My Friend

“A faithful friend is a strong defense: and he that hath found
such an one hath found a treasure.” - Ecclesiasticus 6:14

my friend, if you fall down I will pick you up
if they beat you down, I will fight for you
solid as a rock

I would give you my extra kidney.
would you give it back?

my friend, if I'm close to the edge and about to fall over
will you reach out far

d me back?
SC s Irfan Mian

[To Travel Inward

lawking noiscly at roundeyed yellow heads by road he tramps,
Thick phlegm spat on rotten leaves, slick rain encrusted moss
Tangled trees, beneath

The one eyed sky contained behind a cataract of clouds.
Dripping dampness from late day shower puts acid on his cowl.
A coldness consumes his bony frame, shaken by his stamping,
On hardened, clodded earth; unturned, untilled.

Thick soled shoes upon his feet, amplify the autumn chill

Black and treadless, of Asian origin, they carry him forth

On narrow gravel path, scratched upon the land;

Barely visible to naked eyes, he knows its tracing well,

Trevor Rostek
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| Suicide sleeps in the upstairs room

i where the rusting boards leak a curious dust
and condensation stains my plaster

' when she drips through the walls to visit-

' landing in sweet, tight drops

| on the fat drum
of one empty canvas.

Brushes, potted on the sill i
' lean away from the open window; |
' remaining subtly out of reach- '
they snicker with the wind.

While brewing aromatic tea,
she offers wildly-rich entropic sweets
my desire can’t afford.

| So rather than go out
- and leave her messing with my things
| dig thoughts from behind my pillow,
pull some heart from a drawer,
find soul in a box under the bed j
and we start fo paint again. |

Swathed in wool against the predawn chill,
hearts suffused with light were no longer ours
but strong beat of the universe, chanting softly.
Anticipation so strong it paralyzed

running thin and clear in veins carrying life

80 bright that flesh was transluscent, in the cold.
At such a moment, clean and gold,

we stood at the centre of a circle of stone

as black knife sought white breast

and blood ran red over grey rock —

The first gleam of sun completing the Beltane magic.

Fionnula Gordon
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Contemplation

The dish contemplates on being filled:
Will I be filled today? Will there be heaping
piles on me? Only if they who possess me can
afford to do so. Will I contain delectable
nourishments? Loads of food? The best of
ingredients? If I am in a home of the rich.

I will wash with each use if there is
water, be used over and over in filth if there
is none. But regardless of where I am, if I am
dropped, I will break. Do not drop me. Keep
me full. I beg. I pray. I plea.

Irfan Mian

Can you still feel that way?
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