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This book of poetry is dedicated to the then champion of her 

State in India whose blitz chess challenge I mistakenly declined 

in 2008 at William Head Institution. 



 



FORWARD 

 
Jamaican born, Peter is a Canadian correspondence chess player 

who has scored over thirty seven percent versus a strong club 

player in telephone chess. His playing strength varies over a 

broad range from intermediate, Clubhouse to strong Blitz player 

and everything in between.  

 

In Eidetic Evaluation, Peter writes accounts of his adventures in 

chess and other games of mental agility, confronting opponents 

from all walks of life. His contention is that most situations can 

be understood at glance.  

 

Eidetic, or photographic memory, is an ability to vividly recall 

images from memory with high precision. Raised by a 

Jamaican, Hebrew mother with eidetic memory, the author’s 

own IQ is 140. Eidetic Evaluation explores the ripple effect of 

thought and inherited memory. It’s about finding one's way out 

of the maze and into “the house.”  

 

Today the author is in the midst of a great puzzle, a model 

prisoner with an indefinite sentence, Peter has been in prison 

since 1990. He has had no hope of parole since 2009 when he 

was unjustly moved from a minimum to medium security 

prison, leaving behind a charge free record and over a hundred 

and forty-two (ETA’S) escorted absences. Most prisoners are 

paroled after seventy ETA’s. Peter is confined in the Canadian 

prison system that incarcerates Negro/African Canadians 700 

times more often than whites.  

 

Yet, still, Peter finds strength in his ability to see the infinite 

code played out  in the chess match.  

 

By Selina-Rachael Williams 



Adept 
 

Somewhere in my mind there is a place where I can 

visualize adroitly. 

 

In 'The Zone' I've calculated moves strong enough to 

beat computers. 

 

I have only glimpsed that place, seen it 'through the 

glass darkly' however it is where I long to be forever. 

 

There I'm most in touch with my creator, where the 

visions come like Shinkansen, can't hold back what I 

find. 



Astrologer Mannequin 
 

Slick with bluster the uncanny foreteller of events 

barked out claims 

 

Boasting of "Powers" he pressed the flesh of 

misdirection 

 

Mute and lifeless the Medium of Endor was a blind 

guide of many into the pit 

 

"I reign by divine appointment! Do obeisance to me!" 

barked the shrew 



Beast 
 

The Beast from Baku is my mentor 

 

sheer calculation is my nadir 

 

tactics dictate my strategy 

 

forsaking material to promote or 'mate' 

 

The computer is my nemesis and its advantage is 

crumbling one battle at a time. 



Can I come? 
 

Write because writing makes you a writer 

 

Be led by your passion and thoughts past/future 

 

words on paper take on a life of their own 

 

thoughts shift form and make imagination fertile 

 

let it flow and you become adept in selection 

 

chisel away the excess engendering the nadir of 

economy 

 

the vault of sky above extends further than the eye 

can see 

 

In the fertile soil of meditation vines do climb 



Candid 
 

An unrestrained sisterly guffaw;  

toothy and horselike in hilarity 

 

Soul to soul the mirth leaps the generation gap like a 

boisterous brook 

 

Sharing inspires joyful affirmation;  

yes, I hear your  heart 



Of Chamelion friends 
 

It's among inspired, It's necessary 

 

of beginning's convulsion expelled 

 

Beginnings of Solidarity, body rended 

 

Do you give devotion? Is enlightened vista heard? 

 

as navigating the coast of another plane 

 

Images miraculous, palatial and vast 

 

Your jaded steed thirsts 

 

Double slides foil suspension 

 

Days tell tales to the point with two commitments 

 

If you are indifferent and have no place in time 

 

Silence their liveliness.  

 

It's the only way to ask their view 

 

The beat given devotion 



Channeling 
 

I have written with the flow,  

I have felt the vision grow 

 

I have gone so far afield...  

I no longer doubt what's real 

 

If you happen once to read...  

'Mind like water', take the lead 



Untitled 
 

Trust the narrative within your pen 

 

Ride the steed that's known as Zen 

 

Dare this moment to unfurl 

 

a windtorn kite above the world 

 

If you seek before you know 

 

Thought and dream give way to flow 



Code Red 
 

The politician quivered with excitement at the 

prospect of extending the prison terms of hundreds of 

Canadians in Federal Prisons. 

 

The image of turning Canada's jails into triple-bunked 

Pelican Bay clones made him salivate with 

anticipation. 

 

The isolation of prisoners from family and friends 

would close the window to each man's hope of once 

more inhaling a breath of freedom. 

 

Triple-bunking and stilted communication with guards 

and Administrators would crowd out memories 

beyond the cell block. 

 

The rage thereby fueled would engender violence, 

providing a pretext for further segregation and 

punishment. 

 

Stockwell Day rubbed his hands with glee envisioning 

rising rates of reprocessing, an Orwellian future 

realized to order. 



Dappled 
 

At the window raindrops tapping 

 

Half nude, her perfect curves drew the eye 

 

wakefulness was the threshold of her dream 

 

the low rumble of thunder echoed through the canyon 

 

She nuzzled the silken pillow and pulled the blankets 

close 



Off the rails 

 

 The berries of the mountain shrubs were red 

and wet with dew. 

 

Decanter could smell the aromatic scents of the 

wilderness as he arose from the fine gravel and 

struggled to pull his motorcylce awright. 

 

 He kick-started the flooded engine to life with 

some difficulty and, gentling the throttle, he wended 

his way uphill with haphazard fits and starts. 



I Don't 
 

In the thrall of deafening silence 

 

-there are volumes yet untold 

 

An expanse I dare not measure 

 

-a vast unknown I cannot know 



Doubt 
 

My mother never doubted me 

 

though trials caused her keening heart to flee 

 

My father is her joy and pain 

 

the look and deed were always twain 

 

The heart that's followed leads astray 

 

it's desperate to lead the way 

 

For redemption I'll not go, 

 

but 'look of longing' seek to know 

 

We're like rivers -deigned to meet 

 

hearts, like hinds, of foot are fleet 

 

Hesitate to shed a tear 

 

to doubt, my love, but without fear 



The Dripping of Sundered 

Wineskins 
 

Stood gazing silently, frozen in amber 

 

Another epoch 

 

Subtle, I doubted notice 

 

Dismiss their memories; looked mistaken 

 

Surely nailed all along 

 

After ectomorphic frames, lumpiness 

 

Welcome change away from Greyfriars 

 

Rolling West -treeless countryside 

 

Which vow breaking? 

 

For help new life in disillusion 

 

Devout as long as I could recall 

 

Black sheep thrown in together 

 

He was hardly, 

 

the Devil painted him to be 



 

Scoffing at the Holy See itself 

 

Face the World holding pint of stout 

 

Point you decide truthful 

 

I lived Northeast of Limerick, 

 

where tourists lovers motor down 

 

Little tutoring opened wider World 

 

Early find ourselves pubs 

 

Many favorites called them 

 

Tables near fires warm as any home 



Fire My Heart 
 

A nugget to withstand a crucible 

 

always malleable, ever pure 

 

enduring torment. So immutable 

 

There are times... sought to silence 

 

I'd cry out "It's so beautiful!" 

 

When you're here there's no other 

 

You're all I need, all that's truthful. 



Grace 
 

Medium of squares dark and light, 64 

 

frame the measure of a man 

 

before the Knight began its tour 

 

composed enough to fix a plan 

 

Pin it 'fore each spyware cookie 

 

dismal trails across the land 

 

the egg of victory in a moment 

 

pawns, a couple, bore the plan 

 

palm a Queen, limp forward, 

 

fairly wobble further ranks 

 

they're ignored 'til Coronation 

 

on the 8th they take their stand 



Invisible 
 

I am two parts invisible, one part visible 

 

My deeds of kindness done in secret follow me, 

 

like a guardian Angel clearing my path 

 

My deeds of unkindness follow me likewise 

 

They foul my step and create enemies 

 

The part you can see is generating these energies for 

ill or for good 

 

I wish to someday transcend this physical plane 



Leap 
 

I promised I'd no longer eat the fruit of her garden 

 

or gaze into her eyes so deep... as pools -warm and 

loving 

 

For fear I should lose her; the sin of indulging; 

 

to believe I could ever reap (the love I sowed, so 

deeply held within) 



Live 
 

The dream is wakefulness, when immersed in the 

moment 

 

and unaware the bed and blankets cocoon the dreamer 

 

Traveler conscious only of the enthralling reality 

beheld 

 

-too 'live' to distance oneself into before or beyond 



Maker 
 

Seer propose this vision: privy to making  

 

vision to Seer loose cease 

 

Hardbitten Vassel Coo Lass silken 

 

Collide, bravado of vain time 

 

Oh Lass timely seventh Friend 

 

Kvetch, strum, hail loose zeal 

 

you unleash slavish runes' peal 

 

Reason evil Bonny wench 

 

Jeer laddy of craven standing 

 

It's lucid times taint your world 

 

breathe abysmal you cool the cool 

 

The seance with sweat niche Jin 

 

Deal blood bland Kite Pass key 

 

Plan out Time cozy last Sky 



Medicine 
 

 John often told the story of, when he wanted to 

divert his son, Peter's attention, he said things to him 

like 'See the 'sipping' boat', then gave him a big 

spoonful of medicine. 

 

 When Peter learned this lesson and, in similar 

circumstances said to him, 'See the Donkey riding a 

bicycle!', John derived great humour from the 

recollection. 



My Dream 
 

My dream is to draw inspiration from a vaugely 

worded piece and redraft it with economy of words. 

 

My dream is to see the masterpiece in the roughly 

hewn stone and draw it out with deft strokes 

 

My dream is to give voice to the muse without care 

for claim of authorship or audience 

 

My dream is drained by fulfillment 



Release 
 

 I patiently drew to pass the time in Junior-high 

school rather than listen and be bored out of my mind. 

 

 In High School I took Commercial Art and did 

well, though I failed Drafting due to failure to 

complete assignments. 

 

 A perfectionist I was always discontent with my 

portrayal of perspective. I needed a medium not 

dependent upon my ability to immitate nature. The 

chessboard became my pallet and through it I found 

release. 



I remember 
 

Days and nights flashing past 

 

All the words that wouldn't last 

 

That disregard made me ignore 

 

my own pleas in days of yore 

 

If I could rise above the fray 

 

Your face I'd ask to see each day 

 

For once recalled that beauty lost 

 

is longed for, fairly beyond cost 

 

The scent of coffee greets the morn. 

 

recalls each turn your welcome worn 

 

A brief caress, a yarn untold 

 

e'er more I long for you to hold 



Ride 
 

Victor was a Native youth who wanted, more than 

anything, to go for a ride on Tweet's motorcycle. 

 "I can't let an unlicensed rider go for a spin on 

my baby. The insurance would never cover you.", 

Tweet spat out. 

 "Besides, your feet can't even touch the 

pavement! Hop on the back and we'll go to the rodeo 

grounds.". 

 

Victor jumped on the back and they sped off in a 

cloud of dust, spraying gravel behind. The throaty 

roar of the 750 shook them both to the core as they 

accelerated to the town limits and felt the breeze of 60 

mph. 

 Tweet's bike was agile and sure-footed as they 

negotiated the curves leading down to the riverbed 

and up the other side to the spread where the Rodeo 

and food stands filled 1/2 acre. 

 They could smell the corndogs and fried onions 

that recalled evenings at the country fair. 



Omlette 
 

The Cardinal Rule was 'be direct'; 

 

Share the Hope that is manifest... 

 

in contrast to the bad rap of sin 

 

when youve got 'the flow' it runs close to the bank 

 

The limber tongue refutes a load of untruth 

 

You remove the glove which guards the diverse from 

the 'vanilla' 

 

(flav., y'know?) 



The Other Day 
 

Do a good turn to the disadvantaged 

 

A keepsake trinket of heirloom 

 

Yet didn't know I was in need 

 

I broached a long-lost secret 

 

She shared dreams for us 

 

We stepped forward shod with these hopes 

 

Ancient days of Yore 

 

Anew, so fresh as dew 

 

Treasured flower 



Red 
 

Red is passion, exploding as a geyser 

 

softness... a child of nature -green-eyed mischief 

 

Strawberry is the taste of kisses 

 

sometimes hiding, sometimes gregarious 

 

Velvet tongue wanders playfully 



For Reflection 
 

Backwater outskirts, past unrehearsed 

 

There we abandoned hope and settled for... 

 

It is to fulfill a need to reflect 

 

They knew he had to get Life (10 or 4?) 

 

Puzzled that before them a mirror will reflect 

 

There was a mock trial, actors unrehearsed 

 

In all perception a flaw to reflect 

 

Why hang back when you can rise to the fore? 

 

In searching mystery unrehearsed 

 

For we reflect what is unrehearsed 



Release 
 

 I patiently drew to pass the time in Junior-high 

school rather than listen and be bored out of my mind. 

 

 In High School I took Commercial Art and did 

well, though I failed Drafting due to failure to 

complete assignments. 

 

 A perfectionist I was always discontent with my 

portrayal of perspective. I needed a medium not 

dependent upon my ability to immitate nature. The 

chessboard became my pallet and through it I found 

release. 



The Summer Land 
 

On the verge of Forrest a cabin stands 

 

Economical in scale overlooking the valley below 

 

wild carnivores frequent the dark wood but here in the 

sun it's warm 

 

venturing into the yard one could plant a Garden or 

bathe in a pool 

 

music seeps from the open window, punctuating 

birdsong and crickets 

 

A gentle breeze carries the smell of pine-tar and 

mountain flowers 

 

We sit on the back porch and drink ginger-beer, 

contented 



I Used to think 
 

I Used to think I had to have the answer 

 

before I could put pen to page 

 

I've since discovered if it just meanders 

 

it will speak just as a sage 

 

Where the river leads I wonder 

 

'til I've writ and turned the page 

 

Past farewells are unencumbered 

 

when I think outside the cage 



The Winter Leading 
 

- ruts of sled runners trail off to hinterland 

 

far from hearth, home and comfort 

 

bundle warm it's coming down 

 

scattered towns joined by ghostly trails 

 

the turn to solstice starts again 



I Have Conquered the World 
 

Anand was an Eagle, plucking out the eye of the 

hapless challenger 

 

Masterful in diplomacy and decorum he defended his 

reign in a storm of deft tactical blows 

 

Progeny of the East-Indian Raj his was the spirit of 

the ancient game's invention 

 

Devout meditator Vishy channeled the strategy 

mutely spoken by the chessmen 



Writer 
 

I would claim the title 'writer' if I could make 

someone else believe 

 

I would dare to dream, if only to deceive 

 

I'd resort to imagination -singe paper wings 

 

The spark is a situation which each day anew begins 



About the Author 

 
Peter is a Jamaican born, Canadian correspondence chess 

player. He has scored over thirty seven percent versus a strong 

club player in telephone chess. His playing strength varies over 

a broad range from intermediate, Clubhouse to strong Blitz 

player and everything in between.  
 

Peter writes accounts of his adventures in chess and other 

games of mental agility, confronting opponents from all walks of 

life. His contention is that most situations can be understood at 

glance.  
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