Holy Water

Colin Campbell Robinson & Paul Hawkins

With thanks to guest editor Kawai Shen for publishing an
excerpt from Holy Water for Burning House Press, Jan.
2026. The poem Holy Water is taken from Besieged, a
collaborative collection of photo-poetry by Colin Campbell
Robinson & Paul Hawkins.

For more details contact Paul at hesterglock@gmail.com
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| speak to you. You listen. | explain nothing. Youre all aglow. | don't
understand why you're illuminati, one who sheds light.

Luminous books, a miniature book, print so small | cannot read. An
illuminated text glows in the cavern, provides the only light.

| shake my wand through the witching hour. leardly powers liein
enchanting words aritual recitation of words.

Words are not illusory, aren't a conjuring trick, a deception or
illusion. Words are sorcery, at the source and in the beginning.
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| hardly said a thing all morning. Idldntsaya word, Igave my A \
word; Id never divulge your secret, but then | forgot the password. -
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“The idea ofthe gamelsto capture allplecesf i !
' You take care of all the arrangements. Youre on guard cautlous
wary, alert even. Beware, keep in mind, bear in mind, then, forget.
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- We slip out into the night-bar, dr|nk beyond sat|ety fall in the
street of inequality, the place we llve - . e

We didn't sleep through the dark hours. In those days we were

- gone, turned on by the night. In those days we were high, higher
than the sky we kissed. | might slip away, come away, drift on my
tears.
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i Cwmg m?‘%xiddenl.y there was na way out. The Wa}l to:tlép'séaf the
~ business broke, and my roof fellin under the weight of ice. -
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0 burst, suffer a nervous breakdown, crack lLike an icy pipe.
systemis collapsing. The system collapsed. No one noticed. .

My eyes were dark caverns, hollow a
hollow space. We played in a cavern,
Jfretted over fraglrle thought
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