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All one and the same

In the year of the sharp hip bone
dancers ruled the roost.

In the year of misplaced bow ties
manners tended to suffer.

In the year of crying girls in raincoats
midnight pianos auld-lang-syned

into the year of hatpins and ninth scales.
Pairs of strappy sandals didn’t survive the night.

In the year of cigarettes and bit lip skin
secrets emerged from dangerous places,

and there was a certain nostalgia
for the year of the just-ripe banana.

In the year of strings through the letterbox
a quick trip to the Crab Nebula became feasible,

until the year of corporate religiosity 
was rebranded as the year of the abrupt end.

Due to popular demand, the year of 
hot rocks and fancy cars was extended,

but the only option this left on the table
was the year of the one size fits all. 

Mark Ryan Smith 

     

SMS

I’ve a message.  The phone insists. 
You’re scrawled momentarily 
on inquisitive air, peculiarly here 
a caress through a scratch of text.  As if 
there’s no-one in the supermarket 
I take your message to my mouth - 
skin of glass, cold electricity. 
  
Noel Williams




