benefits of his hard-won poetic
education.

—Jonathan Penton












Arms Deal, Central Africa

 

Apa wa lila omona ka yuk u momenapo.

(The full consequences of a deed are not
reaped all at once)

—Umbundu proverb

 

The first sign of its approach is a thin
drone that climbs

Above the hum of insects in the tall grass.
After awhile

It appears. A stubby “T” hanging against the
clouds

Followed by a wispy black tail of burnt
kerosene. It

Resolves itself into a bulky white aircraft
that some call

The Whale. Even from a distance it looks
dirty. Worse

As it comes in low with roaring engines to
chase the

Cattle off the cracked runway. A turn and a
last look

For rocks or logs. Satisfied, the monster
lands and rolls up

To the group of soldiers waiting by the
roofless hangar.

In front stands an officer who is ice behind
his mirrored

Sunglasses. The plane rolls to a stop and
the engines wind

Down.

 

*

 

A ramp drops and the pilot and loadmaster
walk out of the

Gloomy hold and into the sunlight. With a
nod from

The officer, soldiers tramp into the plane
and begin off-loading

Long green boxes onto the tarmac. The
officer, the pilot, and

the loadmaster scan the manifest and count
boxes with dancing

Pens. While the plane’s crew rest in the
emptying hold,

Sunglasses points to a box and soldiers use
a crowbar to

Rip off the lid with a shriek. Guns lie in
perfect rows.

The finger points again and another box
reveals bullets.

Another, grenades.

 

*

 

Sunglasses nods. A dirty suit staggers out
into the furnace heat.

From behind his medals, Sunglasses pulls out
a small sack.

Dirty Suit grabs it greedily and wedges a
jeweler’s loupe into

His eye. A small stone emerges from the bag.
He holds it up.

Down. Close. Another stone comes out. Then a
third.

The pilot sweats. Sunglasses remains ice.
Dirty Suit finally

Looks up and smiles. The pilot sighs and
holds out his hand.

Sunglasses salutes and walks off. The pilot
spits on the sizzling

Tarmac and signals the crew. The cargo ramp
closes as the trucks

Roar off. The aircraft’s engines spool up.
Power builds as throttles

Open. In minutes, the plane climbs into the
innocent clouds. The

Cows wander back across the tarmac to the
beckoning shade trees,

Grasshoppers sing, and another revolution
begins.












Congo River (2001)

 

The drums along the Congo are dead.

Their skins split, the wood rotted. The
hands that made the words

And the ears that could see the words in the
beats are gone.

The sounds in the forest return to that of
ancient rhythms,

The calls of desperate animals, the suck of
mud on boot soles

Walking improvised paths, the rustle of
passing dreams.

 

*

 

The drums along the Congo are dead.

News flies in on electronic wings from
distant capitals.

London. Paris. Washington. The words are the
new currency.

Each one a coin that comes from your pocket
new and

Unblemished. People know more about the
lives of celebrities

In France than what is happening in the next
village. Out on the

Water, a mist descends upon the river hiding
the waiting crocodiles.

 

*

 

The drums along the Congo are dead.

So too are most of the river boats. Some
sank in the wars. Others

Rust at the docks in Kinshasa since the
government banned river

Traffic, their cabins lit by the cooking
fires of the refugees inside.

With the stroke of a bureaucrat’s pen,
upcountry maps are erased.

Mythology returns as regions are forgotten,
government ministers

Pocket mountains of cash, and dragons return
to rule.

 



*

 

The drums along the Congo are dead.

Abandoned soldiers and police become
werewolves,

Wearing the face of order and purpose to
hide their

ravenous hunger, preying on the powerless
night and day.

They claim they have families to support and
would gladly

Mint themselves new if only the payroll
flights started again.

 

*

 

The drums along the Congo are dead.

Old military and some civilian radios are
scrounged,

Repaired, and hooked to car batteries.
Frequencies

And broadcast times are arranged via dusty
couriers.

At the agreed upon hour, ears press
close.

A flick of a switch and voices return to the
air.

The drums along the Congo are dead but will
not die.

 







Waterhole, Kruger Park

 

Hyenas laughing in the dark.

Tough music announcing the hunt

Mocking the gazelle and gnu.

Run.

We are coming.

You won’t get far.

You belong to us tonight.

Our bite is a tender kiss.

Our appetite is love like no other.

Run.

You won’t get far.

We are coming.

Mad eyes always mocking,

Always calculating,

Always hungry.

 


 



Ituri Province, Democratic Republic of
Congo

 

Wanka bangwe ntiwanka zana ndabe

(You refuse to stop fighting, but you can’t
hide the wounds.)

—Rundi proverb

 

Dinner time. A fire stoked with the day’s
haul of dry wood.

Pots and pans are brought out along with the
cassava and beans.

Until a goat is slaughtered, meat passes
lips only in dreams.

 

*

 

Eat quickly. Insolent guns could start again
at any time.

They usually start by probing the air with
single piercing shots.

Each noise a slap across the face.

 

*

 

Eyes dart, hands freeze at the metallic bark
of guns in the hills.

For some, only mouths keep moving. Chewing
furtively. Quickly.

Eyes looking out the door are already
running into the forest.

 

*

 

The hills grow quiet now as triggers move
on. Darkening as clouds pass over.

Brightening as the weakening sun returns.
This was a beautiful place—before.

Now the breeze may be a Trojan horse hiding
marching feet and psychotic eyes.

 

*

 

House and field once rooted these people
solidly to the red earth. It gave

Food and shelter. Your children could grow tall and strong in its
embrace. Now it is a searchlight. Come rape, loot, or kill. No
matter the uniform.

 

*

 

Children play. Each move tentative. The
desire for fun struggling with a

Wary glance over the shoulder. A mother hovers close in case feet
need wings.

The guns love children the most. Each a potential recruit for
others’ wars.

 

*

 

The final dying rays pierce the underside of
the clouds on the western hills.

Fires wink on around the village. A woman sings low over a steaming
pot and

another joins her. A monkey hoots in the branches. The land settles
into itself.

Another day of peace.












Slaughter Yard, Nigeria

 

Maps have no definitions here. Streets are
coy that were never named.

The drawbridge built by the colonial British
a forever and a half ago is

Stuck and weeps rust into the river.
Meanwhile, upstream, trapped

Fishing boats are growing gardens of weeds
on their decks. The river

Still flows past the shanties that lean over
its banks. It knows how each

Soul finds a place and lives defined by
it.

 

*

 

To find the slaughteryard, first take a
sniff. When the smell of burning

Rubber wins out over the usual smells of
shit and garbage, you’re close.

Follow the cars with the bloody trunks
towards the river until they stop

In an area surrounded by stalls and carpeted
with torn plastic and cardboard

Melting into the mud. Walk past the porters
struggling through crowded

Alleyways with the bloody detritus of
life—haunches, ribs, even heads.

 

*

 

First thoughts are of hell. Pits of burning,
boiling rubber belch liquid

Flames that curl around animal carcasses.
Wreathed in sibilant smoke,

Attendants turn the stiff bodies to burn the
hair off. Devils tormenting

Damned souls under a black sky. Hundreds
work there, anonymous in

Soot, bending and pushing, giving the yard a
rippling feel. Only the

Fresh blood plays a shock of bright color on
the violated ground.

 

*

 

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/226394
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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