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Anarchy

	 

	 

	Youths on the rampage,

	Vicious and feral.

	Dare to tackle?

	At your peril.

	 

	Gangs ruling streets,

	Squabbling over little,

	Reducing communities,

	To something brittle.

	 

	Bottles thrown,

	No care for others.

	Mindless vandalism,

	By them and their "brothers”.

	 

	Kids getting knifed. 

	Police unable, unwilling, 

	Citing lack of resources,

	To stop their killing.

	 

	Where are the parents?

	Kids bringing up kids.

	No respect for their elders,

	Life on the skids.

	 

	Society’s broken. 

	Is there a fix? 

	Which doesn’t involve,

	Faces smashed in with bricks.

	 

	No-go ghettos,

	And now a dead cop,

	Lawless enclaves,

	When will it stop?

	 

	Don’t give them holidays,

	Jail them for their crime. 

	Repeat offenders?

	Treble their time!

	 

	Punish them properly.

	Stop with the excuse.

	That we need to be softer.

	For therein lies abuse.  

	 

	Bring back the stocks.

	And make prisons tough.

	A six by nine cell.

	For enough is enough.

	



	



	Pizza

	 

	 

	Pizza, pizza, come to me.

	I want you, for my tea.

	I’ll gladly have you for my brunch,

	Breakfast, supper, snack or lunch! 

	 

	Pepperoni, meat feast, and a stuffed crust,

	Extra-large, if I must.

	Barbecue chicken, Hawaiian at a push,

	But none of that vegan stuff for this mush.

	 

	Pizza, pizza, tasty and filling,

	All gone, with some beer swilling,

	Until the time comes, when I want some more,

	I await delivery, to my door. 

	 

	



	



	Remembrance

	 

	 

	On 4th August, between 22.00 and 23.00 hours, one-hundred years after the start of World War I, I sat in a silent vigil in remembrance of all those brave souls who gave everything to ensure our freedom. 

	In their honour, I wrote the following poem.

	 

	Like flashes in the night, 

	Seen from afar, 

	My candle flickers as it fights against the breeze... 

	To maintain its lonely vigil in a sea of black.

	In remembrance... 

	The horrors of war.... Remembered. 

	Souls, one and all.

	Bravely given, to ensure our freedom. 

	Given without question, or reasoning.

	They fought. They battled. And not just against the enemy that is mankind. 

	Conditions. Not befitting the most unfortunate. 

	Tirelessly struggling on as their comrades, friends, loved ones, fell. 

	Beside them.

	In remembrance... 

	Souls, one and all.

	 

	



	



	The Ode of Phineas Gage

	 

	 

	I discovered the extraordinary story of Phineas Gage, an American railroad construction foreman remembered for his survival of an accident in which a large iron rod was driven completely through his head, destroying much of his brain's left frontal lobe. 

	On September 13, 1848, Gage was directing a work gang blasting rock while preparing the roadbed for the Rutland & Burlington Railroad south of the village of Cavendish, in Vermont.

	Setting a blast entailed boring a hole deep into an outcrop of rock, adding blasting powder and a fuse, then using a tamping iron to pack sand, clay, or other inert material into the hole above the powder in order to contain the blast's energy and direct it into surrounding rock.

	As Gage was doing this, his attention was distracted by men working behind him. Looking over his right shoulder, and inadvertently bringing his head into line with the blast hole and tamping iron, Gage opened his mouth to speak. At that moment, the tamping iron sparked against the rock and the powder exploded. The tamping iron‍ - 3.2cm in diameter, 1.1m long and weighing 6.0kg exited the hole and entered the left side of Gage's face in an upward direction, just forward of the angle of the lower jaw. Continuing upward outside the upper jaw it passed behind the left eye, through the left side of the brain, then out of the top of the skull through the frontal bone. 

	Gage was thrown onto his back and gave some brief convulsions, but spoke within a few minutes, walked with little assistance, and sat upright in an oxcart for the 1.2 km ride to his lodgings in town, where he was initially examined by physician Edward H. Williams.

	A doctor, Dr. J. M. Harlow, took over the case and, with Williams’ assistance, shaved the scalp around the region of the tamping iron's exit, then removed coagulated blood, small bone fragments, and "an ounce or more" of protruding brain. After probing for foreign bodies and replacing two large detached pieces of bone, Harlow closed the wound with adhesive straps, leaving it partially open for drainage. The entrance wound in the cheek was bandaged only loosely, for the same reason. A wet compress was applied, then a nightcap, then further bandaging to secure these dressings. Harlow also dressed Gage's hands and forearms (which along with his face had been "deeply burned") and ordered that Gage's head be kept elevated.

	Late that evening, Harlow noted: "Mind clear. Constant agitation of his legs, being alternately retracted and extended.”

	Gage's convalescence was long, difficult, and uneven. Episodes of delirium were reported in the first few days.   

	Incredibly, he went on to live for a further twelve years though the reported effects on his personality and behaviour were profound. 

	After reading about Phineas Gage, I was inspired to write the following poem.

	 

	This is the story of Phineas Gage,

	A man who died at quite a young age,

	But his death is not what he’s famous for,

	His fame comes from what went years before.

	 

	Working the railroad, he was struck by a rod,

	Only survived, some say, by the grace of God.

	For the iron “crowbar” shot through his head,

	It’s a miracle, he didn’t end up dead.

	 

	Three feet of metal, faster than a train,

	Passed through his mouth, and then his brain,

	Before exiting fully, this damaging probe,

	Removed half of his left frontal lobe. 

	 

	The poor man was thrown onto his back,

	There he convulsed, like snakes in a sack,

	Minutes passed, and then he talked,

	And with little assistance, he then walked.

	 

	Into town, via oxcart, transported,

	A physician attended, or so was reported,

	Disbelief, was the first reaction,

	Doctor Harlow took over, gave it more traction.

	 

	Harlow shaved the scalp, applied a compress,

	But over the next days, there were signs of distress.

	Fungi were growing, from the top of his head,

	Friends were expectant, to hear he was dead.

	 

	Fetid exhalations and a bulging eye,

	Comatose reaction, almost waiting to die.

	Harlow cut his forehead, drained off pus,

	And Gage’s recovery, began again thus.

	 

	For the next twelve years, he lived life quite able,

	Got a job, working in a stable.

	Then, epileptic seizures came,

	And his life, they would come to claim.

	 

	In 1860, on the 21st of May,

	This "crowbar case” passed away, 

	Injured whilst earning a wage.

	This was the story, of Phineas Gage.
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