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time holds us...

out out
into the light
sharp and red



Time Held Us Green I don’t remember



who found the beast
and brought us running but leaves shone savagely as we crept on
hunters feet makeshift spears in hand watching for startled prey
finding the rabbit half-moulded to the earth

its chest rising faster than the pulse in my ears.

It wouldn’t flee

and give the thrill of chase, eyes shining, shivering - the shoes and sticks

that probed brought only a sickened twitch.

That brown patch of fear swelled to fill the silence

ancient and breathy.

Evening filled the bush with shadows as we left sensing a tinge of wild fur
upon our skins



a bubble of voices
toying with spear thrusts dried entrails taut
for bows that twang in dreams.

Next day the grass had no trace of flesh nor fur
and though we searched under every bough and blade

found only
air.



You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample
Enjoyed the preview?

Buy: http://www.ebooks2go.com


https://www.ebooks2go.com/poetry/ultra-soundings_duncan-richardson



