
MELTING POT

THAT MELTING POT IT GOT MY GRANDMA
SKINNY GIRL FROM COUNTY LIMERICK
TAUNTED IN THE SCHOOLYARD

CAT LICKER MACKEREL SNAPPER
STORIES OF THE POPES FORBIDDEN ORGIES

IN HIS PALACE BACK IN ROME

HER OLDER BROTHER THREW SOME ROCKS

NOT AGAINST KATHLEENS TORMENTORS

BUT IN RIOT WHERE HE HIT BLACK CHILDREN

WITH THEIR PARENTS RUSHING THEM TO SAFETY

AS MOSTLY IRISH MOB
BURNED THE GHETTO TO THE GROUND

TABLOID WRITERS WRUNG THEIR HANDS

DEPLORED THE SENSELESS VIOLENCE
CALLED IT GREAT SHAME

THEN CAINE THE CHANGES

IRISH COPS THEN IRISH POLS

BIG CITY MAYORS AT LAST PRESIDENT

WEHAD BECOME QUITE WHITE ENOUGH
CELTIC MYTH SODA BREAD AND BROGUE

PRESSED OUT BETWEEN THE PAGES
OF HEAVY HISTORY BOOK

SOME DAYS VATCH ME JUST PRETEND

THAT IM CROUTON IN THE SALAD BOWL
GARNISH FOR TOMORROWS CALIFORNIA MIX
OTHER MORNINGS WAKE UP WITH GRITTY EYES

AND KNOW DREAMED OF GRANDMA AND THOSE ROCKS

FEEL THEIR TONNAGE PIN ME TO THE BED

BYGONES ARENT BYGONES UNTIL WEMAKE THEM BE GONE
WAKE UP FROM THE DEAD DREAMS AND THE LIVE DENIALS

THE MANUFACTURED MEMORIES ON THE LATE LATE SHOW
ILL PILE THOSE DREAMS ON GRANDMAS GRAVE

GO THROUGH MY CHANGES EYES WIDE OPEN

MICKEY ELLINGER

ST PATRICKS DAY 1998
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