[bookmark: _GoBack]Vile Figs

“We know that all vertebrates capable of action have to cope with an initial non-attunement of actions and needs. The reason for this is structural.” 
	- Gertrudis Van de Vijver

“A true priest is never loved.”
	- Diary of a Country Priest



We hated to see a robot in a coat,
absolutely hated to see a robot
shivering and gathering its puffy
olympiad jacket around its beveled
metal shoulders as it ambled
away from the hospital; insulted 
something in our hearts, humiliated 
us, even, made us feel sick,
that we might actually throw up.
The robot would explain that he
was programmed to feel the cold.
What garbage! we’d spit at its feet.
Had it also been programmed 
not to correct its own program?
How convenient that it should
have such a sound excuse
when anyone could see that it
chose to mock our own frailty 
the way any demon chooses.
So we would trip the robot 
by the roadside, its corkscrew 
arms, its spanner legs bent back;
we’d sit on its warm chest, 
a plate that hummed and glowed
in time with our own pulses, 
then quicker as we roughly
pulled off the coat and told it
we would bequeath the coat 
to the truly cold, the truly needy.
Yes, yes, I see, the robot said.
Of course there were those
who sympathised with the robot,
wept at operas about homelessness,
I have nothing to say to such people.

