The world of Un
A short collection of odd poems,
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(A ‘Spoem’ of sorts.)


The Soul
(Don’t worry, total understanding is overrated.)

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.
Is it beautiful there?
The whisperings of her window remind her of wheat,
Of barley, and Durum, and bullrushes dancing.
Clashing with papery, rustlings and
 Swaying to a melody that hopes to exist, but hides amongst wind and growth.
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 that blind men see.







To Assume
(As is so often our want.)

My REDACTED Michael,

How REDACTED I am to have received your letter.
Truly, REDACTED words have seldom been spoken my REDACTED.
REDACTED was I the day I received news of your latest REDACTED and how my heart REDACTED at the news of your REDACTED mothers death.
She was such a REDACTED woman. None REDACTED. I will REDACTED her passing till the end of my days.
I’m REDACTED to hear that you are doing well, and that REDACTED tea lady you were talking about sounds utterly REDACTED. Come home soon though, alright? It’s been so long since I’ve seen you my REDACTED husband, I REDACTED you so much I have dreams at night of you and me REDACTED in bed, and I raise my REDACTED and press your REDACTED into mine.
Surely you’ve got some leave soon, I’m positively REDACTED at the thought of seeing you again.
Your REDACTED father sends his regards and you know how much I REDACT him. He REDACTED you, you know? We both understand your REDACTED work is important and how you spend night after night REDACTED in that office with no company other than that REDACTED young tea girl in that REDACTED hut, doing all your REDACTED deeds, but all that hard REDACTED just makes me all the more REDACTED and REDACTED for you to come home.
Jeffery was asking after you as well, such a REDACTED fellow. He really does REDACTED you and reminded me how you still owe him four pounds for your tab at the Red Lion. No fuss though, he said if you didn't pay him back, he’d only REDACTED your REDACTED with a REDACTED and REDACTED them on the wall. He sure does love his darts after all.
Not really all that much else has happened, the bakers new apprentice was delightful and did me the favour of slipping me REDACTED REDACTED REDACTED round the back, so there are plenty of buns in the oven now. Such a gentleman.

Well, must dash, good luck with your work, and be sure to get enough rest when your not so busy with this REDACTED war of yours.

With all my REDACTED,
Your wife, Winnifred Irons,
32 endport rd. Bridlington on sea.




To Think
(We believe ourselves so rational.)

Travelers come from all around,
Though never know exactly where from, not that it matters all that much.
They are here now. They’ve come to visit you.
And by your admittance they come and they play and they offer you joy in exchange for an ear.
So you sit and you listen as kindly they tell of the stories each has brought only for you.

The first traveller comes forward, he considers himself a poet,
And so with a moment he offers a sonnet,
A ditty he heard as a babe in a bonnet,
About an old lady from a town with no name,
Who toiled and shoved, and worked with a grudge,
But still never found fortune or fame.

Then so,

The next tale comes from a showgirl who tells you her name,
‘Yvette Collivander’ though you know it’s a fake.
It says ‘Carol Budgeon’ on her suitcase, but you listen for her sake,
And how glad you are you did as her story unfolds,
About three juggling sisters with fingers for toes.
All the better, she says, and you have to agree,
For a show that’s a marvel and you so want to see.

But then,

There comes another, a traveler you think lost.
You hadn’t considered any of their sort had crossed,
Through the border of the town that you think you control,
But that town is a haven for every wandering soul.
And so this soul wandered, and he did so right in.
With a frown on their face and no hint of a grin.
It’s not right, you cry, it shouldn't be allowed!
This town is your town, a town for which you should be proud,
But you haven't quite gotten your head around this yet,
Sure you’re the sheriff, the mayor, and any other status left,
But there isn’t a wall. And there should never be.
Your town ain't on land, it’s far in the sea,
And anything that floats there upon harsh yet gentle waves,
Walks into your town.
And inevitably stays.
To Question
(But there’s no way of denying.)

To be clouded, is not to be ignorant.
Quite the opposite I would say.
Because clouds, are like questions.
They bob, and they drift, and they rise, and they fall
And far too often a single one will lead to many many more.

In such a way, I suppose that multiple questions would be like a storm.
Every rain drop a spatter of saliva, 
Thrown from the mouth of an angry interrogator,
As the world itself fails, or refuses to answer.
Would lightning then, be the starting of riots?
The single great spark that ends all questioning?

Without questions, are we alive?
Is that something that would need asking to understand?
Who can tell...
You didn't ask me, but I would like to offer a few answers.
Answers are what are needed after all.
A question unanswered, a very dangerous thing.

Now.
A question, is like a cloud.
They form each, from a thousand, thousand parts,
Like water molecules.
The more parts build them, the more insistent they become.
They are asked again and again and again,
Building in intensity until they begin to thunder!

But unlike clouds, questions have answers.
Questions and answers,
Mankind's greatest creation,
Or what created mankind?
A single word can embody this.

Why?

That is all. All of humanity in a single syllable.
Why?
What greater word could there be,
Than the one that allows all greatness to be measured.
To Know
(It’s fun to be confused.)

Do you think it’s a

Cell?

All locked tight on it’s own,
Though of course thinking doesn't come into it,
You’re sure of that knowledge.
Sure as water is water and porridge is porridge.
But there’s something there bugging,
A niggle in the head.
What if water isn't water or say red is not read?
Could Porridge be birdfeed?
And so on.

It’s one of life’s favourites,
A joke it keeps telling.
It gives you a structure,
Keeps yelling and yelling.
And then when you’re cosy,
And everything's rosy.
And all of the pieces
Sit snugly in places and
Stop.
It gives you that shock.
It asks why.
How cruel is that?

It wouldn't normally but it can't help itself. 
It loves you too much to see you content.
Contentment is still and life likes to be lived,
So it gives you a reason in the form of a why.
The cycle continues.
Answers are found to questions that all
Come from a single, innocent word.
Why?

It is a process of manufacture. A deliberate fracture,
That keeps us in mind of the one fact we know, the one fact that is above every why.
That we, that all people, 
ask WHY.

