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WHERE I SIT NOW, IT IS BLEAK AND
DESOLATE. I CROUCH WITH A
BANDAGED EARAMONG THE
UNBROKEN/WJIEAT FIELD.

) IN MY WORLD, I AM A

)y CREATOR,SURROUNDED BY THE
’, ¥ SCENT OF FRESH PAINT AND
“p OLIVES,DREAMING AT THE SIGHT OF AN
THE STARS HUNG UP IN THE SKY,BUT ™
IN OTHERS EYES, I AM A MADMAN, ,
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YOU WILL. ‘ ( b
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MAYBE I AM ONE. )

W EN I CROSS THE
STREETS, PEOPLE DON'’T LO
N .ro MY EYES.THE MOTHER. ‘
HUDE THEIR CHILDREN.IT’S ]k
. \.-vn THE/HOWLING WIND
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Y ‘ﬁMyn "UE EYES HAVE SEEN
T
et Cpay st S, ALL WHILE I SUFFERED FO
AR THMY SANITY AT ITS
VK 1T WAS A SLOW DEATH FQR
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DESOLATE.AS THE SKY GROWGPPAL g,
BEGIN TO SEE THE STARS. =
¥ e ' : z

- -.é. 4




A BATTLE 1N VERSE

They say
“0on’t looR a gift horse in the mouth”

Jgnore my calls and venture south
“Timelessly terrifying”l wassailing in the
neighbourhood
From Ystradgynlais to Beddgelert, creeping through

the woods...
NARY LIDYD:

] rap on your door and a pasty head peeks out
You seream, and you yelp, and you shout right in my snout
“I ehallenge you, my friena, to a battle of prose!
of wit, banter and intellect ] bring an annual dose
Your house in shambles, your shrubs uncut ,
f garden full of brambles stuck in an endless rut
Succum to good old Mary lwyd
and spend your days asleep yet froeﬁl /

CIUIUIAN:

MMy hair is lustrous,
my sRin tight with youth
your bones are dull, your teeth uncouth

MARY (IDYD:
your youth will fade,
and your sRkin will sag
I'll slice you and dice you and put you inmy bag
minced and spiced, sauteed on a\pan! 23 iy
there’s nothing quite as fasty as a stufborn lm}e [ E
manl
puny mortal you put up quite the ﬁght
] bid you farewell and a merry nightl
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Uze my caue a bittle longer....
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AN A . L

There was an old man from Nowhere
His hair was long, and he was far from strong
But the birds bowed down when he sang his song

Such was the voice of the man from Nowhere

K . There was a young girl with an unsure gdait
She detested her skin, her hair, and her fate
The other girls spoke of a Christmas entrenched in white
White Santa, white fences, and a white snowball fight.

..{%

chalky kings, milky babies, and sacrificial valor
Where did she fit in this season of pallor?
Alas! her silent sobbing wafted down the pier

Trickling like treacle info the old man’s ear.
As slow strumming violins and timid pianos clinked

She sat, unmoving, unable to think
And then with a boing, a clink, and a clang %ﬁﬁ .

Down the suburban road came the Nowhere man

With melodies from far and WIde

2 - Her toes began to twiddle, and she let out 2 glggle
' Her hips almost swaying, she lent in to hear what they were 5aying

As the sprightly allegros mounted to a shattering crescendo
- She saw joy and elation, sorrow, and celebration
Beyond horizons and petty little lines
Skimming the boundaries of earthly ties

A spectrum of hope, of soft dewy light
Guiding the lost on a December night X
& And as the bongos and balafons grew soft and fardl B

 shetoo accepfed ﬂle light of the northern star.
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