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Poetry Poetry

Curmudgeon 

Carol Harvey Steski

Half-submerged in the algae sluice 
like a greasy green egg, sunny side  
greeting the day with a grudge, 
this bullfrog is thick  
as a grown man’s fist 

and tony-soprano-tough. 
His whole body’s an open mouth 
flipped inside out. All day he waits,  
self-basting and belching glottal stops 
uncontested:  a drunkard’s dream. 

He lives in a perennial meat-sweat. 
Only moves as extreme need arises 
and then, at a rubber-snail’s pace, 
fat elastic-band joints  
and beefy limbs yawning. 

Even when that ancient urge stirs 
wet in down-below folds 
he just lays right back and snaps  
a band of  fingers to summon  
his infinity from the reeds. 

Place of Origin, Unmapped
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This galaxy, so star-scattered, 
gathers its pigments of  madder root, 
cinnabar, vermilion, the blood of   
lost dragons, and the flares of  last night’s 
setting sun. Soon, the petals of  misplaced poppies 
are mistakenly crushed, slowly, underfoot—  
pale scent always only ever of  summer rising.  

Then, cobalt, ultramarine, and cerulean,  
swept sensual, and the ghosts of   
long dead stars that flicker endlessly  
through splices of  a ripped and torn night. 
The cornflower in a meadow, the shadow curve 
of a moth’s wing under moonlight, the smudge 
of a bruise on an arm, shadowed and unclear.  

So the husks of  insects stir themselves 
into the remainders of  indigo plants,  
pleat themselves into skirts like painted fans,  
dance spinning into circles like fierce dervishes,  
imagine a centre that isn’t certainly mapped. 
So the songs of  neglected planets sing orchestral,  
tiny notes strung out across the sky, the way home. 


