
                          

                                  One day it will happen. I’ll read to an audience of double digits  

                                                      and then I’ll call Ripley’s & we’ll see who can’t believe it. 

 

Andreas’ Neato Newsletter  /   Summer of 2025 

 

“WTF?  Again?!   So much for that once-in-a-geological stratum bullshit you fed us!” 
 

You’re right. And I should hang my head in shame for this 3rd instalment of my 

abysmal wonderful poetry happenings trilogy—which is easily the worst of the lot. 

However, the silver lining is that the saga is complete and I stand here like the pitiful 

Jar Jar Binks of verse and say enough is enough. And so it is. Let’s get this episode over 

with, shall we?  

 

Instead of making even more enemies than I already have, I will be posting my 

newsletters on my website only after this one, so if you somehow long for the days of 

literary spam, you’ll be able to find it here:  

 

                 https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/andreasgripp/news-and-events 



   



As you may or may not know, Leamington is Tomato Town, which is good to keep in 

mind in case you need to pick some up along the way to the library on September 13th 

in order to hurl them at me (not at the other 5 poets, please—they’re generously giving 

their time and travel expense to help unleash some semblance of a poetry scene down 

here in “mainland Canada’s southernmost community”). Of course, turnips are 

cheaper and will hurt more. There are road stands galore in this area, so take your 

pick. Apparently, for whatever reason, the farmers here know me by name. Just tell 

‘em “self-published poetry guy” sent you and they’ll set you up in a jiffy.  

 

                                

 

Speaking of “published” (yes, those are sarcastic air quotes which annoying people do 

with their fingers to exhibit their derision. Apparently, Austin Powers was known to 

do this on occasion), I have not one but TWO summer book releases to share with you. 

The first one, The Earth Is Painted War, is the sixth in my 2020s 2.0 sextet. That means 

there isn’t more. Isn’t that fantastic? The other, Delirium Lullaby, is the latest blend of 

brand-new verse with a slew of personal favourites. It’s the one I’d like to be most 

remembered for (whether in a good or bad way is up to humanity, I guess). And that’s 

it, I think. Honest. There’s nothing else coming down the pipe like backed-up sewage 

in a rainstorm.  

 

What follows on the next 2 pages are press releases for each. Note the similar design. 

Recycling the same layout gives me more time for Baco Noir (this is wine country, after 

all, and I need to do my bit for the local economy).  



 



 



Now, here’s the best news of all: When I wrote my final poem for Delirium Lullaby, it 

really did feel like a finale of sorts—y’know, when there’s nothing more to say that 

hasn’t already been mumbled in front of the mirror. That being what it is, I will share 

one more poem with y’all, being the introduction of this new element of the newsletter 

was so well received, I was begged to never do it again. 

 

Visiting My Mother at St. Leo’s Cemetery 

 

We discern the milky  

seeds  

of dying dandelions,  

afloat in 

mid-June breeze,  

 

and I tell you 

as I boy I saw them 

through my bedroom window,  

wondering how it snowed 

when it was sultry 

beneath the sun. 

It was only after that  

 

when my mother 

spoke of wishes, 

I should run into the 

yard and pluck a stem, 

blow my breath  

in yearning, seeing 

what might come true. 

 

I asked her if 

this weed was King 

of Flowers,  



if our cat  

was a distant cousin,  

 

if a wish was 

better than a prayer 

(the latter gone unanswered 

in her days of sick & blood);  

 

if it mattered 

if my eyes were  

closed or open; 

and if I peeked, was it 

critical if I witnessed 

where they landed, like 

bowing my head 

at grace  

 

while glancing at 

the others, thanking 

some fickle God 

who’d take offense  

if He ever caught me, 

make me go to  

bed without my dinner, 

 

my litanies  

unheeded as she passed, 

drifting off my tongue, 

useless as a cloud 

that gives no rain when it is  

begged, a winter-hearted  

genie in the wind. 

                 

       ©2025 Andreas Gripp (not that anyone will riff this) 



DON’T SLEEP ON THIS ONE! I’ve received some fantastic poems from gifted poets and 

I’d like you to join them in this anthology coming out in September from Black Mallard. 

Here’s the cover. The call for submissions is on the next page. The deadline is August 15, 

2025 at 11:59pm (I’m actually in bed by 8 so I’ll check my inbox the very next morning for 

you last-second stragglers). 

 

                  



  



FINAL WORDS 

 

And this time, they really are final words, at least in terms of emailing a newsletter 

which apparently is more grating on people’s nerves than that middle-of-supper 

phone call from someone wanting to clean your ducts; who has the oh-so-predictable 

duck mascot on their business card. You have to admit, even I’m not that bad. So as I 

spend the rest of my summer looking upon boats and seagulls at the marina here in 

town, wondering where I went wrong, know that I did my best to build and service a 

poetry community. Of course, everything’s a “community” these days—there’s even a 

new one now for folks who like to put bananas in their spaghetti à la pizza & 

pineapples. I’m not going there. I’ve said enough for one lifetime. 

 

Enjoy the weeks of warm weather ahead, and all the very best to each of you, even 

those who detest me but didn’t have the nerve to say unsubscribe. This rum’s for you. 

 

 

Andreas 
 

               

 

 

 

     


