 Bernadette Horton
The Modern Subversive Sonnet with no iambic pentameter

Food Bank 

A place where those who wish, bank food
Commending their giving in a can of economy
Of baked, boiled or stewed
Non-givers of licentious gastronomy.

A place where those without food trek
Humiliated mortals who cannot provide
A table of plenty, or even a speck
Of hope for the future. Many have died

waiting in vain. Austerity a political choice
While the hedge funders gamble on Bankers Hill
with people’s lives who have no voice.
Death to those who seek to kill

[bookmark: _GoBack]who pick off our poor to serve the yank,
The White House chief; the gorging bank.
