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Introduction 
 

Here are twenty-five poems that I wrote from about 2003 to 2013, hand-

picked and newly revised by yours truly. 

 

We’ve got everything from unrequited love to robot karaoke, from the 

deadly serious to the seriously dead. The only common thread is that I 

wrote them all. Nevertheless, I’ve broken them down into three broad 

sections, by subject: “Visions,” “lolz,” and “Searching.”  

 

I could give a guided tour, explaining the story behind each poem, 

pointing out my favorites, talking about revisions and interpretations and 

caveats. But I’ll spare you. If the poems are good, no explanation is 

needed. If they’re bad, nothing can save them anyway. 

 

If you like my writing, you can find a lot more at my blog: 

http://BrianDBuckley.com 

 

From the bottom of my heart, thank you for reading. You make this job 

fun. 

 

-Brian 



 

 

  



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Visions 



 

 

Liftoff 
 

The countdown closes quick upon the point 

When hydrogen and steel will push as one 

And will with flame tumultuously anoint 

That beast which looks with envy on the sun. 

A light! Two hundred decibels explode 

The crowd exhales – a thousand boiling winds 

Surround the glowing column and its load: 

The shuddering leviathan ascends. 

And up – and up – the azure curtain parts – 

The well of black, ablaze with powdered snow 

Reverberates through fresh-elated hearts – 

The panoramic arc unfolds below; 

And passing into silence with a sigh 

It tiptoes on the surface of the sky. 
 



 

  

Anallegoria 
 

I see 

rose-colored stars the size of basketballs, 

violet flames pirouetting like dervishes, 

stormheads ebbing to explode again 

and then again, tracing swift nebulae 

on all the parsec breadth of that 

stern and sable canvas. 

I see 

music, clever decibels plunging 

down my eyes, painting 

rustles of furtive phantoms 

who flee in serried packs 

from the black, blind nightmare hunters 

thundering like dark aurorae 

through the aether. 

They will ask 

what it means, seeking idly for allegory, 

straining to craft syllogism 

from axioms of spirit: but the sun 

is yet dark, and in the strange hour 

when dreams yet linger on the waking world, 

we may sometimes forget to mean 

and only see. 
 



 

 

Atlantis 
 

Eternal sea, whose melody 

Today no less than then enthralls, 

Immortals wrote your single note 

Behind these alabaster walls. 

Aquatic skies, what secret lies 

Beneath the surface of your eyes? 

It silent sleeps in coral keeps 

And hallowed iridescent halls. 
 



 

  

Two-Thirds 
 

Two-thirds 

Of a knight 

Sits unmoving under burnished steel; 

His sword, or someone’s, extends vertically 

From a nearby shadow, pitted brick-red, 

Likewise lifeless. 

There are others – 

Just as, on first sighting two leaves in the forest 

So too are there “others.” 

But the leaves, early fallen 

From a blood-red autumn, 

Are scarcely discernible through the surge of crows 

Ebbing and roiling, black on black on black 

In the lengthening twilight. 

 

The vision dims halfway to reality. 

The prophet is yet new; 

Her eyes, still white with shock, 

Have not yet faded into numbness 

From a hundred such visions. 

Presently she looks forward, 

Sees again the eager boy – the soldier, 

Registers his repeated question: 

“Will we have victory today?” 

– Victory. At first she does not know this word, 



 

 

This “victory.” 

Which portion of the massacre 

Corresponds to his query? 

– But slowly, dutifully, 

She picks out the banner 

That has not yet been trampled by horse hooves 

And compares with the boy’s insignia 

To see if they match. 
 



 

  

Austromenock 
 

Too young to fear, though not yet brave 

We chanced the arbitrary wave 

And scorned alike both home and shore 

Disdaining that unearthly lore – 

That beast of idle sailors’ talk: 

Austromenock! 
 

The flashing night cascaded grim 

On heaven’s flowering diadem; 

We watched the sea uncoiling whip 

Resurgent bellows past our ship. 

Whose visage caused our craft to rock? 

Austromenock! 
 

Omniscient eye! Serrated claw 

And barnacle-encrusted maw! 

Unnumbered arms – a panoply 

Of suckered limbs beneath the sea 

And thickened plates that interlock – 

Austromenock! 
 

The thunder sang: the waters spoke; 

Our mizzen splintered at a stroke 

And timbers swept like blades of grass 

Pursuing that colossal mass 

Whose wake released its aftershock: 

Austromenock! 
 



 

 

Now I alone survive to tell 

How hapless crew untimely fell; 

I heed at last the banshee’s wail; 

And if someday you brave the sail, 

Remember, ere you leave the dock – 

Austromenock! 
 

 



 

  

Starstuff 
 

From stars we come, and to the stars return. 

My hands, my wife, my Chevrolet, Milan, 

The weathered heath, the dew-encrusted fern, 

Aurora borealis and Cézanne: 

Ambassadors of one ancestral realm 

Where all, their duty done, alike retire – 

One mother’s children drive one vessel’s helm, 

And keep, in hearts and hulls, a common fire. 

When downstairs in the stillness of the dark 

My desperate chains of thought hold sleep away 

And green electric digits glowing stark 

Denote the drowning of another day, 

I listen to the rush of distant cars 

And tell myself I hear the song of stars. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Lady 
 

Oh lady, my lady, the night I was born 

I smelled something sweet – the perfume you had worn. 

I think even then I knew something was strange, 

An eddy, perhaps, in the currents of change. 

I may have been dreaming, but nevertheless 

You cradled me soft in the silk of your dress; 

You told me, in whispers, of castles of gold, 

Then handed me back to my mother to hold. 

You sank your fangs early, you pushed them in deep, 

But how could I know it, an infant, asleep? 
  



 

  

Oh lady, my lady, when I was but ten 

You came on a visit to see me again; 

With flicks of your hand you brought light from the air 

And made it to tangle and somersault there, 

Then set it to burning and colored it blue. 

You said it was magic – I already knew. 

You gave me a penny and told me to play, 

And said maybe you would be back the next day; 

A day came and went, and another one too. 

I still have the penny – what happened to you? 
 

Oh lady, my lady, when I was eighteen 

I found you one day in a meadow of green, 

And though I was older, you still looked the same. 

How happy I was you remembered my name! 

For weeks I would meet you; for me it was bliss, 

And once, only once, did I try for a kiss. 

How clear I remember your look of disgust 

As if I had smeared some immaculate trust – 

Back then I felt guilty. I now understand 

How fully I lay in the palm of your hand. 
 

  



 

 

Oh lady, my lady, you weren’t unaware 

How perfect you looked with the moon in your hair. 

Was there even once that your laughter was free 

Or was it all acted on purpose for me? 

Our lives kept on going – by thirty, I’d wed 

But still wished that I could have had you instead. 

I no longer liked you, but love wouldn’t die. 

I’d smile when I saw you without knowing why. 

At night you would slip in my visions and stay – 

It’s more than I saw of you during the day. 
 

Oh lady, my lady, who never was mine, 

Your purpose was human – your eyes were divine. 

My wife is a section of earth and a stone, 

As cold as December and just as alone. 

My hands are now mottled, but you to this day 

Are perfect, no wrinkles, no hair that is gray; 

Your lips, never touched, make a beautiful smile; 

You beckon me over to sit for a while, 

And I would refuse you, if I had the will, 

Or if I could stop myself loving you still! 



 

  

Song of My World 
 

O! my world 

is a fine green world, brimming with 

crisp thunder on hills like domes, 

evergreens boundless as air. 
 

And my towers 

are stern straight towers that kiss 

the constellations, home to women and gods and men who are 

braver than you. 
 

And your guns 

leave jagged gun-craters bleeding 

rivers of smoke, rising 

long like the screams of my 

children, hot like the weeping 

of stars. 
 

And my children 

are careless as evergreens and their 

rough hands brandish no axes, and they 

fear no fire and burn 

like suns. 
 

And O! my world 

is a fine red world 

and your victory will 

envy our 

fall. 



 

 

Chomolungma 
 

If Everest dreams, 

I hope it dreams slowly. 

I hope its titanic visions 

are the work of centuries, 

its nightmares falling 

like inverted cathedrals 

through the rock, 

wrapped in blackness 

old as the sun. 

I hope its deep wonders 

writhe aeons at a time, 

murmuring rumors yet 

of their tectonic birth, 

telling vast prophecies 

in tongues of lightless fire. 
  



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

lolz 

 

 

 

 

 
  



 

 

A Literary Agent Rejects a Subpar Query Letter 
 

Dear Sir or Madam: 

Please don’t be offended. Your query’s horrendous. 

We can’t understand why you’d bother to send us 

A missive so deeply in need of an edit 

we wanted to vomit as soon as we read it. 

Its hook was insipid, its grammar revolting, 

its font microscopic, its manner insulting, 

its lies unconvincing, its structure confusing, 

its efforts at comedy less than amusing. 

We think that on average the writing is better 

in comments on YouTube than inside your letter. 

“No matter,” we said to ourselves after retching, 

“The novel itself may be perfectly fetching.” 

On reading your pages we promptly were greeted 

with something a wallaby might have excreted: 

a plot so moronic, a premise so weary, 

and characters so unrelentingly dreary, 

descriptions so lifeless, a setting so boring 

that only our nausea kept us from snoring. 

In short: if your book was a vaccine for cancer, 

its margins inscribed with Life’s Ultimate Answer, 

and all other novels on Earth were rejected, 

we’re still pretty sure we would not have selected 

this terrible, awful, impossibly hated, 

unspeakably horrible thing you’ve created. 

But thanks for submitting! We hope you’ll consider 

alternative ways to get published (like Twitter)! 



 

  

Haiku #1 
 

Droid karaoke 

rocks out "Stayin' Alive" per 

Asimov's Third Law. 



 

 

The Bard to His Love, at Length 
 

BARD: 

O splendid Queen, to mine own heart so dear 

Whose eyes, twin suns, twin lanterns, gleam sublime 

Thy subjects dot the vast celestial sphere 

Thy praises, ranks of cherubs constant chime 

Thy face, like Helen, launched a thousand hearts 

Though Helen never spoke as fair as thee, 

Whose dulcet voice in graceful notes imparts 

Thy wisdom, keen as Hell's severest darts! 
 

ELF GIRL: 

Were thou but mute, I might still be asleep! 

Pray write some tale of unrequited love 

And take it somewhere far away, and weep 

Where bards perhaps are thought more highly of. 

Mere time, 'tis said, the broken heart repairs 

And might I add, that silence wouldn't hurt – 

'Twere best, keep private all thy heart's affairs, 

And ride away, and tell someone who cares! 
 

  



 

  

BARD: 

O wretched Chance! My fate is ever such: 

My blushing rose doth prick me with her thorns – 

Yet do I love the sting – nay, thrice so much 

Because of that perfection it adorns. 

Less faithful beaus, 'tis true, might be dismayed 

And founder, as a bark amid the storm – 

But guided by thy star, I'll not be swayed – 

Remember me, the constant bard who stayed! 
 

ELF GIRL: 

Yea, how could I forget? Thy nightly pleas 

Incessant 'til the very crust of dawn 

Have all the charm of drunken bumblebees 

Who, lacking honey, heedless bumble on – 

O unwashed hair! O stench! O chin so cleft! 

Remember thee, the constant bard who stayed? 

The trick would be, I'd wager, far more deft 

Could thou but be the constant bard who left! 
 

BARD: 

Were I to leave, thy face would haunt me still 

Thy velvet lips, lush gardens of desire 

Thy supple skin, whose light, against my will 

Doth alternately tempt me, and inspire; 

O elven race! Like silk, thy raven hair 

How slim thy curves! How sheer thy pedestal! 

Thy soul divine! In form, how passing rare! 

'Twould be unjust to call thee merely fair! 
 



 

 

ELF GIRL: 

Wilt thou shut up! I'll give it to thee straight: 

Thy face into a castle wall be rammed – 

Thy tongue be tied – O sweet poetic fate – 

Iambic verse, and thee, alike be damned – 

Is this my curse, for being born an elf? 

Eternally to live, inspiring fools? 

Put back thy pointless passions on the shelf – 

Forsooth! I'll come and take thee out myself! 
 

BARD: 

Yet verily – 
 

Just then the elven sylph hurled a clock down upon the hapless bard, 

who, already Smitten With Love, was subsequently Smitten With One of 
Her Family Heirlooms. 
 

 



 

  

Epitaph 
 

Uxoricide by cyanide 

He essayed on a whim – 

He slipped a grain in her champagne; 

She slipped a knife in him. 
 

 



 

 

With apologies to Julie Andrews. 
 

These Are a Few of My Favorite Things 
 

Vulcan and Hoth, Z’ha’dum and Arrakis 

Louis C.K. and Zach Galifianakis 

Hitchhiker’s Guide and The Lord of the Rings 

These are a few of my favorite things. 
 

Gödel and Escher and Bach and the Beatles 

Thumbing my nose at my phobia of needles 

Robots that hover on bumblebee wings 

These are a few of my favorite things. 
 

C++, Anki, Mozilla, and Blizzard 

Gandalf, and Turing, and all other wizards 

John Stuart Mill and the Mandelbrot Set 

Vincent van Gogh and the snow of Tibet. 
 

Braid and the Triforce and Geno and Moogles 

Trying out new applications of Google’s 

Browsing on Wiki and laughing at Bing 

These are a few of my favorite things! 
 

When the news sucks 

When the code breaks 

When I feel like shit 

I simply remember my favorite things 

And then I get ohhhh…ver it! 
 

http://briandbuckley.com/2012/08/30/conquering-the-needle-phobia/
http://singularityhub.com/2013/05/08/robobee-robot-the-size-of-a-quarter-shows-off-new-flight-skills/


 

  

Haiku #2 
 

Your lips seem redder. 

Makeup? Or just Doppler's way 

Of saying you're gone? 



 

 

Requiem for Betsy’s Herbs 
 

These withered herbs, whose brown remains 

Did once hold verdant, vibrant hue 

Observe that fate which Death ordains 

For life’s eventual review. 

Like pen-strokes faded on the page 

They quiver, brittle, in the breeze 

Of that same Fortune’s passing rage 

Which also battered Socrates. 
 

What led these seedlings to their doom? 

By what foul road were they undone? 

Could it have been (as some presume) 

The product of a ruthless sun? 

A lack of water? Or of air? 

A weak or artificial dirt? 

No knowing which cruel causes share 

The guilty burden of our hurt. 
 

O chives! And parsley! Meanly scorned! 

Cilantro! Basil! Herbs sublime! 

Be sure thy fragrance shall be mourned 

Until the very end of thyme! 

Pray sail away on twilight’s ark, 

Home Depot’s children, Betsy’s friends 

For who can save the ailing spark 

When its appointed tenure ends? 

 

  



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Searching



 

 

Do You Remember Flying 
 

Do you remember running like the air 

Through rushing branches, scrambling toward the sea 

Pursuing hidden cities, and aware 

That magic creatures watched invisibly? 

Do you remember searching in the sand 

For hermit crabs, and shattered crumbs of stone 

Beyond the realm of chores and reprimand 

By secret dunes you journeyed to alone 

Or singing, when the starlight washed your hair, 

Invented words to a familiar tune 

And hearing echoes from a dragon's lair 

And hurling thoughtless pebbles at the moon? 

Do you remember flying, wondering why 

Adults who saw you, didn't want to try? 
  



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Witching Hour 
 

The witching hour 

dribbles nightmares from her maw: 

toddlers’ nightmares, shards of onyx 

set like fangs in a bloody jaw, 

but also 

nightmares the color of 

empty Saturday afternoons, 

crushed by the terror 

of nothing in particular. 
 

What would it be 

to see these creatures? 

Not to surrender, nor yet 



 

 

to charge, brandishing creeds and anthems: 

but to meet them with open sail, 

a Beagle among their Galápagos, 

taking notes and sketches – 

and later, 

stories for your daughters, 

and maps to guide them 

home? 
 

 



 

  

Morning 
 

Day breaks. 

Shades of an old slumber 

burn off. This affably dawning star, 

cradling our petunias, kissing our blank fences, 

reveals a colossal inferno, roaring mute, 

raining fire on us from so far distant 

it feels like morning. 
 

 



 

 

Raindrops 
 

Raindrops forget they’re falling. 

Weightless, lightning-laureled, 

they sit beneath the storm, 

while round them upward 

roars the rushing air. 

Umbrella-holders crouch, 

angry and late for work 

and sorrowful, 

cursing the raindrops 

which are right on time 

and free 

and have never been dry. 
 

 

  



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Sin of Icarus 
 

Everything lets go. 

Oaks release their browning leaves 

as Mother Earth, yearly petulant, pulls back from 

Grandmother Sun. 

Crickets let go 

of their raucous musicmaking 

and huddle in shadowed silences 

awaiting the silent white. 

Everything lets go. This is 

not death but surrender, 

not weakness but the wise slackening 

of a too-tight grip on gleaming baubles miswanted. 

The sin of falling Icarus, stretching greedy fingers 



 

 

for Grandmother Sun, waving his wax-stained wings, 

was not pride but possession: 

not that he rose too high, but that he clutched too hard: striving 

to have and have and have, and not 

to be. 



 

  

The Order of Things 
 

The neighborhood treeline cuts fractallike 

into the cloudless pink infinitude 

of the morning sky. 

Daylight enters this place 

of trimmed grass and white siding, 

not boorishly, but with slow respect 

for the night that has been, 

like a samurai drawing another’s sword. 

Yesterday I mowed the back lawn, 

wielding my coughing engine and whirling blades 

boorishly, hacking with human impatience 

the parts of nature’s growth 

least convenient to me. 

Today I am writing a poem about it. 

In five thousand years, the treeline 

will cut fractallike into the cloudless pink infinitude 

of the evening sky. 



 

 

Lights in the Fog 
 

I live. The sea is calm; the sky is gray. 

The stars and moon by night, the sun by day. 

I understand some parts of what I see – 

What madness drives the world to be this way? 
 

It piqued my wonder – I, the musing cat 

Saw lights within the mist from where I sat. 

What question haunts the placid symmetry? 

Accursed fog! I know not even that! 
 

Will restlessness of knowledge never cease? 

I pace the halls by night for want of peace. 

By day, the mind distracted, never free; 

Almost – almost! – I hunger for release. 
 

I beat against the curtains like a fool 

Whose master is both generous and cruel 

Meanwhile, and unconcerned by such as me 

The rain falls swift and softly in the pool. 
  



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On Saying Goodbye 
 

The snow has not yet fallen. Our intertwined 

fingers find needful solace 

in the tightness of affection; 

and delaying the kiss 

that will end it, I perceive 

that love is like sleeping. 

My dreams glide into yours 

and meet in the halo of our intertwined 

vision – I am sleeping, 

and though I know that December 

apart is livable (for I have breathed 

the icy air before, and found it 

non-toxic) – though I know this, I delay, 



 

 

clinging to the melting moments of our intertwined 

whispers – for, like any sleeper, 

what I fear is not consciousness, but 

waking. 



 

  

Across the brimming fields I go 

The road above, the clouds below 

And all around, unfurl'd, the ground: 

The only canopy I know. 


