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LIVEWIRES




Caution: Poem Ahead

Reading this poem will be risky —

alliteration will torment you with tongue twisters,
similes will surround you like sharks,

occasional rhyme will take up your time

and KA-BLAM! onomatopoeia will shock you.

Do not read this poem.

Reading this poem, you will have

an uphill battle against idioms.

Adverbs will suddenly (successfully!) steal your attention.
Personification in the previous line is a bonus

but repetition will annoy you — it will! It will! It will!

Do not read this poem.

Reading this poem will force you to

hiss, with its unnecessary use of sibilance.
Its metaphor will keep you up all night:
this poem is a mosquito.

Buzz off! Back away! Turn the page!

Do not read this poem.

REBECCA M. NEWMAN







A Herd of Haiku

A lounge of lizards
lie in the sun catching rays.
Lazy ectotherms.

A gulp of magpies
swallow grasshoppers and frogs.
Bouncing bellyache.

A stare of barn owls
focus on fairness and law.
Parliamentary.



A pack of dingoes
cram into a Cadillac.
Canine car caper.

A shiver of sharks
shake their fins at a disco.
Boogie with a bite.

CATHERINE CARVELL



Tricky Creatures

My dog is not a dog,
he’s a lone wolf roaming,
wolf to the full moon moaning all night long.

My worm is not a worm,
it’s a snake sliding,
snake in the grass gliding with a sss sss sss

My moth is not a moth,
she’s an eagle flying,
wedgetail eagle spying from high up in the sky.

My frog is not a frog,
he’s a lizard lurking,
blue-tongue lizard working on his next free meal.

My flea is not a flea,
it’s a cricket jumping,

cricket thumping and galumphing through the bush.

My bat is not a bat,
she’s a possum squealing,
a possum trampolining in the ceiling!

BARBARA TEMPERTON



