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NEW Writers’ Group was formed in 2002 and incorporated in
2004. This year we met on Zoom. Sometime in 2021 we hope
to return to UNE Sydney, 211 Church Street, Parramatta. We
usually meet on 2nd and 4th Saturdays 3:00-5:00pm Feb – Nov.
We share the art and craft of writing through workshops,
writing exercises and open mic. All genres and levels of
experience welcome. Participants must be 16 years or over.
We publish ZineWest, an annual print zine and competition for
aspiring Western Sydney Writers and local artists. We also run
a small ezine and liaise with Mihaela Cristescu on her
Romanian/Australian titles. Covid-19 has tightened our budget
and this 2020 edition of our members’ anthology will be digital
only. Thank you for supporting this collection.
Carol Amos, President, NWG Inc
CONTACT: NWG Inc
E. newwritersgroup@gmail.com W. https://nwg-inc.com/word
FB: New Writers Group Inc
T: NWG_Parramatta
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THOMAS THORPE
Thomas was a ten quid Pom. By training a geographer. Once a
soldier, then a teacher. A lover of poetry, who occasionally
composes a verse.

Strathfield Square II
They met in the square after school.
Now on a bench at the chess-board table
they sit, backs to the warm, early spring sun;
eight fingers barely touching;
eyes half averted;
in fractured, whispered conversation.
What do they talk of:
the day at school;
this evening’s TV programs;
their part-time Thursday jobs;
parents who never understand;
or how they can meet, at the weekend?
My wish for them:
to know real joy in their youth;
to savor, and then to treasure
such moments of tentative togetherness,
and to begin to learn
the give and take of love.
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Aqvae Svlis
For Celts, the hot spring
was a god’s home.
She was benign, revered.
Her waters cleansed,
healed, invigorated.
Offerings were expected.
Roman engineers brought pipes,
builders came with bricks,
beams, tiles, columns;
artists laid mosaics.
The god was adopted carved face on the pediment.
Now He looms, snake haired,
more challenge than invitation,
frowning, staring
at tourists, who photograph,
seek information and souvenirs,
but fail to worship.
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GORGON’S HEAD, BATH, ENGLAND – Thomas Thorpe
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The Yellow Kimono
She has carefully prepared for her age-old role
in traditional dress, and make up.
Face and neck coated in stark white
interrupted only by so-harsh contrast of
eyebrows and eyelashes austerely black
and lips defined sharply in flame-bright red.
Her beribboned dark hair is precisely arranged
each decoration and curl exactingly placed
while her yellow kimono displays subdued elegance.
She seems quite at rest and patiently waiting
but tension lurks within her face
giving a glimpse of deep-down feelings
as it hints at patient resignation.
With graceful movement she will lift to play
her tuned and readied shamisen
and begins to sing, so-sweetly, soft and low
that her clients will pause in their idle chatter
to call in disharmony for yet more sake
in which to show their appreciation.
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THE YELLOW KIMONO – Amy Montgomery, York, England.
Reproduced with permission.
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NORM FAIRBAIRN

Swimming On Archimedes’ Bathroom Floor
Look at me,
swimming on Archimedes’ bathroom floor,
busily displacing all my current theories
with brand new ones,
all with use by dates.
Look at me,
lost in the library
of disproven scientific theories,
following the gallery
of unproven scientific theories.
Look at me,
joining a carnival of PHD puppeteers
all out to prove string theory,
afterwards discovering a brand-new black hole
by joining Newcrest Mining.
Look at me,
at the physics symposium
proving the Theory of Relativity,
just as Einstein did,
by marrying one of my relatives,
given Schrodinger’s cat in a box
as a wedding present.
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Look at me,
spinning a ball in an upturned glass,
at McDonalds, drawing yawns from 10-year-olds,
who should be amazed.
While all the school drop outs
are parked outside Rockpool,
in Mercedes all leased in their company’s name,
with company number plates,
where over time they replaced their overalls
with tailored suits.
Look at me,
scribbling for years on endless whiteboards
to prove the very existence of things,
while across the road a real live multiplex emerged,
built by the school dropouts,
from actual concrete,
while pocketing actual money
and running actual companies.
Look at me,
Dux of the school,
now walking past the growing multiplex
me, with unproven theories rolled up in tubes,
me, who tsk-tsked the school dropouts,
who all remove their hard hats
as they approach their Mercedes
and subconsciously say “Look at me”,
relatively speaking.
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For Brett Whiteley
When the landscape slid into
pits too deep for David Attenborough,
your watercolour idyll,
traded for a black summer.
All your loves,
for your part,
not yet acquainted,
or shrink-wrapped by bourbon dementia.
When all the roads ahead,
softened by flora,
for your part,
sown with broken glass.
For you, the lover,
the translator of abstract beauty,
for whom the broad universe
reduced to a single room
on the steel mill coast.
Where your dreams drift ashore
even today,
dog walkers stroll by in ignorance.
Your image fills the entire frame,
in galleries, where sadly,
over time, memories will fade,
but at least you kept both your ears.
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Why Didn’t I?
Why didn’t I
take my chance
when I had the chance
between dances,
with her hair so fine,
her chiffon billowed like a flag,
and she was beautiful?
Why didn’t I
kiss her,
as she lay beside me,
with only sunbaking on her mind,
and the names of our children
on mine?
Why didn’t I
move quicker,
when the vultures reeking of Old Spice circled
and swept her away,
with muscled arms pinning her to them,
and sweet talk that turned my mood sour?
Why didn’t I
pay for dinner, even when we agreed Dutch,
and linger just that moment longer
at the goodbye kiss,
and think of the right words
at the gap in our conversation?
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Why didn’t I
answer truthfully,
when she asked me to name
the things I really loved,
and move in at the final dance,
instead of brooding outside the circle?
And why didn’t I
refuse the wedding invitation,
instead of playing the long-time friend,
and shaking the hard-bodied high flyer’s hand,
with the kiss of a friend for her?
Why didn’t I
just walk away and forget,
why park outside 5 years on,
with the hard-bodied high flyer’s arm
pinning his secretary to him,
leaving her in dark despair,
with all her old friends gone?
Why didn’t I
pray to the patron saint of second chances
before now,
but I am now,
with the second chance to name our children,
this time, when there’s nothing I won’t do?
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DANNIELLE VIERA
Dannielle Viera is an award-winning author, editor and
proofreader with over 20 years’ experience in the Australian
publishing industry.

Lost
The screen snapped to black. Betty held the remote to her
chest, biting her bottom lip. She could feel her heart pounding
as her rheumy eyes darted about. Where could it be?
With a grunt, she prised herself out of the chair and
shuffled to the bookcase. When she was a child, she used to
hide money between the pages of her favourite tome – so it
could be there. Betty’s fingers began to tremble as each cover
fanned out, revealing nothing but printed paper. Hastily
replacing the books, her attention turned to the stack of
magazines on the coffee table. Headlines and headshots
whipped by as she threw each glossy mag onto the floor.
Nothing.
Betty jumped as the alarm on her watch sounded. She
stumbled to the bathroom, opened the cabinet and grabbed
her pills. As each capsule slid down her throat, she eyed the
contents of the cupboard. Maybe, just maybe …
Bottles and tubes were snatched up and then frantically
cast aside. Nail polish teetered on the brink of a glass ledge and
smashed into the sink, sending a blood-red spray over Betty’s
white blouse. Tablets clattered onto the tiles, pitter-pattering
like rain. It wasn’t here, either.
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Betty stood at the door of the bathroom and looked out. ‘I
must have lost it last night,’ she murmured. Memory fragments
flittered through her mind. Warm socks … cup of tea …
patchwork quilt. Her eyes swivelled to her bed.
Layer after layer, the bedclothes were torn away. But
unlike the old game of pass the parcel that Betty had loved as a
child, there was no surprise under each wrapping. She yanked
off the pillowcase, shaking the pillow in anger. The threadbare
cover ripped, firing a flurry of feathers into the air.
Coughing and sneezing, Betty backed into the closet door.
Aha! This had to be it. She wrenched open the door and started
rifling through her dresses and shirts. A rainbow of red, yellow,
green and purple arced over her shoulder as scarves became
airborne. Betty noticed a box on the top shelf; when she pulled
it down, it was lighter than she expected. She tipped the
meagre treasures onto the carpet. It was gone. Betty groaned.
There was a knock at the door. ‘Betty, are you okay?’ A
woman in a blue uniform entered the room and gasped. ‘What
happened?’
Wringing her hands, Betty glanced up at the woman. ‘I’ve
lost it!’
‘What have you lost, my dear?’ she asked kindly, picking
her way through the jumble of items strewn across the floor.
‘The man on the TV told me that I lost an hour, but I can’t
find it.’
The nurse smiled. ‘You haven’t lost an hour, Betty. It’s just
Daylight Saving. Now let me help you clean up this mess.’
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Window
Fingers tremble with keen anticipation
as I pull back the cover like a curtain.
The window of words opens before me,
laying bare a vast and novel view.
My eyes rake the landscape as I read,
searching for context and connection.
Lissom language lures this linguaphile,
and I am trapped in the papery terrain.
Phrases dip and dive dynamically,
inking chills across my harried heart.
I squint my eyes, but I need to see
how the scrivened scenes play out.
As the last rays glaze over the pages,
my bookish panorama fades to black.
Picturesque parlance bides in my mind,
long after the last word is observed.
Now I draw the dust-jacket drapes
on this thrill-filled literary vista.
Another wonderful window awaits
my pulse thrums at the prospect.
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HOLD YOUR HEAD UP HIGH – Dannielle Viera

Page | 15

Excess Baggage
Malcolm stared out of the break-room window, watching
the kaleidoscope of runway lights change in the cool spring rain.
His hands hugged a steaming coffee cup, but the warmth did
not spread beyond his fingers. A chill sliced through him like a
knife, and the weather was only partially to blame.
‘Flight A11 is about to land,’ a gruff voice growled. ‘Whose
turn is it to unload the plane?’ Malcolm closed his eyes. The
knife was about to twist.
‘The newbies!’ a smug tone answered.
Malcolm sighed and placed his cup on the table. Grabbing
his high-vis jacket, he stepped out into the downpour with the
two other rookie baggage handlers. They boarded the truck and
snaked their way across the tarmac to meet the taxiing plane.
As the aircraft nosed into position, water streamed off the
cockpit glass. It looked as though the plane was crying. Malcolm
knew the feeling all too well. This was the worst job he had ever
had.
His eyes moved down the body of the plane. Where he had
expected to see people pointing and laughing at him through
tiny portholes, there was nothing – just an expanse of white
metal. ‘Crap, it’s a freight carrier,’ he muttered. Throwing
passengers’ fat bags onto the truck was one thing, but hauling
heavy goods was a burden his back could do without.
The cargo doors opened. Malcolm jumped onto the
hydraulic lift, determined to be the one to push the bundled
boxes from inside the plane. At least this would give him a brief
respite from the pounding shower.
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As he entered the cargo hold, darkness enveloped him.
The only sound was the dull thud of raindrops on the metal
fuselage, and a low rumble coming from somewhere nearby.
Most likely the idling engines, Malcolm thought. He grabbed a
torch from his jacket pocket, flipped the switch and put his
shoulder to the first load.
Cardboard cartons of all shapes and sizes emerged from
the plane, strapped together so they would not shuffle around
during the flight. Steel containers came next, filled with airline
gear. Towards the back of the hold, Malcolm found a group of
wooden boxes with holes drilled in their tops. Shining the torch
on one of them, he noticed a destination tag: City Zoo. ‘Hey,
there are animals in here!’ he shouted to his colleagues.
‘We need to take them to quarantine,’ someone yelled
back.
Sweat dripped off Malcolm as he propelled box after box
onto the lift. Eventually, there was just one left – a crate that
was larger than him. ‘How am I going to budge that?’ he
grumbled, giving it a shove. The crate jerked forward. Surprised,
Malcolm walked around the crate and discovered that the rear
side was missing. It was empty.
‘Um, guys,’ he croaked, backing away from the crate.
Behind him, the low rumble grew louder as the lion pounced.
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END OF THE LINE – Dannielle Viera
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BELINDA CURBY
Belinda is a Parramatta poet and visual artist.

Life’s Victory Ride
Life is like the Melbourne Cup
It’s an inspirational ride
In facing life’s challenges
Displaying your courage
In the most awesome way
Passing the post, a winner
Radically accepting
What you cannot change
Kicking arse proudly
Loving the victorious ride
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CAROL AMOS
Enjoys writing short stories, short plays.

A Wish to Declutter
The living area is a homely mess.
An open space – kitchen, dining and lounge combined.
Cream tiled floors, and speckled rug. A piano.
Mismatched bookcases, and a large cat tree scratching post.
Kitchen – benches cluttered with electrical items and more.
Salt, pepper, Italian herbs, garlic and oil.
Evidence of roasted vegetables last night.
A vase with huge white lily flowers.
Dining – an old wooden table with heavily cat scratched legs,
Always cluttered. A desk for the writer,
A space for the hobbyist - painting and jigsaws.
Occasionally for meals with a floral printed pink cloth.
Lounge – large comfortable dark grey chairs
Draped with bottle green velvety throws.
Book cases filled with DVDs line the viewing wall. Topped with
Children’s art, photographs, small paintings, memories.
A house inspection. Suddenly all is hidden away.
But don’t look into crammed cupboards!
For a fleeting time, falsely uncluttered
Before it all finds its way back to its original place.

Page | 20

ROBERT DUNN
Writes poems and produces electronic music.

DJ
Play it again, DJ
Again and again
Spin me, work me
Twist my knobs
Nudge me into the red zone
Whip the flailing masses
Heaving, swaying
Posing, glancing
Swirling sound and vision
Barely bound
Then stop and stab and
Cut them off
Kick
Thumped
Down
Abandoned, floored
Wet and spent
We wait…
And with a distant thud
You bring us ‘round
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I ride the wave
DJ
Sucking in those sweet highs
As your darkly rumbling bass
Swells beneath and stirs me
Deep inside
We lock grooves
Hips synced
Bucking, weaving
Swooping, sighing
Up there, yes
I see you
Smiling
At me
I’m dying
DJ
Play it again
Flick the switch
Arm those faders
And take me there
Again and again
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Don’t Fence Me In
I was drifting off
When she came into my view
I couldn’t believe it
I was scared of what I’d do
You always said
I’d best leave her well alone
Better not stray too far from home
I’m sorry, so sorry
I’ll try to find another way
I’m sorry, so sorry
I’m sure you’ll make me pay
Just don’t fence me in
‘Cause I can see much greener pastures
Don’t fence me in
I count the cost
When we play these silly games
You let me lead the way
And then pull me back again
Don’t you know
What we’ve got ourselves into?
I think we need some kind of breakthrough
I’m sorry, so sorry
I tried to find another way
I’m sorry, so sorry
What else can I say?
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Just don’t fence me in
‘Cause I’ve been to much greener pastures
Don’t fence me in
Just don’t fence me in
‘Cause I can see those greener pastures
Don’t fence me in
And I can’t turn away any longer
Don’t fence me in
‘Cause every day it grows even stronger
Don’t fence me in

EURO ESCAPE – Robert Dunn
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Come On Board
Come on board
It’s safe to say you’re going nowhere
So come on board
There’s places to explore
Take a chance
On making something out of nothing
So come on board
There’s really so much more
But I know it wouldn’t come to anything
I can see the writing on the wall… no!
Come on board
You need to know you’re going somewhere
So come on board
What wonders lie in store?
Scenes recalled
From a wasted life will always haunt you
So come on board
Don’t wait a moment more
But I know it wouldn’t come to anything
I can see the writing on the wall
And I couldn’t go the distance anyway
But… can you be so sure?
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So…
Come on board
Come on board
Take a chance
Come on board

CITY ALIGHT – Robert Dunn
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PETER CARTWRIGHT
Peter Cartwright has been published locally and internationally
including ZineWest six times. He writes of mental illness, of
aging, and a precarious life.

A Poem About the Navy
You know, I said, I used to live near Navy houses,
and you said, Army, wasn’t it? that far from the sea?
Yes, that far from the sea, I said, the Navy
doesn’t actually like the sea that much, except
when they’re in their boats, the Navy, not the Army.
They had their Mad Max haircuts, and tattoos,
and their wives and girlfriends looked like Molly girls.
Molly girls? you said, you just made that up.
Yes, I said, not wanting to say, but they did look like that.
The woman next door was a Navy widow,
talked like a fishwife she did. Is that the Navy way,
talking like fishes’ wives? But she was a sweet woman,
pissed the drunks off out of our yard,
regularly, with her bullroar voice.
You went out and brought back pizza,
fresh-made, not frozen, and garlic bread.
When I saw you naked at last, that night,
I forgot about the Navy and went diving.
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The Psalm of Arthur Stace
Eternity was entirely temporary
in Arthur Stace’s chalk on the footpath.
Eternity in a script perfect as heaven
and persistent as hell.
Eternity shone like a light in the faces
of the sea of pedestrians,
everyone across the city, from Pitt Street
to Circular Quay, from Central to the Domain,
and everywhere he went his white chalk
sang his one word psalm:
Eternity the exhortation, eternity the warning,
eternity the wonder and enigma.
I cannot picture Arthur Stace,
I don't know anybody that saw him write his word,
eternity and Arthur Stace are a helix
dancing together in the mind
and in the memory, the one thing
from long ago that's not sepia,
but black and white, brutal as judgement,
beautiful as a crystal lake
with old men singing for all eternity.
In a quiet corner of our eternity is Arthur Stace.
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Time
They say time is an ocean,
as if there’s so much we’ll never run out,
but they don’t say your bit is just a puddle
that you’ll step over before you know it.
They say time is an enemy,
as if it can be fought and subdued,
but they don’t tell you time is water
that runs through your fingers if you don’t drink it.
They say time is an arrow,
going one way and never coming back,
but they don’t see time is a messenger,
bringing tomorrow and delivering yesterday to remember.
They say time is a dot point
that only exists as now, like a pop version of Zen,
but they don’t see our time as a balloon
that expands and expands, then explodes and disappears.
The ocean is love, where we’re invited to swim,
the puddle is greed, a small life poorly lived,
the enemy is blindness, failing to see and be,
water is life, drink deeply and live.
Our time is an arrow, it goes by too fast,
time is a messenger, bringing wonders from its storehouse,
the dot point is now, the only place we can be,
and our lives are a balloon to enjoy while it lasts.
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C.A. BROADRIBB
I could describe myself as either ‘intelligent, creative and
humorous’ or ‘fat, lazy and tired’, depending on how I felt at the
time.

COM.E.D.-19
The COM.E.D.-19 virus has become a global pandemic in
recent months. It is believed to have originated from a bat
telling jokes at a food market in China, or possibly from a secret
experimental improv lab. It is highly contagious. Sometimes it
only causes mild symptoms of telling bad puns (e.g. “Buying a
sofa is edge-of-your-seat excitement!”) However, in extreme
cases it leads to people quitting their jobs to become stand-up
comedians. The government is concerned that this will overload
the entertainment industry. In particular, there are a limited
number of comedy clubs available. No manager wants to be in
the position of choosing which comedian to give a spot to and
which to turn away to wander the streets in obscurity.
The government has issued the following orders for public
sanity:
• COM.E.D.-19 is highly transmissible at pubs and clubs
due to the combination of socialising and alcohol. All such
venues are to close until further notice.
• COM.E.D.-19 is also highly contagious at parties and
celebrations. Gatherings of more than two people are banned,
unless the Fun Factor is less than 10% in which case, 5-10
people may attend.
• Businesses providing essential services may remain open
as long as employees maintain serious expressions at all times.
• Exercise is still permitted due to the unlikelihood of
anyone enjoying it.
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Individuals must take steps to reduce the risk of spreading
the COM.E.D.-19 virus. Follow these precautions:
• Cover your mouth whenever you smile.
• Remain 1.5 metres apart from other people to avoid
high-fives or funny handshakes.
• Wash frequently, as clean jokes are less contagious than
dirty jokes.
• Stop hoarding toilet paper as it encourages toilet
humour.
• Avoid wearing masks. They don’t help and, depending on
the silliness of the design, may aggravate the problem.
If you believe that you have caught the COM.E.D.-19 virus,
you must consult a professional comedy critic. Book an
appointment if you have any of the following symptoms:
• Unexplained cheerfulness.
• A dry sense of irony.
• An urge to tell one-liners.
Remain serious and remember that we’re all in this
together (but 1.5 metres apart).
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VIRUS WARNING POSTER – C. A. Broadribb
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Quirky Qwerty
‘Quirky qwerty, quirky qwerty,’ a bird trills. ‘Quirky flirty
lurty purty qwerty.’
A b buzzes past u, flying around and around in loops,
happy in the morning sunshine.
Buzzy… b… buzz… buzz… b.
‘Quirky qwerty, quirky qwerty,’ the bird trills again.
It’s a blue j, u realise. Blue head, blue on its back. Hopping
around.
U lie back in your garden recliner, sipping a cup of t. It’s
lightly spiced chai t, perfect for the occasion. U watch the b flit
from flower to flower amongst the flower bed.
‘Quirky lirty nirty qwerty,’ the bird trills meaninglessly.
Off in the distance, the c laps gently against the sand. It’s a
peaceful endless blue from this viewpoint.
Your cat K wanders in from the side path and goes to sniff
at a rose bush. She pauses to p underneath the branches.
‘Quirky qwerty, qwerty quirky,’ the bird trills
enthusiastically.
The cat looks at u with one green i. She loves u.
‘O, it’s such a lovely day,’ u say.
‘O yes, it is,’ the cat replies.
U sit up quickly. Did the cat talk or did u fall asleep for a
moment and dream it?
‘Y does it bother u? Relax,’ the cat says.
She has a point. U can join the q of eccentric people. U lie
back and drink more t.
‘Quirky qwerty, quirky qwerty,’ the bird trills.
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BEE ON FLOWER – C. A. Broadribb
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Life With a Ragdoll
I’d read about Ragdoll cats online. I adopted a 9-month-old
flame point Ragdoll named Snowy a while ago – the first time
I’d ever got a purebred cat rather than a domestic one. I bought
him from a couple who were moving overseas, which was
better than buying from a breeder in that I wasn’t encouraging
anyone to bring more kittens into the world when there are so
many cats looking for a home already. I’d read online about
characteristics of Ragdolls. How well does Snowy fit the profile?
Not very well.
Ragdolls go limp when picked up, and like being held and
carried? It’s the most common claim, but Snowy doesn’t seem
to have received the message. There are times when he’s
somewhat limp when I first pick him up, but he soon starts
squirming and then biting and scratching, like a typical kitten.
Ragdolls dislike climbing and prefer to remain at floor
level? Try telling Snowy that when he’s climbing all over the
desks, bookcase, TV stand, clothes horses (he likes lying
stretched out on them) and cat tree. At least the latter’s
appropriate. I wasn’t as happy when he got up onto the top
shelf of the bookcase and knocked a decorative vase off and it
broke.
Ragdolls are affectionate? When I’m eating something that
he wants, he rubs against my hands in an affectionate manner
while surreptitiously trying to get at the plate, as other kittens
do. When he’s lying stretched out on the bed, he may purr
when I rub his belly. There are occasions when he’ll come over
and rub against my legs. At other times when I pet him, he just
lies still. He doesn’t wave his tail in annoyance, but he doesn’t
purr, either.
Ragdolls greet people at the door, follow them around and
lie on top of them? He only follows me around on rare
occasions, and has yet to do the other things. One of my other
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cats likes lying on top of me when I’m lying on the couch, but
Snowy hasn’t shown any interest in it.
Ragdolls get stressed if left alone? That’s one characteristic
that I’m glad he doesn’t have. He seems to be all right without
anyone around. He has the other cats for company, which
helps. He sleeps a lot anyway.
Ragdolls are large and have soft silky fur, blue eyes, and a
quiet voice? Those are all true. One of the vet staff pointed out
that Snowy has big paws, which indicates that he’ll grow to be
very large. He has lovely soft fur and has recently become
fluffier. Interestingly, the coloured parts of his fur (particularly
on his tail) are coarser than the white parts. His eyes are a pale
blue. He usually makes quiet whining noises rather than
meowing.
I wondered what to feed him. Different websites have
different tips, so it gets a bit confusing. I’ve found that Snowy
has a sensitive stomach so many foods give him diarrhoea. I
found a dry kitten food that’s fine for him (and, incidentally, it
has a picture of a flame point Ragdoll on it). Of course, being a
kitten, Snowy firmly believes that he should be able to eat
anything that I do. He loves cooked chicken, but also believes
that he can eat things like marinated tofu, chocolate pudding or
chocolate chip shortbread. (Given that chocolate is poisonous
for cats, the latter two are particularly bad ideas.)
There are many websites that list characteristics of
different purebred cat breeds as if every cat of a particular
breed will act in a predictable way. From my (admittedly
limited) experience, cats are more individualistic.
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SNOWY ON CAT TREE – C. A. Broadribb
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MIHAELA CRISTESCU
When hats become poetry, I wear them as a poet.

A Vision of Foolishness
I saw the fight of two daunting serpents,
furious and terrible war between fangs, heads and muscles,
eager to conquer their precious domain and fate.
One red, the other one grey,
first sensual, the other one stoned,
both lighting rainbows
and collecting greed.
I saw their battle and I lost courage,
the air became halogenated and blurry
and my mind ceased
towards
this vision of foolishness.
Crevices and rocks among memories.
Link between the worlds.
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Poison and Death by Devotion
Fatal weakness in their language
was translated as death.
And beyond that point
there was nothing to be talked about.
Although there was not any representation of poison,
the freedom of the binding and loosening has been given –
ambiguity and shadow to part
between Master and apprentice.
And then death would be the guilt for their eternal devotion
and then death would be the fraud
to be committed instead.
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THE KISS – Luminita Serbanescu. Reproduced with permission.
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The Prophet and the Glass of Wine
We met him in a bar in Paris
where village music was accompanying the smoke and the liquor
and absolute strangers developed love at first sight for us.
He recommended red wine and surprisingly started to address me
by my name.
Old man,
sharp face,
light blue eyes
talking about forethinking and pleasure,
laws and circumstances,
trust and beauty.
Old cunning man
with low foggy voice
advising the terror of friendship,
all presentiments of failure
and the art of believing.
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