Poetry Reading 

Al Hunter:  The Recklessness of Love

Thursday November 6, 12:30 -1:30 p.m.

Aboriginal House Student Lounge

45 Dysart Road (beside Education Bldg.)

Co-sponsored by the Department of Native Studies and the 

Centre for Creative Writing and Oral Culture
The Recklessness of Love, the second book of poetry from Al Hunter is a collection of beautifully crafted poems that are at times erotic, brooding and world-weary.  There is edginess, passion, and, at times, desperation to these poems.  Some are irreverent, some dreamlike, some filled with a mixture of sex and spirituality and in others pop icons appear.  Hunter brilliantly conveys the frustration, surrender, longing, pain and loving that go with being human.

Pizza will be served!!!!                                      The Recklessness of Love
I tasted bread and blood.
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What more can a poet want-Pablo Neruda

My love, it has been one week since

I’ve sent you a poem

7 days ago

I swam awkwardly with words

Weighted down with rusting chains and stones

6 days ago

I walked aimlessly with sentences

Past the same trees notched with blood and skin

5 days ago

I ran clumsily in tears

Speaking tongues of rain

4 days ago

 brawled drunkenly with metaphors

Through shards of glass and pain
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3 days ago

I dreamed, I dreamed, I dreamed

fire and earth
2 days ago
Words fell like songs in a deep river
1 day ago
I breathed, I breathed, I breathed                                                                                      
                         Constellations and faith

                      Here, now, my love, is another dusky star

                      Reckless love in the language of stone.               
