The image I have written about (below) is shocking, but thought-provoking. 
Twisted.
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Unknown, unnamed, unforgotten;
you lie, twisted, fallen, as if bent
by the wind; the pole contorting your limbs,
shaping you like a linch-
pin. Kicked, bruised, spat on, I imagine;
your elbows and knees buckle
around the pick-axe handle.

I know your fate : you will die.
Mob-tied, de-testicled,
your bones will marrow the field.
you will be burnt and charred, 
like the tree they will bind
you to, in the field where you flame
to your death.

For the moment you breathe; you live;
you think, but do not know your fate.
Does the author of this image know your fate?
Does he portray and document you? 
Or is he a perpetrator; a collaborator?
Black and white,
acceptance or negation,
there are no shades between.

Now, pick-axed in the soil,
the knotted cords bind you
to the handle and tighten.
Your eyes are forlorn, your boots scuffed. 

You were trialled and tribulated against;
you raped her, you murdered and
molested her. 
They gloated over the verdict.

It was not true.
The white, scented lady
Sexed her gardener
and was husbanded to death.

But you will be de-fingered for it;
you will be braised, broiled
and dismembered for it;
unfulfilled you will die.


You will not father, embrace
or nurture a child; 
Your mother cannot grieve;
Instead the soil will cinder
your ashes.
You will die.
Unnamed, unknown, unjust.
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