
    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Lav Prose
    

    
      
        And other poetry
        

        

        

        

        By Brendan Finbarr Mooney
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
        Death to the Cyborg VI
        

      
    

    
      They were under a red sun.
    

    
      Where the cyborgs once fired guns.
    

    
      And they lost their conquest.
    

    
      Now all is quiet and peaceful
    

    
      Among the quiet lands.
    

    
      
    

    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Death to the Cyborgs IX
    

    
      
    

    
      They walked through the
    

    
      Wild flowers
    

    
      Where they once ruled
    

    
      And now all is quiet and peaceful
    

    
      Among the quiet lands.
    

    
      They walked through
    

    
      Meadows of wild trees
    

    
      Where the Cyborgs once ruled
    

    
      And now in quiet
    

    
      Amongst the quiet sands
    

    
      Undulating by the ocean
    

    
      By the wild lands.
      



    
    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Death to the Cyborgs IX
      
        

      
    

    
      They walked through
    

    
      Meadows of wild trees
    

    
      Where the cyborgs once ruled
    

    
      And now all is quiet
    

    
      Amongst the quiet sands
    

    
      There is undulating dead
    

    
      In the wild lands.
      



    
    
      The Silver Ghost, 17th Book of Poetry
      
        

        By Brendan Finbarr Mooney
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      The silver ghost
      
        

        

        I brought a clarinet
      
    

    
      Used it
    

    
      
        Now it’s the silver ghost.
        

        

      
    

    
      
    

    
      The Iron Man
    

    
      
    

    
      10 foot tall
    

    
      Made of iron and steel
    

    
      He keeled off a cliff
    

    
      To the sands below
    

    
      And shattered
    

    
      After a while…
    

    
      A hand moved
    

    
      Towards the red eyes
    

    
      To assemble the iron man
    

    
      Hand first
    

    
      Bit by little piece
    

    
      As the sea washed up on the beach
    

    
      The ebbing tide
    

    
      Red sun on the horizon.
      



    
    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Winter
    

    
      
    

    
      You should see what it is like here in winter
    

    
      It is cold, it is grey, it is still.
    

    
      No rain, no wind
    

    
      Just the chill
    

    
      And wind through a fire
    

    
      In winter.
      



    
    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      The book of the silver ghost
    

