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Science! true daughter of Old Time thou art!

Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes.

Why preyest thou thus upon the poet's heart,

Vulture, whose wings are dull realities?

- Edgar Allen Poe

Before 




there was a time



(long before)

when i could feel 

the earth


flowing through my fingertips

a time when i could

taste the air and



drink the sky




smell the sweetest harmonies



drifting from distant beginnings

when i could play in 

sand castles on the moon



follow spiral steps 

of dancing orbits




whirl summersaults in oceans 

of newborn light


and hang from a cosmic ray





to see how high i could go

i could swim 

    the ether of time





travel through space 

  that doesn't exist


watch the stars 

grow old






    
the universe






grow young





listen to their stories

and fall asleep in their arms

i could be





{All}



everything





at once






together 




every single

moment


every single

space



every single

thought



feeling







or being






and yet

in that eternity

i knew 



i was 








nothing more

At the River

Gravel jumps 

along crunching road

down the hill, dissolving

at the waters' edge.

Sun bakes my skin; 

even the shade now

is an oven. Sweat 

beads, drips in stillness. 

Eucalypts evaporate, 

shed shade like dying leaves,

guide a speckled tunnel


down to tidal flats.

Here, 

mangrove snorkels 

rise around a 

thin mirror surface.

Armies of tiny red crabs 

meander mazes

pushed through muddy banks.

I sit in honeycombed

sandstone, back against

hotplate steel of 

the ribbon barrier. 

Out near the middle


Splash

a fish falls

spreads ripples 

across...



Splash

Mullet, 


closer in.

The tide has dropped. 

A bird's feet

sink alongside

mine in sponge muck.

There are footprints 

now, following me

out onto 

the stranded river bed.

Murky water laps

all around


bright blue glare

and I am standing

five minutes from 

nowhere, 

ankle-deep and sweating,

saturated on the surface 

of the most beautiful


machine



that could ever 




just happen.

Behind me, 

the bridge roars;

planes scar a lofty sky;

screaming stink-boats 

overtake

their own good intentions. 

I scrape the mud 

from between my toes

and return to the machine

we choose to create,


just five minutes walk



up the road.

Restless

bickering voices

from the next room echo

through the air

trying not to hear itself

though its getting harder to 

kick the covers and 

roll over onto fresher ground

in search of a place to rest

seconds split themselves

and the squabbling swells

to a mild cacophony

played out by an orchestra of sensation

banging the wall with clenched fists

and buried deep down

it follows 

even here

they don't know where 

to hide themselves

from a spiraling

swirling view that runs 

past the window

scaring the children 

crouched under luggage 

compartments reserved

for hope

that one day the chaos

will subside like a breaking wave

rolling up 

upon golden sand

to light up the night and

in a wisp of translucent smoke

drag the voices away

Assemble Your Self

Seeing clear 

is knowing truth objective

through distorted lenses. Seeing truth

is to give that of yourself, 

attaching vain disclaimers to faith in anything; 

the past is never true, just makeshift filler -

thoughts to plug the gaps uncovered;

searching reason bends distortions rediscovered. 

Through gaping voids the cries of pain 

echo on some rejected frequencies; 

a flow of background radiation. 

Thoughts that climb through filters cold 

in fractured time, a constant freeze 

frame, life as stop motion. 

A laughing teardrop swells the mercury ocean.

Worn anecdotes

tell stories of confusion in our heads,

a comforting montage, illusions

sewing identity with awkward stitches.

Landscapes that subjectify and niggling itches

we can't scratch away; reality is never

shades of grey we realise - wherever, whenever.

Memories become their stylised versions.

The moment keeps us falling,

diversions suspended in passing 

to slide away. We wade the mundane 

through every day in search of essence,

connections never seen

but felt; the worth of life 

is in-between.

Fields

The human being is grown 

from fairly ordinary matter- mostly water,

some carbon, a few other chemicals.

A rock is grown together of the

same elemental things; 

does it not then stand to reason 

that it is alive

as well?

It too will move

when pushed, or fall when dropped 

or guide the river that knows how to flow

as it talks to birds and the sky

and comes to meet the 

vastness of the ocean, a mere droplet in the

vastness of everything. 

Strong, loving trees overhang,

their roots hugging gently through

the Earth, but then  

it too is just a rock, or a cell,

or an atom in the complexity.

And yet for all my deconstruction 

and confused abstraction

of function -


these trees can breathe, 


this river can sing,



our Earth can cry


and sitting quietly


on its soil, I can wonder 



how it feels.


Maybe the only consciousness is

the Universe


itself.

Summer Ritual

Atomic yellow glare smears stark summer heat 

across the boundless midday dome, as

atmospheric driftings watch rolling waves

collapse upon shifting sands of time.

We venture with the creeping grasses

down crusting dunes  

to this archaic middle ground.

Majestic hands of all creation stretch

infinity along the lonely horizon,

white flecks of froth caressed by

salty breeze from distant whisperings.

Each grain 

a subatomic particle, 

clinging to our naked feet.

Bright blue capsules of ancestral air 

strand fragile existence in the blinding sun,

trawling tentacles splayed across

the shallow brink of all beginnings. 

In bizarre unspoken ritual, we retrace 

first footprints back into 

the protoplasmic ocean.

Mercurial water hangs within the sky,

splashed in strings of cascading crystal

and baubles glistening; colliding,

exploding and falling away.

Our bodies brace 

this crashing edge,

the world washes over.

Twisting blade fronds claw through 

glimpsing turquoise tranquility,

a rippled floor round reaction trajectories,

fleeting fish in sub-conscious dances of life.

The blazing sun becomes limp

in the flow 

of microcosmic chaos.

Avatars dripping with salt brine and sand

assemble filament-nerve twig fingers 

on paper leaves in delicate construction 

to withstand softly swelling winds.

This tiny piece of

civilization 

will keep us warm tonight.

The afternoon slides into the sea with

the silent turning of the universe

and it comes out to play in vast 

arrangements of spectral diamond.

The rich blue ink of night

is scattered with

our tiny edge of everything.

Knotted branches crackle in fragile flames,

a pyre of twisted cellulose consuming 

its own eternal corpse, returning

to primal ash for endless rebirth.

The dancing shadows drown

our faces

in the endless sky.

general theory of everything

each

and every

tiny aspect

of your existence

is made up of

something smaller

and is a part

of everything else

somnambulant machination

primordial emotion





like swarms of crawling amoebas 

chases infancy eternal

through worlds discovered of vain construction

where reality is resource

and this moving meat is vehicle to 

feardesire’s hidden origin





secreted within the form

corroding possibilities unknown 
      to the finite mold 

of our experience

imperative through all 




are parameters where coded 





circumstance dissolves 

in pools like crystals circumstantial of code 

spreading destinies 

preordained in filtered hierarchy 

           
communal cold death function 

distributing unfair justice 

across geography of every


tragic mind’s lifetime



in societal strands

the genus is spun 

webbing fate and ultimatum 

 for numbers are labels arbitrarily 

   


and order is redistributed 

   when some tiny error becomes allocated 

worth and gain 


investment in the future’s memory as

     mind-viruses that exploitbelieve  


to grow 

and give up

or evolve

The Peasants' Prayer

Oh mighty Lord:

Bleed us down these furrowed lines.

Spread our faith like your plague 

across the land, an ill wind tugging 

the mangled heads of another

brittle winter's aching starvation.

Fairest Creator: 


Guide us, should we falter, to cushion 

the royal riches of your chosen few, 

our broken bones heaped in piles

for them to lie upon and laugh.

Forgiving grace: 

Adorn our faces with scars of stigmata,

infected scabs and pus itching sores,


that stained glass may remind us always


of your eternal beauty.

Divine Father:


Boil the hatred in our souls, that we 

may be mould to you, we may breed

a terror bloodlusting witch-hunts

in the darkness of your night.

Bringer of hope:


Fill our lives with the fetid stench of 

corruption and injustice, clinging like 

mud to our tired feet as we trudge 

towards you - our only salvation.

Greatest God:


Clean our minds of such filth as doubt 


so that we may understand


your grand design is not meant


for the minds of us mortal slaves.



We are merely pawns in your game,



awaiting holy judgement in



silent 

submissive gratitude.


Dear Lord, hear our prayer.

Capacitor

On circuit board worlds

perpetual motion 

is hard wired;

all models supersede -


preconception

crashes down in softer places

as ideals are found

anxious

in fuzzy logic.

Force Vector Phenomenology

From the roof of my mind 

I exit through some tiny crack of day 

to watch whatever this is

being drawn in space on broken mirrors

as softer flesh is bruising against 

the barbed wire fences there to hold in place 

a dull grey middle plane 

where faces trail ego from a blur 

and kneejerk mechanisms run out of control

where echoes turn tempest and to exist

is beyond redemption 

seeming so cheap and achievement so 

fickle when nothing ever stays any longer 

than time appears to need for memory 

to grow suspended and intertwine 

with the bloody mucus hanging underneath 

this resonating skull chamber

fear      bliss      pain      greed
boredom

and in the push pull of these vector forces

all voices are their own to be listened 

to never trusted never trusted like 

post-mortems to tell if yesterday is either now 

or not ever and manifest 

beneath the warping tide’s historical helix 

there is searching still for frames of reference 

to call internal without inertia 

of paying too much attention to commodity 

worth so much more when left alone 

in the greater uncharted system

without numbers symbolic 

of thought-time stretched out in chains 

across the torso of these fractional seconds 

that for all I know could almost be just 


any other moment    
or the end

or all eternity.

Love:

subliminal response

or chemical ocean

intelligence divine or

law of biology

the sickle blade

or brick wall

glowing embers

that singe your hair

a dream, your life

when it works out

or when it doesn't

but you smile anyway

two minds when 

one believes 

that they can feel

the other

a word.

In Defense of Reductionism

The Reductionist says: 

the Body

is a machine

a construction of cells, 

each unit refined 

to some mechanical purpose;

the Mind

is a computer,

an ad-hoc labyrinth of logic, 

twisted endings entwined

in chaotic webs of function;

a Thought

is one pulse

flowing random paths in 

neural networks

to new beginnings, deterministic;

and Existence

is this train

passing through our ever 

present moment,

swallowed in the wake of consciousness.

He does not say your life

is only worth living

if you are living it

through the eye of a microscope

that it needs to be attacked 

with scalpels and 

disemboweled 

to extract its hidden meanings

that tears and laughter

Love and Pain

can ever be made 

 
of any less 

than what 

they are felt 

to be.

Collateral

the heat the heat

the vast unholy heat 

burn inside flesh burns 

outside

my skin 

my skin

this face with a rusty knife

this claw through redeyes screaming

this pain like molten razors

agony 

a blazing inferno 

the scorched earth

explosions tearing 

hellfire dropped from demons 

with steel wings 

do you…

screaming

can you hear

bleeding gashes in the wall

skin scraped

cyclonic shrapnel

my skin

the heat the screaming my

arm myfacemy skin 

this chaos 

escape

fingers pleading 

behind a face

before the 

order

the hill

silhouettes standing

solemn faces

mocking

my face

false pallbearers 

in grand suits

grand plans and flags 

wielding

hallowed arms 

empirical might

complacency mobilized

in platoons and wings

well fed fingers pressing

well oiled

buttons

are you… 

embers shrieking 

earth and air 

like shattered bone

rumble of a thousand 

falling

burning boiling peeling 

blackened 

licking flame 

the echoes

hope

slipping from

broken shoulders 

all around

darkness

descending 

the world 

my head

do you…

can you…

are you…

am i

Keeping the Silos Well Stocked

Looming bulkheads of steel and snarling mind

churn deathly paranoia with awkward progress.

Primeval gears are set in their motions -

there's no stopping lumbering machines

from filtering ordered lines in class and station,

and pushing through endless turnstiles

the confused, exhausted, scared, and hungry

to piss their lives up against the daily wall.

Colonial ants crawl

Earth's twisted surface

with multicoloured maps.

Upstairs, passionate fists slam conservative 

benches in stoic motions, attempting to 

ignore Newton's kickback. Weaker knees buckle,

grind down into brewing malcontent

when crumbling rhetoric forgets to hide

the base bigotry of all morality; 

It seems we could balance 

a justification for almost anything.



Each state is one broken mind,

each state has just 

one lifetime.

Virus cultures and violent faiths infect

with monotonous drones and chiming coin. 

Their jarring fallacies make no kind distinction 

for the lucky few who know any better. 

Careless hatred is flung overhead; surely 

this is leading to the Ending 

of the World. No concrete can protect 

anyone from where we are heading.



Growth means taking over, growth means



we are in control; we are the Only






Deserving 


Truth.



Strategy ploughs relentless through 

idle dissent, nothing more than dissonance 

for the swelling drums of war. 

Ladders broken and shattered ceilings 

litter landscapes with augmenting despair;

piles of burning history books 

herald the coming 

of the next tragic cycle

on some faint echoes 

of the whispering future -



Fences will fall,




Society will bleed 

and Empires




will always






eat their children.


The Weight

If the suffering of our world

were measured on scales, or discovered

with vast equations 

of motion in splintered systems,

the final figure 

would rival 

star-gaping infinities

through which this tiny whole 

and all oblivious pain 

is thrown.

If life can exist 

elsewhere, out there,

one can only hope

they have it worked out

a bit better than we do.

The Sky is Falling



On quiet nights

you can hear them 
 over the roar of ramming pistons 


and neon screams, on city-bleached horizons 

of unspoken enmity
 huddled round 

their twisting thoughts, transcribing 

the murky heavens in free-form notation

to be performed before 

an audience of nothing 


on the final day.



If you listen

hard enough       you will lose yourself in a dream of logic,


gleaming monuments being built up all around on 

fragile foundations and endless proof, waiting for

tangential experience

or the weight of flawed existence

to pull it all through 

empty darkness, eternal

and deconstructed.



There they sit, in

isolation, carving restless seclusions in hollowed grounding

while outside 
      smiling faces sell consolation, 


and eternal hands-shaking stir the filth 

once more, reaching to touch

themselves but never

reaching much further than

they possibly can


or ever will.



And on that day

of nevers ending, they will be ignored and swallowed 

with all the rest -

all that they've known, a Universe 

they haven't; thoughts that they grew and those left lying

among silty lower regions of their

sleeping sub-conscious - 
 


will be equated on the backs of 

randomised variables 

to a glorified total 

of less than their product.


When our branches splinter



and the monkeys fall,


the sky will exist
only



as the ceiling of our minds.

Odyssey of Simulation Entertainment

and now, I wake 

to find I live within reality's moving shadow 

where meaningless are meanings and the 

photon absurdity of light is to realise:

<<I can see>> 



fluorescent retinal smudges 

and wireframe lattice networks in 4-D 

while I remain as none but smeared

objective, external and failing revelations 

of matter 
...immaterial...
that does

and always, it seems

some fractured premise is unbridled 

{intuition}

raging violent against its chains, and falling

endlessly over for thinking it can know 

but knowing only freedom as thought movement

>>progressive> through Mind – never

realised as the pre-programming 

of reaction and insanity 
^normalized^

now, always we wake

to essence quintessential of strangeness 

seeming omni-everything, (or God 

at the least)

bestowing separation default on all, as confusion 

relentless through the ambition of Question

channels futures manifest in probability 

and erratic strings of Universe 

through the paradox of wondering 

beyond Life

as a Game 

with broken rules

Potential Difference of Reality

All vision is sense; all

sense is now extinct 

in visions of thought 

seen never before.

Your God is no longer 

yourself, but another; your

self no longer exists, 

but as 

each other.

somewhere past the origin

somewhere past the origin

there were just some monkeys 

milling about

 some a little bigger 

and some not getting quite so sick 

or a little greedy 

a little angry every now and then

but they were just some monkeys 

looking to do their thing until 

through the mist 

came whispering 

these complexities 

to light up the night with fire 

and batter down obstacles 

with tools 

of stone but soon the obstacles 

were other monkeys 

and feeble limbs extended in primal technologies

filtered gene pools much faster than 

ever before and as always 

those that couldn't keep up 

had never existed but those that could 

were pushed around by the world inside 

the confusion muscle of the mind

lost oblivion 

becoming 

endless awakening 

creating authority of everything 

 the way it is just because

and we threw up idols of gold and faith 

and hope from fear and idle submission

supply and command from hierarchy structure

imposed from nowhere but always controlled by 

those lucky bastards 

who sit at the very top although 

there is always falling when they get too fat

for replacement with another butcher’s illusion 

and all the while in this tragic humanity 

there are cycles

great pillars crumble towards the sky 

knowledge ascends and 

the scenery starts rearranging 

like a crystal growing the same familiar stains

but while things are sometimes standing still 

for darker years to hang their ignorance

there is always light

and through it 

we somehow end up 

crawling towards some fragile learning  

 of how to command the elements and gaze 

into atomic solar systems or out 

to cosmic insignificance and in the nebulae

 of our own ideas we swim and think

 we know so bloody much 

when answers start flowing heavy like wine 

but these who are in the deep end

can never know how the other 

nine point nine-nine tenths live

as trash cultures are sold and sold

and jarred emotions of the horde

become anger spilling for another last time

and from this perspective 

we hurtle towards 

a catalytic exponent

a great accelerated mess 

and all the while 

half realizing

those higher minds are moving now 

inside this colossus of technology spreading arms

 of its mind

 an amorphous mesh of logic

we do not understand on our own

and soon you can plug right in

to the grand information organism 

be porous within all others 

or engineer your perfect life and extend 

it beyond such mortal trivia as death 

fulfilled in virtuality of all majestic bliss 

that none had ever hoped to 

dream of 

and as always 

only ever 

if you are born into a life

 that can find some way to 

afford it

Now

We crawled out into 

the naked air

on our sacred spines,

but by the time we realised 

it was all too late 

for turning back.

Everything was once the same.

Everything is now

divergence tearing

reality 

with sprawling truth.

Who could say

we would all come back together?

It’s been running 

for so long, it feels

like burning out 

before we’re able to recognise 

the cosmic exponential

as approaching 

infinity.

Now it comes down

to chaos in flux

around a few

unsuspecting

movements.

butterflies

do butterflies

dream

of wings that beat

in only air

or of dreams of these

they can

believe?

Greyscale 

An open down-pipe slaps the ground,

splashing specks of dirty puddle 

over passing steps. Across the pavement

auras sprinkle from tiny wet missiles, blooming 

in random magnificence

to sink back into reflections.

Tears of oncoming traffic 

smear across the slick, their headlights

like dewy eyes and fluorescent mascara 

running into jet black. 

Tyres suck the asphalt, 

throwing behind them trails of confetti 

into liquid static. On the horizon, 

high-rise skylines order multicoloured stars 

into neat boxes; curtains of fuzzy grey

hide the dancing sky.

I steal shelter from some corporation's empire,

wait for the lights to change.

Pigeons stride past, impatiently, 

huddled together under wire frame canopies,

rustling feathers and icy plumes.

The bus lumbers forward.

Heavy salvos kiss my face

dropped from leaves above;

I gently resist the eager queue

to savour the cool barrage on my cheeks.

An air lock hiss and flapping lever

trap humidity as it hangs warm 

around jerky, nodding heads.

I wipe a hole in the mist and watch

a giant steel mechano set

split the land for trampled grey,

like the contours of a sandpit flattened

by a playful hand, white trails of ferries

dragged through like finger trenches.

It joins the murk in a gradual haze,

each headland a dissolving backdrop;

through the heads a mixing palette

lurks the ocean, blending

windblown veils with the cotton sky.

The shining road stretches ahead

like a great wet belt, holding together

this watercolour evening. I push open

the window and swim backwards

through chilling air. Shivers 

in my spine remind me 

that I'm still alive.

+++ Reflection +++

Modern science appears to suggest that not only biological life, but almost everything we can study analytically, from cosmology to consciousness and culture, has developed its systemic structure through catalytic processes of growth, adaptation and destruction. Through various inspirations, including Richard Linklater’s film Waking Life, modern philosophical writings by Daniel Dennett, David Lewis, Richard Dawkins and others, and the (poorly written) paperback novel Celestine Prophecies by James Redfield, this expanded notion of ‘Evolution’ has become heavily influential on my perspective of the universe, further solidified in my mind by my AoS: Changing Worlds. We seem to be caught up in a vast cosmo-geo-bio-anthropo-socio-logical evolution, and I desired to capture this through the medium of poetry. 

Even initially, my planned entailed composing an expansive collection to cover ‘Evolution’ in cosmology, biology, consciousness, society, identity, technology and knowledge, and doing so in free verse, metered, rhyming, and even formal poetic forms. However, I decided to write whatever I could, whenever I could, whilst keeping the concept in mind, so that the work could itself properly ‘evolve’. I wanted it to be cohesive, but also for each poem to be potentially isolated, both from the other poems, and from this expository reflection statement, and still be appreciated. This intention was largely influenced by study of John Donne in English Advanced; the unique qualities of his voice, even across individually distinct poems, appealed heavily to me. His ‘metaphysical’ style inspired and influenced the furthering of my poetic skills, which I had begun developing in previous years.

My writing process involved scribbling in notebooks and on scraps of paper, periodically selecting the better poetic fragments and transferring them onto my computer. Around these I would crystallize poems, often with new inspirations causing them to change over writing/editing sessions. I feel this liberal process allowed me to utilise both my subconscious and conscious minds effectively, producing a sincere, high quality collection unified by common images, themes and especially voice, by virtue of this process.

During early stages of composition, I searched extensively through poetry anthologies and the Internet for poems and poets with similarly broad reaching and scientifically slanted themes. Of the little I found, I observed general disregarded for scientifically valid perspectives and a trend instead towards highly romanticized interpretations. Furthermore, in addition to the quote from Edgar Allen Poe’s Sonnet to Science that opens my work, I found these sources of discouragement:

“If a young man thinks he has something to say, then he is not a poet. If he likes to listen to the words and see what they have to say, then, maybe he is a poet” 

– W.H. Auden

And, later:

“Poetry is entirely opposed to science” 
– S. Coleridge

These quotations, along with the absence of poetry such as I wished to compose, only inspired me to maintain my sprawling conceptual basis, which is, I believe, one of my work’s unique strengths. While as a whole the collection explores ‘Evolution’, into individual poems I channeled many of my favourite scientific and philosophical ideas; evident examples include: determinism, existentialism, epistemological skepticism, Big-Bang and quantum theory, ‘memetics’, Darwinian selection regarding both genes and personality, panpsychism, cosmic emergence, phenomenology, A.I. singularity, Freudian psychology and the ‘bundle theory’ of identity. Rather than merely ‘name dropping’, this list illustrates the depth and breadth of my work; I wish not to tie it to any single doctrine or destroy it through excessive deconstruction. These concepts were discovered during recreational research, late night conversation, and study of English, Physics and Philosophy, and although I conducted further investigations, my commitment to capturing initial intellectual encounters always proved more fruitful. Additionally, provoked by study of Ender’s Game, I expressed through the work my despair at the current political situation, reflecting the notion of historical cycles. 

In order to stimulate thought into these complex ideas, I adopted a ‘rational’ poetic approach; whereas Donne used intellectual ideas and methods to express emotion, I aimed somewhat for the inverse. Scientific and philosophical language, such as “existence”, “divergence”, “paradox” and “exponent”, as well as reference to established theories, including “Newton’s kickback”
, butterflies’ wings
 / dreams
, and “strings of Universe”
, aids the development of dense concepts and ‘rational’ integrity, while their context of use also provides poetic ambiguity. Choice of metaphors often follows in this vein, with “cells”, “atoms” and “wire-frame lattice networks” used to poetically describe concepts, while sustaining the scientific tone. Through use of abstract third person, plural second person and fairly passive first person perspectives, I create in my poems a sense of objectivity. I prefer direct metaphor (x is y) over simile, as metaphors are more economical and poetically powerful, especially possessive metaphors (the x of y), frequently used to create intensely conceptual associations between two objects of thought.

Despite my emphasis on conceptual depth, I increasingly understood the value of having the poetry actually work as poetry. 

Comments from friends, Internet poetry boards
, and supportive English teachers, suggested my collection needed technical refinement to increase aesthetic appeal, particularly in regard to rhythmic sense. To abate this, I read the works of various revered poets, including T. S. Eliot, W. H. Auden, Dylan Thomas and Pablo Neruda, and then undertook serious re-edits of my own, reading them aloud to hear what the reader’s mind would ‘hear’ upon first reading. This led to use of enjambment in many poems, and rearrangement of many line breaks and choices of syntax. 

One distinct characteristic of my ‘voice’ is a highly visual sensibility. Ranging from vibrant beach images in Summer Ritual, to the fetid disease imagery of The Peasant’s Prayer, this sensual approach often provides a poetic counterpoint to my intellectual restlessness, even if in an abstract sense. I strived consciously to emphasise such evocative images, creating expressions of wonder, or despair, without dissolving the conceptual frameworks into blatant mysticism.

To prevent stylistic staleness, I continually experimented with tone and poetic approach, which lead me back to my initial investigations. I had researched the ‘Beat’ poets, and was drawn to Lawrence Ferlinghetti’s wonderfully naïve voice, used to discuss difficult societal issues. While I felt it initially too incongruous with my own, I later appropriated his style in somewhere past the origin: a more colloquial description of the evolution of humanity, with phrases strung together by endless conjunctions. Ferlighetti’s work also inspired Alive and Before, especially the latter’s spreading line-indent structure. Additionally, I had analysed the lyrics of the band At the Drive In, who use ambiguous and jarring surrealist technological and political images. The influence of their harsh style can be seen in Keeping the Silos Well Stocked, Force Vector Phenomenology and Collateral.

Avoiding further technical complications, I eventually decided to write only in free verse. However, my experimentation with form balances this reservation. Use of structural techniques, including varied stanza, alignment, indentation and punctuation structures, both increase immediate visual appeal, and manipulate rhythms in the mind of the reader. They also create further meaning in specific poems, such as the contrasting rigid and flowing indents of In Defence of Reductionism.

Some poems relate less overtly to ‘Evolution’; apart from extra poetic and emotive impact, their inclusion provides a more ‘humanised’ perspective on other poems that they are related to. Through the sequencing of poems, I tried to emphasise these, and many other such conceptual links, interspersing lighter with darker or more complicated ones, and building to a conceptual and emotional climax. The final, mostly scenic poem - Greyscale - serves to demonstrate that which I explain rationally in In Defence of Reductionism; for all my reductionist thought, I still appreciate the inherent and sole value in life - experience of life itself.

While I have endeavored to emotionally engage the reader, I hope this also aids the stimulation of thought. My own experience of life is so essentially bizarre and inconstant that to consider an ultimate structure, as suggested by modern science, only compounds the bewilderment, and I would love to be able to share that through my poetry. The most ideal reaction would be inducing the kind of intellectual euphoria that I myself feel when contemplating these confronting and complex ideas, the paradoxical epiphanies of ordered chaos alluded to in the work’s title.

Realistically however, reactions will be varied. Some may enjoy my abstract images, while others will find them difficult to visualize. Some may discover distinct meanings, and some, their own ambiguous interpretations. Some may feel confused or uneasy. I view all of these responses as equally valid; I wish not to predicate responses. Those interested in poetry, philosophy and science will enjoy and gain the most, and so this intellectual fringe must be my audience, but I aimed primarily for personal fulfillment. Nevertheless, I hope that many respond to my poems, for both their enjoyment and thought-provocation, and for my further satisfaction
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  Reflection Statement    39-45








� “For every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction”


� Chaos theory - a butterfly flaps its wings in China, causing a typhoon in Australia


� A hypothetical by Chuang-Tzu - is he a philosopher dreaming he is a butterfly, or the opposite? 


� String theory - multi-dimensional mathematical models of the Universe


� � HYPERLINK "http://www.ozpoet.ans.au" ��www.ozpoet.ans.au� , � HYPERLINK "http://www.shadowpoetry.com" ��www.shadowpoetry.com� , � HYPERLINK "http://www.ectopia.co.uk" ��www.ectopia.co.uk� 
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