
SomethiY1e; that Cannot be Taken 

Davies 

It happened on a sunny afternoon, in the 
late twentieth century after Jesus flew 
away. 
On the East sLde of a street where I 
mainly heard dressy people say 
MonSOUlr .•• or something like that. 
An arm came slipping through my left one~ 

like an utter entering the KingiIhom of 
Heaven through the back of a massage 
parlour. 
I glanced over to my left, a little glance. 
like an atomic particle glance. 
You know, the camera shutt,e:r from Hell sort 
of quickie look. 
A tall~ round-angular human female glided 
there, about nin~ millimetres off my por~ 

bow. Her white. teeth flashed at me as if she 
were signalling out of the pilothouse of a 
freighter bound for Murmansk, loaded down 
with ten tons of lilies. 
Also, nine hundred thousand tons of artificial 
eyelashes. 
What a look. 
That thing some people call their heart, but 
which I call my Limosine, suddenly exceeded 
it's carefully designed specifications .• in a 
vertical dive. 
It's wings ripped off, and tiny steel balls 
rolled allover the pavement, unseen except 
.for two out-of-work Angels who were playing 
~kkEX Poker by the curbside. 
These Angels looked over and smiled. 
They had seen all th~s before for eons. 
Emperors, kings, czars, and murderers. So 
what was so special? 
Well, I'll tell you .••. 
This was the Limosine of an artist. Not just 
a pot-boiler art~st either. This was an artist 
who was there back before T.he Big Bang. Back 
when Adam and Eve were still working as movie 
ushers. God of Earth was seiling neckties out 
somewhere five trillion light-years beyond 
The Infinite Bathroom. ( you gotta believe me) 
And, no one knew about Tampons yet. 
This artist knew about drawing, before eyeballs 
were decided upon as the way to see your way 
d£D:hifiatl~frigerator. I'm tryin' to say he was 



this wise old artist felt his Limosine­
Heart pack up and begin to shake like a 
B-1? bomber dropping brassieres over Berlin. 
He had to put his heart into Emergency 
Calmness Lode. It harr_ly workeG the rest of 
his body anymore. 
Thiu woman was ma:ing his toes tdo the 
Indonesian Love Shrivel. He knew that his 
life was go~ng to be like being an ice craa 
seller to Eskimos~ without her reddis_ hair 
visible ..• if she went away. 
And, of course she did. 
30~ he acted as a fool for seventy-two hours, 
tasted the place that tasted like the salty air 
of the coast of France~ licked the places 
designed for beggars ann emperors, and put 
her e e colours in the Art Archives. 
30 what? 
Romance and wild deaths at the hands of savage 
mail clerks is the sort of stuff this kind 
of love is meant for. Eating a whole roas~ pig 
at ~'Iidnight on the beach in New Guinea... Bi ting 
into pomegranites in a space capsule •.• Walking 
into the Louvre wearing only clear plastic 
underwear, carrying a garden watering can ... 
these are the sorts of things one does when in 
the throes of th~s kind of love. 
It strips the soul clean, and plants Rhododennron 
along the edges of the psyche. 
Really. 
He knew it was no joke. 
He knew that he had sunk her heart by drinking 
enough from the stream of life, untill he appeared 
lost in the mists of James Joyce's earthier tales. 
Beca.use she had been reared in the Office of the 
Bureau of Motor Vehicles ••• where there was no 
iumour Sec~ion~ she would probably navel' really
 
know :f:re ed om.
 
F'eedom to eat Love Chicken.
 
He knew that, and it made him fear that his own
 
supply of Love Chicken, which he needed in order
 
to paint his renditions of Jesus's beard, was in
 
danger of permanent theft.
 
But he wa.s wrong, an Art~stts Love Chicken is
 
something that cannot be taken.
 
Just ask Pieasso.
 


