Miami, N20
by Kevin Mahoney
[Read at Say It Loud! 12/01/03, KU]
I love the smell of vinegar in the morning. 

Ride of the Valkyries, redux

When people called out “bring the troops home, 

I don’t think this is what they meant

The Miami Model of Homeland Security

That’s what they called it.  No joke. 

A New Model Army for the Alphabet Soup of Globalization

Everything turned on its head.

A camera obscura for neoliberalism

Examples:

Black clad riot cops carry out “preemptive strikes” against protestors

Black clad Miami Herald reporters “embedded” with police

Kevlar meets the fourth estate

Distant voice of Carlyle tries, but sounds quaint: 

“Burke said there were Three Estates in Parliament; but, in the Reporters' Gallery yonder, there sat a Fourth Estate more important than they all. It is not a figure of speech, or a witty saying; it is a literal fact, .... Printing, which comes necessarily out of Writing, I say often, is equivalent to Democracy: invent Writing, Democracy is inevitable.” (1905)

A journalist badge of honor, “guardians of democracy, defenders of the public interest.” 

Increasingly a badge of terror, an ironic assault

Worse

A pat on the head for my naiveté 

The world has changed, Kevin, don’t you watch the news?

But I do

I watched Michael Jackson handcuffed

And then again

Even as black helicopters and sirens echoed outside

Rising and falling with the sway of palm trees

And I watched a war unfold

The second oil war—Oh-Dubya-II

Preemptive war, embedded journalists

The fourth estate

Patriot dances, Acts I and II

Weapons of fear and mass distraction

And there’s the matter of that $8.7 million

Deep Throat counseled, “follow the money”

Newspaper lore

Networks of power embedded in budgets and bottom-lines

Devils 

in the details

$8.7 million from the $87 billion for Iraq

Line itemed

For the Miami Model of Homeland Security

Bring our troops home

To Serve and Protect the Alphabet Empire

You can’t go to Jazzman’s 

And hear the dialect of Empire

NAFTA, FTAA, WTO, IMF

Strings of letters far more opaque than 

Orwell’s double-speak

Eyes glaze over

And that’s the trick

Associate literacy with boredom

Democracy with the market

Citizenship with Black Friday

Protest with terrorism

And then send in the troops

Miami, the Magic City

turned into a fortress to protect the Alphabet Empire

Steel fences enclosing its Court

Paramilitary fashion in black and tan

Just rewards for citizen-terrorists

Tear-gas, tasers, rubber-bullets

I’m certainly no poet

But I am still wedded to the justice of the word

The beauty of the quotidian

And the vernacular of the polis

Because there is something miraculously hopeful and human

In the act of refusal

To insist on joy and possibility

In the face of enclosure and terror

Armed with nothing but drums and puppets

And bandanas 

Soaked in vinegar
