
  
    
      
    
  



[image: 000_result]



  

the days of plenty



copyright © 2025 Ryan O'Neil 

copyright ©2025 Rosehall Press 



All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the copyright owner, except in the case of brief quotations in the context of critical articles and reviews. 


  
First Edition, 2025



ISBN 978-1-7752075-4-2



Published by Rosehall Press

Toronto, ON Canada



www.ryanimagines.com 

www.rosehallpress.com



Principal photography, artwork and design • Ryan O'Neil.

Additional Photography • An Absent Production inc



Photography Cast:

• Ehigie Okotako • Jamilah Wood 

• Tina Armstrong • Kianna Emerencia • Brian Jae Harris 

• Asha Johnson • Shannon Karan • Krystal Marshall 

• Nathan McIntosh-Henry • Jordan Pantlitz • Mireya Poon Young 

• Jayden Ramirez • Yasmin Steadman 











The Days of Plenty

 Ryan O'Neil












I suppose this is the beginning. 


I wrote the poems in Ritual and Ruin for the love of poetry. These are poems I had to write.


I somehow knew I was in my days of plenty long before I gave the era a name. I even started dating my poems. I usually like to allow my work enough time to decide what it wants to be before I even think about editing, so dates are usually irrelevant. Something was telling me to pay attention.


I suppose these are the poems in which I feel like I found my voice. I think I sound like myself. I suppose that's a win. 


These are the stories from the days when I began working on becoming Ryan. At a point in time I was writing two poems a day and burning through supplies fast enough to earn a weekly trip to the art store. One day I looked around at the piles of work and told myself that these are my days of plenty, and that after the pain had faded and the detachment set in, I would miss living like this.  


And of course I do. I miss the intensity, that particular uncertainty. 


These were not fun days. I often planned a way to end the era. I would pick some notable day and claimed it as a marker for when my life would change. That's not how faith works. 
In reality I'm not sure quite when they began or when they ended, or if they're still here. 


I miss the days of plenty. They were hard days, but necessary. 

They were not fun days, but I might even say they were good. 









advice for those who aspire 

(namely me) 




give yourself a break


• live so that your teenaged self would want the life you have 

• there's comfort in knowing no one has ever lived your life any better than you have

• you're special, the world needs to see you to even think you could exist

• you may never feel good enough for yourself, even if you’re past perfect to someone else

• never worry about who you intimidate

• be the person in the room everyone wants to meet


 

live and love with your heart first 

• remember that money is only ever a tool

• remember that everything above what you need to survive is luxury 

• freedom comes from working in your passion 

• create for love, sell for survival 

• be more grateful 

• make more of the mundane moments of joy unmissable

• don’t make your time so expensive for the ones you love
 

 

never stop moving 

• listen to your body at all times 

• love yourself unconditionally 

• push yourself to be better

• never allow yourself to forget the therapy in sweating  

• make love more often, passion is good for the soul 

• a day with nothing new learned is underspent 

• the life lived outside of a smartphone screen makes for better stories 

• let the day you stop dreaming, be the day you stop working, be the day you die 

• don't forget to rest


 

be brilliant

• try to achieve a tiny goal every day 

• try everything you want, leave the rest for someone else and move along

• there's only one way to prove to yourself that you’re capable — at some point, you have to
    just go

• perfection often stands in the way of progress

• no one really knows what they’re doing but everyone can tell you what they’ve done

• no one else can hear your thoughts — learn how to help yourself when the doubt creeps in

• if they don’t have what your want, make it — don’t settle 

• refuse to take anything less than what you want from life

• write your name across the sky 
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2pm on a Saturday

current affairs mix with the weather 

outside is grey. 



we lock the fresh air 

news of the world 

behind the bedroom door 

and keep the room stale 

with our designer fragrance — sweat, 

hot breath and the sweet smell 

of decay as our conversation

moves from floral fuji apple

to sticky soursop syrup

thick in the air.



she says —

  'stop the fresh produce politics,

   let’s change the topic 

  unless we're talking 

  tangerine tongue twisters'



we bare teeth and bite lips —

senile dogs snapping as 

we smell the thunder and taste the storm 

that threatens to spark the sheets 

and burn city streets 

like the forest fires we see 

blazing headlines on tv,  

but that’s outside, 

we rain tempest indoors.  



and so the day sneaks by us sly 

and we waste it simply counting down to the next siesta.



then lightning pops, 

the wifi drops, 

the music stops, 

she remembers the smartphone sitting beside the bed

and we abandon the moment with a —

	'shit, is that the time?' 



6 - jun - 16





[image: Breakfast was a daily plague. Coffee played the cruelest game. Sweet aroma, same as yesterday. Dark roast to wash the memory away]





Crossroads


before I sacrificed adventure for supermarket convenience, 

I used to buy flowers at the market on saturdays,

walking home with one hand green with life 

in the paper wrapped stems

while the other was heavy with death —

bags of animal carcasses 

and captured sea creatures.

I called it balancing the scales, 

I called it creating justice. 



I used to rush home to toss the blooms 

in makeshift vases 

lilies in a soda bottle, 

roses in the bathtub, 

orchids in the kitchen sink,

tulips in my cupped hands. 



that was before the nectar attracted honey bees.

 

that was before wicked wasps colonised 

the humble hive by the balcony door 

and stung us delirious all summer — 

making us think that those were the good times 

and those were the days of plenty. 



I went to the market last saturday 

and met a lily in a bucket 

wildflower in a garden of weeds,  

and I bumbled over thinking 

how it would have been back then without the wasps,

wondering if it was possible to exchange stings in my memory 

with the possibility of a bumble bee on my balcony, 

if it was best to leave her to her inch of the grocery garden 

or fill a wine decanter with water to make another vase. 



hopeless poet,

your father is the farmer 

you know not how to keep things alive. 



12 - jun -16 





[image: It was an all too bitter way to start the day]





Patience

‘wait,’ she told me. 

and I turned to ask her echo — how long? 



another week of solitude spent watching 

dust collect by the window. 

I breathe fog on the glass 

and mark another sunset off with a finger. 



the clockwork tick of the watches on my dresser

fight the white noise hum of the refrigerator

as I keep myself on ice, 

calm in the knowledge that it won’t be long now, 

that soon is a tomorrow’s length away... 



just wait. 



another year in my hermitage with no news from reality 

since the bread crumbs on the balcony have gone stale, 

so there are no more birds singing sweet songs 

(no more melodies pure or true). 



another year, 

a furious fuck to celebrate creation,

that careless new years resolution as conception, 

trimesters through the summer, 

a stormy autumn birth,

and dirty diaper winter. 



a year. 

52 weeks of life’s frightful ferris wheel of repetition, 

a century of trips to the supermarket,

300 sleepless nights spent staring at the ceiling 

in anticipation of the sunrise to finally clear the static.



and still I wait. 



a decade alone with only the memory of her promise —

cornflower blue days by the sea.



10 years for the picture she painted to crack and wither,

days enough for me to understand that time is the cruelest mistress

demanding reverence, denying change.

 

a decade alone with only the memory of a promise:

   'wait for me, 

  distil this dream 

  save it for the morning, 

  and defy the bitterness of your coffee 

  with honey flavoured hope.'

 

2 - jul - 16 





[image: Call it growing pains, quater life crisis. No one told me life would be like this]
[image: Living the dream came with some sickening days]





Sour Oranges

I used to watch them in the mornings; 

standing by the taxi stand where the road 

slopes down from lawrence tavern,

and dips into the valley, 

and climbs the winding hill,

up to the fork in the road 

where I would turn left to rose hall,

past the wesleyan holiness church on the hill,

and round the bend towards home. 



I used to watch them sell fruit

as the dogs sniffed at the night’s leftovers, 

unsheathing a blade to sculpt the skin into submission, 

carving a spiral serpent from the orb.



radiant rust party streamers would remain

after the knife aimed its frustration.



I used to watch them shift the ball in their hands 

holding the knife steady 

while taming the leather fruit snake, 

so it would slink itself into coils 

before snapping at the ground with the last cut, 

to teach me that gravity still wins over hollow things.



so when I grabbed a knife, 

marched outside and picked the fruit 

I knew exactly how to hold it firm 

and how to scrape it clean of the heavy rind. 



not all things go to plan 

instead of a rope, the knife chose to make 

the fruit edible in chunks and flakes

that settled a sorry pile at my feet, 

but the battle was won.



I cut the orange an equator and opened its flesh, 

allowing juices that meant victory to coat my fingers 

before taking a first bite.



not all things go to plan. 



the first orange I peeled decided to teach me 

that some days will be just like this.

sometimes I’ll fight past the skin, 

and the strong citrus punch sending 

my senses wild in sour sting, 

and sometimes I will get to the prize,

and sometimes it will be sweet like sunday morning, 

and sometimes it will be sour like lime.



17 - jul - 16  







Weeks of Whisky


cold winter (stating the obvious), 

and as the slow malaise february fatigue 

creeps through the wool socks and static shocks, 

I sit back trying to find her 

in the concoction copying her complexion. 



cold winter (stating the facts),

and as the trees lament their chapped wood lips 

by denying the skies a taste of their green

I dream of the girl and her aquamarine, 

that one who defied the rubric and scribbled in the margins

her instructions on how to disobey,

that one who spoke only in haikus —

  cherry blossom lips 

  leaking pink celebrations, 

  songs of breaking day.



cold winter (frozen solid),

trying to thaw by sipping on something strong  

and writing her a song,

  for a taste of you I'll wait all night. 

  am I wasting my time   

  waiting for the room to bloom?

  the weeks of whisky left me tipsy 

  another winter wasted

  dreaming of june.



07 - nov - 16





[image: I lived for pleasure 'til it became pedantic.I prayed for passion instead]
[image: It came with punishment for asking. Life was kinda strange]



Oysters

(how did she make you feel?)



… it was more like the first time 

I put the shell to my lips 

and felt the strange jelly creature 

swim brine and pepper past my tongue,

slide citrus, salt and sea down my throat.



I only tried it for the cool of course, only for the sexy,

all in the name of adventure and aphrodite.



it was kinda like the forward momentum 

of my stomach rising against the alien, 

turning itself over 

looking to escape the poison, 

or maybe to spare me the promise and pain 

from extra fire in my loins.



it was kinda like how even after the first trauma 

and before I had time to notice my appetite change, 

I got to shucking and slurping the odd syrup down —

in love with the curious feeling, 

like I couldn’t remember 

what fear I found 

in the first taste. 



27 - feb - 17





[image: I started to drift. Old remediees became vices. Comfort blanket all in crisis. My dreams grew unfamiliar. Life was kinda strange]





Day-Dream

dawn came too early,

the fading moon left too soon,

the late night show was too quick to depart, 

bleeding sunlight 

set fire to the night 

and left my morning ashy, 

absurd, abstract art.



cubist body shadow creeps my walls 

and walks the sidewalk behind me 

leashed like a dog.  



the traffic dances to the strobing stop lights.



the watch on my left wrist 

refuses to document time 

in minutes and seconds 

forcing me to learn the nature of 

elephant hours and spider weeks. 



half notes exit my mouth when I speak.



a flock of flamingos 

parade legs and painted beaks.



the steam from a coffee cup 

sizzles as it fries the air. 

a tulip blooms from a yoga mat, 

blue jay flaps away from a baseball cap.



a delivery van disguises itself as a hotel, 

slowly approaching vacancy at every stop.

 

the sky remained blue.



this is not the time for dreams. 

this is the time when brains 

ought to be busy 

thinking of money —

a rainbow of origami flyers and candy wrappers  

flutter like butterflies 

on the subway platform. 



this is not the time for dreams 

but they aren’t done with me yet. 



I cannot paint at this cubicle desk 

and so, 

I die slow, imprisoned, 

writing poetry in a spreadsheet cell.



28 - feb - 17






Rum

one day you will pack your bags 

and leave home to make life, 

and head north to find that wife

and the acres where the cows may roam 

and one day you will understand that 

life doesn’t always love you back,

and foreign anuh bed a rose

and that some fields will forever be parched soil 

that optimism can’t quench. 

and when you understand not all cows give milk, 

don’t forget there is rum. 



when once again home calls with old comforts 

and when your mouth tires 

of the sour water the new springs drips, 

remember there is rum —

and that this is not just liquor to make men fools, 

this is disinfectant for wounds, 

salve for sores, 

remedy for cold, 

aphrodisiac, 

saviour from the black abyss, 

precursor to sin, 

the sweat of your kin 

turned to sugar water 

by the soil and beating sun

and worms and shit,  

and machete, 

and so this is not just poison 

but their gift in a potion to ease. 



remember there is rum.



take a sip and lick your lips, 

sip and sigh, 

then sip and chant 

and pray and sip, 

and sip and rock, 

and dip and sip, 

and sip and slur a final word, 

sip and let the burn massage your chest, 

lay your head down,

let the stars become glitter behind eyelids, 

sleep deep and wake when 

the tension headache cools its tempo, 

when you can shrug and yawn and say 

‘a just suh life go’. 



13 - mar - 17





[image: At first it was more like fantasy. I was in love with the turbulence. Simply happy to fly]
[image: Never worried about the fall. Simply happy to touch the sky. Was it wrong of me to love catastrophe]





Hurricane

even though its roots clung tight

to the soil becoming mud underneath,

even as branches flapped objection against the wind, 

even though its trunk lamented

at the lost fruit being blown away, 

the coconut palm never stood a chance that day.



more suddenly that eventually, 

the snap came announcing the end of the rebellion 

and the tree’s crown 

met the earth for the first time. 



then a calm entered the yard. 

the wind died down,

flying roof shingles stopped their dance 

to lie on the ground,

rain slowed its rage 

and clouds in their complacency 

let a sprinkle of sunlight through the grey. 



had it not been for hearing stories of how tempests 

are known to lash at your heart with whips

and ease to dress your wounds

before raining down another set of blows, 

I would have thought that palm 

would be the only one to go.



life has made me wiser. 



she returned spinning in a changed direction

with unsatisfied angst,

and in the middle of 

beating irreverence onto a church door 

and stealing possessions from the porches, 

she set her gaze on another injured tree. 

once again, 

despising the love affair 

between roots and dirt,

the loneliness of her short spiral siren song, 

and the sad lost things she carries out to sea, 

she approached with murderous intent

and unhinged villainy. 



and I could hear the tree shout 

wild tongues through limbs all twisted and bent

  'lord give me peace 

  or bring me quickly 

  to my end’. 

15 - mar - 17





blood


my heart is a binghi drum 

painted red, gold, green, and black;

goat skin battered from years of rhythm, 

edges frayed from the love songs. 



my heart rings sunday bells inviting us to worship.

it strums chorus to still bones 

pushing urgency to finger tips, 

lust to pelvis, fire to my back,

fire to my feet, water to my soul,

and watch how it dances through me, 

muscles rolling to avoid the moss. 



at times it purrs philosophy.



sometimes it only speaks desires in four-letter words;

  like love fast, 

  fuck slow,

  hate hard,

  kiss deep,

  want less,

  love more,

  fear less,

  sing more.



sometimes it plays off tune. 



my heart is a shard sculpture

reconstructed from fragments 

left over from the last time it looked itself in the mirror

and caused itself to shatter, leaving shrapnel 

stabbing at my left side. 



it is a coiled snake, 

a wet sailors knot in thick rope.

a weapon.



it is the continuous battle cry. 

my heart is a monument of independence  

to once colonised lands.
 


it paints itself black to camouflage in the night,

it gives a fuck about being dropped 

but demands to be gifted through lips, 

and tongues, 

and hands,

bars of chocolates,

bills to a beggar,

a caring word.



my heart is a hummingbird

flapping wings too fast for eyes to understand. 



my heart is an armoured turtle 

with the mystery of a soft side seldom seen. 



it stampedes rhinoceros hooves, 

cascading waterfall, 

binghi drum beat, 

church bell calls, 

shattered glass mirrors, 

hissing rope snake, 

blood soaked battle field, 

careless wanderer’s letters home. 



it is all these things 

and an ancient library 

of other ideas yet explored. 



isn’t it beautiful —

this obsidian bloodline, 

doesn’t it shine? 



well, its mine 

and you can’t have it. 



16 - mar - 17





[image: I was lost outside reality.I dreamt myself as Royalty. No kingdom to my name]




 
So I Tell the Beautiful Girl


even though these eyes

tremble at computer screens 

and blink at the bleeding sun,

they never tire of staring at your fire.



but I must draw the blinds 

and view you through the black. 

dreamers kiss

with eyes closed 

so we can savour desire. 



3 - apr - 17






Kingdom

my palace measures 600 square feet 

cut into shallow halls by obtuse walls.

not much more than a worn match box;

broken sticks, sulphur dust

and cupboards full of canned goods 

just in case a hurricane finds the city 

and we find shelter under the bed 

and meals in metal cans. 



at times there isn’t enough space 

to fit romance in with all the 

empty suitcases and extra towels,

but I want to love you here; 

in the corner where the lamp

fights darkness for the soul of the room, 

in the middle of the kitchen floor 

where we raid the fridge

and throw shame at the fireside 

with our heat. here,

dancing through the shallow halls

with our elbows at our sides

lest we scuff the obtuse walls.



here is a crown to fit your head.

here, I’ll take a t-shirt and make you a gown, 

I'll take the couch and make it a throne, 

I'll take the bathtub and imagine a swimming pool. 



here is the balcony

where we can stand and watch the city burn 

as we fiddle from my tower.

here we can rename all the streets 

as if every alley is ours,

even though my kingdom stops 

at the shoe rack.



11 - apr - 17





[image: I should have seen the signs. I was warned this was coming.]
[image: I don't know why I didn't expeect things would change...]






Metamorphosis Maybe


we are no longer 

those carefree kids 

and we have ended up 

as the adults of our dreams. 



I resent the memories of 22 

with the same venom as 16.



my hair is longer now, 

it’s a mess of knots and curls, 

untrimmed ivy falling away from the sun,

disorderly forest. 

I have yet to learn how to tame it. 



I used to want waves at 22, 

durags and bandanas at 16.



what did the scores of months do to you?

metamorphosis maybe?

you are all fresh skin and adult ambition.

your smile is unchanged. 



we are no longer those carefree kids 

of bubble gum and redbull 

and long decayed memories 

of wine in the kitchen at 22.



at 16 I stopped talking to strangers 

who exactly are you? 



we have lost ourselves to our pasts.

who is this new man before you?  

who is this new girl you found? 

did we even notice we went missing? 



11 - may - 17






[image: Am I too unfamiliar to love again?]





Stew

my love is all about that slow boil,

the near forgotten pot of braised meat, 

the golden bubbles popping at the surface, 

the smell of thyme, the chunks of yam, 

the gently spiced air.



my love is something imperfect, 

too messy to consume with hands, 

too sweet to leave bits on the plate 

to call the conga line of ants. 



to you, my love might feel like rum instead of wine,

like stew to the burgers you normally crave 

when hunger comes creeping in through 

a wasted weekend afternoon,  

but I want to share this with you. 



can’t forget the pepper,

I want you to feel fire when our lips touch —

spice jolting our tongues,

spice to tickle the nose,  

spice surging your veins

sending thunder to the rainforest damp at your toes, 

static to zap the lake at your centre awake. 



I want to warm your insides 

like thick gravy 

coating your guts to end hunger 

until your steam beats the pot cover, 

until you burst with flavour 

begging to escape as you exhale. 



I want to share this with you. 

I want to open a lid,

scoop out something unfamiliar,

plate my love with silverware on your table, 

hold your hands to say grace, 

and feed you for days 

on something sweet 

like cook food. 



18 - may - 17






[image: I'm sorry. I'm too afraid to be the old me again.]





 Brown Skin

how many days has it been since the last heartbreak

and yet sad ballad chords still tickle scar tissue, 

exposing old vulnerability. 



at times I hold my head and wonder 

how it feels so small in my hands 

but so vast and wide when I let go.

how do you fill all that space? 



you’ve found my insecurities. 

you’re a voyeur for looking in. 



you scare me half to death, brown skin. 



something about your perfume staining my nostrils 

and that complexion like cream in my coffee 

draws fear from stone and mixes it with ambition: 

of your lips like primrose petals, 

of your salted caramel curves. 



you scare me half to death, brown skin. 

you know I’m too afraid for love. 



you are every girl who ever drew blood. 



something about your copper tones 

and the thought of luck from a penny 

and that brass instrument you play when you speak

sets you apart from the many, 

and reminds me 

why I try to avert my eyes 

from beauty. 



how long has it been since I last

betrayed the menagerie of memories,

threw caution to the wind, and let life 

blow a warm body to share this bed? 



I want to love you 

but you scare me half to death.



23 - may - 17






Pressed Flowers

I used to study the way they would kiss:

where lips would go, 

where tongues would enter,

where the teeth began. 



my first girlfriend gave me a pressed rose present, 

sacrifice in praise of our days of plenty 

that I discarded after the petals became powder. 



you ask me what happened

I find no words to give except ‘time’. 

you flinch at the mention of the old master. 



whatever happened to that list of lovers written in lipstick?

how did I forget where I placed the catalogue of names?



I can only blame time. 



memories fade when out of use 

and matter turns to dust. 

my regrets turn to rust and  

exit in a stale sigh. 



somehow

these faded photographs, 

old postcards, 

and these pressed flowers 

no longer bear any resemblance 

to those past lives. 



11 - jul - 2017






12 Hours

3am



nimble nose sticks out in the space between us, 

your mouth cracked threatening a snore, 

gravity pushes your right cheek to embrace the pillow, 

the night sketches you picture perfect 

in shadow and moon glow. 



this view makes me 

want to dress you in gold 

so you still shimmer in the darkness.

I want to crown you with tropical flowers, 

imagine nectar where sweat forms 

those tiny orbs on your forehead, 

and imagine butterflies to hover you a halo. 



in exchange, 

I want more moments like this, 

beauty in my bed despite 

your face disfigured in sleep

and all that gravity pasting bones to the sheets.



you don’t want this 

you prefer our love last eternal 

along with the other ancient tragedies. 

you want to be remembered 

as a violent tale of fleeting passion,

lust brewed in fiery summer evening,

cooled in midnight stills,

distilled with dust and ash, 

preserved by the heavy brine, 

sweet with evanescence, 

sour with passionfruit, 

painful penance,

a squeeze of lime. 



insomnia slows the night enough 

to let me savour your silhouette. 

so much left unsaid again

that by sunrise I’ll forget. 

good night once more, 

sweet juliet. 


*** 

3pm 


my sister asks me about my girlfriend 

and I think — don’t you know me better than that? 



I’m too broke to afford a “you and I”

spend my time too poorly for love till we die.
 


I’m already married to the mantra:

you know it’s just me, myself, and Jah. 



but she makes me consider 

how there can be no heaven without breasts,

how solitude supplies no rest, 

and I consider how 12 hours ago I almost changed my mind —

thinking how joy might bloom 

if I found love on a clearance rack,

kept it past the return date, 

and allowed it to redecorate the living room. 



10 - aug - 17 





[image: For what it's worth the days have made me a bit softer. My walls are still up. The windows are now open.]
[image: I'm a bit more superstitious, or spiritual, or insane.]





Purple Pigeon

purple pigeon swoops down

and hops on an injured leg beside me. 



I’ll sit still and let you heal in peace. 



purple pigeon roosts on the warm concrete 

cursing the injury behind closed eyes. 



I won’t shoo you with a threatening foot.



I would try to offer compassion

but you wouldn’t understand it, bird brain. 

pity only works on the pitiful. 

life demands that I don’t care. 

you own the skies 

so you are simply squatting here.



someone walks in your path and fragile fear 

your flap off, hopping in pain to the bush’s shade. 



purple pigeon, don’t you go feeling deceived by my kindness. 

in man you will find fury and damnation, 

in the heavens you will find your salvation.



14 - aug - 17





Soursop

who was the first one to think 

of looking beyond your spiky skin, 

all that green leather and black blotches 

and wonder at the goodness within?



who first thought that there might be 

beauty behind the shell 

you’ve programmed to ward away 

would-be suitors? 



I see you.



I'll continue the first man’s mission; 

catch you off guard once your skin is soft,

wait until you ripen to my touch,

then open castle walls, 

spill your guts in a basin

  (sticky fingers and elbow grease),

knead and squish and squeeze 

  (tension and release), 

strain and sweeten, 

stir you down right,

and chill you on ice,

til the smooth in your soul 

and your sweet and sour silk 

makes everyone forget 

how badly you wanted to be feared



behind the scary skin 

that hid a soul 

as smooth as milk. 



14 - aug - 17






[image: Whatever it was I was enchanted again.]





Magic

you might want to call her alchemist 

since she makes a lifetime pass in a week 

and with the wave of a hand, 

you move from strangers to old lovers

burning on a second go-round.



you’ll invite her to dance and she’ll change skin

and grow wings to flap hypnosis. 



you’ll challenge her to a video game 

and cheat code queen will steal victory 

and claim your heart. 



be smart. 



don’t you remember how you used to believe in 

genies and magic carpets? 

didn’t you once think all it took was a song 

and a dream to woo the sultan’s daughter?

once upon a time you believed in duppy and obeah, 

saint nick and ichabod crane,

you used to think that fireflies were demon eyes, 

sweet child, you would fall for anything. 



but you’re older now, be wiser.



despite the potion she brews under her tongue 

to tease euphoria through kisses, 

there is no such thing as magic. 



those painted nails are perfect for prestidigitation 

and as you watch fingertips sparkle while she works, 

her tricky hands will slip away 

with that heart you keep on your sleeve.

and although her enchantment is something special,

even at her supernatural 7am with smudged makeup,

you can’t pretend she bewitched you into submission. 



truth is you made her sorceress 

with how you offered yourself for her experiments 

(her black arts, those occult mysteries), 

and how you sat and watched her practise her craft 

(her skillful seduction, her playful trickery), 

all for the sake of wanting to once more 

believe in love the way you used to believe in 

dragons, pixies and wishing on shooting stars. 



back then you’d fall for anything 

so why are you surprised now 

when you find yourself 

falling under her spell?



17 - sep - 17






[image: But my magic came with Mayhem. I accepted the penance. I paid with pain.]
[image: Then everyday became the same...Wake up, Give thanks, Ignore the hunger, Try not to dream.]






New Lessons 


since summer has faded 

I have discovered new things:

  	the crown is heavy, 

  	the phone doesn’t ring,

  	misery always offers companionship 

  	when you’re in need,

  	we can’t cry the same tears.

  

  	I can’t remember the moments in childhood 

  	when blissful ignorance cracked. 

  

  	I am still unwilling to accept failure 

  	even if fate won’t have my back.

  

  	I have learned to ignore the allures of celebrations 

  	and instead dress my wounds in the night, 

  	assured that another assault always awaits. 



since my skin has begun to miss the heat 

and since these lips have started 

to show tiny crack where the arid air 

forces blood to wet the surface, 

I have become colder. 



I’ve begun hoping my memory gives you nightmares, 

so you find it hard to sleep when I cross your mind, 

reciprocity, even though, 

I know we don’t cry the same tears. 

I've learned not to beg pardon for the peril, 

life has been ruthless, 

at times I repay in kind.



all these lessons learned:

  	fear is the drug of purgatory —

  	forever strung out, forever stuck.

  	stagnant water breeds mosquitoes. 

  	there’s little glamour in true romance.

  	love doesn’t choose sides. 

  	we can’t cry the same tears. 

  	what doesn’t kill, builds. 



time moves in cycles 

so I will learn these things again

and forget them again 

and remember again that 

despite today’s pale sky, 

smiles always follow,

and tears always follow, 

and laughter always follows, 

and pain always follows, 

and joy always follows, 

and life always follows, 

death.



19 - nov - 17





[image: I didn't expect to be stuck for so long. Simply reliving the past. Not my fault. I was born with a broken heart. I don't expect things to last.]





The Crown

and so the plot becomes gravy, 

thick and viscous 

with nuance and fear 

and new tides of emotion to navigate.



the other distractions, 

the misplaced passions 

only teased me with flesh 

and tickled my mind temporarily, 

but now I find her fingers 

wrapped around my soul. 



how does a king woo a queen?

how can pauper robes 

ever shine bright enough 

to match her grace? 



I hear I need a crown.



I heard it takes a platinum base 

so I mine the depths 

and study the fires 

so I can maybe melt earth 

into a halo from heaven. 

I heard I need diamonds, 

so I turn river beds to mud,

sifting the sludge for tiny stones. 



toiling so it would twinkle. 

working to be worthy. 



all the while not knowing if we speak the same language, 

if the jewels say enough. 

all the while not knowing if the constant punishment 

will amount to anything more than masochism 

and a few painful poems, 

not knowing if she would fall in love with a flower

and marry a rose before I finish.

unsure if she’ll consider it treasure 

or toss it to the growing pile.



still, in the midnight blue 

the same dream pushes through 

and I’m once again seduced by the thought

of opening morning eyes 

to be blinded by the sparkle of her tiara.



and so the plot becomes gravy 

and life becomes thick, 

routine bubbles slow as I work at the metal 

and I dream in the night, 

as I work through the fire 

and dream of her light, 

as I work the same task

and dream the same dream, 

and I work the same task, 

and dream, 

and dream, 

and dream…



that one day I could place this on your head, 

have the thought sink into your mind, 

have love creep under your skin, 

have fire surrender your soul, 

and that would crown me king 

as you wear my love, 

as it glistens, as you sing 

  	I would have never cried as a child

  	if I had known the pain of 22, 

  	I would have never complained about the time

  	if I had known I was waiting for you. 



24 - dec - 17





[image: Instead life kept me fed on emptiness, and anguish, and angst.]





Red Mist

I am nothing short of volcanic ire

and hot magma flowing 

to form new stone 

over things we once held dear. 



I feel like the first tulip 

that dares to open its wings against the green,

like a zit growing red with teenage tension,

like tearing skin, 

cells moving aside to let blood see the light.



I feel like how crimson sounds, 

like the fury of a matador’s cape 

wringing wild and disturbing the dust. 

I feel like the bull’s brazen rage 

at seeing only red and hearing 

the crowd sing for sangre. 



I feel like the colour 

of rushing terror, 

of folding fear,

of boiling anxiety,

of solar flare,  

and the red mist 

that rises from my upper lip 

to cloud my eyes 

when the muscles of my mouth 

squeeze into a sizzling BUMBOCLAAT!



it's never a good look when I lose my temper 

but sorrow is only good for stagnation.



at least the anger breeds action. 



7 - jan - 18





Rain


I remember running outside 

into infinite black —

asphalt and angry clouds after dark, 

begging for a waterfall to open above me, 

for heaven’s baptism to wash me clean,

for thunderstorm to strike these bones 

and strip me from those past-current terrors.



rain did fall, 

yellow blurs of overhead lights 

broke the infinite black, 

water soaked the hoodie heavier, to my despair,

I got home and you were no longer there.



24 - mar - 18






Old Regret


spring decided to show up late 

but you’re always on time —

my old regret, well wasted time. 



equinox left me elated,

earth’s axis spun you back into frame

warmth made me kick off the blanket,

no coffee blossoms white sheets to cover my shame.



I wish I was always be there, 

below that tropical latitude, 

so we can share the same air, 

or at least so the sun 

can warm the space between us. 



forgive these reckless thoughts, 

odd regret, at times I forget 

seasons don’t change where you are, 

there’s no snow to revive my cold memory. 



4 - apr - 18





Unfeeling


now that life has found a state 

of calm malaise, 

I wish some high drama

would spin me again 

so life would change. 



welcome to reality 

they tell me —

pay attention to the tiny things, like 

how nails never seem to stretch keratin 

until they need to be cut, 

change comes slowly 

then all at once. 



I add more days, 

learn more facts worth forgetting 

lose another sweet memory 

and still I await to be freed. 



I guess fools chase magic

and cowards watch clocks. 

since both have failed, 

I prowl the streets aimlessly, 

numb toes, kicking rocks.



15 - apr - 18





Destiny Speaks

I’ve seen you try to drink good times 

through a thin straw 

from a small stream 

through a locked jaw, 

and fail. 



I’ve see you try to study fine lines 

of an angel’s face 

from a sweet dream

in the night’s embrace,

hoping her image is enough 

to sustain you through 

a long drought 

and withered fields, 

and parched mouth, 

and tattered shield 

too worn thin

and too splintered to 

allow for any more arrows,

and fail. 



I’ve seen every failure 

carved into your skin. 

I’ve seen your pride fade 

into that unfamiliar pale. 



but don’t forget my promise. 

don’t forget to expect the rain.

even in drought, expect the flood,

or I'll forsake sympathy 

when your serengeti turns to mud.



21 - apr - 18





[image: So many days lost in the waves - crest, cascade, collapse. I prayed for peace, swore I learned my lesson.]
[image: I prayed for love. Only got obsession.]






Forest

if by love 

you understand the word as a tree,

growing from seed to sapling 

to summer shade canopy,

with endless branches knotted and pruned by time,

where then is the word to describe 

the forest of feeling that consumes me 

when your skin meets mine?



25 - may - 18






More Things Wise Jamaicans Have Told Me

1. everyday bucket go a well, one day bottom must drop out

meaning: if you flirt with danger, one day you will meet doom 



tectonics taught me that my rock 

sits on a plate in the ocean 

surrounded by over-cozy neighbours 

that tussle for territory on the seafloor, 

moving miniscule measures against each other 

until one day, one concedes, another is crowned victor 

and we all remember our other educations, ducking 

under the desk or standing in a door frame for cover. 



everyday I visit a well of hope 

and drain another bucket on arid fields.

one day the well will run dry

and I may crack in despair, 

or the bucket will fail

and cause the earth to shudder under my feet

and quake as I wail.




2. duppy know who fi frighten 

meaning: ghosts know the right people to scare


how did I move

from saturday afternoon

truffle oil and baguettes,

espresso after the lager,  

to this vile transition, 

frozen bread sundays

and near-vinegar sour wine

for the sake of ambition.



must be madness.

bless my heart.



at times I throw my hands to the heavens and shout 

‘lucifer loose me’ 

or cry ‘save me lord’ 

as I feed tears to the ground.

that’s the wrong way around. 

must be madness. 



at times I am meek through the misery.

at times I am thankful for insanity.

at times I convince myself 

that if this wasn’t meant to be 

this life would never have chosen me.




3, pressure mek diamond, pressure buss pipe

meaning: self-explanatory


you have to know the weight of patience first 

  	(pressure). 



she threw it on my back 

and teased me with a finger tip 

dipped in honey on my lips 

before telling me to wait. 



you must know the pain of work, 

strain, and chest pains from 

pumping struggle through your veins 

  	(pressure).



she threw it on my back and sent me 

underground to mine, until I lose track of time  

and count the days by canary calls. 



you’ll need to tame fear 

and ride it through the wilderness 

  	(pressure).



she threw it on my back 

and left me in the snake pit

until the viper fangs at my feet 

no longer add pace to my heartbeat. 



you need to understand the loneliness of the top 

before you start to climb 

  	(pressure), 

anguish to appreciate when muscles don’t ache 

  	(pressure), 

emptiness so you have nothing to lose 

  	(pressure), 

desperate desire so you can have something to gain 

  	(pressure). 



she threw it on my back 

and added new lessons daily 

increasing the pressure,  

and stress, 

  	and pressure, 

and tension, 

  	and pressure, 

and tonnes of dirt, 

  	and pressure,	

and high winds over hot seas, 

  	and pressure, 

and hot pot and dried peas, 

  	and pressure,  

and hot magma tears moving mountainsides, 

and hope, 

that I’ll show myself a sparkling jewel 

instead of leaking slow, 

drip feeding swimming pools. 



9 - jun - 18








Mama's Tears

(letter to my future son)



I intend to teach you many useless things;

like how history belongs to the pen of the longest survivor,

or like how butter knife can become screwdriver;

like how to deal with acne and black heads,

or how you should always lotion your legs. 



hopefully I’ll teach you to avoid 

my infections lurking in your genes.

there are things that I know 

that I hope you never comprehend. 



father figure, 

if I ever truly understand,

I’ll teach you how to be a man.



I’ll teach you how to knot a tie, 

I’ll even teach you how to lie, 

how grown-ups tend to hide,

afraid to expose the naked truth

of those betrayed kids we keep inside. 



I might even teach you some important things:

how to fold the fitted sheets,

cook the rice and peas,

shine your shoes, 

read the clouds, 

how to speak sweet to girls, 

stand your ground, 

offer a stranger a smile. 



none of my lessons will ever be as important as this:

avoid mama’s tears. 



I hope I'll give you your first drink 

(while you’re a bit too young)

so we can share a secret –

a reason to lie 

because we shudder to think 

of seeing her cry.  



I’ll teach you to love her unconditionally 

(love me when it’s convenient).

I’ll tell you to always return her calls

(sending me a text is fine).

I'll remind you to let the awkward words run off your tongue 

even after ‘I love you’ 

becomes adolescent embarrassment, 

and I’ll teach you how to lie 

when she asks what’s wrong —  

how men keep terrors inside, 

and how the false words 

still won’t relieve an ounce of her stress

even long after you stop hiding 

in the folds of her dress. 



she will still feel your pain 

long after your nurturing years.

but little man, do you part 

do what you can 

to avoid mama’s tears. 



10 - jun - 18





[image: Eventually I remember my history. My ancestors made revolution an act of revelry.]
[image: Sometimes the best way to confront the circumstance is to find a groove, then shut up and dance]






So Long

spent so long in the dark 

my eyes adjust to charcoal sky

and starlight seems like flood lights, 

and a glimmer of bright dawn burns eyelids

and burns retina fluorescent white, 

and I’m reminded of those sunday mornings

when I slept so long saturday night 

and mama flicked the switch to signal church —

I haven’t been back in so long. 



so long spent in misery 

I get paranoid as things look up 

or as things go downhill, swimmingly, 

I mean smoothly to infinity (not calamity),

or as things take shape 

and birds take flight 

down south for the winter —

last year’s was so long. 



I've been missing sleep and merging days 

and missing meals and shifting weight for so long,

waiting for life to change because for so long, 

I've been stressed out and fucked up 

praying for dreams to come true, 

or praying to lose this faith, 

lay down sideways, and wait 

for life to pass me by — 

tell those thoughts so long. 



so long to the bad times. 

let’s pour champagne for the future 

a shot of rum will boost you ‘til the morning. 

the night is so long 

when you’re mourning. 

but the tears dry,

and the time flies, 

and my hair still grows 

though I thought it might fall out —

look now it’s so long. 



I wave so long to an ugly night 

and sing everything will be alright

and soon it will be 

like tiger lilies by the sea

and butterflies on a beach where 

you rest with your feet in salt water 

to soothe those blisters as you 

scan the sands that stretch seven miles  — 

see the shore is so long. 



elders say this road of life is so long 

that it twists and turns 

before it loops back, 

and leaves you feeling off track, 

and for so long I've sang ‘tomorrow’

like orphan girl or caged bird,

like the eves of holidays 

or early fun for birthdays, 

and like the elders say,

if the change isn’t here just yet 

it’s only a day away, so don’t fret 

even though it feels so long.
 


so I keep moving on and find new ways 

to say goodbye to these bad days 

of plenty pain, 

like auf wiedersehn, hasta luego,

goodday. 

so long, a bientot,

gweh!



19 - jun - 18





Sweet Dreams

you pull the french cut waist high 

and snap it tight above your hips 

so you’re sure my attention is fixed 

to your curves, and angles, 

and the bold temptation of fine flesh 

pouring out of lace.



you turn the lights low, 

leaving us to midnight glow 

and swing your frame towards the bed,

conquer the queen size, 

crawl into my arms, 

and settle in for a bedtime story.



90s baby, 

you’re too young for madonna

but you offer a little prayer 

and search for heaven on your knees.



you offer teeth to my neck,

tongue to ears, 

tickle to my torso,

and nails to etch your intentions 

as your fingers slip low. 



we don’t know each other well enough for all this passion

but I'm too reckless to refuse the game. 



nefarious needs betray sweet seduction,

white sheets aren’t dark enough to cloak our shame.



we try to give each other sweet dreams,

we move legs out of the way,

shift hair from faces, 

throw the pillows and sheets 

in primitive frenzy. 



our animal noises echo. 

there is a wild heat.



I try to break the walls of the hive 

to find the source of honey, 

you try to pull me closer than bones will allow 

until we merge in sweat and fear 

and are made allies against our nightmares. 



closed eyes, mournful moans,

you think of the man who deserves this more than me, 

I try to not think of the man,

who occupies places I’d rather be. 



there is less than air between us,

there is no room for aspirations of love. 

we burn the thoughts of the others 

to ash with our friction; 

my face to your chest — you suffocate 

her face from my mind, 

your legs around my waist — I sow the seed

of doubt.



we drink our midnight poison 

and await dawn and our sober mourning.

it's far too late for faith, no time to cry

we need a body to love for the night 

and lips that aren’t afraid to lie. 



24 - jul - 19





Salt, Pepper, Smoke, and Honey

poet is in the kitchen 

dancing around the stove again,

seasoning another pot with laughter 

and tasting another spoon 

to make sure there’s enough spice and life 

bubbling in the gravy, 

when a question breaks from the threshold,

echoing in from the living room 

‘what’s your recipe for a perfect meal?’ 



I laugh and say 

'the same recipe I use 

to write a perfect poem 

to tell you how it feels' 



***



salt 



see now my eye corners are dry, 

see now you’ve wrung my soul tight 

to get the last drops of bitter brine. 

see now there are no tears left to cry, 

no piss to put your fire out, 

no water for your drought, 

no hope for weary fields, 

where the passing army sprinkles sin — salt. 



I wish this vengeance would last 

and that I would remain acrid. 

I wish some of the pain I've endured 

would find its way to tickle your tongue 

and leave your cheeks shivering 

at the same taste that’s in my mouth. 



and yet I wouldn’t wish this on another.

I manage to stay fresh despite the pain 

by washing the sweat and crust from my eyes 

and watching the salt circle the drain.



***



pepper 



sometimes the food lacks colour and needs a little searing. 

sometimes we call the lemonade ‘wash’ when the sugar is low. 

I mean sometimes life lacks flavour 

(add pepper),

lacks pleasure 

(like pepper),

needs adventure 

(more pepper),

has too much pain 

(white t-shirt and curry pepper shrimp stains). 



sometimes you want just a taste 

and the bulb bursts to ruin the pot 

leaving those tiny gemstone seeds 

free to unleash their fury. 



sometimes you get overexposed 

until the bitter seems sweet

so you keep a bottle in the handbag, 

knowing that the burn leads to euphoria

and sometimes the food just isn’t the same 

without the flames. 



***



smoke 



burning hearts make nuff smoke, 

dying embers still smoulder 

and puff a final breath,



smoke gets in your eyes and you boldly walk blind 

as if obscurity doesn't hide death.



where you see smoke you see 

black lands, ashen earth,

coal stoves, forest fires, promises of food. 



you say the delicate summer pixies 

are smoking hot in those shorts and tank tops.



the summer makes an oven of the city 

so your skin smokes sunburn 

to match your lungs. 



eventually you abandon every thought

to forever in a waft of smoke.



clarity comes after the smoke clears.
 


eventually you discard memories like spent spliff tail 

to be crushed by your heels 

to bless your soles with smoke, 

and eventually you rub the fear off your face

and notice your fingers still smell burnt.



*** 



honey 



the voice in the living room calls out ‘liar’ 

saying you can’t taste the sweet behind ingredients

like salt and pepper, 

smoke and jerk, 

curry and coconut

destitution and despair.



poet stirs and stirs and simmers and sings, 

'I wouldn’t wish this heat on another 

but I wish all knew this magic like me —

how god laughs along with our lives 

while we trudge through the misery, 

and how there’s honey in it all 

sweet hidden under the salt, and pepper,

and smoke, and fuss, 

just enough for the story to make you salivate, 

just enough to make a meal for all of us.' 



14 - aug - 18





[image: But it grew heavy. I wore thin. At least I was living. But I broke skin]
[image: I grew weary. I became a friend. Finding angels in dark alleys for a drop of dopamine]





Lucid Dream

it seems I haven't had enough of cracked pavements.

I still seek the corners of the city 

that mirror the last place you kissed me 

and pushed the purple smoke and drunk romance 

deep into my lungs.



I got high last night 

and you came to me again,

lucid dream.  



you showed up as an angel,

until feathers became leather 

as I followed the fantasy,  

wings turning red, 

horns growing where halo 

goes absent from your head.

I wish hard and suddenly 

leather breaks free

to bougainvillaea bloom

and I regret nothing

as wicked wings flap away, 

ours were the days of plenty, 

and they were fun, 

and I’m good, 

and we’re okay. 



elephants began to graze in my mind 

and stampede at my heart 

as the scene changed. 



you caught fireflies with your teeth 

and laughing a galaxy, 

you finally admitted in free fall

that we were electric after all.
 


that was your final frame,

and I’ve never dreamt of you again. 



14 - aug - 18






No Filter

I can’t brew the coffee because I have no filter. 



truth is, 

you’re only here because 

I sought sex to fill the space of intimacy, 

because the angry atheist zealot mob migraine

boomed at my temples and upset the monk, 

because I shook the straw that was supposed to

make this camel quadriplegic to the ground 

and used it to pick my teeth, 

telling short skirted desert taskmaster, destiny, 

and her everlasting roasted-bean, caffeine-dream legs,

'fuck you, pay me.'



and because last night,

I dreamt that I was so tired 

I had to lie down in a 

drowsy midnight strip mall parking lot to take a rest, 

and stretch clouds to arms and arms to clouds 

seeking symbiosis…



until I remembered I was asleep 

and had errands to run 

before the rise of the sun,

so I walked my elephant to exotic pet daycare

before picking a bag of groceries 

from a poui tree. 



I never have a dreamless sleep. 

that’s just the way my mind works.

it can’t bear painting a night sky

and not reaching for the fireworks. 



you know that first black cherry of the season

and how your teeth cut the sanguine flesh 

to pour summer on your tongue, 

and you revel in remembering 

how it feels to be free? 

that’s what you are to me.

saying this is common decency but,  

there’s no need for the 

self-conscious, self-effacing,

self-mutilating, self-determined,

self-doubt, by next wednesday 

I’ll miss the smell of your shampoo 

and you will have won the bout. 



for now, I wish you were enough. 

I wish I wanted you to spend the night, 

to share my blue mountain stimulant in the morning 

but I can’t brew the coffee.



23 - aug - 18





[image: I reserved the nights for hedonistic ends and every morning I would repent. I thought I paid my penance, carved my pound of flesh]
[image: I prayed for salvation and just then my last tether left]






The Queen is Dead

long live the queen.



I kept myself numb for weeks as you lost feeling, 

I tried to remain light as your eyes twinkled a final night sky.

I tried to find strength as your muscle wasted around bone. 

I thought you were more like rock 

until I held you and found 

the fragile twigs 

beneath the suffering. 

all of that is now gone.



I know this isn’t the world’s pain. 

I know we can’t cry the same tears,

but the queen has just passed, 

why aren’t the flags at half mast? 



you left me to a life 

you didn’t have time to live 

so your memory won’t rest in sorrow,

you planted too much love 

to not see it grow.



one day I'll heal without a scar, 

put away the all-black everything 

and welcome colour to my wardrobe,

when I finally decide it’s time

to find myself guilty 

for finding joy 

we couldn’t share.



but not today.



19 - sep - 18





[image: mourning image 1]






Blame

we hold ourselves accountable. 

we find ourselves to blame.



you climb that insurmountable peak in your head, 

I sit in the middle of my thoughts watching them 

overgrow their garden hedge.



I think maybe it’s my fault. 

hoping that means I can barter with destiny 

over difficult questions —

I would trade ambition for love,

rewrite life to give you grandkids,

exchange this dream for another day. 



you snap at me in pain.

you call me the wrong name.

we hold ourselves accountable.

we find ourselves to blame. 



I wonder, 

did you trade your life for mine 

way back when you carried me in pregnancy?

I seek comfort in the masochism;

punishment for having missed a sign 

that would have saved you from the sea. 



my shallow thoughts are nothing 

near the depths you dive.

lost to the abyss of your feelings

you still find time to consider mine:

my future in your fears,

my children will know 

I did not avoid mama’s tears. 



you squeeze my hand to remind me 

that no one is accountable. 

I squeeze back to agree 

that no one is to blame.

I wait for your suffering to end, 

so that mine can begin.



I stop breathing, hoping to stop the time.

at least you truly lived, 

and I know you loved me so much

that your soul chose to bear mine. 



20 - sep - 18
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4 Weeks Without Mom

long jets of old breath 

precede my entry into open space, 

breeze cools blood to match the atmosphere

as I tighten the scarf, resigning my neck 

to wool burns, beard to friction, 

adam’s apple to constriction, 

and my mind to knowing

this will be the longest winter yet

without the warmth in her voice 

playing fireplace and souvenir

of a thing called spring, 

without her ear to bear 

the complaining. 



*** 



first quarter moon, 

gravity, time, tides, 

splitting cells and monsoons,  

mutated genes, regeneration, burnt toast,

silver satellite reminds me in a spin

that we are truly masters of none 

just four weeks and the long night begins.



first quarter moon,

last time it was short sleeves and sunset 

bringing life to sterile room

to spite the disinfecting smell of suffering.

now the jacket weighs me down 

as I walk home in darkness,

looking away from the hospital’s direction in fear, 

knowing she’s no longer there. 



*** 



streetcar floating over clouds through the city 

destination unknown. 



it’s like you made room for me 

behind the driver’s seat 

as you steered the missile 

through cirrus cloud formations

reading robert munsch

while balancing the wheel on your knee,

saying, 'I’ll love you forever, I’ll love you for always 

as long as I’m living, I’ll keep you with me.' 



and even when I left to explore new routes 

whenever I found your 902, 

my seat was always mine 

right behind you. 



we would look at the people you picked up 

like new trophies to fill the seats. 

I’d return with stories found in vagrants and dark alleys,

rails that bent round corners and over trade winds, 

thunderclouds like sidewalks, pedestrians like hail,

and you’d nod and say you’d seen them too 

or marvel at the tales.



so if life is nothing but a streetcar floating over the city 

blazing orange through the sky,

all this means is you found your final stop

cut the engine and waved goodbye.



*** 



waning gibbous,

what a day to be alive. 



I stood over her…

or was it the other way around?



she stood over me 

all spirit and ancestor

thought, regret, 

wish, and resolution  

with a hand on my shoulder 

to ease the hurt

as I watched her bed 

sink into the earth. 



waning gibbous, 

moon like an open wound in the night sky

a slice of chalk burnt white on charcoal,

after she revolved through her final phase. 



before she left she sent a squirrel to say hello,

white clouds to shine fluorescent autumn opal 

in a blue sea, a gentle breeze 

through midnight trees 

that made me look up and remember 

that the sky would soon be pitch black 

as new moon darkness grows to 

patch heaven with interstellar tar —

things that seemed to say,

'go ahead and heal 

but please, don’t scar.' 



17 - oct - 18






[image: I wish it never cost so much. I wish I didn't know the loss]
[image: I guess it was all for the better though. I prefer who I am now that I've had to bear that cross]
[image: I cherish things more. I think I've found my patience]
[image: I no longer feel immortal. I'm a little less complacent]






Precious

you suggest we strike a pose, 

and make a face for the selfie,

and waste the shot in defiance of time,

though I need no help immortalising the moment.



I suggest we flip the phones to airplane mode

since we’re too busy for the buzzing bees,

but soon we would be lost to the streetlights — 

simply moths following bright lights, 

and we’ll think navigating life 

was easier with all the map apps. 



cancel the camera though

I have a memory like an elephant’s 

and fingers of a thief.

I don’t go misplacing precious memories.



we lie there, a hand in hair, 

fingers dancing in the coils.

I pause my lungs in fear that by the next breath 

we’ll have no more time left

and you will have to leave 

and I’ll wish I had the selfie 

lest my memory fail,
 


electricity of an anxious brain, 

tickling tender osmosis, 

I finally exhale. 



15 - nov - 18 






Caramel

baby, I am low pressure system 

gathering rain and thunder over caribbean seas,

but I mean no harm, in fact,

I mean to please 

with rhythm and flow that moves you 

like how the breeze makes 

dancers of the leaves.
 


I mean these are tender sways, 

and I only ever thunder in 

electricity flowing under skin, 

static shock sent sub-dermal 

that tingles just right, 

and, in fact, 

you can bet your entire friday night 

that I can teach you flight, 

the same way the storms

shows rooftop shingles how to grow wings,

in wicked winds.



I'm going to melt your bones to sweet cream 

in hot strawberry stream 

until you feel my voltage 

flooding your brain 

with pure liquid fantasy 

once I get you next to me. 



now, tell me again,

how do you define ecstasy? 



and when I make myself an honest man 

and you understand the truth in this motion 

and how it speaks from hip to toe, 

how it stretches fast to slow, 

I’ll predict the pillow talk 

when you will ask me the old question, 

‘how you make the fling up sweet so?’



and I’ll want to propose an old lie 

unsure you’ll get the poetry, 

unsure if you’ll understand 

that everything is a metaphor

and I mean 'experience' when I say 

'I’m only just a man'. 



and I know, your egyptian cotton 

pillow soul might offer 

tenderness and understanding to artistic arrogance,

and you may lose the lust for an answer

in the neon pink afterglow, 

but I’m unsure you’ll get the poetry 

and add another line 

on your reasons why 

this one night is as far as we go:



  	• astronomy

  	I oscillate with the moons and you’re eternal sunshine. 

  

  	• geography

  	you’re down south trap and I’m all over dancehall. 

  

  	• biology

  	my sugar is too sweet

  	and left you all cold sweat and stomach cramp.

  

  	• anatomy

  	these emotions make 

  	blood feel like silk butter

  	clogging arteries.

  

  	• philosophy

  	I’ll make you believe in ghosts and destiny.

  

  	• astrology 

  	xena of the zodiac,

  	you think we shouldn’t mix.



I’ll kiss your neck and the taste 

of you will make me laugh that all away —

like sweet sugar, fire child, 

love is like butter

and zodiac says I’m water,

look again,

we could become caramel.



21 - dec - 18






Cathedreal

I sleep like there’s a newborn in the next room.

I live on eggshells, eyelids like silk curtains to summer sun.



I don’t risk falling too deep 

lest a scream 

crack a sweet dream

so I stay awake to mind the ceiling 

and care the clock 

since I don’t have a cradle to rock. 



4am 

I’m thinking about immortality again.
 


at times I want to follow the folly of great men 

and waste real estate building a place 

for contemplation and worship,

making an obstacle course of the

of the sculpture plinths,

distressing the walls with art 

so we can find awe among the white wash,

and thinking how fun it would be 

to dance around the artefacts,

daring them to fall and shatter when we spin 

a nonchalant waltz to drum and bass

and bring niceness to the place.



and I was thinking how one day 

all those things would fade to water and stone, 

rotten canvas and splintered marble, 

and decided there was no use. 



I thought about how I might master millennia 

if I could maybe make emotion cascade and connect, 

if I could tame noise and eagle talon anxiety at my neck,

if I knew how to decode fears like love and destiny,

imitate the beauty seen in the smile of the sun,

explain the lack of equilibrium

in another lonely insomniac night

without even a moon to reflect her face.

if I could explain exactly how I miss her

I would put it all on a page, 

so somewhere further along infinity

someone could read it all again,

understanding this monument 

lasts longer than memory 

and these will be her words,

and her words would forever be.



13 - jan - 19









[image: I've learned acceptance is a stage of grief]
[image: and self destruction is a stage in finding relief]






Parting Prayer

grad school ganja girl 

let’s play a game of flames 

add cloud to the room

and twirl around in purple haze. 



let’s play a game of queen sized chess

where you capture a king 

and claim territory 

after vacating that dress.



I mean it’s been a long week

and thank god friday is here to 

finally kill the malign -

I mean, even though cash rules everything around we

let’s waste a moment and spend some time. 



I mean, we’ve been good for so long 

trudging through rush hour monotony,

mid-day malaise and ennui

chasing those dream, 

don’t let your academic kill your imagination, princess, 

we can take a magic carpet ride,

you can let your hips decide.



I mean it's been a long day, 

long week, 

long year.

and I’ve been good for so long, 

I want you to be bad with me. 



let’s play with lights off 

so we don’t fear our shadows.

let’s go too far and fall in love, 

make a wedding gift of the night, 

skip the seasons

and melt before spring.



let’s make it fast 

like it would never last.
 


let’s accelerate the misery

and depart the intimacy, 

quickly, as good friends, 

like thank you for the memory 

      	the heartbreak sure was sexy 

hope to see you, 

      	never again. 



21 - feb - 19
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A Mellow Conflict

I’m mellow like the mango juice I’m sipping, 

conflicted like the orange and brown swirls as I stir.



today a homeless man offered an ashy fist as respect 

and I hit him with a solid boom fist of respect right back,

and invitation received, he went on telling me 

about the birds flying back north next week, 

or maybe the privatisation of the ttc, 

or the drama in yesterday’s football fiasco 

or whatever that high or tormented tongue 

meant as it flapped at me in nonsense,

and yet I listened, and smiled,

and looked him in the eye,

craving an understanding of this downtown dialect

so I could share his story and find a laugh for his jokes, 

and, man, he smiled so broad 

at having someone listen when he spoke.



see I’m mellow like the guinness 

I wished we could share 

so he wouldn’t forget 

someone saw him as 

a human being. 



today a tiny lady tried to cut the line in front of me 

and I had to use this oversized frame to claim 

my space, conflicted because if she had asked, 

I would have cleared the way and protected 

the width she needed for her bags and booty. 

but I heard an elder’s voice say 

‘respect is earned 

and emancipation wasn’t free, 

so never let anyone take liberties’.

I made her wait her turn 

and spun to catch her eye 

with a look that said, 

'I ain’t too sweet', 

but I’m mellow like the guinness and mango juice

I’m sipping, mixing the bitter with the sublime. 



mellow like the first time making a recipe in the kitchen,

making over-ripe black skins bleed orange instead of red,

squeezing sugar from its embrace with seed, 

throwing the stout in for adventure 

and finding a friend to help me finish the jug by noon,

until we feel like jimmy cliff 

in those bad boy bell bottoms,

so we name the concoction 

‘the harder they come’, 

draining the glasses 

and waiting for the fall.



I guess I’ll never change. 

I’m still as mellow in triple layer padding 

trying to keep ice from forming on my fingers

as I was on those sunday mornings, 

sweating over the iron and khaki,

fighting the nemesis weather like nemesis chore, 

conflict won by the joy in the steam 

stealing away from the kitchen,

conflict won in preserving a memory. 



I guess I’ll never change. 

sat in front of the easel 

I find conflict in the pencil shavings

and eraser filings littering the floor. 

another empty canvas begs of me a story. 



I feel I lack the talent, 

why ruin the unspoilt material

praying for a marvellous mistake?



sat in front of the easel, 

I taste mellow resolution and swallow conflict 

in the syrup I’m sipping, 

confidence enough to court another round 

of adventure after the fleeting thought of pain.



I add a shot of finally-free euphoria

and drain the glass like the last drops 

are a metaphor for who I’m trying to be —

see I’m so mellow

fear could never scare me. 



25 - feb - 19
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[image: and after all that... I worry these are just things I tell myself as a way to cope]






Could


she sold me a dream and left me wasting time waiting. 

it was masterful marketing; sex inside squalor, 

diamonds on top of death. 



it was all slick talk and kindled desire 

through songbird vocabulary, 

like — mountain, mystic, hero,

poet, father, 

lover, king — 

you COULD be all these things. 



could must be a might strong word 

to shoulder all that ambition.



14 - mar - 19 






Ivory

(shower thoughts on elephants) 



I wonder if I’ll ever brush an old piano key

and hear a sorrowful trumpet sound instead,

or pass a carved trinket in a museum 

just as the tusk’s vengeance rises from the dead.

I want to tell my niece it’s a jungle out here

people will lay you out cold 

just to flaunt a piece of your savannah gold. 



I taught myself how to use chopsticks 

by stuttering the poles across my fingers

until I could lift and balance the objects on the desk, 

pink and blue eraser, crumpled up piece of paper, 

a single baby blue die with white spots, 

a piece of gum (half chewed), 

a ball point pen. 



the first chopsticks were imitations, 

ivory only in colour, luxurious 

only in being free from the guilt 

of seeing a lost friend in 

the trivial things that I had found 

while curious in chinatown. 



22 - mar - 19






Things

flour, salt, baking powder; quantities unknown.

I’ve long since grown past needing anything 

but an eyeball and a steady hand 

to pick the right proportions.



I pour powder with professional arrogance,

and shake the flour bag like I’m trying to show you 

I’ve been here before, that you can trust me,

soon you will be fed, soon you will be free.
 


soon you’ll be able to stare in wonder 

at how the balls spin themselves golden in oil 

and how the dough puffs its cheeks to rise without yeast,

but at this point in time you’re still confronted by a bowl 

of soft sand. 



while mixing, think of how it takes 

a storm to summon a rainbow 

or how it took centuries of wild idea for pharaohs 

to make spikes of the desert sand

that poke the protests of prisoners at the stars,

and I’m simply showing you a quick recipe,

soon you will be fed, soon you will be free.



keep stirring in contemplation, 

then slowly add water 

(it is life after all)

and watch as things come together.



*** 



five star expectation

wise men know better 

but anticipation 

is a curious drug.



my left wrist is time piece strapped

tight to the seat 

and my hands grip the armrest 

waiting for the city to fade,

prepped for the cloud piercing pay-off. 



there are things to remember when flying high: 

screams won’t be heard over jet engines,

birds will peck protest at your intrusion of the sky, 

thunderclouds make for lumpy cushions,

free fall is one mistake away. 



you may soar

on the wings of success

finding peace as the day floats by, 

until the airplane makes a country road of turbulence,

another disappointment derails 

your champagne and sends 

the bubbles and the flute 

flying into the air, 

as you stare out the window, 

eyes to the ground, 

holding on to your beating heart, 

waiting for things to fall apart 



27 - mar - 19
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New Threads

old long-beard dream merchant 

took me away from the market’s spice and silk

and bags of beans 

and brown sugar in warm milk

with a smooth cinnamon sales pitch.  



'you look like you collect souvenirs 

of places you’ve never seen 

and like in every decision, you mourn 

every life that could have been, 

I have just the thing for you.'



a blazer made of butterflies.

a kaleidoscope of fragile wings 

so I could flap a firework every time I stretch a hand.



I wonder about the opportunity costs. 

I see a price tag and think of lives lost.



I must be too sentimental. 

I worry I’ll lose the memory 

of how it felt, 

so I flap away in style,

half scowl, full smile.



1 - apr - 19






Sacred Desecration

so much wrong with the simple scene;

a girl and a boy sitting under a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g.

taboo: this leads to teenage pregnancy, or worse 

late 30’s crisis in shared custody 

and divorce. 



a knife pulled from a pant pocket,

tip put to bark until it is covered in 

sweet green photosynthesis

and the thick smell of sap.

vandals: we borrow the name 

from a tribe of invaders to fit their plunder, 

a heart and two letter equation conquers the lumber.



for her part, 

the tree had roots deep enough 

to find the bones of anonymous lovers

dead in an embrace.

she had always wondered how love feels

when still trapped inside skin.

when she saw the blade 

she bent a branch as if to whisper

through the pain, 

‘hurt me good and you better leave a scar

I never want to forget your names.’



7 - apr - 19
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A Final Word Before Becoming Curry 


you see this goatee thick 

and you think it means wisdom.

kid, you got me fucked up.



I see this goatee thick 

and wish I had seen less 

so life remained magical. 

kid, try not to rush 

the growing up. 



since you’re here for some foolish advice

I might as well oblige:

the grass is brown on both sides 

so enjoy the grazing where you are

and avoid the butcher’s eyes.



11 - apr - 19






An Uncle's Duty


I'll play my part and spoil you on stuffed animals,

turtles, tigers, lions and bears,

so you know how to tame wild hearts 

and so you never know lack,

meaning you’ll know how to act

when you get new toys;

  	enjoy them while they last,

  	forsake the tears when they break,

  	tear them to shreds when they become tired,

  	and know they can always be replaced. 



your mom tells me to watch the cursing 

so for now we switch places,

I’m the kid careful with my tongue around the elder.

for now, we’re eggshells and teething rings 

even though you’re too young 

to give a shit about life lessons 

or bad words, or damaged things. 



16 - apr - 19







Cudjoe Asks Quesetions 


how comes they call the ships ‘she’ 

when there were no feminine charms saved for we?

master says the word is ‘us’

with corrections written in whips. 



maybe they mean boats are middle passage medusas —

snakes in chains, and after swimming in shit,

the sight of that eternal sea and sail 

is enough to turn you to stone.



it must be either master is ignorant 

or his women are more coconut than cotton. 

don’t you think ships are more like men? 

full of rusted nail pricks 

and evil motherfuckers

sailing us to our end. 



17 - apr - 19






8 Pointed Morning Star

moving clockwise:



eIijah drags his heavy boots through overgrowth 

to tie his goat by the river 

so it can chew 

the grass

newly christened by dew.



that mint and chocolate house 

up the hill flings its door open 

for the first time today, 

sophie steps out. 



ms wright kills a chicken for dinner,

knife to throat like its nothing, 

immune to death, so long 

as it begets life. 



a frying pan spews fury 

at the chef for daring to drip water 

while coconut oil 

was busy coating flour. 



behind the zinc fence,

a barbados lily opens its red 

to show the sun its

yellow centred smile. 



briny water trickles through a gutter.

a mother rubs vick's on the red peak 

where an insect pinched the babe.



three children turn bus stop to rumour mill

preserving the perfect powder and spray 

by flapping tongues to keep cool 

before the classroom.



tony scuffs a shoe by kicking a stone 

into a garbage drum across the road.

no one is around to praise the precision.



and sat at the center of this all 

is a hawk, curious eyes 

fixed on a butterfly.



21 - apr - 19
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Yet Another Tearful Tryst

cold crease tea stays bitter despite the honey, 

and hells favourite horsewoman rode

do-or-die drive past my door last night. 



and yes, black stallion and bloody cutlass, 

she carved my chest and stole my heart again. 

she even took the lucky charms 

I kept in my back pocket 

so fortune would no longer follow me, 

all since she grew tired and sick 

of seeing me act slick 

and of seeing things work out 

with wannabe social climbers like me, 

and how we try to skip steps —

rolling doubles on the dice 

to speed up ladders to serenity, 

all before sliding down 

snake skin purse 

into grands worth 

of debt.



and yet. 

even if she was to one to conjure my current calamity, 

and even if I only summoned her from obscurity

just to bring about that stuffed ballot box banality,

or infect democracy with computer virus efficiency, 

and even if I only elected her empress 

just so I could exorcise her memory through exile;

in looking past lingering trauma left in scar tissue, 

and past closed casket create comforts, 

and past the weekly ambivalence to monday’s melody,

and past microwave when there’s no pot to hot the tea,

and no dinner on the table, 

and only empty milk jugs save a few drops to make oreos of ants;

and looking past chipped crowns after biting stone fruit

while ignorant of the pits;

and looking past those strange memories of hands nailed to bed corners; 

and past our sacrilegious sacrifices in crucifixion and sex; 

and past wishing 

we had never met.



or that we would have met in korea town

or by that bloor street bistro, 

eventually, you see, 

I remember hard landing can be made smooth

with soft knees 

and the only tragedy 

will be 

that she 

may never read these words 



30 - apr - 19
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June 24

(not about the girl in the red dress) 



the pond stays slick and stiff 

save for the bubbling black pool at its center, 

shimmer and slime from the algae 

broken only by the five foot diameter disk 

where the filter shows its failure in a tiny mutiny

against green monotony.



here comes another contradiction:

black pool in green pond 

versus red dress, atop the grass, 

under the blanket,

next to the weeds.



the colours harmonise 

and conflict in contrast.



then she pulls a bloom in a book from her bag

and lies back to drink sober air 

from the tequila-drunk-happy-hour city,

but I see she’s still cellphone at the picnic

while I’m once again panic in pen and paper

by the park bench. 



maybe I too stand out 

red poet pimple on the green. 



24 - jun - 19



Atlas Shrugged

…but at least I’ve got shoulders 

broad enough to brace the weight 

of this world crashing down on me, 

constantly.



why wouldn’t I smile? 



25 - jun - 19






[image: I was a bit too busy to ask for help. You know I've never been too kind to myself]
[image: I haven't really changed. I'm just not the same]







I Chase Sunsets 


I chase sunsets, does that make me a fool? 



this time I run towards the horizon 

with magic box harpoons and lassos in lenses. 

I keep the film around my neck and digital at arms length, 

purity resting on my chest like armour, 

modernity in the fire arm focused in my right hand. 



I weeping willows walk, 

think tendrils sways, 

spliff tail smoulder,

and weary eye wander. 

I see the sky blush orange 

and I thoroughbred run with blinders on, 

leaving other pretty pictures postponed

thinking there just might be 

a snapshot of the ever-dying sun 

just beyond. 



little did I know 

the cliffs would give denial 

in their shadows. 



but I chase sunsets, that makes me a gambler. 



my friends sound like they fear my self destruction 

because they know that I chase sunsets. 

little do they know I build life 

in mosaic from the piecemeal pieces of me.



it has been radio silence for months now,

and although nothing ever does change, 

I’m clearly not the same. 



I guess… I’m like …

being down by the bluffs 

where the slopes stop the city, 

and for a moment…

forgetting where you are…

as you waste away in the waves…

until a helicopter rushes by to clear the air 

and you hear the big pool gurgle to remind you that 

this by definition, is beach 

but this is not sea

and I am not the same. 



but I still chase sunsets. I guess that means I’m still me. 



thirty-six exposures on the film 

but the age corrupted classic camera 

doesn’t say how often I’ve clicked. 

still its focus and snap and chasing sunsets 

afraid to waste a shot, 

impervious to loss or wasted time. 



the digital camera saves everything, 

greedy demon dorian grey

trying to preserve beauty in bytes 

or steal souls in megapixels to feed 

that sadomasochistic social media addiction, 

or, stranger still, 

trying to build a lie in memory 

with the art 

of selectively forgetting 

everything 

out of frame.



I want to tell my friends that 

I am the dual camera dichotomy

and that it took decades to decipher just how 

the obsession with understanding that began

with hiding from church pew preacher thunder 

would marry magic mushroom mysticism 

and make me see how depression causes flesh to rot quicker,

and still inside skin, poverty causes flesh to rot quicker, 

and how hard times make ugly shells of beautiful people 

and that little did I know I was learning to be immune to evil,  

or that I was mourning the loss 

though I didn’t want the prize,

or that I would find heaven on earth

looking back through these eyes,  

or that I would reject teenage fantasies, and instead

the hair would lock and the path would be dread, 

or that I would live the dream and grow to resent it, 

or that behind that house party bathroom door 

would be the last time I kissed and meant it, 

or that I was just lonely and didn’t really want anybody, 

or that I was learning how to smile through anything, 

or that I was learning how to find paradise anywhere,

and that little did I know 

that one day, eventually, 

I would finally look fear in the face 

and see that it was always small. 



three weeks later I finally look at the digital pictures

that remind me I may have missed the corona 

but the sky danced purple to honour the attempt. 



I want to tell my friends, 

this is why 

I’m too busy chasing sunsets 

to go and develop the film. 



12 - sep - 19 
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Inconvenient Truth

I still keep a folder with your pictures 

hidden in plain sight on my desktop.



I named it ‘shortcuts’.



I only open it whenever I need 

to write something sad.



16 - oct - 19







Nothing Doing


eye candy and soul food:

the room, the smoke, 

incense and ganja fumes, 

sage and stew in the air.
 


that body underneath the jacket,

satin skin underneath the hoodie,

breastplate pride underneath the cotton tee, 

butterfly wings near your nose,

remnants of a smile.



that body, 

those hips, 

that ass, 

that pattern and flow, 

the river.
 


the persistent persuasion,

tongue in cheek flirtation

to tongue in ear equation,

the waves of new sensation.
 


that tongue with its words 

and after,

that tongue and my neck, 

and over my body, 

and the way you…

and the way I…. 

and the way we….



and the mark on your back, 

your smell on my pillow, 

your mass and velocity,

your weight.



your stain in the shadow, 

your eyes in a smile, 

the doom in your hips, 

and always those lips. 



we really did fuck like it was the last time. 



I guess we went overboard with the actions,

using up all our verbs 

so now, 

there’s 

nothing doing 

between us. 



7 - nov - 19







Ode to the new

in case you misunderstand 

I live my life from muse to muse 

but art is the constant madame.

submissive slave, I wait, 

strapped tight for the whips and chains. 



I still have odd dreams of forever; 

waking up beach side villa 

and working to fix a frame, 

with the woman, 

and with our children. 

I dream I tell them to  

smile for a snapshot

while those thoroughbred mongrels 

bark at the butterflies in the background 

and I set the camera timer 

so I can superman sprint 

just in time to make us a memory on film. 



another whip of reality

and she snaps me back to you and me, 

between here and that dream is infinity 

you are right now.
 


she is forever, 

I’ll make do with you, since

getting her is going to take 

a little more time

and a lot more patience. 



14 - dec - 19
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The Malodours of Melancholy

hers was a smell like cotton candy 

and barbecue pits in a summertime haze, 

a smell like the rum punch 

we kept concealed in the canteens

as we promised the park rangers 

the drinks were virgin,

unlike our weary eyes. 



heavy is the weight of all this history on my head.

we were too young for existential dread

so we tried to stay light like the breeze, 

fresh as if to match the distant aromas of 

childish laughter being carried from behind the trees,

and I tied those smells to memory 

to add more mass to the crown.



hers was the smell of dry gin and ganja smoke 

back when mine was red rum 

and indonesian kretek clove cigarettes. 



hers was the smell of santal and body spray, 

memories of being knights of the ikea sofas

and how the musk of our joust 

was made lullaby 

drifting us towards sleep.



the smell of rain is different here. 

usually it makes me think of coal and ash, 

slippery lizard skins and wet hibiscus leaves. 

here its pine cones, wet squirrel pelts 

and earthworm wiggles.



at times her scent can be found 

in the hot rising tobacco smoke 

I smell from a stranger 

and she feels like a sober man’s withdrawal.

and she feels like the throbbing teeth 

and blood pressure dropping me drowsy in a detox 

and I remember the head rush 

off that first drag of her drug 

and for a moment or two, 

I want her back. 



hers is the scent of avon lotion, rubbing alcohol, 

vick’s vapour and the smell of her effort,

rubbing me deep with love 

and the hope that I would stay healthy. 

hers is a scent that is found in the small things 

everywhere;

cans of cream on the dresser, 

rising steam from the pots, 

that old subway worn wool dank. 

I keep her memory free 

from the smells of hospital-bed disharmony 

and waxy funeral bouquet. 



mine has been a smell like wet earth, 

wood and clay, 

a smell like being alone in the green as a child 

and feeling I’d always end up alone 

when I’m concrete grey,

and feeling like every 

'later' meant 'goodbye',

and feeling like nothing is meant to last,

and smelling like I’m still too young to care 

about ticks or ants

when toes could be swimming in the grass.



hers is the smell of every hotel lobby 

and the wanderlust in the bergamot and leather 

that makes me wish 

we were handing over the passports 

and credit cards together. 



hers is the smell of wet wipes 

and baby powder covering unblemished skin.

hers is a small that is all fresh, 

a smell of nearly nothing, 

as if time had yet to dilute 

the aroma of the infinite in her future. 

she smells like my ambition,

like one day, I’ll find her scent again, 

in an incarnation of my own,

crawling along, calling me daddy.



mine is a smell like black coffee, 

linseed oil and paint thinner, 

heady brew; 

french cologne, black soap, coconut oil,

garlic and scotch bonnet, dust and molasses, 

and always sweat and its stinging salt. 

mine is the aroma of wild flowers in raw honey 

and my hopes that I’ve tasted enough melancholy 

in the sour spikes among the sweet 

to suffice serenity for my children. 

mine is an aroma like champagne and truffles, 

mine is an aroma like passion fruit and pimento, 

mine is an aroma like dried blood and tears, 

and mine is an aroma so strong that it lingers… 

like dirty laundry souvenirs.



6 - feb - 20
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Bridges

sometimes I put down the pen 

and stifle a sigh because I hate what it implies. 

I remain able to paint pretty pictures 

when all I see around me is black.



sometimes all I can think of 

is all that I lack. 

strange thoughts.



sometimes it feels as if I only write 

in case I leave no other way for the kids 

to know me. 



sometimes I cross a bridge and remind myself 

just how easy it would be…



then 

I walk on. 



23 - feb - 20
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 Ryan O'Neil


Ryan O'Neil is a Jamaican born Canadian artist living in Toronto. He is a painter, photographer, filmmaker, and dramatist, but the through line in all his work is poetry. Originally a graduate of the University of Waterloo with a degree in Statistics, Ryan has been following his need for creativity for over a decade with an ethos of viewing life through a poetic lens. 


Ryan is a collector of tiny bits of magic and he loves exploring the unseen emotions that shimmer just beneath the surface of ordinary moments. For him, inspiration is not a rare lightning strike but rather a constant quiet hum of life itself. His work aspires to communicate Caribbean culture and arts in a contemporary setting with a sustained interest in expanding the lexicon of expression with the influences of his heritage. 


Ryan's wish is for others to find inspiration in the tiny bits of magic in their own lives and to enjoy the act of creation themselves.
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