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The

GOSPEL
of Thomas

wEpisode                                  Five

y

following in the longstanding tradition and 
precedent set by other marginally popular podcasts, 
our fifth episode arrives at the door of your heart 
with nothing but a smile and blithe disregard for 
the exceptionally long and inexcusable interval 
preceding it, delivering up two new pseudopoetical 
ramblings for your enjoyment without so much 
as a by your leave or apology for making you wait 
so damn long — and for such poor fare, into the 
bargain — without a thought as to your feelings 
or tastes, assuming that the latter run to the 
obscurities of mythology and manufacturing 
with a little liberal guilt and scatological musing 
thrown in for good measure while offering little 
thanks for your patience. So bloody damn Typical, 
it would be laughable if you had any interest in 
indulging this pretense mediocrity any further. 
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Khepri

I never thought that I would live too long,
long to live,
measuring out the days, 
grain by grain,
through a sieve (or is it sieve?)

Either way, I believe in more than gods,
more than the gifts they offer,
more than the sacrifices they demand 
of those scuttling beetles below.

No, I believe in more than gods now.

I never thought that I would live so long,
live so long,
rolling up the crumbs of each day—
crushing them, 
compact and round,
shoving them backward 
along the barren ground
because it is my way.

It’s always been my way
and I mean to have my say.

I would speak my peace,
chew it up and spit it back
into the eye of the East,
into the gaze that burns and flames to subtle ash
all of my turns and games
at last.

I never thought,
I never thought that I would live this long,
live this long,
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my face in the sand and my feet caked with dung —
rolling this ball, fragrant and wide,
backward
over the face of the father who died.

Oh, my murdered sun...

I too would have wept and prayed,
forgotten all my gripes, my eggs unlaid—
the eternal bother, the missed meals,
the days wasted and worn.
No, I too would have wept next to my mother
on that cursed morn.
I would have wept
but for the shit clinging to my heels,
wept over what the snakegod had done
to my god and my father,
the sun.
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The silver wheel is spinning.
The needle dips and darts
under her hand,
the little girl whose name means song.

The room sings with a hundred needles, 
a hundred wheels 
silvered and fleet,
trilling out their cricket song
under the hands of a hundred girls
without a thread of luck to spare between them.

They say he dreamt it,
this man whose name means song.
Like so many before him, 
Singer chased the silver wheel,
threading one failure after another
until he finally found it—
his eureka, 
his excelsior—
in a dream.

The warriors stand, 
so dark and proud,
plunging their silvered spears
up and down.
A hole winks out just behind the point
as it dips and darts, 
in and out of the fabric 
of the American’s dream.

The American dreams
and so a world is bound
to the silver wheel.

The Silver Wheel
by T.M. Camp
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And so the Gap is filled,
and so the Republic thrives—
little hands hard at work to keep 
the silver wheel spinning
half a world away.

What if he had dreamt of them,
dreamt of these children
running their bright cloth
under the winking eye of the needle—
all their days and dreams measured out
in inches, in yards, 
in silver?

What if he had dreamt of these tiny fingers,
broken and scarred,
working the silver wheel,
the children
humming its song?
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This is a work of fiction. All situations, events, and characters are nothing more or less than products of the author’s 
imagination — at least, that’s what the voices tell me late at night when no one else is around to disagree. Any resemblance 
to persons living or dead is unintentional. And anything herein purporting to be historical was probably invented as well.

Copyright © 2010 T.M. Camp

The Gospel of Thomas is produced and distributed by Aurohn Press.

Despite this, please submit all inquiries (professional or otherwise) to the author via tmc@tmcamp.com.

He’s the one to blame.

The Gospel of Thomas is released under a Creative Commons 
Attribution Non-Commercial No Derivatives License.

All other rights reserved.

Visit us online at

www.thegospelofthomasonline.com
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Become Wanderers.

w

Next up,

A trip to the moon.


