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Merrily we find our way toward the darkness. May 
we not take such steps lightly. For the dark will be 
all there is.
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Foreword 

The sun has been a fascinating topic for many of humanity’s great thinkers. This is 
not one of those instances. The Sun On My Palm is a collection of poetry (and one 
flash fiction piece just for fun), that represents moments in time. Like the feeling of 
warmth of the sun on your skin, each poem came from a fleeting thought clumsily 
put into words.  

In the midst of anthropogenic climate change, political unrest, and the multitude of 
social justice causes, there is comfort in the mundane. While we spend our days 
focusing on the stories of woe funnelled to us through media of all forms, 
humanity fails to recognize the calm in the storm that is the everyday experience. 
Audioception explores this most succinctly - the experience of hearing that has 
been gifted to most of society. It is a miracle that we take for granted. Experience 
the miracle of your own life by taking notice. 

I hope that you find some wisdom, comedy and part of yourself amongst these 
words.  

Enjoy. 

Kyle Richtig 
September 8th, 2016 



 Ripples Unimpeded 

I yearn for words 
that drip forth 
from mouth to air in effect 
of butterfly wings 
rippling forth 
omnidirectional 

The ripples 
salaciously 
non-directed 
unimpeded 
touch animate and inanimate 
in fluidic memory 
Words as flags 
Words as weapons 
Words as cattle 
burst forth interpreted 
succinctly 
by internal codacies 
I yearn for words 
simplified 
to unmeaning message 
my thoughts 
pushed forth 
with intent.  



The Ghost of Haida Gwaii 

At night I dream 
 of Haida Gwaii 
 and the ghost of a Victorian woman 
 crawling through the bush 
  to observe. 

Her hands are stained with the colours 
 of the Earth 
 that runs in trails to her elbows  
 as she leaves behind her 
  feminine demeanor. 

Hair is tangled with twigs and feathers 
 as she pads over sphagnum, 
 eyes darting 
 in search of the ever elusive 
  whispering totem. 

The owls signal her presence 
 under grandmother moon; 
 the woman dips her brush into the sea 
 and brings to land and mind a  
  spiritual bridge. 

At night I dream 
 of Haida Gwaii 
 and the ghost of a Victorian woman 
 dancing to the heartbeat of the mother 
  finally free.  



Kainotophobia Amongst the 
Arachnids 

Peterborough 
 the predatory 
 sits on a web 
 with strands - the ribbons of roads 
 moulded by carcasses 
 wrapped as memories of cohesion. 

The carcasses are wrapped tight against change 
 for the evolution is over 
 and capacity spent 
 on ensuring what came before remains. 
  
 the sustenance drawn forth 
 as the children 
 drawn into 
 the predatory, the transformer 
 casting off the carcasses; the husks of promise 
 to languish on the periphery 

But every predator is the prey: 
 the GTA bird that sweeps down 
 and gobbles the progeny  
 as they scamper from the egg sack 
 as if they were never meant to be 
  mature amongst the strands.  



Too Alone to Connect 

My father would have been 60 this year 
10 years younger than when his father died 
1 year older than when his mother died 
and 17 years after he did. 

My brother turned 20 this year 
questions bubbling up 
forming on lips 
that were yet able to speak 
when there was still time. 

Affects and effects woven together 
In a maelstrom of regret. 

My brother and I escaped the paternal wisdom wielded 
by cruel hands mimicking the pantomime of memory 
the shadows of cruel hands 
sculpted by generations of marginalized living 

We have a brother and a sister 
that caught up in the storm 
remain in their scarring 
orbiting the nucleus of familial pain 
as satellites set adrift. 

Expectations and disappointment auger 
a chasm that erupts in the soul. 

And we move on  
one foot in front of the other 
seeing each other’s faces in the mirror 
yet too alone to connect. 



Healing could begin if only with words 
punctuating needs to be seen 
and masking the doubt and fear 
that love is weakness 
that strength is stoicism 
and that we are best united 
against this our common foe.  



The Day the Energy Turned 
from Death, to Birth, to 
Death 

I am a star kicker 
fore I guide my ship between the systems 
that swirl around the hydrogen giants. 

I have watched 
the formation of black holes 
and the brilliance of a quasar’s peculiar spectra. 

And I am not alone. 

We call them sepulchres, 
the plasma based life forms that  
propel themselves through space. 

They devour ships. 

No one survives. 

Or so I thought before 
the shimmering mouth surrounded my vessel; 
we all braced for the inevitable. 

What no one knew, we found out; 
the sepulchres had no need to digest 
a vessel such as ours. 

We were expelled into a planetary orbit 
filled with vessels far from home 
all unable to escape its gravity.  



Around the planet the sepulchre moved 
faster and faster until we detected 
waves emanating from the action. 

In the distance a purple glow grew 
it flashed rhythmically  
drawn to our position. 

Another sepulchre arrived 
and intertwined with our captor 
until particles floated down into our orbit. 

We were not captives for the sepulchre; 
clearly surrounded by gametes 
we were the bower and the sustenance. 

The gametes combined into young  
who attached themselves to the hulls  
and gorged themselves on alloys. 

And as our structural integrity failed 
I kissed my first mate and said, 
“Better now than never.” 



Never Become a Household 
Name 

Never become a household name 
for if you do 
you will lose yourself 
to the pussy willows 
of happenstance 
memories personalized and 
proportional. 

Never become a household name 
for to do so would be insane 
and your words will be 
stolen from you 
and twisted by liars 
with fingers wriggling. 
And in the cities 
the fad makers 
disagree about how passé 
the shows of the willing poet 
sports to support 
his words. 
And they duel 
with tongues that flicker 
like candle flames 
lapping at the waltzes of my soul 
softly, softly 
as if their support 
could make me, break me 
in the cities where the street car bow 
plays upon the track like strings.  



A Platonic Sky 

What if Pluto was correct, 
 and the heavens moved 
 on celestial spheres? 

Perhaps we could learn that  
 observation and measurement 
 can be tempered by conjecture. 

The heliocentric solar system be damned, 
 fore it causes misgivings about angels 
 that dwell in the farthest sphere. 

And what we learn about angels, 
 is that they are just the result 
 of the soul moving through the chrysalis of humanity.  



Cosmic Atom 

Moons circle planet 
like electrons to nucleus 
and I wonder… 
just what part of the larger whole they represent. 

Are they, are we 
part of a larger unit 
a flesh, an organ 
yet to be discovered and understood? 

The answer is thus: 

all exists as the larger 
and the smaller simultaneously 
depending on your perspective. 



Mother Particle 

particles of matter 
move from star 
to planet 
reorganizing 
and reproducing 
a myriad 
of forms 

how long 
should we 
wait… 
to return 
to the mother 
from which all 
began? 



Haikus - On Screen 

   1 

glass illuminate 
pure pictographic pixels 
powerful projecting 

2 

when I turn you off 
I see my reflection 
in isolation 

3 

propaganda hole 
you exist all around me 
sending out the sale 

4 

we reach out for hope 
the common denominator 
makes shadow and light 

5 

fingers find flashes 
indicating information 
in gentle gestures 

6 

my light in the dark 
when all hope is lost to night 
and the key won’t fit 

7 

like moonlight on snow 
my wall has shroud lifted off 
a silent stillness 

8 

no words are spoken 
electric elevator 
my mind to your mind 

9 

a screen divides 
distance as reality 
from the yoke of time 

10 

projected pixel 
possesses possibilities 
pragmatically 

11 

electricity 
transited information 
becomes my teacher 

12 

now screens tune themselves 
to make life convenient 
in return, nothing 



13 

foreign land light bridge 
connect me to those alike 
so I feel a part 

14 

is it a mistake  
that the camera has now 
become your third eye 

15 

it seems that only 
the attractive men in you  
can see me as real 

16 

more generations  
have passed than any other 
visual context 

17 

you show how my thoughts 
interact with the new world 
transcending of flesh 

18 

you are of a whole 
your umbilicus life cord 
suckles battery 



Audioception 
I - Communication 

My first appeal 
in wail forlorn, forgotten, expelled 
I exploited the cloud 
that shapes the world. 

I rippled the atoms 
and I wonder now,  
if I were able to discern myself 
that the waves could relay a message. 

Primitive the vocalizations 
with light load of meaning 
scarcely drift from beaver tail slap 
in intention. 

Sounds echoed back in unending waves 
of intentional and unintentional 
communication intraspecies, interspecies 
and the language of inanimate movements. 

In Africa people and birds  
whistle a language of honey 
and I wonder now what lays 
just beyond my perceptions. 



II - Identification 

Eyes closed I know 
that which happens within 
 the reach of my ears 
  yet the information received 
   is only as real as the context of experience 
    for male may sound female 
     if the hormones are balanced right. 

Reliable are not the sounds of the world 
 and 
 an 
 ear 
 may 
 be 
 tricked 
 wherein 
 an 
 eye  
 may 
 see 
 the 
 disaster. 

Your voice hides behind an accent, 
 it that betrays and informs. 

You confuse speech impediment with laziness, 
 it that cannot be trained away. 

And the Doppler Effect chooses distortion, 
 to mask the truth.  



III - Aging 

With every budding of eventual harvest 
I take one more step toward disconnect 
as the distance between sound 
 and the self 
 becomes a greater chasm. 

Higher pitches have had their day 
and to be perfectly honest 
there is no love lost between us 
 is the mythology projected 
 to evade the feelings. 

The sounds of the social room 
have changed, 
have bled, 
 composition fading from Michelangelo to Monet 
 as cilia meet the autumn of their deciduous nature. 

Words spoken with intent require repetition 
for it is the singular instance 
wherein  I can not smile away confusion 
 and my own organic inertia 
 wafts behind my eyes. 

Choruses worry for the death of my soul 
yet amongst these throngs 
which may stand up for the well being 
 of those for whom 
 the curtain has begun to close.  



IV - Memory 

Sound; key to yesterday 
 as singular to the self 
 as it is universal in message 
  when in song I may be transported 
  to first love… 
   while you are brought to first heartache. 

The line between the present and the past 
 becomes obscured 
 and I stand in the nebula 
  to once again be sixteen 
  and feel again 
   what was stolen by adult pragmatism. 

An oldies station can be a gateway or a prison. 

Armed with this knowledge I construct 
 playlists like time machines 
 vehicles to emotions and scenes 
  forgotten as today 
  became of paramount concern 
   and stories drifted toward the recesses.  



V - Emotional Effects 

Water rushes, 
its cascade draws my viscera toward the Earth’s core. 

From droplet to torrent 
 my brain believes it is of me, 
 as if each molecule represented my tears 
 and in kind I feel. 

Voice bellows, 
its boom enlivens and inner child. 

From beginning to end 
 my brain believes it is for me, 
 as if each of the waves sought to render 
 and in kind I cower. 

Infant wails, 
its distress appeals to my mammalian programming. 

From soft to shrill 
 my brain believes it is in need of me 
 as if perpetuation were my responsibility 
 and in kind I yearn. 

Human screams, 
its call to action sees me as brethren. 

From man to woman 
 my brain believes it is negligible 
 from years of desensitizing agents 
 and in kind I ignore.  



VI - Alerts 

The world is alarming; 
the unending drone 
 of the emergency crews: fire, police and ambulance 
 of digital alerts, reminders 
 of alarms to take action: to wake up, change class 
 of the water: foghorn 
 of vehicles: driving, honking, beeping 
 of voices calling out… 

 of voices calling out…  



Jolivia and Olel 

“Come, come.” Olel cackled from the bottom of the basement stairs. 

“But it’s dark down there.” Jolivia replied stroking its long hair. 

“But I have a surprise for you.” Olel laughed jumping up and down. “Don’t make 
me come up and get you.” 

Jolivia reluctantly descended the stairs not wanting to whip Olel up into a 
frenzy. Olel danced around in joy as Jolivia drew closer. Olel had spent days in the 
field collecting special items for the surprise. It had been difficult to sneak each 
item in, but Olel was used to creeping around unseen. Olel was known to stalk the 
dark streets of Sault Ste. Marie searching for items. 

“What is it?” Jolivia asked innocently, squinting in the dark basement. 

“Oh, you’ll have to follow me in the dark!” Olel said dropping to all fours. “It’s 
faster this way.” 

“O.K.?” Jolivia replied getting down on all fours. 

Jolivia followed Olel into the darkness. The floor was wet, and Jolivia did not ask 
why. Questioning Olel never resulted in answers that Jolivia wanted to hear. Jolivia 
wanted to listen to Gwar and imagine a life with Oderus, but since his death, had 
little to wish for. Olel kept Jolivia alive. 

“Not far now!” Olel called back scurrying on all fours. 

“You are too fast for me!” Jolivia screamed in the darkness. Jolivia did not like the 
dark, and though Olel knew this, that information was filed under not my problem. 

“Hurry, hurry!” Olel cried scampering back to Jolivia and circling the poor soul in 
the darkness. “I can’t wait! I can’t wait!” 

“But I’m on all fours and dirty. It’s dark down here. I don’t like it.” Jolivia 
whimpered. 



“Liar!” Olel said slapping Jolivia on the ass. “Get that body moving!” 
Jolivia, enlivened by the spank, moved quicker through the darkness. Olel jumped 
on Jolivia’s back and withdrew a riding crop from its boot leather hiding place. The 
crop landed on Jolivia’s bottom, driving the two forward. 

“Here, here!” Olel cried out, jumping off Jolivia. Olel lit a candle on a monkey 
skull, illuminating the dark corner of the basement. “Here is your gift!” 

“Oh!” Jolivia cooed upon seeing the three foot gift bag. Out of the bag came a 
wrapped gift. Inside that, another wrapped box, that contained a wrapped box, that 
contained a bag, that contained a wrapped box, that contained a mayonnaise jar, 
that contained a wrapped box, that contained a wrapped box. 

“That’s the last one!!!!” Olel said dancing around in a circle. Jolivia opened the 
final box, and inside contained a peanut M&M.  

“I know yellow ones are your favourite!” Olel slapped its own cheeks 
repeatedly with excitement. 

“It looks like you licked it already.” Jolivia said seeing the smeared symbol on the 
yellow shell. 

“Well… their my favourite too.”  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