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In the following pages you will find 23 of the 70 poems read at Taste Full Beans Coffeehouse in 

Hickory, NC, on September 24, 2011, as part of the 100 Thousand Poets for Change initiative.  

These poems come from 11 of the 22 poets who participated at this event attended by 3 dozen 

people.  Many of these poets forwarded their poems to the President of the United States, as well 

as the Governor, Senators, and Representatives of the state of NC.  Fifteen of these poems were 

included in a special 100 Thousand Poets for Change issue of “Wild Goose Poetry Review” that 

featured 2 dozen poems read at 100 Thousand Poets for Change events across North Carolina.  

That special issue can be seen at www.wildgoosepoetryreview.com.  The organizer of the 

Hickory event was poet, Scott Owens.

http://www.wildgoosepoetryreview.com/


Ann Chandonnet  

TYING YOUR BIB 

  

We grin; the bib ties 

     Spin, knotting beyond your nape. 

Genes plot while time flies. 

We grin; the bib ties; 

Toast pops; the news spreads lies. 

Beyond my hands, your future gapes. 

We grin; the bib ties 

     Spin, knotting beyond your nape. 

  

  

  



Ann Chandonnet 

DRIVING BLACK 

  

How wonderful it is that nobody need wait a single moment before starting to 

improve the world. 

   --Anne Frank 

  

  

Use a light foot. 

Keep your eyes open. 

Mind the signs. 

Don't drive a white pickup. 

Shun the shades. 

You'll be stopped anyway. 

  

When stopped: 

No smirks. 

No one-liners. 

Hustle uppity words underground. 

  

Conceal that muscular butt in ruffles. 

Tame the curls. 

Leave gaudy jewelry on the dresser. 

Ditch the do-rag. 

Shave the soul patch. 

You'll be stopped anyway. 

  

Heard a rumor it's the 21st century, 

that you have rights? 

You'll be pulled over anyway. 

  

When stopped: 

Hide your education. 

Mute gestures 

as well as tone. 

Meat steams on the table, 

but no place is set for you. 

Never an open door, never a glass of wine. 

Take it for granted: 

Quicker than boiled asparagus, 



you'll be stopped. 

  

Fling the bling. 

Bag the rag. 

Scratch the patch. 

Shed the dreads. 

Pass on sass. 

Odds are, you'll be pulled over, 

and over. 
  

  

 



Ann Chandonnet  

TISHU'S HAIR 

  

Three months married in 1923, 

Tishu had hair that reached to mid-calf, 

black as winter solstice at Wiseman, 

black as baleen from the coast. 

During the day she braided it 

in a crown around her head. 

Her husband complained 

it wrapped around his neck 

in bed at night. 
  

One day he handed her a magazine 

with pictures of pretty ladies 

and sat behind her as she read. 

Suddenly her head dropped forward, 

enlightened, 

and she looked around  

to see him holding 

a shining five-foot swatch. 
  

"He didn't know I had a temper 

until then. I was so angry! 

That he should cut my hair 

without discussing it first. 

I really gave it to him! 

He found out then how I could get. 

Later, when I got mad other years, 

he went into his office 

and stayed a couple of hours." 

  

"Think of doing that to someone! 

I still have it, the hair." 

  
 



Ann Chandonnet 

MARY PORTER IS CARRIED FROM THE MORNING STAR BAPTIST CHURCH IN 

MATTAPAN 
  
Carnell Porter was 29, 
Doing fine. 
Now he’s dead, 
Shot once in the head. 
  
At Morning Star, men and babies cried 
Because Carnell had died. 
The All God’s Children Choir sang. 
Dusty rafters rang. 
Notes blossomed true, 
Spilling onto Blue Hill Avenue. 
  
Mary Porter rose to her feet. 
In a dream she moved, in the awful heat. 
She clawed at the velvet, white and gray. 
Blue carnations seemed to sway. 
“Oh, my baby, my baby. 
My good little boy.” 
  
Being black is a full-time job. 
Carnell hated violence; hated mobs. 
Ten ushers in white gloves looked real swell. 
Ten Red Cross nurses caught Mary as she fell. 
  
Mary Franklin sang. 
Ancient rafters rang. 
Notes spilled across the aisle 
Like mourners, single file. 
  
Woodgate and Woodbole, by and by, 
Corbet Street Gang getting high. 
The Man came, didn’t care. 
Then Carnell chanced there. 
  
Gang kicked the car Carnell was in. 
“What’s the problem?” Carnell said, 
just the shadow of a frown, 
but polite; Mary taught him right. 
They gunned him down. 
“No justice at all,” said Uncle Ernest, 
straightening the pall. 
  



Carnell Porter was 29, 
English High grad, doing fine. 
Now he’s dead, 
Shot once in the head. 
  
Then Red Cross nurses stood in a row, 
Ten white caps bending low. 
They caught Mary Porter as she fell down, 
Colored light a crown. 
  
Trumpets and horns rose like a prayer 
As Mary was shouldered from there. 
“Evil all around,” said the reverend. 
“Carnell was a sheep among wolves.” 
“Amen” echoed down the aisle 
single file. 
  
Melvin rose to say farewell. 
He kissed cold Carnell. 
“Goodbye, brother. 
Goodbye, my brother,” Melvin said 
To his brother lying dead. 
  
Being black is a full-time job. 
Carnell hated violence; hated mobs. 
Ten ushers in white gloves lent a hand 
To bear Mary Porter into the glare of Mattapan. 
  
“What’s the problem?” asked Carnell. 
“Evil all around,” said the preacher. 
“Carnell was an innocent,” said another speaker. 
“Evil all around,” said the preacher. 
“This is not the end,” said a friend, 
Looking vexed. 
“We’re next.” 
“Evil all around,” said the preacher. 
“Oh, my baby, my baby, 
My good little boy.” 
  
Carnell Porter was 29, 
Worked with computers, doing fine. 
Now he’s dead, 
Shot once in the head. 
“Oh my baby, my baby, 
My good little boy.” 
 



DEVONA WYANT 

Tiptoeing Through Life 
 

Listen to the silence, 
was that a footfall? 
Shadows dart along the walls: 
walls of dogma, walls of hate. 

Gentle hearts are passing by, 
watching always 
every step, every word 
for fear some one will learn 
their timidly clutched secrets. 
This paltry fuel for condemnation:  

the wrong color, the wrong orientation. 
the wrong religion, the wrong birth nation. 
Holding breath, they pass us by, 
and those with hearts of stone 
feel their passing as no more than breeze. 
Little knowing, little caring 

that if you walk on eggshells long enough 
it leaves a callus on the soul. 
 
 
 



Devona Wyant 

Twenty Questions 
 

When did oil drilling become energy recovery? 
When did putting people before profits become distorting the market? 
When did the poor become economically disadvantaged? 
When did very low food security replace hunger? 

When did death become negative patient care outcome? 
When did hiding the truth become lack of transparency? 
When did denying your own words become “I may have misspoke”? 
When did truthiness become close enough? 
When did taxpayers replace citizens? 
When did mercenaries become security contractors? 

When did overthrowing a country become regime change?  
When did a prisoner of war become a detainee? 
When did torture become pain compliance? 
When did killing your own soldiers become friendly fire? 
When did killing civilians become collateral damage? 
When did massive bombing become shock and awe? 

When did genocide become ethnic cleansing? 
When did lies become spin? 
When did peace become pre-hostility? 
When did all of the above become acceptable? 

 

 



Devona Wyant   

We are the New Indians 
 
Now History repeats the tale 

of the Native Americans; 
we have become the new Indians. 
In a fitting case of karma, 
we, the descendants of those ancestors 
who took their land as a given right, 
now find our land can be taken from us 

in the name of tax base. 
Our forests are carved into parcels 
to be sold for new development reservations. 
Chopping down filters for our air, 
the run off clogging the streams. 
The crowded populace draining our aquifers. 

bulldozing habitat, killing endangered species.  
Not caring 
that each has a place in this web of life. 
In this disposable society the concept 
of permanence is brushed aside, 

refusing to accept 
that extinct does not grow back. 
“Man is not the only species on earth. 
He just acts like it” as he removes,  
one by one, 
life that stands in his way; 

a Russian roulette with Nature, 
never thinking that this one, 
this time may be the point 
of no return. 
Hugging children to our hearts 
simultaneously leaving them a future 

poorer in quality,  
robbed of treasures  
they will never experience. 
We are the new Indians who Nature will 
herd to new reservations 
as the rising oceans erase our 

footprints on our own Trail of Tears. 
History repeats 
and we did not learn its lesson. 
Extinct is forever. 
  
“Cree Prophecy"  

"Only after the last tree has been cut down 
Only after the last river has been poisoned 
Only after the last fish has been caught 
Then will you find that money cannot be eaten." 



Devona Wyant 

TRIBES 
 

Tribes. 
Joining, belonging, 

defending. 
At war with 
other tribes. 
  
African. 
Native American. 

Palestinians 
Syrians 
Israelis. 
At war with other tribes 
  
Political. 

Sexual orientation. 
Religious. 
Economic. 
Racial. 
At war with other tribes. 
  

What is within us 
that we need to 
separate, divide. 
To form so many 
Tribes. 

  
Mankind. 
People. 
Human. 
Homo Sapien. 
Terran. 

One tribe will hold us all.  



TONY RICCIARDELLI 
Give Me The Day 
 
Give me the day 
when the sun blazes hope onto every shadowed spirit, 
and compassion brings purpose unto all who wander lost,  
and serenity triumphs over fear and despair, 
and we are cherished for who we are. 
 
Give me the day 
when springtime shines humanity onto doubting, spiteful men,  
when lilac and morning glory and thickening grass 
tell us that we are blessed, 
and I will stop along my way to taste honeysuckle nectar 
and lie satisfied amidst the down-like green. 
 
Give me the day 
when clouds roll leisurely, 
full and round, like porcelain cherubs, 
and they float on by like a Macy’s parade, 
and they take on the likeness of pirate ships and Yogi Bear, 
and animals I have known, and places I have been, 
and I will remember innocence and hope, and all things anew, 
and I will laugh like a child, 
and the sky will cleanse me. 
 
Give me the day 
when forests grow from forgotten volumes, 
and mossy trails lead me to lands 
where wizards and minstrels and unicorns dwell, 
where castle spires pierce the stars, 
and within fortress walls there is music and song and enough for all, 
and I am the knight at the princess’ side, 
and I want for nothing 
because all wars have ended and I am alive. 
 
Give me the day 
on a mountaintop, 
where silence mutes time, 
and my heart will drum through the stillness, 
and I will leap from the peak 
to join one thousand gulls, floating like snow flakes  
above a gilded-blue ocean. 
 
Give me the day  
when the earth is healed, and weapons are dust, 
when rivers run pure, and children never cry, 
and the air gives strength, and all people matter, 



when everyone eats, and there is no guilt, 
or hate, or sadness or remorse. 
 
Give me the day 
When love lifts every soul, 
and happiness is as real as words on a page. 
************************************************ 
 
 



Toyota Child 
by Tony Ricciardelli 
 
I am idling in traffic, roasting on melted asphalt, 
going nowhere like a corpse in a parade. 
I am directly behind them, 
two characters in a car that should be scrap metal,  
And then I see 
 
the bumper sticker that reads 
“White is Might.” 
The words are flanked on either side 
by a swastika and a lightning bolt. 
There’s more. 
 
Four decals are positioned 
in each corner of the rear window: 
Dachau, Buchenwald, Bergen-Belson, Ravensbruck. 
In the middle of the same window 
 
is a large swastika. 
Below it are the words 
“Six Million and Counting.” 
 
The two shaved men in the front seat  
are drinking Budweiser. 
They are wearing camo t-shirts, and I suspect 
the rest of the required uniform 
consisting of black, steel-toe boots and fatigues. 
 
They cuss like longshoremen at the trough,  
shake their fists, pound on the dashboard, 
scream along with the death-chant hate-heavy-metal 
that shatters the air, ignites the ears. 
 
Like a dog smells cancer,  
I can smell the rot in their putrefied souls. 
 
The stench reaches far into the neighborhoods, 
sickens and repels like vomit on the stairs. 
 
The sum of their hate is too much 
for any culture or country, 
though never enough for the righteously ignorant. 
They cough and choke and spat hate 
in every direction, 
like rampant tuberculosis, 
from a Medieval Toyota Hatchback that twitches and jerks, 



and mimics and mocks those 
who died in the ovens and chambers. 
 
Beyond the swastika in the rear window, 
I notice movement. 
 
It’s a little girl, 
 
maybe three or four years old. 
She is blonde, slender, fair-skinned: 
Der Fuehrer’s forgotten progeny. 
 
She is sitting 
next to a styrofoam cooler, eating popcorn, 
seemingly detached from the 
propaganda rage and filth screaming from 
Radio Auschwitz. 
 
She sways slowly, rhythmically, from side to side, 
trancelike, 
as if she’s found a way to separate herself 
from the self-ordained Gestapo, in the front seat. 
 
And for a moment, 
 
her tranquility renders me hopeful. 
And I pray that, perhaps,  
in her mind, she’s escaped to a faraway place, 
to the familiar Mother Goose, 
or she’s skipping down Sesame Street, 
or maybe she’s climbing the rainbow 
she drew in pre-school.  
 
And reading her expressionless face, 
I imagine 
the worst scenario 
of that child’s miserable life, 
 
and I must convince her 
that there is good in the world. 
I need for her to know 
that somebody cares. 
 
So, I gaze upon that child with fatherly concern, 
and she looks back at me, hollow, distant. 
 
My heart sinks because I suspect 
that she doesn’t understand love or compassion. 



 
And I offer a smile and a wave to that 
unfortunate child, 
and she locks her sad, dead eyes on mine, 
and gives me the finger. 
 



Nancy Posey 

Count 

 
Mathematically morbid, we tally the number  
lost, marking each life with a chair, a cross,  
a stone—at Oklahoma City, Columbine, 
the Pentagon.  We sometimes sacrifice 
precision for effect. Shakespeare was not 
the first, after all, to overstate the odds  
when the” happy few,” that “band of brothers” 
 came up against the French and won; 
nor can we know for sure the dead that day,  
since, we are told, the French only counted  
their noble dead. (Is that why they call them 
 counts?) Does it matter to the living, to the 
dead? Still we seek to comprehend, in grade 
school celebrating the hundredth day with 
a hundred things, marbles, cookies, pencils. 
 
How, then, can we wrap our minds around  
the count: 
eleven million dead,  
six million Jews,  
a quarter million Roma,  
1.5 million children, 
give or take? 
Somewhere in Tennessee, children fill a rail 
car with eleven million paperclips to try to  
understand, while somewhere else,  Darfur 
perhaps, just now, one more child dies. 
 
 



Nancy Posey 
Falling 
for Sally 
 
Back at the dorm for a visit 
after your spring break wedding 
our senior year, you seemed 
older, wizened, a wife. 
You dropped details like breadcrumbs, 
just as a year before you’d told us 
that falling in love with him  
has been a mismanaged answer 
to every girl’s prayer. 
No! you’d told God, I didn’t want  
to fall in love with him; he’s 
my best friend. 
 
Later, newlyweds ourselves, we’d laughed 
at the stories you’d divulged how, 
fearful of your wedding night, 
you’d filled the tub, soaked, 
watched the water run down the drain 
and filled it up again. 
One of the unspoken benefits , I suppose, 
of marrying your best friend, 
the talent he’d developed for waiting. 
 
None of us foresaw what middle age 
would bring, that he’d be bathing  
your frail, failing body as tenderly as a baby’s 
fearing each time might be the last. 
And I’d be crowding into a shower stall 
to lather, scrub, and rinse my own best friend, 
bruised and broken by a careless fall,  
as unexpected as that long ago 
tumble into love. 
 
 



Nancy Posey 
History Lesson 
 
Since the coach who taught history 
tended to digress, we had to sort 
our notes, weeding out the stats 
of last night’s game, to make sense 
of World War Two.  The first war, 
the one to end all wars, had taken  
less than a week, since he was eager  
to put on the uniform he’d bought 
off Ebay and wore to reenactments 
all summer and weekends when 
the team drew a bye.  We had lingered 
through the Uncivil War, the one 
he claimed our grandparents called 
the War of Northern Aggression, 
although we knew that few in these hills 
had owned slaves, and few fought 
 willingly for those belonging to the man 
in the big house, whose grown sons 
stayed home.  Coach read from his old 
notes bearing the whiff of the purple  
ink from the long retired mimeograph, 
dictating dates, names, and places 
drawing no links between cause and effect, 
between one period and the next, 
between then and now.  No wonder 
we learned so little of the standard 
course of study; not until we left 
school for lives of our own, not until 
we read books that sent us searching 
to sift fact from fiction, not until our 
sons and daughters shipped out 
to deserts far away, did we ask 
ourselves why we didn’t see the need 
not just to learn history, but to learn 
from history. 
 
 



Nancy Posey 
And Then I Read… 
 
Another class opens with Current Events, 
a blatant tactic to turn us to the daily news, 
we reasoned. What has this to do with us--  
Sierra Leone, Rawanda?  And then we read 
Night. 
 
Why don’t we just bomb ‘em all? Our troups 
could all come home, go back to school 
on the GI Bill. And then we read 
Reading Lolita in Teheran. 
 
Children with an intact two-parent family 
should consider themselves blessed, 
we believed, shuffling our resources  
to more obvious needs. And then we read 
The Glass Castle. 
 
Thank God our children are safe, 
living here in this small town.  If only 
other people would mind their own business, 
we complained.  And then we read 
A Stolen Life. 
 
Just look at all this trash, scum 
of the earth.  No wonder they live 
the way they do. They get exactly  
what they deserve. And then we read  
The Good Book:  Let him that is without sin 
cast the first stone. 
 
 



Morgan DePue 

SEPTEMBER 2011 

By now the world knows 

I only etch into it the scars of promises 

I know my heart can bear to burden. 

So when I kneel to you, swearing by this 

broken crescendo of a soul I was given, 

that I will never surrender for anything 

less than everything, that means until success or death. 

I seek to give: 

Nourishment to the starving. 

Shelter and care to the sick and the cold. 

Dreams to the disillusioned. 

Peace to the world. 

The idealist wishes of a naive little girl, 

so I’m told. Even though humanity’s greatest saints 

worked till death toward the selfsame goals. 

My creators cultivated my existence 

with garden tool quotes, 

Feeding my heart, mind and soul, 

Forever reminding me: 

With realization of one’s own potential 

and self-confidence in one’s ability, 

one can build a better world. (Dalai Lama) 

This life is hard and you must know 

The good you do today may be forgotten tomorrow. 

Do good anyway. (Mother Teresa) 

and the poem is a powerful tool 

but 

Better than a thousand hollow words 

is one word that brings peace. (the Buddha) 

 
 



Scott Owens 

A BRIEF READING FROM THE HOL(E)Y BIBLE FOR SELECTIVE HOMOPHOBIC 

CHRISTIAN FRIENDS 

Select, You shall not lie with a male as with a woman. 

Unselect, Nor shall you put on a garment made of two different materials. 

Declare it irrelevant 

Select, If a man lies with a man as with a woman, both of them have committed an abomination. 

Unselect, You shall not round off the hair on your temples or mar the edges of your beard. 

Proclaim it obsolete 

Unselect, The camel, the rock badger, the hare, the pig . . . of their fleshes you shall not eat. 

Dismiss as immaterial. 

Unselect, Anything in the seas or the streams that does not have fins and scales, they are 

detestable to you and detestable they shall remain. 

Deem apocryphal. 

Select, Love each other as I have loved you; 

If I have all faith, so as to remove mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing; 

God is love, and those who abide in love, abide in God. 

Select, but simply ignore. 

 



Scott Owens 

CONJUGAL RITES 

I was the first she wanted to marry. 

No surprise there. Every dad 

a daughter’s first love. But then 

she felt bad about excluding her mom, 

decided the three of us should tie the knot. 

We had to tell her you only marry one 

other person, at least you plan it that way 

and mommy and I were already married 

to each other. She moved on to first 

one brother, then the other, both of whom said 

you can’t marry your brother. So then 

she tried her best friend, a girl, asked 

to be clear if girls could marry each other. 

Already thrice denied what could we say 

to make sense to a four-year-old. 

Yes, of course, but only in some places, 

only where love is not proscribed by law. 



Scott Owens 

MANIFEST 

I believe in the world. 

I believe there are things in the world 

we can neither see nor understand. 

I believe in trying to quantify those things. 

And I believe that intolerant insistence 

on any particular quantification is foolish. 

Christianity, Judaism, Atheism, 

any doctrine received whole– 

to the open eye, the open mind, 

none of these will do. 

Heretic! Blasphemer! Unbeliever! they say. 

You’ll burn! they say. 

But I know I burn already.  

Tie me to a post. 

Unstop my ears. 

I would hear it all, 

have it all, 

renounce fear and self-denial. 

Every day I meet my maker. 

More weight, he said, 

wanting all of his sins 

heaped upon his head, 

as much of the world 

as he could take. 

 



Bethea Buchanan 

SMEAR THE QUEER 

So you’re gay and they say you shouldn’t be that way, 

that a man shouldn’t love another man, but it’s a okay 

if a lady loves another lady- because let’s face it, 

lesbians are hot and guys wanna see that girl on girl 

action. And we live in a world that’s run by men 

and their opinions- the minions of religious agenda 

whose all loving God hates the homosexuals. 

Keep your god out of my laws. 

Your god has the gall to discriminate 

and propogate hate for someone who was born that way. 

Who chooses to live a life of torment? Unless you think 

a confused twelve year old is masochistic and wants 

to be called faggot. Wants to be beat up, 

fucked up, ostracized and forced to realize 

all too early that life is more than homework 

and test scores. Held responsible for the feelings they 

are taught are wrong and before long they’re going 

to agree and the hate mongering is going to sink in 

and they will end up self loathing, instead of embracing 

individuality, standing strong in the face of adversity- 

they will be found cowering. Hiding from the truth 

and digging themselves so deep into the closet they’ll 

start finding Christmas presents meant for next year. 

When society hears about the pretty neck ties 

the hate is sensationalized, bullies decriminalized 

simply chastised for insensitivity, secretly 

recognized as heroes for destroying the lives 

of those who denied themselves and donned the disguise 

of normality, ignoring their sexuality, and hoping 

to avoid the fatality of sodomy. 

 



Bill Griffin 

LITTLE MOUSE (STUFF) 

I own a book I’ve never read. OK 

OK, a couple dozen. More. (And not all 

of them poetry, either.) Will I ever really 

excavate the pile beside my bed? and meanwhile 

half dot com keeps calling to me. 

On the shelf a CD gathers dust 

unopened (Die Fledermaus): I meant 

to sneak it into your stocking, but you 

have yet to listen to the birthday’s, 

mother’s day’s, etc. Our rooms are full 

of cetera, those other things – did I think 

I could redeem my self by filling shelves? 

What is the other that this stuff replaces? 

Could I survive a week without buying 

anything but bread and milk? 

I’m afraid to ask it: What would Jesus 

buy? In his hands he cups 

a little mouse, squats beside a soup can over 

a fire of twigs to brew wild beebalm tea, 

another way of turning water into wine. 

 



Dennis Lovelace 

BLEAK OUTLOOK 

Sitting safely on my enclosed back porch 

Hermetically sealed with ultraviolet 

Filtered protective glass, watching 

Blood red sun sinking, distorted 

By haze and shimmering heat waves 

Staring out over the desolate landscape 

Arid land, brittle, hard and cracked 

From lack of moisture, vegetation, 

Stunted, twisted, dried and leafless 

Burnt brown and dying 

Global warming, no such thing, they said 

Ozone level depletion, acid rain, pollution 

No problem, we’ll take care of it 

Hell of a way to learn the difference 

Between conservative and conservationist 

 



Douglas McHargue 

MEN ON A SUMMER PORCH 

The apartments sit where an old house was, 

Victorian porch wrapped all around, 

white railings cradling 

but not saving it. 

These porches are tiny and cement, 

men with bronze hands sitting there, 

grasping grocery bags of lunches 

Spanish words telling how 

bossman’s lettin’ twenty go 

and maybe we gotta go back, 

two of them on a narrow bench 

sweaty work clothes touching 

uncomfortably close 

backs stiff against wood 

like prim arthritic ladies 

out on a warm afternoon 

taking tea together 

in bone china cups, 

sitting on the edges of truth. 

 



Shane Manier 

(SEE) SAW 

People on the verge of suicide, 

for lack of a love life. 

Meanwhile, 

Women of the Congo are raped with knives. 

The survivors are treated as lepers to the men 

of their village. Their homes are lies. 

People complain there is nothing to eat, 

tired of fast food and everything. 

Meanwhile, 

In Africa children starve in the street. 

Swallowing flies every night in their sleep. 

Laying down with hunger pangs as their only feeling, 

their bellies don’t rumble more than their whole being. 

People talk gossip, wish harm on once friends. 

Meanwhile, 

Iraqi extremist kill 10. 

Someone’s father, someone’s brother, someone’s son. 

Bodies run like fishing lures, and on the other line of fire, 

a mother dies in a war not hers. 

This world turns to feet that overtook ours with greed. 

This world only exists because there are people who believe. 

In good. In hope. 

There is blood in our tap water, there is blood underneath our feet. 

Metal coating trees, victims of siege. 

A monk poised at last resort – The Pope spoke a warning. 

Masks reveal snouts – watch as it flows out. 

Floods, glacier melt, drought. 

More than Global Warming, it’s a metaphor forming. 

They said the sign of a rainbow means, 

that God would not flood the earth again… 

But if we are causing it….what then? 

 


