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Trials of a would-be poet
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I felt you there 

as the edge of the universe 
flowing from me as a magician’s black cape 

then hidden sly and perverse.
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Lady love is eternal 
|ts the earth washed by rail 
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I felt you there•i « , .
In your dark cave 
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where leaves open up ti 
with watered ro ~~ ~

we w
where sunshine gi 

with river swells to 
we we 

where earth 
without Claim its 

we were w

* - jffll . i.
our dsat::
/ 1 : iE-E

vain 1 ,m&eM ■
f Pi

':::i B

I
e-x-.-.s,<■■■,!

, m 4 ou cool glimmer 
1 billion blood cells
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for what’s dead 
cering in my eyes 
s light in my head
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she is eternal 

as the seasons,» change 
while she passes our tests 
as we hunt on her range 

she keeps giving to our fests- X âm
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The rapture of your garden 1
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Boring whoring 
cheap thoughts 

cheap wine 
piling is frightening 

»w simply simple 
and readily perversed 

to tease my pencil 
into kindergarten verse

Hide my eyes in your bushes 
fill my nose with your pollen 

tickle my ears with your berries
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bury my fingers in your earth 
then rain on my tongue v \ I 'Ww
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Poetry by Anthony B. Coleridge
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