
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

2 Poems concerning Reality 
 
 

Momo Iona Ueda 
  



Better Without 
 

Conversion 
Confirmation 
Compulsion 
Conviction 

 
You christened me with your smile. Smooth lips with childlike simplicity, stinging. Hanging 
upside down with oil running down my forehead, it’s greasy trail to be followed, or left and 
forgotten. I think it leads to the underworld, where rivers flow with gold or something. If it 
were heaven, you wouldn't be able to touch it but there’s no CCTV once you descend past the 
basement. 

 
Conversion 

Confirmation 
Compulsion 
Conviction 

 
I quit wearing my crucifix because I felt stigmatized. Wherever I am taken, I cannot argue my 
case. That's the point really. I also quit because I felt its power; its energy; its Ki. Too much 
weight on my wrist. It wouldn't be a weight if I weren’t disobedient but it’s easier to quit 
jewellery than nature. If I strip myself of all accessory, then I am natural but I feel further from 
God.  

 
Conversion 

Confirmation 
Compulsion 
Conviction 

 
Hurt me or leave me, you heteronormative prick! If I don't get your love give me your anything. 
Match my jealousy with your wrath. Hold my filthy hand and take the trail; take the elevator. 
Come down and bathe in my precious river: let’s rinse our hands with gold; I’ll wash your hair 
with emerald. No? You walk away with head raised just above ground? You sit cupped in his 
blessed, euphoric hands? 

 
Conception 
Compulsion 
Conviction 
Concession 

 
If there are nine circles to hell and just one heaven, can I not sit underground and be neither 
good nor bad? Save me from sunglasses and ice-cream – just leave me here. Things of the 
earth are one with the universe - so just leave me here. I’m not extraordinary; I’m not a 
demigod, dammit - so just leave me here. I can rot with the flowers after valentine’s day. Hear 
me talk with them because there is no one left. 
 
 



 20/20 vision is a lie 
 
 
Now I can see: 
 
sharp statues on a building 
limp petals of a flower 
aisle signs at a supermarket  
old classmate across the road 
every pixel on my phone camera 
sale sign in a shop  
titles of books on a shelf 
the colour of a stranger’s nails 
pouring rain – but that's harder to see 
unused mattress  
a bedsheet with a stain 
cheap blu tac stains on the wall 
a quarter-finished painting 
almost finished chocolate 
perfectly crooked teeth 
lips stained from wine 
sky reflected in the lake 
Venus on a clear night 
unpaired socks 
heron readying herself to fly 
so many chimneys 
pipes reaching like geckos 
smashed bottle from last night 
coffee spilt on piano keys 
plastic bag in the river 
cat clawing to get out 
old lady struggling down the hill 
a couple fighting at dinnertime 
plea for a stolen bike 
broken window 
police cars 
beloved bag left on the pavement 
wet, hungry city birds 
 

I thought 20/20 vision would help me to 
understand, like the all-seeing eye I wear 
around my wrist.  
 
It’s funny actually; I used to think the 
camera was good, marvelling at the 
detailed landscapes, the faces at the 
window – smiling or frowning. New 
glasses shattered this. I’ve lost them now 
so I wear contacts. My eyes sting every 
time I put them in because I’m too 
careless to wash my hands. 
 
My own words repeat back to me for days 
after I speak with a new person like I’m in 
a living echo chamber that wants to make 
me cringe. Letters hurtle towards me like 
tennis balls and I’m the net. A phrase hits 
me and I can’t stop touching the bruise for 
days.  
 
I blend wrong like an inverted chameleon. 
Blue against Yellow. Cyan against Red. 
Everything feels clichéd yet abnormal. I 
spin the bottle in my brain that is cramped 
and full of too many unmarked, screaming 
boxes for just 18 years of living but there 
is still nobody to kiss.  
 
Please - code me; program me. I don't 
care whether I’m encrypted. I’m happy to 
be 0 and 1 whilst everyone else is a 10 to 
me. Please, just turn me on. Plug me in.



 


