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Josephine Dickinson 

 

Bountiful 

 

 

Please consider this: 

you cannot lose what you have not had, 

you cannot lack what was not once plentiful. 

I think that dark object is a bison 

1200 miles from home 

in the place which, feared, 

loses its sense of dread 

once you get to know it, 

when you try to follow wolf tracks 

at a difficult time of year, 

when you see the transformation 

from a log of wood to a tool — 

dawn and dusk are the best times 

for spotting bison, lynx and wolf. 

 

 

You who are wise: 

many species are doomed 

in the next decade or two. 

They have one thing in common —  

they cannot reproduce. 

The hungry millions of India 

produce a plenty they cannot buy. 

Meanwhile there is disagreement 

in the classification of plants. 

What's really the problem? 

We live on barely fifteen. 

The leaves on the trees can manage  

their mathematics, 

their Fibonacci series. 

 



If a man has a fine tree 

(and not just a tree 

but 6,000 species  

for his use in farming, 

pharmacognosy 

and forestry, providing 

all his food, grain,  

fruit and vegetables, 

and this is only a fraction 

of the fantastic abundance 

of biodiversity  

he requires for survival, 

such as bugs and insects, 

to give his crops sex) 

 

 

and it grows tall, 

and there are more people, 

more languages, more memes, 

and the garden is overgrown, 

grasses and ranunculaceae 

take over some patches,  

others are scratched out, 

onion spires burst 

from their paper casing, 

blackcurrants crowd onto peas, 

there is still no process more 

important than photosynthesis, 

as the ancient technology of leaves 

reaches out and grabs for the Sun, 

 

 

all the way to heaven, 

for there's life where opposites meet, 

which is why  

the countries, rich and poor, 

who sell the bulk  

of the food they grow 

can't feed their people.  

26 million Americans 

on food handouts, e.g., 

and tens of millions 

of hungry Indian children 

can't eat a grain mountain 

of 59 million tonnes 

— can they? 



From the depths of the soil 

his fine tree holds the land firm, 

mops up floods,  

gives shelter and fuel, 

breathes out oxygen, 

manufactures medicine, 

(and that's after challenges overcome 

from the first astonishing 

Land Landing  

billions of years ago, 

the greatest, most glittering 

event in the history 

of living beings, 

and the most difficult) 

 

 

and  grows succulent fruit — 

every day there is something to eat: 

as well as rice, wheat, corn, 

sorghum, barley, sugar cane, 

sugar beet, spuds, sweet  

potato, cassava, beans, 

soya beans and peanut,  

coconut, banana, 

there's a wood ants' nest 

can be harvested twice a year, 

yarrow for wounds, body heat 

to survive on a winter’s night, 

soap wort for washing, 

and reed mace for the odd carbohydrate. 

 

 

With the autumn rains 

after a summer of storms 

the water begins to speak 

in the pipes, then it stops. 

The women in Africa  

carry aluminium canteen cans 

filled to the rim with cloudy water 

from a deep well 

balanced so delicately on their heads 

swaying on swaying hips 

that there are no lost drops. 

And we to the stream 

fill jam jars to boil a kettle, 

a bucket to flush the loo.  



And the spring rains —  

anyone would think 

there's water in abundance 

after that. It's too much 

in the wrong place, 

gushing too quickly 

off the mountains, 

out of the sky, 

then poisoned in the open, 

pilfered in the deep, 

and, melted from the ice caps 

and glaciers — once perfect 

time release watering systems — 

dumped in the sea. 

 

 

In hunger and thirst, 

not to mention Aids, 

TB and malaria, 

with which 300 million 

in Africa and Asia 

are sick each year, 

and 5 million die, 

without the luxury 

of effective medication, 

or mosquito nets, 

or even American hair remover 

— which has been found 

to cure sleeping sickness 

but is too expensive for Africa — 

 

 

will he not care for it, 

his own life support system, 

the sum of all the communities 

of soil particles, microflora, 

microfauna, rotting logs, 

lakes, forests, oak-juniper 

woodlands, sphagnum bogs, 

wet sclerophyll, tall grass prairie, 

oceans, seas, rivers, 

estuarine swamps, 

ice-packs, pack-ice, glaciers, 

that has been calculated 

in total by the world's economists 

to be worth £33 trillion a year,  



and guard it 

with an army of some kind, 

or at least safeguard it, 

put it in a bank vault,  

an asset worth £33 trillion a year 

should be locked away 

and looked after 

with the best security 

and pre-emptive measures 

a Western democratic 

developed country can muster — 

no-one must be allowed 

to get near or pose a threat. 

And yet, it's dying. 

 

 

Will he hope to multiply the boughs 

when "many of the world's fisheries, 

forests and freshwater are vanishing" 

to quote the words of G. Monbiot. 

If so, what does he say to the fact 

that according to Eduardo Galeano 

"Barely a century ago 

there were more than 500 

varieties of lettuce 

and 287 types of carrot 

in the world, and 220 

varieties of potato 

in Bolivia alone." 

Can he hope to multiply the boughs 

 

 

of his Bountiful tree? 

Why, even a simple cell,  

a single, simple living cell 

can manage a trillion molecules. 

Even the Division Magnoliophyta - 

the flowering plants alone  

of the Kingdom Plantae - 

can manage 350,000 species. 

Yet he, though he now  

has a coffee industry 

worth twice as much  

as twelve years ago, 

can afford to pay the coffee farmers  

only half as much as then. 



From its shoot 

his Bountiful tree 

made its own way 

onto dry land, 

became accustomed 

to hold up its head, 

conserve its own water, 

obtain minerals from  

rock weathering, 

yet he complains now 

he has little land to plough,  

and he must somehow 

increase his crop yields 

in the next fifty years or so. 

 

 

Does he increase 

his Bountiful tree's 

roots and  foliage,  

when he turns more of the world's 

wealth, its wilderness, 

into farmland, 

heavily overfishes 

the oceans of the world,  

destroys more fish hatcheries, 

leaves more towns to storms, 

tidal surges, floods, 

puts his own people 

in the path of earthquake, 

fire and famine? 

 

 

and its mass of branches — 

does he know, 

after two centuries 

of scientific study, 

the detailed taxonomy  

and biology of even a fraction  

of the flowering plants 

he slashes and burns, 

most of them native 

to countries he plunders 

for newsprint, construction 

materials, furniture, 

urban development, 

roads and industry? 



Is it for the benefit of his family 

that species are disappearing 

at the rate of three every hour, 

before he knows 

anything about them, 

forests are felled, 

10 million hectares a year, 

when all that the world's 

rapidly growing population 

want, all that Modesta 

and the people of Gumbi 

want is enough food 

for the next three days 

and seeds to plant next year? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Allison Grayhurst 
 

 

Change of Destiny 

 

 

Finding you, frozen in the spring, 

low and diving into the audience long after 

the curtain call. You were fire, now you 

are an egg, cold, dead as a sandy hill. 

You are a weight drowning a beautiful bird 

that wanted to show you his home in the glorious mountains. 

You were hope, now you are dread,  

circling a shadowy vicious form. 

Sometimes you return, and the day seems to open into joy, 

until the next, when you drop all symbols of attachment  

and dismiss every longing gone before.  

You were once a dream, a way off this floor. 

With you gone, I have no idea where to turn -  

defused of purpose. 

You once owned me - the mail carrier  

and all those expectations. 

But you were just another pause on my journey. 

Clothed in gold apparel, with promises to curb this famine - 

I cannot count on you to fulfill. When I see you, you are small, 

still inviting, but without a home.  

There will be another that sings to me, 

but until then I must remain as I am, 

vacated of intention. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Party  

 

 

Rake the light, 

I am alone upon 

this distant stone. 

I drum my plea, 

no good for love 

or beds of needed warmth. 

I lose because I am not in need 

of protection any more, because 

my smile is drugged and time has dulled 

the green glory of affection. 

Stalk the depths where subtle glances can 

separate the living and make hurt a hell 

that is not snuffed out with each sip of drink. 

 Hang the flower-head on the wall, pray that life 

is more than memories and gentle speaking. 

I stand beside him. He is not in love, 

but the highway is in his eyes, and the hummingbird 

too, fluttering faster with each crack 

of laughter. 

It is the weather. It is no time for kissing, 

but time for quiet sitting, for watching 

the parasite inside grow to eclipse the sweet dream, 

that gnaws a well of sensual sorrow 

and is for always bonded - irrepressibly, your own. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  

 

 

 

 

 



Missing You 

 

 

So intolerable is the fierce drain 

of having you but 

not having you 

by my side. 

So hard to talk  

on the phone of missing you 

while the universe lies veiled and vaulted  

from my sight.  

While you laugh and sing 

and I sleep walk in the sun;  

 

voice, unable to chime; voice  

that leaps then fails, calls 

to you then crumbles like some 

useless gesture; voice,  

full of the fury of assassins, soft 

like a slug's boneless belly cries 

to you of the loneliness  

and of the need; voice 

that needs your uncompromising devotion,  

but gets mute and lost, then sees  

that such a thirst 

is fatal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



So Much Glory Stillborn 

 

 

There was you 

holding tight to your need, full  

 of the killing night. 

 

There was you and no one 

exceeded you in your terrible love  

 and in your milking  

 

of quiet rains, as in my arms your size  

dominated the sun and awoke my wings  

 to fan and flourish.  

 

 

 

But long before the sterile sleep of years 

showered by compromise, long before the tossing  

 from side to side, afraid 

 

of kissing and the commitment it may bring. 

Long before now, falling prey  

 to this angry hunger  

 

that drums an inevitable goodbye  

and crushes cruel like cruel will never  

 crush again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



A World Away  

 

 

 Your nights were cradled 

in the boiling anguish 

of knowing nothing, not 

of your purpose and not 

of the tide that brought 

you from behind. 

 

 Your summers were jaded 

by the men who beheld you  

as one ripened, but luckily 

robbed of suffering, and by the women  

who left you, unable to withstand  

your scissored breast, and spirit of 

stubborn morbidity. 

 

 

 Take the gospel of your blessing 

 and of your balancing. 

 

 Take today what restores 

 yesterday's hollow ache and cursing. 

 

 Take these days in your hands and feast 

 until every sour doubt dies and 

 

 you mourn their passing 

 no more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 



Mark Young 

 

How I fell in love 

  

He entered like the last 

of the Mogul princes, 

susurrations of silk & so 

out there that you knew 

his line would never be 

continued. Bach as the back- 

ground music, setting up 

his entrance, sweeping around 

the bottom of his robes 

& lifting them until he 

seemed to be floating. Part 

of a dance that I was 

also part of. My right leg 

back, my left bent 

at the knee. Arm sweeping 

down & across my body, 

eyes lowered, a supplicant 

position. I have yet 

to look him in the face. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



changing paces 

  

The pace of change / 

the change of pace. A 

small transposition 

of words that shifts 

the locus & focus from 

without to within. It 

has now become 

differential calculus; the 

rate at which we change 

pace relative to the pace 

of change around us. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A midsummer night's bonfire 

  

The hearth, the heart, 

living in one country, 

loving another. Indigenous 

to neither. A soi-disant 

European interloper. & 

even that so distant 

I am detached from it. 

  

On Karri Kokko's blog 

I find a photo of a 

midsummer night's 

bonfire. A simple subject / 

object; but strings attached 

that stretch back into 

history. A set of 

antecedents I've tried 

pretending I am at this 

end of. But the connection 

never really made. It is 

an imperfect replication. 

  

Acquired tradition tends 

to lose its form. The books 

fall over, the paintings fade, 

the voice sings songs it 

cannot wrap its tongue 

around. I look for outline 

& draw a blank. & so I find 

a long blank beach, along- 

side which I sit, waiting 

for marks to appear 

in the sand as I come 

crawling out of the ocean. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A game of Pelota 

  

The whiter the light 

the higher the 

temperature. It was 

the proper name 

of the Sphinx & 

could not be expiated 

even though its orbit 

lay within that of 

the earth. Gods crouched 

before it like dogs. The 

war dragged on, during 

which time the embryo 

refused to grow. Finally 

transferred to parchment 

it was then cut 

with a jagged edge 

so that the two parts 

could be matched later 

for authenticity. So true 

to nature as to preclude 

alternative treatment. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Flagfall 

  

The meter clicks over far 

too fast; & before the 

journey's ended I am once 

again in debt. That's the 

way it is these days. Set out 

  

to do something & find you 

cannot pay the price or go 

the distance. Don't even 

make it to the head of the 

queue before the security 

  

guards see the flagfall in 

your eyes & come along 

to throw you out. & now 

the word is out on the street. 

Nobody wants to sell to me. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A line from Debbie Reynolds 

  

Will adding glass accentuate 

this easily grown herb? Will 

oval or round eyeglasses 

balance & add a thinner 

  

appearance to your avatar? 

Take a page from fashion 

models. Rather than stressing 

about it, stand angled at 1:30, 

  

keeping the photographer at 

12 o'clock. Look to square out 

your jaw, to add some interest to 

your surrounds, especially the 

  

kitchen. Right-click in the dialog 

box. Add an alpha channel. Take 

control of the opacity of your back- 

ing track, the colors of your face. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Jim Bennett 

 

the cost of berries 

 

August berries grow 

on the hill overlooking the campsite 

staining hands purple 

 

juice mixes with the blood of the pickers 

hands lashed  

by the sharp bramble in the hedge 

 

I am told 

my mother cried that night called out my name 

as tears ran through the sad crevices of her face 

 

two hundred miles away 

I sat under canvas 

eating blood stained berries 

 

  



fluttering 

 

I saw a wing fluttering 

in the road 

thought I could help 

but it was just a wing 

glued to the ground 

by guts and blood 

feathers  

moving in the breeze 

 

I had to move to the pavement 

as other cars came 

wheels drove over it 

squashed it  

flat to the ground 

but after they had passed  

the wing rose again 

and started fluttering 

in imitation of life 

 

 

 

  



the truth about Monday 

 

on Sunday 

I always write  

poems about Sunday 

about things  

that can only happen  

on a Sunday 

I never write 

those poems on Friday 

on Friday I write 

about Friday things 

that way poems  

are always true to themselves 

 

I never write on Mondays 

Mondays I work hard 

catching up with marking 

preparing lessons 

so poems would be rushed 

and as news is read  

about things that happen  

on other days. 

they wouldn’t be about  

Monday 

and because it is Monday  

thoughts cannot be trusted 

 

this is being written on a Monday 

so perhaps you should not 

believe it 

 

 

 

  



2nd January  

 

there is no sunshine today 

clouds mask it 

turn everything grey 

and cold 

it will rain later 

 

Charlie has wound himself  

onto the living room chair 

digs his snout into himself 

dreams of chasing balls 

and running in the park 

 

I channel flick 

and curse at a TV 

full of nothing 

left to think about 

the future and the past 

beginnings and endings 

resolutions made and broken 

friends and lovers 

summer and winter 

and the rain 

that will come later 

 

 

  



a poem about love 

 

I set out to write 

a poem about love 

thought about you 

as I watched you walk  

down the page 

through four stanzas 

 

you changed seasons twice 

your smile once 

then let a man 

wander round a verse 

till he fell from grace 

and off the page 

 

it left just us 

lightly bound 

in a san serif 

proportionally spaced text 

to end the final stanza 

together 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Countdown to Revolution 

  

ñPlease donôt push the wrong buttonò 

  

By 

  

John Kaniecki 

  

An experiment in prose poetry. 
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 Writing Philosophy 

  
As a poet it is my attempt to communicate something from me to 
you the reader. Poetry is an art. Instead of seeing my picture or 
hearing my music you are reading my words. Hopefully my words 
will strum the strings of your heart and create a chord of beauty. It 
is my desire to impart something to you. However my fingers may 
be clumsy or your heart out of tune, in which case I may like Jimi 
Hendrix light your Stratocaster on fire and pluck the strings with 
my teeth. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



X - A Thesis 

  
I slumber in suburbia as amber shadows reflect upon shimmering 
oil slicked puddles. A train rumbles on a far off track disturbing my 
contemplations of Paradise Lost, knowing that the reality of the 
slain buffalo poking its ivory bones through buried history will 
always serve as a nagging nuisance especially when we walk 
barefoot on the ribbons of highway from sea to shining sea. I 
might even stub my big toe and use God’s name in vain bringing 
upon myself Calvinistic total depravity. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
 



IX - Sigmund Freud 

  
I have to see the psychiatrist tomorrow so he can look at my white 
blood cell count and rush me out of the office. Unless of course I 
mention something political knowing Doctor El is a secular, 
Egyptian, Muslim, whose celebration of Ramadan is to stop 
drinking alcohol. Kinda like Catholics who show up on Easter and 
Christmas where they can bow down as a mortal man lifts up a 
cracker proclaiming ‘body of Christ’. Which brings me to wonder if 
Jesus had the Oedipus Rex Complex exactly who would he want 
to murder, Joseph or the Allmighty? 

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



VIII - Steven’s Tech Engineering School 
  
Deepest motivation is greed which when properly planted conflicts 
with all good cents. So you sacrifice to get into a good college and 
life is put on hold for four or five more years until you get your 
paper so you can join a corporation and pay your dues grinding 
away calculating equations and acquiring allies for mutual 
benefits to finally arrive in the Promised Land of middle 
management with high blood pressure and a bleeding ulcer so 
you can scream with authority “I don’t care if it ever gets built as 
long as we get paid.” 

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



VII - Independent Thought 

  
A PHD where the ‘P’ stands for pompous and because of 
brilliance in organic chemistry the pride swelleth over the Nile 
River banks fertilizing crops. So involved in the next step he 
cannot look up to see we are climbing an icy path on the 
mountainside where the trail abruptly ends with a sign complete 
with skull and crossbones with bloody words proclaiming “Nuclear 
Holocaust.” 

  
“Can’t we all just get along?” asked Rodney King elevating above 
all the philosophers at Oxford reading Eliot expecting a ‘whimper’. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



VI - Hope 

  
Unemployed, under skilled facing a scarecrow hanging in a field 
of genetically altered corn knowing the CEO of Monsanto would 
never eat the stuff. “Say mister” I say to the Hollow Man noticing a 
crown of thorns. “You got an opportunity for me?” 

  
He smiles, “Go forth in my name, expose their sins, go naked, 
hungry, homeless. You’ll get mocked, beaten thrown in jail and 
they’ll hate you and despise you. You’ll get paid bi-weekly a grand 
total of zero dollars.” 

  
“Interested?” 

  
“Wow” I say “it’s an opportunity of a lifetime!” 

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



V - Committed at Graystone 

  
Tight straight jacket, is it really necessary? As I see the real terror, 
like inside of me was a Legion of demons bottled up, like Helium 
atoms on the sun fusing till Herculean strength…..Reality 
transcends as the Thorazine kicks in and the delusion fades like 
ice cream on a blazing hot July day, leaving behind sticky droplets 
where industrious ants labor so diligently to collect sweet nectar, 
as their antenna waves communicating via ESP, saying “the 
world’s insane.” 

  
Solemnly, silently, soberly I reluctantly agree. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



IV - We Now Call the Ghetto the Hood 

  
“Blessed are the poor.” Hold on Jesus is that Mary Magdalene 
sporting an afro, ignoring condescending criticisms about good 
hair. Eyes penetrate in the hood, “What you want around here 
cracker?” 

  
“To kiss your feet Buffalo Soldier and to proclaim the kindness of 
Hannibal .” 

  
“And who is this Christopher Attikus dude?” 

  
I ask somebody who is declared three fifths a person, “How do 
you get to Marcus Garvey Boulevard anyway?” 

  
“By boat” is the reply. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  
III - Success 

  
“At one time getting out of bed and taking a shower was a 
miraculous achievement.” I smile as cameras flash as I accept the 
Nobel Prize for poetry. “Of course” I say with feigned humility, “my 
momma bitched until I got up, God bless her soul.” 

  
And if you never walked a path of thorns and briars on a cloudy 
night in January’s bitterest frost I would kindly ask you to refrain 
from passing judgment. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  
II - The Tie that Binds 

  
Ramona Africa is on the MOVE. Ramona Africa is in MOVE. 
  
Revolution looses humor as you understand children, babies, die 
daily from starvation when armies dedicated to massive 
destruction and overkill function with unlimited funds. Knowing 
historically “war begets more war” and Biblically “we reap what we 
sow.” 

  
In Philadelphia the government dropped a bomb by helicopter to 
serve an eviction notice to those interested in radical, meaningful 
change. 
  
I do believe in brotherly Love, it’s all I live for. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  
  
I – Before Blastoff 

  
Slobodan knows things. Why his passion runs so deeply is a 
matter of spirit not logic. You may as well ask the water why is it 
wet or the fire why it burns. 
  
The o-rings on the space shuttle, you know the one that blew up, 
splattering into a billion pieces. The engineers knew they needed 
more time before blast off. Google it. 
  
But Ronald Reagan demanded the space shuttle launch to be 
timed precisely with his speech. 
  
It is easy to sacrifice when it is somebody else’s life. 
 
Makes me think about Jesus. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  
0 – Zero 

  
Zero was a tremendous innovation. A never before conceived 
concept brought out of the Dark Ages. 
  
It was a revolution. Imagine a revolution brought about by nothing! 
I can be literal as our friend zero, not to be confused with Zorro is 
a mathematical concept and not a philosophical one. Philosophy 
is for people who have far too much spare time, as is poetry for 
that matter. 
  
Poetry won’t make you money but it’ll make you rich. 
  
Inspiration unto salvation, solution unto revolution. 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  
Alpha – New Beginning 

  
A breeze blows softly it’s chilling a pleasant touch as a kiss from 
an infant whose affection is genuine and sincere, Life brings 
maturity and pride where with arrogance a declaration is made. 
  
“We have the answers. We are in control.” 

  
I have to ridicule such. 
  
I have eyes to see.    I have ears to hear. 
I have a brain to think.     I have a heart to feel. 
  
Somewhere a mother is giving birth. 
Somewhere a thought is new. 
  
Love is new beginning like the wind never ends. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Patricia Walsh 
 

 

 A Breezy Apocalypse 

  

Not wanting to live forever, a fantasy arising 

Criminal fortitude wakes the unwary 

Selling spirit to anyone, utilizing figuration 

Slowly cooking the invalid to a stringent cause. 

  

Eating receipts, the remnant of family dinner 

The virtuous overdraft reins the unnecessary 

Embarrassed by excess, humbled by purchases 

Property on borrowed time clinks the glass. 

  

Alive enough to be researched, to a small degree. 

Pinned to a wall the best crucifixion there is 

Witnesses do not have to knock on my door 

Electronic notifications prod a just war. 

  

Huddled collectively over tea, equalized by chance 

Like-minded Armageddon’s soothe the pace 

Yellowing pages betray cold hard facts 

En route to occupation of likened minds. 

  

The red light of indifference scalds the expectations 

Of an innocent donor, cut to the marrow 

Enough food to coax the last remaining eyesore 

Ravaged through Christianity, a closing box. 

  

Relatives still waiting on the other side 

Watching your every move, still immobile, 

Powerless to stop the curse on your shoulder 

Deleting the obvious to keep us from starving 

  

  

 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Perfect Fire 

  

Expensive mistakes set the limping pace 

In a variety of drinks imbibed surely 

Alcoholic misdemeanors cost the invitation 

to convivial arguments about the eventual. 

  

Looking hot at a remove, a mission to ridicule 

Burning ears three feet away make the mark 

Eating into lunchtime, taking to excess 

The sweetened deluge making a company 

  

Happily complicated, ripped upon delivery 

Damaged goods a moniker hard to feat 

Some other cancer digs at the bones 

Bog bodies and otherwise, finding satisfaction. 

  

Licking faces against better advice 

Not to be seen to agree with 

Another pint in the subversive, propelling advice 

Reject for another day, not bearing lessons. 

  

Kissing arms like tattoos, driven to distraction 

Of what should be done, a lecture missed 

Walking for mile beneath a humdrum sky 

Limits on discovery of a sleeping site. 

  

Nicely fitting into a preached box 

God alone knows where this episode is heading 

Prefabricated shelters swallow the wary 

Drinking through the night with more censure. 

  

 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Renowned Black Jacket 

  

Some rigor mortis warms the body 

An overdose of salt will get the better of you 

Stalled with expense, covering old sins 

A bargain work hitting criteria. 

  

A portmanteau of sorts, doing the job, 

A surfeit of pockets to hide one’s glories 

Fashion statement a worn-out purpose 

Not pencilling in a rope for salvation 

  

Hollow of cheek as it it shot its target 

And took a mess of desires for its redemption 

Shelter in the winter a private joke. 

Sunlight sticking to the eternal high. 

  

Withdrawing into oneself, seeking solace 

Embracing doom in a half-finished romance 

Kissing to be grateful, grubbiness aside 

Charitable massacres reap and sow. 

  

The heat is on, patrimonies permitting 

Longing for periods scaling the heights 

Of a delicious starvation, stick as you will 

To worn solutions and affordable justice. 

  

Spent drink cans populating a dusky corner 

Taking time while drunk is too much to ask 

Gratified skeletons litter the townscape 

Heating bones like a born right. 

  

 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



All Are Lonely Now 

  

Rain falls in company, to be envied 

Hitting in unison, each doing one’s own thing 

Condemned to be free, weather permitting. 

  

Punishing the regulars, wasting goodwill 

Wresting a comfort zone on borrowed coffee 

To young to recant, singularly alone. 

  

Paying for yourself, excluding all others 

Home to a peppered bed the common touch 

Reoffending pronouns, forgiving company. 

  

A corrugated audience lies through its tongue 

Evasive companionship cause for applause 

Forced to have relations with the wary. 

  

The reddened carpet bled dry for an audience 

Effeminate stasis waiting for discovery 

In the naughty corner, consuming passion. 

  

Vacant lights the lie like daggers overhead 

Unifying direction under a fell swoop 

Stand-alone peripherals, a spoof cleaned. 

  

 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Resuscitating Eden 

  

Broken on the wheel of disobedience 

Guarded by force fearing second chances 

Shivering outside, being justly admonished 

Misfortunes still number a fractious time 

Nicely asking for further persecution. 

  

Windows to the soul, burning karma 

Pushing the envelope to better bearing 

Clothes unstained but still wearing thin 

Street angels performing as is nature 

Rejection, of sorts, hit the high spots. 

  

Mutual dejection swirls again madly 

Pitted against scintillating poison overhead 

Grubbiness aside cleaning the barrel 

Consciously consuming the charitable hold 

On borrowed skirmishes to the locale at large. 

  

Point your destiny on a map of the world 

Show your blueprint before it happens 

Loving the wrong time a likely discipline 

Not standing the heat, affection aside 

You embarrass yourself, wielding instrument. 

  

Sell taped shut, to enjoy further company 

Informing certain parties to defect in the room 

Excised and published,, graphic mourning 

In the way of storytelling, a rosy present 

Drinking in judgement, clean from perdition. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Julian O'Dea 

 

Saturday  
 

... for a moment or two 

I smelt I was in port again;  

with the scent of diesel and  

the hydraulics of the truck 

in our driveway;  

and a wiry man working  

in a floppy hat; and me 

standing there watching, 

slightly drunk. 
 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

II 

 

her blouse falls open  

like a high cupboard  

... her nipples  

like painted pink tips  

on porcelain 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

III 

 

 

STONE HAS NO MEMORY 

No, stone has no 

memory, unread. 

You said to read 

the monument to  

the fishing dead 

from the trawler; 

but the lines that  

bind Back Then fast  

to Here and Now 

grow taut and break 

and the boat must 

drift at last into 

the forgotten past: 

stone unread  

becomes a lost 

anchor. 
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