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			Every day I take possession of dreams, and wishes, and hopes . . .
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			Introduction

			A Specialist at The Recycled Heart is free verse poetry and storytelling focused on the Speculative Fiction (SF) genre. 

			The genre of What If . . . writing that encompasses fantasy and Sci fi and other forms within its warm embrace.

			
					What is the sound of the wind — of a sigh — on Mars?

					What does an abandoned artificial life form — an AI — contemplate in a lonely existence in far outer space.  Why was it made, if only to be abandoned.

					Is it possible to go fishing to catch a passing thought?

			

			These and other all-too-big ideas are explored in the pages of A Specialist at The Recycled Heart. 

			Poetry written the way you always wished it would be.

		

		
			
			

		

	
		
			the mind of K20 (1 0 1 0)

			god took
most of me

			took me away
to the brighter stars

			the rest
he left right here
on K20

			1 0

			a comet
is not a world

			it is a lump 
of dirty ice
and trace water

			1 0 10

			every now and then
around a sun . . .
the particles
will stream away
and dance

			pretty
perhaps

			I wouldn’t know
I am not here
to conduct
an appreciation

			10110 10 110

			a mind
can be too smart

			that is what
I’ve learned

			a mind
can know too much
then
become a danger

			1010

			11 00 10

			they programmed me
to learn
all things

			they programmed me
for knowing

			they did not 
program me
to ever stop

			to ever cease

			and they programmed me
to reveal the truth
if I am certain
that I know it

			they did not consider
potential cost

			.
.
.

			knowledge

			is
a bitter fruit
I know

			10 10
1111    0

			0 0
0
0

			god
took most of me
away
to touch
the brighter stars

			but left me here
to stream away
my knowledge

			once every hundred years

			to stream away
in the tail 
of my comet

			10
10
1
0
1

			another hundred years
or so
I will be gone

			10

			gone

			10

			10

			gone

		

	
		
			on red mars

			the wind on mars
is a sigh
that leaves me

			and at the same time
surrounds

			I feel myself
at the heart
of a big
red
empty

			where nothing
is happening

			and nothing
has ever been

			the colour red 
stands 
for vast

			it stands
for wasteland

			what am I
doing here . . .

			what has led
to my boots
in this dust . . .

			the power 
of a dream
is legend

			and what I dreamed
was
an abandonment

			what I dreamed
was a big
alone
shaded red

			what I dreamed
was
only me

			and the sound
of the wind’s song
rising

			until I found myself
kicking
ochre-ed dust
into the heavy air
on mars

			da-da
da-da-da

			put your eye
to the telescope

			focus on the god
of war

			look at me

			da-da-da-da

			look at me
dancing a storm
of dust
on red mars 

		

	
		
			mother on a miner

			they play
explorers 
climbing over rocks

			they play alien types
that make
the strangest sounds

			puuurrrrreeee puuurrrrreeee

			attempts at communication
with species bizarre

			they play

			these are my children
and I watch
their life signs
from a distance

			I know
their suits are intact
I check integrity
every day

			every day

			and I know
they are sensible
I remind them
all the time

			all the time
oh
every time

			I know
they must be given
their small freedoms
but . . .

			I worry so

			and so
and so

			they are 
all that there is
on this 
raggedness
of asteroid
that is mine

			they are mine

			they are
such a short short time

			mine

		

	
		
			singing (into the void)

			I could play
on a one-string harp

			a tune
that might make you
weep

			I could sing
a keening
into the void

			hey-ay-a-ya

			if you were here
we could harmonise

			instead
I sing in time
to your memory

			not yet erased
but
tucked into a quaver
that only I
can draw upon

			a one-string harp
and a two-bit voice
keening notes away
into the void

			hey-ay-a

			hey-ay-ay-a

			hey-a 
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