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Saved to Cloud
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NECESSARY POETS



The ones you did for ‘O’ level,


live in your pocket


like a silver coin.


You rub an embossed head


with your thumb


to find a sovereign truth.


Ordinary poets


may from time to time,


if they’re lucky


speak the one word


that will do, so


they need to learn humble –


because, if the arrow hits the target,


they’ll never know.





THIS



This is my smartphone


                  my app –


– a river of small birds


flows across the sky,


ripples in floodwater.


I try to write their words


in another language.


This


my life


my time


harvested


in ink.


This


is my computer,


shedding messages


like pigeon feathers


after the hawk.


Yes, I will mail you.


Promise!


This


is the new this,


Facetime they call it,


when the shining leaf


and the virus


both live outside


while we hope on


behind our windows and screens,


when gadgets and gizmos


offer a grateful substitute


for the touch


we long for.





POWER CUT



I’m sitting in candlelight,





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/img1.jpg
Saved to Cloud
Kate Foley

ARASCHNE PRESS





