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No Index Necessary

2nd Edition – Wabbit Wilder 2025

Original concept by E.P. McKenna 2016.

All rights reserved,

No part of this e-book may be reproduced in any form without the prior permission in writing of the author, except for brief quotations used for promotional purposes or in reviews.

This e-book is for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be copied, resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this e-book with others, then please purchase an additional copy for each person.  

Thank you for understanding and respecting the hard work of the author. 

This is a work of madness.

Names, characters, incidents and other ramblings are fictitious. Any resemblance to any persons or businesses is entirely coincidental.

Dedicated to my wonderful friend, Cherie LeBlanc.

Her strong belief that I am barking mad has encouraged me to write this book.
Cherie insisted on doing the cover art as well.
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I have read so many arguments in relation to the placing of an index at the beginning of an e-book that my head hurts. Some say they are necessary, some disagree. Personally, I have never seen the need for them.

As well as that, they scare the hell out of me. I mean, who could ever trust a word that has two plurals; indexes and indices? In truth, I have never actually been attacked by one, but that doesn’t mean it couldn’t happen. Seriously; they have a nasty, sharp sound to them, and they could, at this very moment, be hatching a plot to wipe out mankind.

So—bottom line—they are not welcome here.

Anyway, getting down to business; this is a short book of poetry and observations. If something grabs your fancy, and you want to read it again, it can always be bookmarked. Observations, in particular, happen at random moments, and some of them will doubtlessly sneak in here when least expected: it’s the nature of the beast. If I were to try and put them in a bloomin’ index, there is no questioning the fact that I would end up in the nut-house.

Yes, you guessed it; this little book is an exercise in pantsing rather than planning. In other words, it is written without a fixed outline, and Yours Truly will—for the most part anyway—allow the text to guide me rather than me guiding the text. If we arrive together at the last page, and feel happy enough that we have at least high-fived the planners into submission, then it won’t have been a bad journey.

One way or the other, the real important issue is that we have fun.
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What is time but a state of mind?

Incorporeal; unlike you and I.

It is but the passing of seconds

And much exists outside its clinging confines:

The joy of shared emotions,

Love and understanding,

Compassion and caring,

The power to actually see:

The thoughts that keep

The thoughts of time at bay.

* * *
[image: ]


I do a great deal of driving as part of my profession, so, realistically, I should get to see a great deal more than most people when I am out and about. Strange thing is; I don’t. I’d be rich if I received a penny every time someone said, ‘I waved at you today, but you never even saw me.’ 

Okay, let’s be perfectly clear; the very fact that I am driving means that I have to be mindful of my actions. I would be a danger on the roads otherwise. But how much of my failure to notice things is actually down to being careful? Feck all of it, I reckon.

It’s that damn radio: the head-wrecking stream of useless stuff that invades my cab and my ears. Music wouldn’t be so bad, but I have a tendency to listen to news, current affairs and gossip on talk radio. 

Oh yeah; it’s all so relevant to my life. I need to know how much a certain useless politician earns for sitting on his arse in parliament, doing feck-all except snoring. I need to know how much he accepted as a backhander to rezone a piece of land for a developer buddy, and I need to know how he managed to get away with it because of who he was or who his buddy was.

And why do I need to know these things?

Because I need to hold the high moral ground on at least one thing today. If not, I will have nothing to rant about. 

‘How dare these bastards carry on like that while the rest of us struggle on the bread-line? Yeah ... and then we have to hand up taxes to pay for their antics.’

Blah, blah, blah.

It’s not all about politics, of course. I mean, it’s important to know how the latest megastar keeps her backsides in shape, and how much she earns for telling you. It’s important to know how some gobbledygook speaking rapper manages to get himself busted for snorting cocaine, yet still remains an icon to his kiddie following. Yes, it’s so easy to forget that life actually exists beneath the controversy level as well as on it.

I remember a day back in the spring of 2012 when I had a bit of a headache. I was just after dropping a parcel off at one of my client’s places, and I seriously needed to take five and rest my eyes. I drove a short distance away from the premises and parked the van in a quiet leafy spot. The radio was, as usual, sprouting on and on about head-cases and their hassles, and I just wasn’t in the mood. The button was pressed, and the resultant peace was soothing. A light rain was falling, and the patter of droplets on the cab was music in itself. I closed my eyes, allowing my mind to wander. I must have dozed, because a short while later I was awakened by a tiny sound of tapping on my side window. A small bird—I think he was a robin: I am not good with bird identification—was perched on my outside rear-view mirror, looking in at me. I held my breath; half afraid to stir in case my friend took fright and flew away. I was truly fascinated. Moving as gently as I could, I actually managed to roll down the window without the bird leaving. He just perched there, staring in at me in a curious manner, clearly trusting me not to do him harm. Unbelievably, he allowed me to stroke his wings with my finger a few times before side-stepping a bit and then hopping onto the bonnet. I had a bread roll with me for lunch, so I tossed a small piece to my temporary companion and he seemed to enjoy the share. He hung around for a few minutes longer, then headed off to wherever he had come from with an extra piece of bread from my lunch; maybe to store for later, or maybe to share with a mate.

Oddly enough, this simple memory is one that has stayed with me since then, and it always brings a smile to my lips. It’s just the simplicity of the whole thing—the lack of complication or expectation—that makes it special.

I have told the story of this tiny event many times in company, and—strange as it may seem—not once has anyone told me I was an eejit or an old softie for recounting it. Truth be known, most find it more interesting than a lot of the so-called news stories and gossip snippets that assault us on a daily basis. 

As I alluded to, the real headline-grabbers are the things we tend to miss.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
WABBIT

WILDE

A Miniscule Collection of
Random Thoughts & Poems

... oris it A Random Collection of Miniscule Thoughts & Poems ?






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





