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To all our sisters and brothers, 

whoever you are,

and whoever you wish to be.
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Foreword

If beauty is in the eye of the beholder, we know where to look for ugliness as well. Yet, far too often, in a world that calls itself 'civilised', fingers point, judgments are thrown like lynch stones, norm becomes a value, and we pierce our queer sisters’ and brothers’ hearts with the caustic spearheads of our prejudice. These queer poems are dedicated to everybody who suffers or has suffered from injustice, to everyone who has been told that 'they don't fit in', but addressed to those who appoint themselves judges of what is right and wrong in others. From homelessness to homophobia, from domestic violence to physical appearance, these little poems cover a series of themes that concern many of us, not just those who suffer from the many tentacles of unfairness, but those who perpetrate it as well.

Thus, these poems are a bit like mirrors: they reflect the same reality from two opposite perspectives; to the accusers, they reserve the privilege of facing their own preconceptions, and I cannot hide a certain personal bias and annoyance at their lack of self-critical introspection, maybe too busy searching for straws to look at, let alone look into our eyes; in a small way, these poems also try to give a platform to the many people in this world whose voices are far too often hushed, ignored, suppressed.

Society imposes a predicament on queer people; it does not offer an easy path towards self-expression. Thus, the sentences in these poemettes are as quirky as the reality of our experiences: they struggle hard to find a resolution to problems we did not wish for in the first place, but are forced to deal with; the syntax is as tortuous as our life journeys. The search for peace, respect and understanding, in verse the quest for rhyme, structure and metrical harmony, often offers smokescreens, frequently imperfect solutions, mirages, and never a priori certainty of success, nor certitude of happiness ab ovo, therefore, every melody in our lives, as in the poetics of these verses, is sweeter in the knowledge that it comes after long and probing hardship, if it ever comes: the frustration of this condition is reflected in the struggle to find rhyme where Fate, the world and others' will impose a cacophony of misconceptions. Whilst rhyme and metrical symmetry present us with rational assurance of fairness through quantity and equivalence, I believe it is through quality and flow that emotions are better represented in sounds, thus the extensive use of alliteration and assonance.

The imagery is intense and often oxymoronic, as dense and contradictory is the experience caused by unfairness, lack of acceptance and misunderstanding; it is as well digressive, rather than organic, in nature, as thoughts and emotions cannot be fixed on a palimpsest, a structure, an established system when references are missing or repressed in social ‘values’ and conventions, yet, these lines are also heavily indebted to the Metaphysical Tradition in their search for dimensions that reflect in the personal and the quotidian the universal and a-temporal, which, in my humble view, is at the very heart of what makes the Human Soul so great.

My special thanks go to all the great people who have inspired these lines, to all the queers out there, to the homeless with whom I spend many a night on the streets of London, to everyone who has spared a thought about them and, especially, to Kamille Freske, whose sublime Shadow Whisper has inspired the eponymous first poem, the trigger to the whole collection.

A.B. 
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Shadow Whisper

Behind the bleeding veils of coarse

Corrosive cords of linen stiffened

In the breath that freezes stars

And chokes the Moon in solitary

Nights, the blighted cries of voices

Moist with poisoned spells

Of Hell

Are drawn on charcoaled canvas cut

And torn by time

When echoes shadow sparks

In embers stifled under scars

Like drops of thoughts that thaw in thick

Black holes devouring dry, deserted

Worlds with wanton words and woes -

And stares –

Behind the curtains no one cares.



​Born in Between

Suspended, known uncertainty

Which stares in still secluded storms

Swept into distant eyes

Without the winds of whispered woes

That tear the flesh to search for common truths

Beneath the androgynous who shrouds

The scars and scratches left

By tongues and claws of ignorant sand paper

Rough on the bones

Dried half-way through sketching of the mind

Forgotten colours bleed thick 

Through soul who seeks and speaks

But cannot find.

​

Lament to Lust

In waves who surge along the Wolds

The stars are kissing leaves that rust

With memories of lust and glow

On parted lips and burning eyes

Like raging fires lost in caves

Embracing secrets past in sighs

That whisper far, forgotten tales

Of pain and joy;

Of lutes strung on remote refrains

In search of unison and lain

Like lambs on altars to be slain.

​
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Like snails on salt

We cry –

Our membranes melt and slide

Down paths that dusk assaults

With fading pictures and the lie

Of faces dripping on the floor –

The eye is dying for a sign

Of life –

The strife to shout breaks jaws 

And tongues

On fire hush the sound

Of muted skin that crawls to earth

And leaves us empty in our shells.

​

Dust

The Sun rays scour the soil and sweep the dust

Off cracks and crannies hiding from the light

And seeking shelter where heat insists

Are dying droplets left from time of joy:

The children play hopscotch in frozen caves,

Unconscious to the storm that growls ahead

And craves unwelcome furrows in the skin

Of earth and life and soul the spider weaves.

​

Twilight Life

The ancient path of mud and moss

With myriad trodden stories sleeps

In paddles squashed

The stolen alms of darker skies

Are washed by heavy boots

That crunch the twigs in dying grass

With swollen feet and sinking eyes

That close

The moaning of the clouds in prose

Ashamed of steady poles – the sound

Of light in fighting colours

Finds and binds the night in sight

To follow deeper down the drowned

Abyssal journey of the Sun

In chasms lost in time and space,

But leaves the shadow of a face.

​

Dusty Grins

Cold nights behind the hollow masks

Of wealthy teeth and rich refrains

With faces dull and dusty grins

Smug in the warmth that doesn’t ask

Of others’ paths and walks away

In silent stares to cobble stones

That echo darkness left unseen

By steps that quicken with dismay

And crave forgetful locks on doors

So keen

To keep the words without that stir

The dormant fossil of the soul

Like coal

With sparks and breeze to breathe and seethe;

So, dampened down with dry old drops

The paces drum

And faces

Drown for want of change – they don’t 

Exchange a word, a look, a smile

But hide behind the surge of bile

Which spins

On faces dull and dusty grins.

––––––––
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Reflection Past

The stark reflection on the road

Lost in the stars that never shine

In steps returns the hollow sight

Unheard, to thoughts unthought of lights

Not lit beyond the mirror dark

Where dreams asleep drowned in

The soul that burns within the sigh

Of time

Which never was by random might

Alight –

To break the silence of the sky

The night recalls this life of mine.

​

Woman Within

The darkened glow on faces hung

In demithoughts of parting stares

Cut deep by claws of custom cross

From sea to sky in scolding search

Of clues that keep concealing scorn

Too gross to part

When facing Venus bright and proud

They see the rusty brow of Mars

And cannot tell their light apart,

Deaf to the voice of nature lost

In stuffy cells they draw to shroud

Unopened doors in brass embossed:

The cost

Of fate dictated from afar

By spent, dry stars

And never leave the path to start

Not with the mind




Into the Distance













Armoured Hearts

















For a Moment



















La Rima’l Cor
















Never Mind


























Still Voices


















Morbid Minds


















The Drip of Copper














Deserted Dreams






















Forbidden Bloom



























For You Too
















In the Shadow




















Cracking Mirror













The Strings 




























In the Mirror




















Between the Drops































In Fear of Self





Ode to the Aubergine
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