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THE THAUMATURGE

By Chris Konrad

The boy learnt his ways along winding paths

he learned his sorcerer ways

            through bush, pushed up granite, crystal water creeks

                        he learnt his tricks young

sky and leaf canopy for a canvas

scarp contours as a mindscape edge

            the boy wrote his myths there, amongst the hills

When god was a boy

he learned his winding ways

                                                in the bush

around pushed up granite

alongside foraging creeks

he was dead

            was completely convinced

When god was a boy

he wrote his myths

            basking on dome shaped stone

he learnt his tricks up there

He wrote his myths

about a big dead god playing puppet master to a young man

            dancing to a tune he thought was his own

only to find out it was all just a wish world

a dream where he was awake

out there he was dead

            there was no him

This was when god was a boy

            it all seemed so real

when he was busy writing his myths

but then he grew up

                                    this god

took one look at the left over apple

realizing his great mistake

that in fact he was alive

that in fact dreams were just dreams

that it was in dreams he lay dead

this god grew old in his new reality

the harsh, hard fought for knowledge

of his cold clay

                        ossified in splendid glory of his great new order

dotting the landscape

perched along the inescapable tournure of a river’s edge:

he overlooked his great creation

                                                the natural world

there was no place for myth here because

for the first time in his fifty and one million years

he awoke to the reality

                                                            that he was alive

convinced of his quotidian self

it became his one anchoring mantra

 not his myth but his creation

when god became a man
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