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Second Time
By Gordon Scapens

He talks like a refugee.

Walks away from pain
towards more pain,
leaves his sure bets
knowing they’ll lose.

The clamour of stares
gathers like signposts,
he won’t say who he is
and who he is not.

Tries to hold
what he calls a smile
and gives away
what he thinks is hope.
Doesn’t borrow
peace he can’t return,
what he has is stored
like something breakable.

A prisoner of his mission,
he would sacrifice everything
to perfect a vision
for witnesses of the mess.

He talks like a refugee
from the past.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Anderson CCXLIX
By SchiZ

I wish to lock yr beauty in my arms
As I hold the key between my bosom
The verses have fown out of my hands like doves
Whilst I wish upon a kiss; they return
But they few to the sun of the West
Never to come loyal to my vice

A Planet Called Llandysiliogogogooch
By Neal Wilgus

The explorers Volsseau and Routaire
in their spaceship The Pooch were a pair,

and the planet they found
wasn’t quite round –

in fact it was more like a square.
It was actually rectangular and flat
(if you can imagine a planet like that)

but V & R didn’t care;
they’d start anywhere

and decided they’d here hang their hat.
With the help of their underpaid crew
they began mapping the world thru and thru.

But the whole crew was grave
when they found a red cave

which had worn the poor planet in two.
“Do you think,” asked Volsseau, with much ire,
“We could call it the cosmic flat tyre?”

Routaire said, “Well, no, but
we could call it Doughnut

and no-one would call us a liar.”
Then, as Vol had a quick hit of hooch
(which Routaire now proceeded to mooch)

a Welshman called Llew
startled the crew

with his shout: “Llandysiliogogogooch!”
“God of space, what an outburst was that,”
said Volsseau as he straightened his hat.

Llew looked quite chagrined
and his voice had quite thinned

as he said, “It’s not doughnut or flat.”
“Do you know of this oddly-built planet”
asked Routaire who had taken for granite

the rocks of the hole
and now his whole goal

was to land on the planet and man it.
“In old Wales we have heard of the place,”
said the Welshman who was mopping his face.

“And they say that a knave
from close by the red cave

gives all strangers a hell of a chase.”
“What nonsense,” said Volsseau and Routaire.
“Such tales won’t keep us from there.”

And, just as they’d planned
they proceeded to land,

ignoring poor Llew and his scare.
The last message received from The Pooch
warned all travellers away from the Smooch.

Not a planet, say the tips,
but huge cosmic lips

are the smiling Llandysiliogogogooch!

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

Doppelganger
By Marc Carver

I had to die so I could be reborn
that part of me is dead forever now.
He will never come back
can't say I liked him much
filled with self doubt and pity
searching for excuses and settling for an easy life.
No I'm glad to be shot of him
now I can truly be who I want to be.
Hang on
who is that knocking on the door.

……………………………………………………………………..

Send us your leters oo comment!



The Heist 
By SchiZ

“You started this,” I said.
“What  do  you  mean?”   He  looked  towards  me  as  the

champagne arrived. “What do you mean?”  
“Remember that day when you thought everyone was bored,

so you told us what you discovered about Jim Morrison when you
were in Paris?”

“Leanne,  that  was thirty  years ago.  I  can’t  even remember
what I ate this afternoon,” he shouted a little. 

“Sh-sh-sh, you want to tell everyone why we’re heading to
Paris?”  I  turned  around,  looking  about  for  someone
eavesdropping.  “Anyway, since then, I would like to knowwhat
really happened; I really want to know.”

“Leanne, I told what happened,” he whined.  “Didn’t you read
the article I wrote?”

“Yes, I did,” I said as I pulled out the old newspaper that was
in shreds. “I memorized it”

“But, you still think he’s still alive?” said Mr O’Brien. “You
can’t be serious?”

“Yes,” I said. “I think you left a theory surrounding the day
before. I watching a programme called  The Final 24 and it said
that his girlfriend got rid of the drugs and called her pusher to
clean up before calling the cops. And, I did some more reading on
The Doors. One of the books said that when Danny Fields, their
manager, went to the funeral, he saw the coffin sealed.  I think it
was the early 2000’s when I read it.  This is archaeology dig – the
biggest mystery in Rock history and I want to solve it. I wanted to
do this since that day.”

   “Attention. Attention,” called the flight attendant. “Please
fasten your seat belt.” 

   The flight to Paris was overnight. I contacted Julien before
we  went  on  the  plane.  He  said  everything  was  ready.  We  ate
lobster and a bad baked potato with dry vegetables.  But, the wine
and his whiskey were worth the first-class trip on Air France. Mr
O’Brien fell asleep with a biography on Robertson Davies spread
across  his  chest.  He  still  looks  like  Robert  Redford  as  I
remembered  him  in  High  School.  Mr  O’Brien  was  the  most
popular English Teacher. He is older, but really, he hasn’t changed.
He is now retired, a grandfather. Why he agreed this adventure, I
don’t know.

I stared out the window as my eyes kept closing; finally I
gave up and felt safe even though I kept looking that the Muslim
couple behind us.  I guessed they wouldn’t not blow the plane up
and so I could relax.

They were in the middle of serving breakfast when we woke
up. I had to check my blood sugar, since I had Type II Diabetes. I
just took a lot of medications for it and a lot for my depression.
By the time I was twenty-three, I was diagnosed with both.

For a long time, I  blamed my teachers because they didn’t
stop the bullying.  With Mr O’Brien,  I  wanted my revenge.  He
hated my guts, but loved my poetry.  After High School, I took the
advice he gave me with a ‘Needs to Improve Written Skills’ on my
report card. He did that after I won an award for English for the
previous  year.  I  took  correspondence  for  basic  grammar  and
spelling. And, how to write a proper story. I excelled the courses,
but,  according  to  the  Canadian  government,  they  weren’t
accredited. After I lost my job in a store, I had a breakdown. For
twenty years,  I  grew worse; until my poetry became known all
round the world.

We had a basic French breakfast of cheese and croissants on
the plane. Though, the coffee I felt was a little strong for my taste,
I drank it anyway.  I thought of Andy when I lived in New York.
He was a gay man in his fifties, but he was my best muse. He was
a writer also. I loved him. I started to clean houses for a living. His
was a Fire Hall in the West Village. I moved there when I decided
I needed to live somewhere else after my parents died. I wanted to
live in a city, not in a dinky small town like my sister’s. I wanted
to live in a really big city and Toronto just wasn’t big enough for
my ego.  Though, I  got a little homesick for the Toronto Maple
Leafs towards the end.

Andy thought I should go to college after a reading I did at
the Poetry Project. He was even willing to pay for it. I told him it
would be a waste of money; I just wasn’t good enough.

A year later, I started to take courses and within three years
and  half,  received  a  BA in  English.  Then,  I  went  to  the  Iowa
Poetry Workshop for my MFA in Poetry. Andy and his boyfriend
were  proud  when I  won a  scholarship  to  the  Sorbonne.  I  was
scared,  at  age of  sixty,  that  I  was a  little  too old.  Andy had a
surprise for me. He took the poems I wrote about him and sent
them to his literary agent. I had my first book of poems published.
It was on the New York Times best-selling list at no. 8 for a time.

I left for Paris with some money and when I finished my PhD
I headed back to the town I hated all my life.  I moved back to the
house where I felt a prisoner. And, found Mr O’Brien was my new
neighbour.  He  didn’t  recognize  me until  I  told  him the  time  I
locked out the whole class by accident.

   We landed in Paris at ten in the morning. Julien met us at
the airport. His small car was filled with Newspapers, books on
The  Doors  and  LPs  arranging  from  The  Doors to  The  Velvet
Underground to  The  Clash.  Mr  O’Brien  was  interested  in  the
books, but they were in Polish and threw them aside. The radio
was on, saying there was a high risk of a terrorist attack. I took a
deep breath and stare out the window. 

We got to Julien’s loft and decided to crash until the night, so
we  be  alert  for  the  job.  Mr  O’Brien  stared  at  the  enormous
painting  of  The  Doors that  Julien  was  working  on.  It  really
impressed  him with  accurate  details  of  their  faces.  Julien  was
mostly  a  neo-expressionist  painter,  however,  he  was  classically
trained in Poland.  His family was Polish, but like the genius of
Chopin (as Julien says) he found his true home was Paris. I went
to my bag and took out my gift to Julien; a carton of Winston’s.
He proceed to take a cigarette out and light it.

“Merci,” Julien said after he took a drag.
“For you, Julien anything.”
Julien took another drag and threw it into an empty bottle of

Vodka. He spoke softly into my ear questioning to whom I was
with and was he going to assist. I explain everything about whom
he was and showed him the torn-up article.  

“Do you like?” Julien asked Mr O’ Brien.
“Yes – it has great detail…like a Rembrandt.”
“I thought of Caravaggio. Don’t you think?” I said. “See how

the light hit Ray Manzarek’s face and his eyes – so blue.”
“Jim is also well done.” 
“You make him sound like a steak!” I screamed.
“Well, isn’t he a piece of meat now?”
“Mr O’Brien!”
“Why you have to do this anyway? I mean – are you worried

that you might get caught?”
“I told you – this is an archaeological dig.”
   Julien felt there was a fight brewing. 
“Please….Leanne….Mr  O’Brien…stop  this!”  but  the  fight

continued.
“I suppose you came for a free trip to Paris?”
“Well, I’ll…”
“I bet you did.” 
“Leanne?”
  I stormed to the bedroom with tears in my eyes. I wanted to

kill the old geezer. The doubts that he put in my head came back.
No one thought I had talent; just a dreamer. He didn’t think I had it
in me. He never ask why I was angry every day. It was like my
being bullied was invisible to the teachers. I continued to cry.  I
threw Julian’s books on the floor; totally pissed.  I dried my tears
and began to fall to sleep. Mr O’Brien came into the room and lay
down on the bed neighbouring mine. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, softly. “I’m sorry that I took advantage
of you.”

  I laid silently in a state of sleep that I couldn’t believe what I
was  hearing.  I  turned  around  to  him  and  stare  as  I  drift  into
unconsciousness.

“I just want to get back at you for the comment you put on
my report card,” I said as I fell asleep.

    When we woke, Julien was cooking breakfast. He knew we
needed something with substance, so there was bacon, eggs and



croissants with real American coffee.  The smell was wonderful. It
was around six o’clock in the evening; several hours before the ten
o’clock deadline. We looked at the plans for an hour.

Then, we all washed up, after which, we watched an episode
of The Big Bang Theory. It was funny to hear Dr Sheldon Cooper
speaking French. Then, we watched the original Nutty Professor
with Jerry Lewis. We were killing time. Julien was smoking his
tenth cigarette as he was sipping cognac. I had my two coffees and
two Diet Cokes; my formula to wake up.

   It was nine o’clock when Julien and I started to pick up the
equipment and got in the van.  Mr O’Brien stood there looking at
us. Was he chickening out?

“What did you mean by getting back at me?”
I stood, silently looking at him.
“Leanne?’
“You caused me to doubt myself!” I said. “I struggle a lot, yet

I have a PhD; I am on the New York Times Best Seller list; but,
when we met, you didn’t care. You just used me for this trip. So
you better help me with this job!”

 He stood there smiling.
“Are you in?”
“Yeah,  I’m  in!”  He  picked  up  the  duffel  bag  and  almost

tipped over the coffee table. “What ya got in here?” he asked.
“You’ll see” I said “Julien, are you ready?”
“Oui” he said as he started the engine.
We waited for what seemed like an eternity.
At  midnight,  we  crept  to  the  gates  of  the  Pere  Lachane

Cemetery and took out our night goggles and put them on. Then, I
opened the duffel  bag and pulled out the huge bolt-cutters that
were especially  made  for  the  heavy locks and handed them to
Julien.  Mr O’Brien and I checked for anyone around. It  looked
deserted.

It took Julien a couple of tries but he finally cut the locks and
unbound the  chains.   We walked  along,  past  the  many famous
names that were buried there. Excitedly, we ran a few yards and
arrived to our destination.  I  carefully put the duffel  bag,  but  it
made a slightly clinking noise. Mr O’Brien stared at the grave as
though, he thought something was missing.

“Where’s the bust?” he asked.
“I don’t know?” I replied. 
“It  broke,  or  someone  stole  it”  said  Julien.  “I  can’t

remember.”
“Forget about it now. Let’s get this job finished. Mr O’Brien,

hand Julien hammer and chisel.”
Julien took a few swings as hard as he could. Then, he handed

them to Mr O’Brien.  He looked confused,  but Julien, breathing
hard,  gave  an  encouraging  look.  Mr  O’Brien  started  to  swing
lightly and then took a huge swing and cracked the cement. 

“Alright, Mr O’Brien!” I yelled, forgetting I was committing
a crime. Julien covered my mouth with his hand to silence me.

It took all three of us to lift  the cement cover to one side.
Then, we saw the coffin – our the Holy Grail.

Julien jumped into the grave with the ropes we had in the bag.
He threaded them around the coffin, then, jumped out of the hole
and motion us to pull it up.

Steadily, we pulled it to the surface.
Then, Julien took a blowtorch to it, to unseal it and I grabbed

the crowbar to prise it open it like an oyster and found…..

Fin 

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Facing Future
By Aeronwy Dafies

I turn away from my obsession with the past
Every day wondering how much longer it might last
Look to the future and what it might hold
Joy and love or emotions ice cold
Sealing soul-wound like a suture
A bandage of hope with mind facing future

Stalker
By Gordon Scapens

She walks a quiet street,
the echo of high heels
exposed to the night.

He moves silently
between islands of shadow
quivering by parked cars.

She arrives at her door,
fumbles with the key
and finally opens it.

He moves swiftly,
reaches her in seconds,
pounces before she enters.

She holds onto him,
goes into the light,
pours milk in his saucer.

……………………………………………………………………..

The Modern Wolf of Badenoch
By Keith Murdoch

I am the Wolf of Badenoch.
I crept into a doorless cell
in Ruthven Castle, and slept.

The next night I made a nest
of branches in the countryside
and slept there.

Then, I ate some dandelion leaves,
and washed in the burn.
Next, I walked to Aviemore,
and slept in a wood by the Spey.
The local priest
gave me a cup of tea.

Then I returned
to civilisation
where I’ve been ever since.

……………………………………………………………………

Zephyrs Of Wisdom
By Megan Sherman

It's time to make the world anew
Along the lines of pity, Love
Be a peace in which hope grew
Forever in that moment rove
Strive to know what is just and true
Walk sofly to that golden grove
As zephyrs of wisdom blow through you
That imperishable knowledge for which you strove

…………………………………………………………………………………………………….

Creag Beag
By Keith Murdoch

I walked up Creag Beag,
at the back of Kingussie,
and saw rolling hills,
for miles around
and not a person or house
in sight.
The air was clean and fresh
and the sun bright.
I didn’t feel lonely in the solitude –
The hills were company enough.

https://hellopoetry.com/poem/2163728/zephyrs-of-wisdom/


Untitled
By Jenn Weiss

Disoriented and confused, I take in my unfamiliar surroundings as
I shake the haze from sleep from my head. It feels as if years have
gone by since I was confined to this dark, cavernous prison. Upon
unstable legs I stumble to the wall as if I have been rendered blind,
the rattling of chains echoes off the wall as I trip across shackles
linked to the wall. A tiny hole in the wall serves as both my source
of light and my window to the outside world. My fingertips reach
out into the darkness hoping for warmth, but all that surrounds me
is cold, damp, slimy brick. Instead, I turn my attention to peering
out of the tiny hole; I am overwhelmed with desire to make it to
the trees along the edge of the horizon.

Trapped with my maddening thoughts and fears. I attempt to
focus my thoughts on one day reaching the forest in the distance.
The sounds of rats darting around in the shadows sends shivers up
my spine.  Birds  chatter  outside  my  “window,”  but  they  never
come close. I find myself growing jealous of their freedom beyond
these walls. At times I daydream about taking flight and flying far
away from this place.

Heavy footsteps clank down the corridor signals the arrival of
my guardian, such a silly term for this creature. It tries to speak,
but  all  I  hear  is  a  grumbling  sound  therefore,  I  am unable  to
understand what is said or whether the voice is male or female. I
have  never  seen  the  one  who  keeps  me  here  as  their  body  is
shadowed within the doorway, and their face is always covered by
a black mask.  Nothing quells  the thoughts  raging in  my mind.
When the creature arrives there is an air of intimidation and fear.

I look down at my arms and legs only to find they are bruised
and tattered. I try to use what little sunlight I have to look at my
battered hands, but there is so much dirt and grime, my fingers are
almost indistinguishable. Every inch of me is covered in caked on
blood, most likely from years of living in this dreadful prison. My
soft  blonde  locks  now  feel  like  stringy,  coarse  bailing  twine
scratching at my face. My clothes look as if I have been mauled by
a bear, dirty, bedraggled and covered in blood. I can’t remember
when the last time I took a nice hot shower was, or even a cold
one. I close my eyes in an attempt to remember what it was like
before I was imprisoned, yet to my dismay my memories are long
gone.

Each time I cry out in anguish, I hear the gruff guffaw of the
guard outside. The arrival of the unknown guard is my only means
of telling the time.  It  comes as the sun rises,  what I  assume is
midday, and as the sun begins to set. I am uncertain of how long
the massive figure of the guard lingers in my cell. I wonder if it is
the one whispering things through the dark.

“You’ll never leave here. No one cares enough to rescue you;
you are worthless to them.”

Could this being be right? Could I be so worthless that no one
has tried to rescue me? Is there anyone out there that misses me,
wonders where I have gone? I can feel the tears forming in my
eyes once more and I will them away; I cannot cry, not here.

My days are filled with searching for a glimpse of freedom.
Just when it seems as though I may be able to be free, I am thrust
back into reality after waking from yet another dream. After an
innumerable amount of years, I finally see my chance of freedom.
After being fed my daily meal of indistinguishable mush, I realize
the clank of the latch never sounded. My ever watchful guard has
made a mistake. As I move closer to the door, a rock tumbles from
the wall, frightening me. I scurry back to my corner in fear I was
heard. I listen to the door, and discover the guard has even left its
post.  After  what  seems  like  hours,  I  begin  to  gather  enough
courage and strength to attempt my escape. 

My legs tremble as I approach the door with caution, looking
around the edge of the doorway, all I see is a black void. I don’t
have time to decide which way to go as I dash out the door before
the guard realizes his mistake.

The longer I wander around this labyrinth of a prison the more
familiar  it  begins to  feel.  I  feel  as  though I  already  know this
place, as if I am walking around my own home, but at the same
time everything is strange and unfamiliar.  I desperately want to

cry out in frustration, but fear I would be heard and thrown back to
my cell. As I round a new corner I come to a wooden door. My
heart feels as if it will beat right out of my chest, the beat so loud I
fear it may resound off the walls.

I fling open the massive wooden door and I feel the warmth of
the sun on my scarred face for the first time. Tears threaten to fall
with the motions surging through my body.

Just as I lift my foot to step out on the lush, green grass, a
skeletal hand grabs my shoulder and swings me around. The hand
grabs my arms so tight I can’t move, it stares at me with deep dead
eyes, nothing is there but blackness. I try to wiggle free, but it’s
futile. I try clinging to the edge of the door as I am being dragged
back to my dingy cell. As the abductor roughly throws me into the
cell, I grab its mask and tear it away. My voice escapes me as I try
to scream, all I can manage is a hoarse gasp as I discover the face
looking back at me is…myself.

Ends
…………………………………………………………………..…

Lights of Carcosa
By Neal Wilgus

The beckoning lights of Carcosa
guided me out of the storm,
promised a place that was warm,

a safe shelter.
The glimmering lights of Carcosa
lead me to wander its streets,
wondering about its defeats,

helter-skelter.
The fickering lights of Carcosa
warned me to fee and beware
when I found that nobody was there

and I fed it.
Now I search for the lights of Carcosa,
hoping to make myself whole
in that city that swallowed my soul

and I dread it.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

…………………………………………………………..

Violet Flame
By Megan Sherman

Violet the flame of wisdom
That churn in font of time
Liquor of the moment broods
Dwell deep in dance divine
Making magic of my moods
Hitherto broken in brine
My quill to whimsies doth elude
Henceforth my sullied spirit shine

Silenced
By Marc Carver

I wrote the words on the page
then watched them disappear.
Over and over I put them there
and every time they vanished
It didn't help to write quicker or slower.
It was like losing thoughts
they would just go up in smoke.
Or perhaps my words were not meant to be seen
Perhaps that was it
I thought after a while I would have given up hope and stopped writing
but I didn't
I just keep going
over and over.



Dreaming R’lyeh Posse
By Lee Clark Zumpe

I thank the unseen overseers of my much maligned fate that my
poor Allison has no knowledge of what has become of me. I envy
her, some nights, as I lurk the filthy back streets and alleys of the
troubled cities on this blighted sphere, searching desperately for
pieces of the comfortable world we abandoned in our insanity. I
envy her in her sheltered sanctuary deep in the cushioned confines
of Arkham asylum, finally at  peace in her drab cell  sedated by
three daily doses of potent nyarlathatine.

She succumbed to her mental frailties mere days before the
world unraveled. Before they arrived and changed everything.

To  a  climate  of  political  harmony  and  social  accord  was
infused an  ambiance  of  unparalleled glee  and sudden  unearned
bliss; a global impression of cheerfulness so omnipresent that the
most  treasured  human  institutions  of  crime  and  war  literally
ceased to be. I recall now in my melancholy mood how I once
jeered  the  vagrants  who  on  sidewalk  stages  vented  their  fears
about the coming age of immaculate peace when wild ecstasies
would plague our civilization.

They came from Egypt.  Or maybe Cleveland.  Their  origins
seemed shrouded in ancient mists, their histories secreted from the
inquiring minds of their disciples. Still, everyone recognized them,
found  their  peculiarly  swarthy,  slender,  and  seductive  poses
alluring.  Their  faces  beamed  from  the  covers  of  a  dozen
magazines on every news-stand on the planet.

So young and charming, so sleek and refreshing, they enticed
young  and  old  to  their  ever-growing  assemblage  of  adherents.
They traveled from city to city, filling auditoriums and theaters
and stadiums. Their voices had an eerie magnetic quality, drawing
their audiences closer  to the stage,  hypnotizing them,  slithering
into their  minds with  nebulous verses  and  serpentine whispers.
The nights filled with screams of passion and devotion in their
wake; sleep became impossible for many, their obsession keeping
them from restfulness.

Initially,  I  shunned  them.  I  avoided  television  programs
proclaiming  their  glory  and  hailing  their  success.  I  listened  to
tapes or compact discs in the car since they had conquered the air
waves. I even stopped reading the daily newspapers. Well, I never
really read those.

Finally,  when they arrived in my city,  I  submitted.  I  blame
peer pressure, mass media, beer, and the substandard education I
received until dropping out of high school. The free tickets I won
in a drawing at work had something to do with it, too.

Beneath a sickly sky at the county fairgrounds we gathered.
The autumn moon seemed listless  and green.  Even before  they
appeared  on  the  stage,  I  found  myself  immersed  in  a  sea  of
hallucinations. I saw crumbling pillars and weedy streets and piles
of garbage heaped on high. I saw bare-breasted women amidst an
ocean  of  flickering  fire-flies.  I  saw  blurred  images,  somewhat
human in form, but horribly distorted and writhing in shadows.

Once I had put my glasses on, these things seemed to vanish,
as though it had been an illusion.

Then, the night shuddered as the band took the stage.
Cory Cthulhu stepped up to the microphone while his apostles

clung to the darkness. He pulled his shades down to the tip of his
nose, studying the throngs of people who had come to worship the
budding  boy-band  known  internationally  as  Dreaming  R’lyeh
Posse.  I  caught  a  glint  of  crimson  flashing  in  his  eyes  for  a
moment – and then the music began.

Everything that happened that evening became an indistinct
haze of delight and gratification – an orgy of pop hits and hot
ballads and thrusting hips and designer clothes and pyrotechnics.
Distantly  I  recall  a  single  defining moment  during the concert,
when  everyone  present  began  singing  along  with  the  band,
chanting rhythmically to the whine of blasphemous flutes playing
from  some  inconceivable,  unlighted  chamber  beyond  Time,  or
possible near the concession stands; the combined voices of tens
of  thousands  scratching  at  the  sickly  sky,  repeating  again  and
again:

Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn.

From that night forward, I have found myself helpless to resist
their merchandising campaign. I follow their caravan across the
lands, through the crumbling cities and the decaying streets where
mountains of garbage reach toward the greenish moon beyond the
summits of empty skyscrapers; I follow Dreaming R’lyeh Posse
like so many millions of other lost souls, obsessed with them, all
but oblivious to the faltering world abandoned by the masses as
they became enraptured by the chic boy-band.

Soon, all the works of our race shall be eclipsed by Dreaming
R’lyeh  Posse.  As  the  mania  spreads  and  their  fold  of  zealots
expands to encompass most of the globe, work and thought and
hunger and hope shall be replaced by selfless fervour. Then, when
they are beyond the reaches of music critics and poor management
and media scrutiny, time will itself cease. Even now, cold, ebon
night slowly embraces the human race.

I shiver, and pull my DRP blanket tighter around my body.

Ends
…………………………………………………………………….

The Fickle Faces of the Fox
By H.G. Carter

Said the fox to the hare with a ravenous glare,
“Won’t you follow me into my home?
There’s lettuce for four and carrots galore.
Come quickly before it’s all gone.”

Said the hare to his foe, “I surely won’t go,
I’m apprised to the end of your vice.
For you live underground where no fruit can be found,
And to good greens you never look twice.”

Said the fox to the dove in a branch high above,
“Would you like to be part of my show?
Fall with wings in. You can see by my grin,
How I sit here to save you below.”

The dove looked beneath. “How sharp are your teeth,
In that smile that you wear on your face.
Should I fall from this tower you would me devour.
I will not be moved from my place.”

Said the fox to the frog as he sat on a log,
“Is this the kingdom you rule?
Why not come to land where the riches are grand?
I promise you diamonds and jewels.”

Said the frog to the fox as he perched on the rocks,
“I am pleased to stay in my brook.
I care not for gold; I cannot be sold.
On your land I dare not to look.”

Said the fox to the boy as he snatched up his toy,
“Here’s a game. Let me tell you the goal.
Catch me, my youth. I’ll restore you in truth.”
There he stopped at the door to his hole.

Said the boy with great laughter, “It is fun I am after,
‘Tis the game for which I do yearn.”
Then the fox dashed away; the boy followed to play.
How I wish for my son to return.
……………………………………………………………….

Politcs
By DS Davidson

Wrangling over options
Whether bad idea one
Or alternative bad choice two
Neither inviting
Either way doomed
No-one has a clue



Highest Stake
By DJ Tyrer

“They say you can’t be beaten at cards.”
“At anything.”
There  is  a  certain  private  room  in  one  of  the  more

exclusive casinos in Las Vegas where the most daring or desperate
can wager for the highest stake of all. A literal life or death wager.

In that  private  room,  three nights  a  week,  there  can be
found a tall, lean figure in an expensive black suit with pale, pale
skin, no hair and ice-blue eyes. You might think to look at him that
his face is a skull; you might be right. He is Death or the avatar of
Death or Death’s incarnate servitor, the stories vary; the details are
not terribly important,  neither are they comprehensible. All that
matters  is  that  he  is  the  embodiment  of  the  termination  of
existence. He is the one with whom you must bargain if you do
not desire to die. He always has plenty of people to play against.

But, what can you bargain with when you are petitioning
Death? What does Death desire? He has no need of wealth, nor of
someone to serve him, nor physical pleasure of any sort. That is
why he cannot be bribed, no matter how wealthy you are. To him
all the riches of men are ephemeral. It would seem a bribe is an
impossible thing. What he does seem to crave, however, is novelty
or some sort of distraction from his eternal chore. Hence Death’s
oft-recorded  fondness  for  games  from  Chess  to  Candy  Land,
although he is said to have little interest in Clue(do) and Operation
due to their resemblance to his usual fare. Challenge him and he is
certain to take you on. Especially if the game involves in dice.

These  days,  the  game  of  choice  is  mostly  stud  poker,
hence the man dressed like a cowboy trying his luck tonight. He
has an aggressive form of cancer and really, really doesn’t want to
die. Not that most people want to die, but facing his mortality like
this has made him especially fearful.  He has lots to lose and a
lifetime  of  regrets.  Nonetheless,  he  is  feeling  pretty  confident.
Well, it is his only chance.

“Are you ready to play?” Death asks.
“Uh-huh. I surely am.”
“Then, what do you wager?”
“Wager?” He hadn’t expected this. He had imagined you

just played Death, nothing more. Most people do.
“Yes,  wager.  A bet  is  not  much  of  a  bet  if  only  one

participant is laying a wager.”
“But, what can I wager?” It’s a good question: if you can’t

bribe Death, what can you offer him as a wager?
“A life.”
“A life?” If Death gets everyone in the end, why would he

ask for a life? It doesn't make any sense to him.
“A life, ” Death repeats. “It is symbolic of your desire to

live. If you lose, I get both you and someone you care about. Dare
you take the risk? If you win, I defer your death. If you lose, not
only do you die on time, but the one whose life you have wagered
dies, as well. If you would prefer not to risk depriving a loved one
of life... walk away now.”

“I’ll play.”
“Then,  who  do  you  wager?  Remember,  it  must  be

someone who holds value for you.”
The man is silent, bites his lip, lifts his Stetson from his

baldhead and scratches at his scalp as if massaging out a decision.
There is really only one answer he can give, but he hardly dares
think it.

“Well?” Death has all the time in the world – or, rather,
exists  outside  the  constraints  of  time  –  but  doesn’t  like  to  be
disrespected by those who fail to appreciate the importance of his
role. If he were mortal, he would be a busy man.

“My daughter,” the man says at last. His tone is anguished.
She is the only person he truly cares about and he knows just what
a risk he is taking. He wonders what it says about his life that he
has nobody else.

“A fine choice.” Although his expression never changes
and  his  tones  remain  leaden,  the  man  is  almost  certain  he

approves.  Death appreciates a good wager.  “Would you care to
shuffle and deal?”

“Sure.” How can he pass up the chance to – literally –
stack the deck in his favour? The bet is too desperate to be left to
chance. He had to do whatever he could to win.

Death smiles to himself, recognising the ploy. Maybe he
should be annoyed, but he finds the notion endearing and, besides,
cheating death is such a lovely phrase that he cannot be angry.
Especially as it makes no difference.

They begin to play as the man deals them each a hand.
Death  decides  to  let  the  man win.  Sometimes  he  does,

sometimes he doesn’t; he is as fickle in person as the myriad ways
in  which  people  can  die.  His  reasons  vary,  but  today  he  is
impressed with the man’s bet and desire to win against the odds.

“Congratulations, it seems that you are the winner.”
The man is delighted.
“You will live out what would have been your lifespan if

you had not contracted cancer.” Death does not inform him that
that represents  only a  few precious years in which to walk his
daughter  down  the  aisle  and  see  his  grandchildren  born,  the
paucity of years being thanks to an out-of-control juggernaut in his
future.  Still,  it’s  better  than what  he faced – more years  and a
quick death rather than a slow, painful one. A net gain.

The man is relieved and delighted. He rises to leave, but
pauses and looks at Death.

Death looks back at him, face blank.
“I thought you said you couldn’t be beaten.”
“I did.”
“But, I just beat you...”
Death smiles a skull grin. He doesn't explain.
“But, I beat you,” the man reiterates.
“Yes,  but only temporarily,  just  enough to postpone the

inevitable.  I  come  for  everyone  in  the  end.  I  will  see  you
eventually...”

Ends

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

She dwelt within the shadows 
By Walter Durk

 
What song do sirens sing to you 
that lures you toward the twilight of your day; 
what rhythm to their tune, what alternation 
obscures the light that lightens dreary days?
 
Did Clotho or Atropos speak to you 
before the sun dispensed its softened rays; 
was reason just too real to navigate 
too far afield, too much to liberate?
 
Docile lamb now severed from your past 
within your nether world, a separate plane; 
whisking through your shadows, ferns and moss 
now freed from urges, freed from random thoughts. 
 
The voice of Time speaks in solemn tones 
creating a crescendo all its own; 
a song to which we dance, to which we sing 
to which we complete the climactic ring.

……………………………………………………………………..

Memories
By Aeronwy Dafies

The trees entwine upon the horizon
Forming an indelible memory, a record of my past
Mute, save for the soft breath of the breeze through leaves
A whispered reminder of times long past
Whenever I look towards them, I relive that day
A dream ensnared still in the past



Hurry Up, It’s Time
By Neal Wilgus

all the lights are green

the traffic flows smoothly
no tailgaters fender-benders
slowpokes or speedsters
everyone uses the turn signal

all goes well at work
now it’s the beginning of holiday
the weather’s perfect, not hot nor cold
the forecast couldn’t be better

the news is good
wars dying out
terrorism fading
jobs for everyone
wages up, prices down

good movies coming out
TV halfway decent
music better than ever
people actually care

the boss shakes my hand
and slaps me on the back
a cop stops me and thanks me
for having a nice day

this is the way the end is coming
prepare to meet thy whimper

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Leaving
By Walter Durk

I left you in your apartment
as I went about my business,
my own wants, needs
in another place where you were not.
We spoke briefly by phone
about when we would meet again
share a few moments together,
father and son;

To talk about how you used to fish
and why you can't now. 
About medications in amber vials
on top of the dresser.
And other things 
that meant so much to you,
and so little to me.
…………………………………………..

The Red Van
(Triolet)

By Diane R. Duff

Red and shiny with touch of gold,
The van was parked outside my house:
Did it contain a heavy load,
Red and shiny with touch of gold.

Owner doesn’t live on this road,
But round the corner is his house:
Red and shiny with touch of gold,
The van was parked outside my house. 

A deadly kiss
By Emma Doughty

Can a kiss be heavenly?
That comes with a melody
A swirling passion
That leads to action
Heat of the moment
A promise broken
You kissed another
A step further
One full blown affair
You don’t care
Things unfold
See you wouldn’t be told
Found out at last
She was the one that grassed
I cannot forget
So I will say farewell
For a deadly kiss
Is one that should have been missed
…………………………………………

Aurora Landing
By Nick Armbrister

I was with my mule out walking to market
It was just after dawn and a clear sky
Then it happened the sky fell down
My mule bolted and ran over the desert
Taking all my market goods with him
I fell to the ground and shielded my ears
The whole world shook and Satan was here!
I screamed out loud but my scream died
Murdered by this unholy beast above me
It soared right over me like an avenging angel
Fallen from heaven on the way to hell
What was happening?
Am I going to die or be taken away?
Then with an almighty screech it hit
Landing on the road beside me
In a cloud of smoke and dust
A dart like craft from another planet
Crewed by aliens invading us
Pointed like a black painted arrow
Two hundred foot long glowing red
From the depths of hell
To the highest heaven
More powerful than a God
More ethereal than a Goddess
As beautiful as my dead wife
Powerful like a volcano
As bright as the sun
Beyond words and thought
What if they think I'm the leader?
And king of the world?
I'm just a humble farmer dirt poor
With nothing but my life and clothes
Seeing this made me realise
I'm in this world and almost there
In another world where it belongs
I never took my eyes off it
Not even when the engines hit me
Their fiery breath kicking me hard
Sending me sprawling into the dirt
Then I mercifully passed out
The aliens had arrived
Invading sacred Iran...

On a scene in a Dale Brown book.
The Aurora space-plane re enters earth atmosphere 
from orbit and lands on a long road in Iran.

A Plate of Candide
By Paul Murphy

Twelve recipes and twelve cities.
First take on tiramisu gobbled up
The plate had nails protruding
The bill was six hundred euroes

Outside the pavements were bleeding.
Limoncello in abundant Sicilian 
Syrup, we fed it to the corpse
Of Aldo Moro, knew no tomorrow.

We reached the Siren Land
Lunched on margherita then played
Upon a delicate Sorrento jug
In our pizzeria below Vesuvio.

A plate of canneloni
A fine, salty minestrone
Reading Petrarch's "Canzoniere"
Dan Brown's "Inferno" wary

Of Neopolitan darkness shrugged
Off by a lame, insolent moon.
The bill again was far larger
Than our party, then we drank

The bitter wines of Lombardy
Lambrusco and sour grappa 
Of the Veneto. The sun and the moon
Fought on the Lido, the Rialto

On the Venetian rios we crunched
Munched our way through crab,
Oyster even pizza marinara.
The salt beef of Florence

Complete with Papal nuncio
The sour breath of Michaelangelo
Putrescence of Brunelleschi.
The leaves of spinach wound around

The necks of the culture vultures
In the suburb Tavanuzze.
At work for my sculptor friend
Rat a tat tat como se dice

O God, Dante and Beatrice
Cosimo and Lorenzo Medici.
Clanking heels in the overlook
Before the bridges and the night

The lock and spun from threads you made
The key from fibres that you twisted
Our gilded gondola's now a hearse
Yes things are bad and now much worse.

Italian cuisine has become a curse
Twelve recipes, twelve cities.
Pulse quickened, blood thickened.
Lord Byron's running his horses

In an asylum where orphans died,
Beggars pried and harlots cried.
Does Dan Brown read Petrarch?
Or is it vice versa? On and on

Questions yet and answers not
Much, much else that was misbegot.



Judas
By Marc Carver

I stared at the last supper on the wall of that church in Milan
desperate to find some meaning in it
the betrayal that had to come.
It should have made him a hero
he had to do it so everybody could have a shot at 
redemption
but nobody sees him in that way
his name goes on into history
and always
as a traitor.
…………………………………………………………………….

The Box
By Rik Hunik

When I get bored I go down to the docks
To watch the ships sail in from distant lands.
One day I found a small, bejeweled box,
Bound and sealed tight with gleaming silver bands,
Lying forgotten on an empty pier.
I took it and hid it under my cloak.
Starting home I felt a cold, clammy fear
Though the deserted streets held only smoke.

I crept through cluttered alleys, glancing back
To see what followed; there was nothing there
But then everything went completely black
And I stopped for I couldn't see anywhere.
I stood there, blind, quivering in my socks,
But the thing that came took only the box.

……………………………………………………………………..

The Brown Coat
By Diane R. Duff

I loved that little man
In his coat of brown:
I saw him every day
Before going into town.
I always wished him good day
And he seemed to smile:
I felt he was a good friend
For a long while.
I’d share secrets with him
Meant for just us two:
And tell him many things
That no-one else knew.
I never knew his name
But he brightened my day:
How sad I felt when
The family moved away.
No more walking in the field
And I missed him so:
My friend in the brown coat
That little scarecrow.

……………………………………………………………………..

Story with two sides
Only one side being heard
Shun complexity
Words take time to coalesce
Stones and bullets are faster

By DS Davidson     
……………………………………………………………………...

Awen will return in August with its 101st issue.

Inner Works
By Walter Durk

We peddle our lives.
Like a hawker we shout out the benefits---
the emollients in the soap to soften
the razor-sharp blade that slices a tomato
paper-thin.

We peddle our wares without telling how
quickly the soap dissolves or how fast the
knife edge dulls. Instead we speak of fragrances
or catch a ray of light to reflect on the blade.
And although they fear the razor-edge,
they are captivated. They crave the fragrance
and the feel of pain.

…………………………………………………………………….

Mrs Woo
By Marc Carver

We went to the fish and chip shop me
and her
I ordered two fish and chips
Mrs Woo
asked if we wanted salt and vinegar
I said vinegar for me
and she said
only salt for her
I told Mrs Woo
we could not be more different
She just looked at me
confused
the way a lot of people do

……………………………………………………………………

Ode To The Star
By Megan Sherman

At font of time with chalice pure
A boy irresistible to adore
Distills wisdom for his lyre
Could be sung to Buddha's pyre
For lust for peace never expire
So deep in us the cosmic fire
I sing to the stars to them smile
Dreaming of heaven just for a while
He hurled his heart devoted it
Showed his soul and bore what's there
Truth of Love cross visceral chambers writ
He has nothing left to declare

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

The Temple
By Rik Hunik

I was deep in the jungle, weak and lost,
Far from a settlement of any kind,
Struggling for each step, when I chanced to find,
At a point where two ancient roads once crossed,
A vine-covered building of immense size.
Coming closer, I saw, carved in the stone,
Grotesque symbols in a style still unknown,
So bizarre they brought a sting to my eyes.

Dark and forbidding, hidden in shadow,
The great doorway stood open and waiting.
I moved forward without hesitating
Until I looked inside and in the glow
From low fires I saw strange figures dancing.
I turned and fled that inhuman prancing.

https://hellopoetry.com/poem/2165318/ode-to-the-star/

