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  Foreword



Between two breaths,

everything appears—and disappears.






I

The Noise of the World







  
  
  Who

  
  






Who runs

who burns

who cries

who dries

who laughs

who moans

who jumps

who groans

who is he or she

sanity or insanity

sanity or insanity

sanity or insanity

who is he or she

who sells

magic spells

who tells

bombshells

who rapes

and escapes

who kills

daffodils

is it you or me

is it me or society

who is he or she

sanity or insanity

kingdom or monastery

who wins

who loses

who kills

red roses

who gains

who bargains

who owns

diamond crowns

who is she or he

vanity or insanity

sanity or vanity

who rings

temple bells

who sells

heavens and hells

who deals

who steals

who drills

who kills

society or humanity

sanity or insanity

who is he or she

is it you or me

is it you or me

is it you or me








  
  
  Nothing to Write

  
  







Nothing to write

but survival needs it.

The truth is not tasty in the world;

the lie is the right fit.




Lies after lies

spread over the pages.

Lies after lies

piled up over the ages.




Lies sell — and sex, and sex.

Life is caught in an insane vortex.








  
  
  Anxiety Walks Along the British Streets

  
  







Day and night

Anxiety walks along the British streets

Day and night

More and more booze walks into British homes

To deal with anxious-lockdown boredom

Council’s black boxes overflow with empty bottles

They wait on pavements to be collected

The council team delays

Day and night




Day and night

Some stay-at-home humans torture their neighbours with earth-trembling music

Day and night

Lockdown continues this way

And British anxiety walks through the covid-19 season

Social distancing slows the social pace

Britons sigh in long queues for essential goods

The pious are anxious

No prayers in mosques, churches, or temples

Lovers are anxious

No dating in the land of covid-19

Employees are anxious

Jobs are at risk

Employers are anxious

Businesses are at risk

Couples are anxious

Marriages are at risk




Day and night

Anxiety walks along the British streets

Alleys and pavements

Anxiety cooks in British kitchens

Anxiety eats in British dining rooms

Anxiety watches TV in drawing rooms

Anxiety sleeps in bedrooms

Anxiety snores intoxicated

Day and night

Lockdown continues, locking British lifestyles








  
  
  Sleepwalking World

  
  




The sleeping world

The world has fallen asleep




Who will wake it—




A fox howling

A rooster crowing

The magpie robin singing




Who will wake it




The world is sleepwalking




Who will wake it—




A thunderstorm

A wildfire

A pandemic

A nuclear flash




Who will wake it




The somnambulist world

is hyperactive




Wide awake

And still asleep








  
  
  The Alarm Clock

  
  




The alarm clock goes off

an hour early




he wakes—

the gun

already awake

on the bedside table




bathroom

water runs

nothing washes off




an incense stick burns

in the meditation room




he sits still

breath in

breath out




the gun

meditates beside him




street

bus

hill




the day continues

as if nothing knows




he stops




a small metal sun

in his hand




one sound

birds scatter

like broken thoughts




he kneels




and something inside him

refuses to die







he breaks




into tears




and cannot

stop








  
  
  Dead Weather

  
  




Stagnant sky




No water

moves




Dead frogs

float

in our heads








  
  
  No Poem Tonight

  
  




A piece of paper.

A pencil.




The poet

does not weep.




No poem.




Across the road

two windows;




behind them

a dark room —

sexless.




A marriage

bruised.




Rain falls;




the wet pavement

searches no more.
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