Little Pompeii
By Daniel Edward Moore 
My father said Mt Vesuvius
                                            could smoke me like a cigar,
which made my name an ashtray of flesh,
                                a cryptic souvenir sold by the locals 
to raise money from the plaster image of me
                                          easily mounted on dashboards
or surfaces flat enough to train the eye
                                in the modern mayhem of sainthood.
Even though there are numerous paths
                                              to the lava-like-love of god,
being treated like a queer by a bully volcano
                                                     never crossed my mind.
Years later my father’s buddies
                                              called him Vinnie Vesuvius
making me his Little Pompeii.
