
 

Quietly 

 

Pass by in a haze 

The reins 

And sunsetting rails 

While trainyards coast 

With their cargo 

Into a million engulfed 

Lines of oil.  

 

The third rail 

Is aflame.  

 

In wide 

Tunnels 

Beneath 

Hot snow 

And tufts 

Of warm, 

Cottony soil. 

 

Transformation 

Is not revelation.  

 

Harvestman's 

Oil suspended 

In lanterns 

On shepherds' 

Hooks in the hollow 

Below the trail 

Light the way.  

 

Glowing gravel 

Paves a narrow 

Road above 

Passageways 

And below a 

Sonorous scape 

Of saturnine dusk.  

 

The wicks will 

Not burn quietly.  
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Tinsel Snake 

 

Scales rise, 

Uncoiling, 

With a strong spine 

Stood imposedly 

Arching intent 

To hold its poise 

In utter silence, 

Preparing to pounce 

After unhinging its mouth. 

 

In jaws of tinsel snakes 

Slithering through 

Ashen runes 

Are droplets of acrid 

Sap 

Fallen from 

Bark cathedrals. 

 

They display 

Amber helberds 

As curved fangs 

To taste salty meat 

Of quick and easy prey. 

 

Docile like a fern, 

Unperturbed, 

Until frenzied into fray. 

 

 

Torch Glow 

 

Twilight pulse echoes 

Across empty meadows 

And camps beneath weeping willows. 

 

While far away, a man with a bow 

Can't silence his torch's glow 

Under an ancient moon's woe. 

 

It was replaced with pale shown 

Through a slender thicket floe, 

From his out of body into the know. 
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This is Jake Thomas Shaw of Radio Reality City, 

saying hello! And welcome to the broadcast! I’m 

an avid writer of poetry mostly, and I have an 

incredible desire to self-publish. Guess what? 

The book you’re holding right now is a manifes-

tation of both of those desires. As is custom-

ary with the previous volumes of work I’ve pub-

lished, I’m going to be doing this a little un-

orthodoxly. So there’s much to look forward to! 

We’ve got a great show planned out for you all 

dear readers and listeners, all those who write 

and all those who might enjoy the idea of 

thinking, I encourage you to go forth and en-

joy. Plug in, take to the pen, and don’t let my 

voice be the loudest one polluting these air-

waves.  

 

Enjoy the show. 

Leaf Tear 

 

Why must violets 

Be violent  

And bring orchids 

Cryonic 

Feelings 

Leaving home 

Bruised petals  

And stem dealings 

 

In pollen  

They call it 

Demonic 

Intentions 

In whiteout clouds 

And red gas 

Handwritten 

To cash in 

 

 

 

 

At banks of 

Ripped stems 

Where deposits 

Are made in spines 

And bleeding barbs 

Offer themselves 

In earnest 

And in kind 

 

 

 

Mercury 

 

Nervously bitten nails,  

fingers idly bleeding 

On the wheel of a cloth-top car 

Speeding carefree on the coast of 

Mars. 

"Why are we here?",  

asks the passenger. 

Driver says, "Mars is someone I have a 

message for." 

 Quartz Reef 

 

Finest plush quality, 

Rarest ethereal material, 

Purest crystal trellises, 

 

Lifted from coveted 

Quartz reefs, 

Ripening arcadian idyll. 

 

Formed in ocean depths, 

Sought after, in these quixotically 

Unfathomable trenches' reach.  

 

Ta Chanka 

 

We rode all night long. 

You carried me through dense smog 

Over potholes and shards 

Of dead molotov cocktails 

Spread over now silent streets. 

 

 

 

Timberjack Salvage Breaker 

 

Destroy those employed barbaric toys 

Seek and seethe in salvo stream 

 

Root deep as a strong oak tree 

Stand tall at woodland edge to see 

 

Tree choppers appearing from mead-

ow 

Revving encumbering chainsaw spike 

ploughs 

 

Dragging behind in chains and rails 

Their stolen copses' ripped bark trails 

 

Don't waver your branches or let 

leaves cower 

Surge with the wind and boughs em-

power 
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Chilled Chaos 

 

Perfumes of petrichor 

And ozone  

Are rife. 

 

Lightning is 

Flying with 

Abandon. 

 

Cinder bolts crisp, 

Gold blood stone bolts 

Blitz gasoline. 

 

Inverse smokestacks 

Jet nebula smoke 

Through chemical contrails. 

 

Diffuse vapor floods 

Pulsate with the hum 

And fuzz of embers. 

 

 

 

Tufts of grey rum-scented 

Cloud chaff currents 

Twinkle and swarm, 

 

With shards of 

Glowing 

Thunder slag 

 

Blinking behind 

Crystal floe elixirs of 

Liquid quartz. 

 

 

Imperfect 

 

I know that you're 

Not evil.  

 

But I so desperately 

Want to believe.  
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Penny Tanker 

 

An oil tanker 

Full of pennies 

Ran aground  

On a reef 

In a guilf 

 

It ripped and 

Roared over banks 

And settled on 

Sand and stood 

As salvage 

 

With a hull 

Full of copper 

And a fuselage 

Full of oil 

Ceasing to boil 

 

How small a coin 

Can do so much 

Harm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photographer 

 

Before summiting the mountain, 

Or crossing its moat of 

White trees and purple water 

Weaving through pink grass 

Under a blue and black sky 

With green soil poking through 

Until the treeline begins  

Crawling up foothills, 

 

We took a picture. 

Tetrahedron 

 

A pyramid stands 

Block atop 

One another 

A tetrahedron 

Pyramid 

Construction 

 

Can't get a grasp 

Of the work 

Which went in 

To the layered 

Cakes 

Stacked sedulously 

 

Enigmatic  

And enshrouding 

Fine art 

Out of body 

Out of frame 

Onto sanded plains 

 

Painted lanes 

Of huge bricks laid 

Mimicking vines 

Of stone entwine 

Up the sides 

Of a monument climb 

 

Lanterns beside 

A steep stairway 

Liquorice twists 

Galvanized fists 

Carrying walking sticks 

Up a plaid mist 

 

Revealing a scene 

Only never seen 

By adventurers 

Or momento-ers 

Before it was 

Captured in pause 
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Supersaw 

 

A buggy stops below a dune 

In an arid acrid jungle 

And a chainsaw dies 

As a fuel tank empties 

Halfway through a creature 

After chopping through a demon 

With a sharp evil eater 

 

Holes in a burned shirt expand 

While sparks from a rip cord land 

Third degree upon a hand 

Splitting on grains of sand 

 

Revving with the motor 

Onboard 

Ripping and tearing 

What one can afford 

 

Mixing with shrapnel 

And splintering gravel 

Cracking organic axles 

Supersaw able to handle 

Its sting 

Through trees and diamonds 

And things that breathe 

 

Now a chainsaw revives 

With a can of fuel 

Taken from a buggy 

At the bottom of a dune 

 

Hoisted up to be started 

A rip cord pulled 

Revved to recover 

To conquer a dim jungle 

In hot pursuit 

Of any angels 

Uncharted 

 

 

Glip Jlop Brigoblbley 

 

Constantly indecisive 
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Hawaiian Corvidae 

 

Hanging 

On a chain 

Around a neck 

 

Consider an early gifted 

Die cast sheen  

Swaying in the breeze 

 

Ages ancient 

'Alala cawed and 

Alala was prayed to 

 

Islands ago 

Volcanos yet  

To show 

 

These are the skulls 

Of dead 

Hawaiian crows 

 

 

Glawio 

 

Billowing mushroom cloud 

Fungi pepper the ground, 

Shot from sky castles 

With heat sensitive vision, 

To pollenate in image, 

As large hammers drill 

Massive shells down barrels 

Of artillery; macrocosms 

Of droplets, rippling 

Puddles, and descending 

Dust. 

Meat Market 

 

Pineapple 

Exotic game 

Rib racks 

Hot sauce 

 

Tri-tip 

Flank steak 

Choice cut 

Pepper spiced 

 

Porkchops 

Chorizo 

Bratwurst 

Summer sausage 

 

Chicken breast 

Brisket 

Smoked meat 

Baby back 

 

Hot links 

Honey ham 

Roast beef 

Salmon 

 

Cajun 

Boneless 

Sauerkraut 

Stuffed 

 

Pastrami 

Capicola 

Bologna 

Landjaeger 

 

Cod 

Wild caught 

Savory 

Gold cheese wheel 

 

Beef pepperoni 

Buffalo 

Pork roast 

Garlic links 

Viking Cybernetics 

 

In the shower with her 

I felt clipped. Vulnerable. 

Like my wings were 

missing, but in their place 

was something like cybernetics; 

when you know your heart is 

pounding, but don't know  

what microscopic things are 

happening to beat it as 

a drum beats. Every cell 

and nanomachine in lost wings 

is a longship full of vikings, 

each feeling the same pulse 

by tempo setting figureheads. 

Each cascading piece of water 

is a morsel of vitality, 

and like the drum, beats in 

rhythm with its spray. As 

my veins' currents spray 

along the hull of longships, 

carefully surging once a moment 

to the great drum basin. 

Never to drain the drum, 

but the water to drain 

down the great shower basin. 

 

Memento 

 

After the beast was slain 

I dropped my lance and shield 

 

And as it lay writhing 

I stood upon its chest afield, 

 

Gripped one of its great tusks 

And wrenched free a tooth from its 

maw, 

 

Holding it from behind gauntlets. 

A jagged blade of bone and dread, 

 

A trophy ripped free in victory 

From a monster laid broken and dead. 
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Incorporated 

 

They were the ones 

Who grew up downtown 

In barrio streets and 

Wandered these neighborhoods 

Long after curfew. 

 

They tell the stories 

Of addiction and 

Wild saturday nights  

They saw way back when 

Where they came from. 

 

Dirty and dangerous, where 

You could well be caught dead 

Without a knife or brass 

Knuckles in your hand 

Or emptied pockets. 

 

Yet alive and wonderful, 

How I'm told that every 

Deal made and impromptu road trip 

Had people smiling like 

It was common on any day. 

 

They speak so adamantly, 

Nostalgia for perhaps unproud things, 

Yet when I drive down those streets 

now 

I can see nothing but colorless people 

And newly constructed buildings. 

 

 

Sword Logic 

 

Absorbed and consumed 

Broken  

Harvested 

Doomed to be 

Bloodstreamed irrevocably 

By increasingly hungry 

Getaway gods 

Holding onto power 

In reaped 

Sarcophagus jars 
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