Kennedy’s Children by Robert Patrick

Mark: Dear Buddha: The man I killed today had in his pockets - which I searched, for nothing must be wasted, right? – the man I killed today had in his pockets a tiny little red lacquered capsule, looking like a shotgun cartridge from my country, Buddha – and in it, what do you think he had? You whom they call the All-knowing One, what do you think he had in his pocket, Buddha? What do you think, he also rolls into a little cylinder or sifts into a pipe and burns and inhales into his lungs, before he can come into battle against me, All-Seeing, All-Forgiving, Omnipotent, Omniscient, Buddha? Which I should have known, which I should have realised, but in order to find out which – I had to propel a ragged atom of burning metal into his irreplaceable heart? And to kill him! And to loot his body! Buddha, must men die so that other men can see that all men are truly the same? Must each man kill a man before he can see that other men are only men like him and no man must kill? Wasn’t Christ enough? Huh? If everybody has to kill a man before he can see that all men are one, then finally all men will be one, because there’ll only be one man left! And then will that man be saved? Do we all for god’s sake have to die and be exploited and tortured and robbed so that one last man can finally be saved?

