Dialogue bit

“I was looking at your shoes this morning.”
“Boots.”
“Hmm?”
“They’re boots, not shoes... why were you looking at them?”
“They’re all muddy.”
“Yes, boots get like that.”
“No, no, I mean ‘ALL’ muddy. All of them, you have three pairs and each one is covered in mud.”
“Well... is that a problem?”
“Why are they all muddy?”
“I would guess it’s because I was wearing them in the mud.”
“Yes, but why mud?”
“Because... there’s mud where I was walking.”
“Why?”
“Because it rains a lot.”
“Why?”
“What do you mean why?”
“Why does it rain a lot and why does the rain make your boots muddy?”
“What are you asking all these silly questions for?”
“Because I want answers.”
“Answers to what?”
“See?”
“See what? Are you alright?”
“They’re addictive.”
“What are?”
“Answers, they’re so morish. I get one and then I want another straight away... and now you want more too... Just interesting is all. How nice it feels to have your questions answered... it’s like... like you’re putting something together from a bunch of little pieces.”
“...”
“What do you think?”
“I think you’re bored...”
“Bored?... hmm... I guess that makes sense... I think I like being bored.”
“Nobody likes being bored.”
“I do... I think I like it a lot actually...”
“Why?”
“Because its fun. I think being bored is fun.”
“Boredom is the opposite of fun...”
“Oh... I guess I’m not bored then...”
“Then what are you?”
“... not sure... I think... I think I am bored... but I’m definitely having fun with it. It’s like my heads on fire, but its all nice and warm, and doesnt burn at all...”
“That’s contentment.”
“No... no... contentment is different to boredom... boredom feels useful... contentment is like... contentment is like giving up but being happy about it.”





The world of Un

When she was there, she saw the world.
An impatient window showed her this.
The roaring of places far away, where blind men paint pictures of the things they still see.
Though her own vision gets dusty as the day chooses to wander.
Her window grows tired, but carries on speaking,
Mumbling it’s stories of the world she has never seen, but dreams to visit.
So beautiful, the whisperings of her window remind her of wheat,
Of barley, and Durum, and bullrushes dancing. Swaying to a melody that dreams to exist.
And now that her window has fallen asleep, and even it’s stories have lulled into breaths,
She leaves there, and whistles the tune that dreams to be heard.
The soft notes wave and kiss her goodbye as she gives them wings,
And with their wish granted, they take to the sky.
She gives her dreams to them, and they carry her to the stars,
All in search of the world, she has never seen.






Poem write up of a red shirt by margaret atwood


My sister and I are sowing
A red shirt for my daughter.
She pins, I hem, we pass the scissors
Back and forth across the table.

Children should not wear red
A man once told me.
Young girls should not wear red.


Writing exercise, poetry balance.

I often wear odd socks, never because I’m in a rush.
The differences have  intrigued me for reasons I dont really understand.
Maybe there is no reason, though there probably is.
I like to wear odd socks, that is not odd.
Considering why I like to wear odd socks. That’s an oddity.


There is a god at the top of the tower.
I’ve seen it, though it never seemed very godly.
I wonder if they need to sit? Do gods legs get tired?
I think I’d like to ask them that,
I wonder what they’ll say...


Kings have little use for garter belts,
Though that fact does little to disuade their usage.
Their stockings are far too tight to need them anyway.
Fredderic the first had a marvelous collection, of corsets, and lingerie.
His wife never seemed to wear them though.





Chair Task

Arrogance
Pleading
Surprise


There was a man from Montreal,
Swore blind he’d sleep in Donegal.
To this good folk would laugh and say his head was far too tall,
But the mumbling man from Montreal spat bile and cried he’d show them all!

That headstrong man from Montreal began his trip to Donegal but in his haste he had misplaced
All knowlege of the sea he once could recall,
And so the man from Montreal, in order to get to Donegal, did offer and beg,
In exchange for a leg, that he would get passage from the fisherman, Paul.

Now afloat aboard the trawl, the now one legged man from Montreal,
Did consider the victory he’d boast to them all once he’d spent a long night in Donegal.
Though the captains eye’s were hazy and his crew were all lazy,
So they never left harbour at all.



