
		
			[image: Cover: The Garden Black by Frank Prem; A red edged black rose is featured as the cover for the book]
		
	
		

		
			The Garden Black

			and other speculations

			Frank Prem

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Wild Arancini Press
2022

		

	
		

		
			Publication Details

			Title: The Garden Black

			ISBN: 	ISBN: 978-1-925963-50-2 (p-bk)
ISBN: 	978-1-925963-80-9 (e-bk)

			Published by Wild Arancini Press
Copyright © 2022 Frank Prem 
All rights reserved:

			No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without prior written permission from the publisher and author.
A catalogue record for this book is available from the National Library of Australia.

			Cover Concept: Wild Arancini Press
Cover Image AI assistant: Adobe Firefly

		

	
		

		
			from a single root
all the roads of the universe
run
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			The Garden Black

		

	
		

		
			Introduction

			The Garden Black poetry collection is a venture into fantasy and speculative fiction that arose from the desire to write a worthy submission for inclusion in an anthology of stories based on the dual themes of rain forest and fantasy.

			One idea turned into a multitude of stories:

			The rainforest becomes a desert, and then the sea.

			A man in a satellite orbits the earth while playing his violin and pondering. A girl gazes up at the passing light and dances.

			Od Ovo - a youth who is from here, raises the dust of frustrated boredom on a mining asteroid, and cannot believe traveller tales of places where water falls from the sky.

			What colour are the flowers in the Reaper’s garden? They are all colours . . . 

			They are black.

			Welcome to the speculative fantasies that are The Garden Black.

		

		

		
			
			

		

	
		

		
			being foolish

			this
is not a job
you know

			this is being
what
I am

			I collect the beads
the shiny baubles

			I lay the pattern
so . . .

			just so

			and this bead
must be placed
there

			any other way
is foolish

			I 
am not 
foolish

			and when
my bower is completely . . .

			so . . .

			with the design
of me
laid down
at the door

			

			I will 
preen 
for you

			I
will show

			my chest

			my tail

			my neck my eyes

			my colour

			I dance now
I dance . . .

			look at me
the way
I dance

			and I dance

			 

			 

			 

			this
is not 
a foolish thing

			I am
who I am

		

	
		
			cello

			mmmm
hmmmm
mmmm

			mellow notes 
to touch me

			hmmmm

			notes
to call me
to life

			mmmm
hmmmm

			these notes
sound low
and I sing 

			a heart song

			of release

			hmmmm
mmmm

			cello . . .

			I . . .

			one song

			one player

			mmmm mmmm . . .

		

	
		
			a song for the (low) horizon

			I play
to the crowd
below
as I pass

			quicker
than a breathless sigh

			they slip away
until they are 
horizon

			until
they disappear
down
and beyond
the far side
of the planet

			no one notices

			no one
cares

			I am anonymous

			a man alive
unchanging
in his own cocoon

			if they look
they’ll see a shooting star
hurtling
through the night

			

			a reflection
a kind of deflection
of the sun

			I take my fiddle 
out of the case
that I keep taped
to the wall

			catch the escaping rosin 

			apply it
to the bow

			limber my voice
up 
and down
and 
deeper

			then an exercise
for fingers

			my left hand
fingers

			danny boy

			I always begin
with a rendition
of danny boy
followed by a brief dance tune
then . . .

			in just a short while
I start singing

			

			everything that is me
that is my voice
fills the capsule
with my singing

			sound
gets lost in space
or so they say

			but
if I position myself
in the right place
in the best place
my voice . . .

			echoes 

			it comes back 
at me

			and I sound
as though
I am a harmony

			come
jig a little jig
for me
while I play

			I think I can imagine
just the way
you’d dance

			I will sing for you
a space-station solo

			all by myself

			

			in a kind of harmony

			.

			.

			.

			I look down
through the port
again

			you
and your world
are gone

			there is a silver line
along the low horizon

		

	
		
			leaf and leave

			I watch the leaves
through the air

			they are
falling

			autumn
is gone

			winter
yet grips
the spring

			here
the sun shines down
empty of the warm I knew
before this season

			another one
falls

			I can’t help
my awe

			grace
in death
rolls
freely
on the breeze

			and I wonder . . .

			

			does no leaf
now
wish to stay
snugged
close to the bough
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