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OUR VISION

“Culture” is, anthropologically and strictly speaking, a definition of the whole of the Way of Life of a Society, not only of a marginalized or sanitised and unchallenging corner called “The Arts”. Since my childhood, in the 1950’s, the “community integrity” of especially Western society, of the “extended family” and the creative, self-reliant village/ neighbourhood has progressively disintegrated with our many competing and isolated egoisms. “The New Renaissance” is about much more than a literary-artistic movement but for the overall healing and reconstruction of our societies and their planetary environment as an interactive whole. 

Almost all the elements of this much needed socio-economic and cultural re-creation have emerged in the spiritual, new age, natural health, community-creation and green movements since the 1960’s & 70’s: however, poetry and the related Arts (such as Music), liberated by surrealism and rock-n’-roll, from traditional conventions in the 1950’s & 60’s, since those decades of early promise, appear to have been either neglected, ghettoised or to have become ‘stuck’ in the ‘ranting’ or cynical ‘negativity’ of knowing what one detests, but not knowing what one, more positively, values & aspires to. 

In our magazine we will not react to this by seeking to ‘escape into a romantic faerie tale’, but will seek to strike a wholesome balance between ‘angry protest’ and the beauty-&-beatitude of our divine creation that many lose sight of amidst crises, poverty & suffering! Now, however, in this dawn of the promise of the New Millenium is re-emerging the inspiration for the New Renaissance movement in poetry, music and literature as currently manifest in The Partners Writing Group (based in Middlesex, England), together with our own, as above, with initial input from Shelley’s Hellas and Blake’s Albion. We, here, reach out, to the rest of the World, for your participation.

Visionary prose writings can be included, at our discretion, as extracts, in our “Reviews” section and we will, also, be able to use visionary paintings etcetera, as visual contributions to our pages via the Computer-scanner, with poetry as our priority. Thus, we welcome poems on such themes as: 

Peace, Freedom, Social-&-Political Justice, Social Comment, Spiritual, Psychic & Religious Experiences, Communing With The Creator & Creation, Healing Prayers & Invocations, ‘New romantic’ Interpretations of Classical Myths & Legends (e.g. those of ‘Orpheus’ or the ‘Holy Grail’) or whatever be your own dream!
All styles are welcome. There are no set limits on the length of each poem. What matters is their motivating spirit!

Poets are invited to send in, with their work, a concise profile of themselves, their concerns or their autobiographies and, if they so wish, we can add their addresses to their work, as printed, should they seek to be contacted by sympathetic souls! 

We are especially interested in News and Information about Community Projects that involve Education-for-Harmonious Living or shared Artistic Creativity. We, also, welcome free-exchanges of journals or of mutual publicity, by arrangement, with other ‘cultural periodicals’ such as feel that they share the essential spirit of our initiative. Choice poems in other languages (French or Greek) can be translated if we feel that they are of merit, otherwise poets in other languages (e.g. Russian) will, themselves, have to make their own translations of their work into English to their own satisfaction.
Postal Subscriptions Inc. p & p:  U.K £14, Europe 35 Euros Beyond £30 ($50 U.S.) or equivalents*. Cheques & Money Orders payable to “The Universal Alliance”, Postal Orders to David Allen Stringer. The US $ rate has been increased to make up for changes in the $-£ exchange rate. For a single issue only, send us one quarter of the total annual subscription, as above indicated. Euros & dollars can be best paid by sending currency notes, registered mail to prevent costly bank Charges.*Due to recent increases overseas postage rates, with the abolition of “printed paper rates” by the British Post-Office!
Any profits made will go towards “The Universal Alliance” to help us with our communications and other support for our poorer brothers & sisters in Africa, Asia & elsewhere and other projects. Free copies can only be made available, otherwise, to those who undertake to copy the magazine to pass on to others, with the prior agreement of we, the editors. We wish to share our inspirations: but it must remain financially viable! Such Profits have been rare and have usually gone towards covering the cost of following issues, together with any donations that help offset the cost of FREE COPIES overseas.
Contact address:  (International) David Allen Stringer, Editor, “Phoenix New Life Poetry”

12 Place Road, Fowey, Cornwall PL23 1ES UK
Email: uni.alli@btinternet.com 
Please enclose, with M.S.S. by post, as appropriate, S.A.E./I.R.C.’s or send them by email. We do not pay and do not run competitions as our purpose is not to satisfy the artistic egos of individuals, so much as to help draw together those with whom we can work creatively towards our common, cooperative ideals.

WINTER 2020-21 Editorial
Phoenix & the Deathlessness of Creative Culture

In London, aged 18-19, engrossed in a brief passion with a ballerina, like all true romantics, I was inspired, in a dream, to sketch out a ballet, based on the four seasons, or the ages of man, in which, in sequence, the ‘spirits’ of childhood, youthful dreams, then early passions, in turn appeared, cast their spell, then died in my arms as I reached out to caress & consummate them, alternating between ecstatic joy and deep sadness leaving me stood by the infinite, dark, misty ocean of the unknown future, as covered in radiant water-lilies, onto which I felt called to venture on the back of a magical, pink, faerie horse’. Even if that ‘amour’ led me to nothing, at least, it could be said it left me a lasting vision & a poem!
Since then, in my life, there have been several alternations of light and darkness, tastes of paradise and ‘dark nights of the soul’ before it finally ‘plateaued out, in my maturing years, into an inner state of some kind of a contented harmony, having taken on board the Taoist wisdom of ‘cleaving to the constant’, i.e. that ageless, glowing golden thread of positive creativity, our gift from the infinite Creator-Spirit in which all that ‘dies’ can be ‘reborn’!
Winter, by itself, as a natural season, in our northern hemisphere zones, can be a dark, unfruitful period, it being our joy that, on the Winter Solstice, the fire of the warmth of the Sun (in itself, a constant) seems to switch around from waning, back to waxing, so bringing the promise of Spring and Rebirth/ Resurrection (not to be confused, as in this materialistic social ethos, with the booms & slumps of any ‘monetary economy’! But, for so many (largely urbanised) millions of people, there has been added, worldwide, the extra, largely human-generated darknesses of wars & subsequent deaths and dislocations/poverty and the Covid-19 pandemic that has not only ‘shut/locked-down’ several economic activities the surplus income from which, in the Western world, has enabled an ‘easier’ (if often superficial ‘cultural’ indulgence in which ‘art’ had come to seen as the earned fruits of ‘surplus wealth’, but, ‘shut down’ the venues for the mutual appreciation of live-music, poetry & theatre) sacrificed to preference for the ‘sacred cow’ of vulgar Capitalist ‘alcohol economies’ . Hologramic ‘virtual reality’ alternatives are only of use to a technically-initiated minority & far from the ‘real thing’, a living interaction between flesh & blood people. Bad enough that millions sucked into trivial media-machines, as image-slaves & consumers, appear to show little interest in such vital creative expressions.
What do we remember of ancient Rome, its poets and playwrights, or the masses fed by the ‘bread & circuses’ of the ‘Circus’ or amphitheatre, those of us who are ‘in the know’ may have heard of some of the former. Of the latter, all that remains are stone ruins.
Should our present, many layered winter persist (we pray not!) does this bode a feared impending ‘death of culture’ as a social reality, as symbolised by theatres closed, as doomed to never again reopen?

That would be a totally false and superficial reading of this situation, one based on a pandemic of fear!
Short of a few million pre-frontal lobotomies (such as one might imagine taking place in a Chinese Communist ‘re-education/concentration camp’), painters will continue to paint, poets to muse and pen, musicians to play and singers to sing etc with or without an audience and all with any gift in their spirits will nurture it within, till the chance to blossom without will come again as with fresh sun and rain in the Spring, as follows Winter. Our Phoenix is for me such a blossoming, celebrating the ever-present hope in death of rebirth/reincarnation, so let us share it as widely as we can, by whatever available means.  Did not Art originate, in primeval times, when early humans, sheltering from dark winters around fires in caves take to expressing their lives and observations in the ochres of rock-art, as singing/music grew & spread amongst enslaved Africans in fields and on plantations, and everyone with legs could dance, whatever their status or degree of wealth and poverty. So, perhaps this is a time for going back into the roots of our creativity within ourselves & in nature, in what is inviolably ours, whatever else we do or do not have or gain or lose!
Theatre, in England, sprung from the tales of the common people, as performed on street carts in our medieval towns, as a popular way of story-telling, long before any impressive theatres were built with the patronage of the wealthy, for their comfort, and one of the results of the pandemic has been to prompt thespians to seek suitable out-door spaces to present their performances. The Spirit lives on.
Of course, this does not solve the material problems of those in the Arts who need a financial income to survive while pursuing their profession/calling, but that is, in fact, part of the much wider socio-economic problem of such an individualistic Capitalist society as ours and points to the fact that we all need a much more tribal, cooperative family tribal society, in which all get what they need and give what they can. The cave rock-art painter did not get paid a fee or a salary while engaged in his art, nor did the shaman get a stipend for his/her body and soul medicine, but received their share of the food gleaned by those skilled in hunting, fishing or harvesting plant foods/medicines! This very sharing was the never failing creativity of their culture!
Namaste David Allen Stringer

                  EMPTINESS (1966)
emptiness,

a child stares at a new, old universe,

emptiness,

God has left the chapel, the sun shines on his death 
                          through stained-glass windows,

emptiness,

thought and love have rushed through  me like torrents leaving an empty bed of memories, of 
                                                           waiting,

emptiness,

the structures of society have lost their meaning, being but commodity madness and status self-
                                                      deceiving,
emptiness,

hangs over the pub where tongues can shit out no more happenings that may shape souls in silence,
yet seem to leave you in the same new, old place,

emptiness,

the cold awareness of death in nightmare and 
                                                         autumn,

emptiness,

in demolished slums where people no more with 
                                        hopes, fears come,

emptiness,

after I have loved you so long and now it’s nearly 
                                    over, all gone wrong,

emptiness,

emptin-hollow echo

hemmed in by emptiness

in mind-space,

time-waste

exempt from duty,

desire in a dream

of hemp-high emptiness

without you

me em me em memory

hum, machine men in a hurry

in my numbness,

empty mantras,

your hollowness

my love, your kiss

denies, and us

where last bees buzz,

in five o’clock factory sirens!

          Softly Stranger (1967)

Softly stranger, to your forlorn weary land away

for your sun erotic has had its dying day,

no more the sonnet’s filigree,

sweet dreams a la Verlaine,

the school boy hand on brooding chin,

dawns when you’re born again;
the sky’s still gentlest blue and blest

with visions is the eye

but dogs howl the dawn-chorus

where slum-brick buildings cry;
as Verlaine had to meet Rimbaud*
and follow him into hell,

so I accept what comes along

and follow their as well-

ingratitude! I took a song

where some knew only pain

and others drank forgetfulness-

but would I dare again?

The city lights reel in my brain,

my mind, they burn it out,

until I feel I’m going to die

before I’ve had my fill,

maybe tonight – I scream

for you to come and make me be

as gentle as a sonnet lost

in springtime memory again,

but the pain passes on

as springtime once went by

I’m autumn wise and speak my love,

silent amongst the collages

of screaming truths and lies,

that silent, yet laughs, cries - - - 

*Verlaine & Rimbaud – C19th French Poets.
        Creativity (Christmas Eve, 1967)

sea-suck darkness barum-berum train into inner-outer space long ago echo on go, go on do not let it suck your mind away till train disintegrates in dark waves leaning over dizzy as stars along by Dawlish swish crash wash any form to shape, in formlessness chaos drowned void to rhythms order sleep awake assuaging continuity/creativity/nativity/passivity 

a whistle screams a warning of electric blood-power as if train itself had merged into earth warm red sandstone under the impact a tree sighed in an ocean breeze, hands cling to body to cling to form as inner-outer space merges - - -sea peopled with awe, people  in an endlessness of chemical seas freeze darkness dances like city lights, and my thought is the calming hand of god, withdrawn from the window, afraid - -
            The Girl

She saw through the mask

of my image as a poet,

of my angry mind’s mouth

that the singer was not 

the song that others heard;
her simple question broke

me from my shell of silence

that music could not break

(even though the body danced)

until I could have cried,

for all my mind was lucid,

I was not happy felt

driven onward, on the road,

joy ever over the rainbow,

unseen, whenever we smile now;

(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)

she asked me for the poem that was

my life, where my depths spoke,

root of my strength and sadness,

homeward bound, alone, I thought

if only she would love me too! 

                     (Spring, 1968)

SUNDIAL SUTRA

when the clock strikes one,

we’re going to have some fun

rockin’ and rollin’ in the noonday sun

sun-child, whose eyes become flowers

hands pluck, whose feet take powers

of running from streams

dreams

one o’clock, two o’clock three o’clock

rock him ball of fire in gentle

mothers’ cradle

four o’clock, five o’clock, three o’clock

rock him argo*** of thought in tempestuous

sea of world’s newness

seven o’clock, eight o’clock, nine o’clock

rock him in ecstatic shelter of love

where no knife-edged anger gives pain

ten o’clock, eleven o’clock, twelve o’clock

rock him in writhing body

buddha-dharma marijuana

visions we’re going to

seetic by tocsin tic off token talk of

yesterday, tomorrow, sun’s glow from
gold to red to black eclipse becomes
black clock fingers, fell coal heat off 

flickering fire,

metering out desires that dance, entrance, glance, chance, get less, caress our nostalgia-

where is

heat that beat at blood till it exploded?

Heat that hemp-plant ate till it was loaded?

Heat that man to struggle with pain goaded?

Heat that mind to striving hard-eroded?

Heat that in neon-town, Atom-bomb glowered?

Heat that hearts afraid with cool leaves showered?
Heat, our primal root that gropes beyond us,

loveless pylon,*

nerves whereby we understand

clock strikes one, ravers rock on

put on alarm for work in morning

when sun in us anew may sing?

Wheel of Fate, Shiva** dances in Forge Lane,

carried on clockwork legs of men to work

and power’s holy fire can be borne

but by those colleges resurrect

from death of being thought of as mere nothing

when rock around the clock means that you clock in;
furnace-burn weal and boozers’ fart,

wheel iron turns, there is no fate,

wheel-of-fate is pit-winding gear-

while it turns, there’s nothing to fear

and when it stops

tic toc clock sleeps, 

as some sacred fire within us keeps

the rhythm of the blood alive

is harnessed by men’s arms that strive,

like mill-machines bleed Earth of strength,

yet, greatness is not one’s shadows’ length

for flowers on tips forever cling

and shadowless, their colours sing              
softness of petals takes pain from time

and seems with our longing dreams

of immortality to rhyme,

dying, their silent chime,

a passing wind that’s harsh to hear,

tangled in Fate’s pit-winding gear - -

*pylon – a dual meaning, the towers of the National Grid and the doorways between stages of life and death in the Ancient Egyptian Book of the Dead.

** the ‘dancing Shiva’, the Hindu God of Creation and Destruction. (Blackburn, Winter 1967) *** argo, a boat, as in Hellenic tales of Jason & The Argonauts
         School Girl (1968)

She did it because she had to,

the maths, French and geography

while her hair played laughingly

with the sun and her intelligence

played “does he, don’t he” with thoughts

of a career that was “more than just a job”

(until you did it) when she’d be free from home;
she did it because she had to,

the cooking, washing and worry,

while the lips of her body

played with the phallic heaven and her intelligence

no longer drew child’s sketches, but chose 

wall-paper, but beyond the child

are dreams, beyond motherhood nothing

and she couldn’t believe in God ever 
since those light-hearted  school-day discussions

where we exchanged words

without desiring  - - as equals;

I read Simone de Beauvoir

about the enslavement of women;

I’d read it had always been so,

but we knew we were men,

that life was a great competing

and only the weak went down

and that unneeded should be redundant

though their women needed them

and were the ones to console them

but, though this girl, her whole wishful being

was more than her life’s social cast,
the only thing I had thought at the time

was this ‘she is not doing this for me’!

David Allen Stringer
Phoenix Notices

(1)The copyright of all work remains with the authors (2)We do not seek to ‘correct’ any texts, as sent in.
Let me take a sip 

From my coffee mug 

So, you are here 

To discover, to rediscover 

Your eyes and your lips 

And your whole golden body 

No, you are not 

A mathematical question 

Can't be solved 

By supposing 

The value of a variable 

You are neither a line segment 

Nor an arc 

Circle you are not....but 

Have arcs and circles and lines within 

Let me take a sip 

From my coffee mug 

So, you are here 

To discover to re_discover 

Your eyes and lips 

And your whole golden body 

You said......as you said 

In someone else's grave 

You were buried 

And on someone else's place 

You were burnt 

And the mummy,people think yours 

Is not yours 

And you are ready to return 

All the prayers of mercy and forgiveness 

For what you want to return all the prayers 

For what....? 

Oh, yes to discover to re_discover 

Your eyes and lips 

And your whole golden body 

Let me take a sip 

From my coffee mug 

And let me remember 

Where I had hid the stuff 

Where.......? 

May be with my childhood dreams 

Or with a mesmerizing 

Fragrance of my youth 

Or with old(not old yet) 

Memories of a platonic love 

Where......? 

Probably there 

Where all my loved ones sleep 

But not..........today 

Yes today 

Just before you arrived 

Your eyes and your lips 

And your whole golden body 

Dissolved I 

Into my coffee mug 

Let me take the last sip 

From my coffee mug!!!!!!
Aamir Abdulla

      SONGS OF SORROW
In this journey I am at the mercy of the whether

Winter has done me no good and summer no better

I have chosen not to be bitter

Even when life seems a hater

I have not offended the gods but I thus suffer

My pains makes me ashamed that I cover my face

They said life is a race

But how can I keep pace?

When my knees are weakened by the disgrace

Of poverty and humiliation staring me in the face

Heaven is faraway

And hell seems to walk my way

Then I wonder if the devil is keeping God at bay

Why won't a loving God shine me some ray

To clear this darkness in my way?

I cry but there is nobody to wipe my tears

I alone knows my hope and fears

To live I have to cheers

So my death won't be too near

Why should I fear death

When all I have known is hell from birth?

Show me the way to heaven from this earth

That I must tread only after death

If the poor can't find solace here on earth

Discrimination chased me and I ran

And oppression caught up with me with a van

Wind down and yell at me he is not my fan

Running into the church was my next plan

But I found out it is also the devil's plan

In this journey of life

Everything cut deep as knife

In a society full of strife

Hovering around are the vultures

Inhumanity to man is the culture

That makes man the vulture

Waiting to devour another man at every juncture

See the good dreams they puncture

The street is harsh

The weather is rash

The rose is treat as trash

Pray your hopes will not be dashed

When in times of trouble you have nobody to call

But on God for rescue you must wait till nightfall

And the woes of life towers above you like a wall

That you can't be part of the goodies in the other hall

Oh!

If indeed you are up there God, don't allow life play me like a ball.

                    Oghene Abel

    UNIFORM USELESSNESS

Irresponsible and stupid

Like giving a five years old keys to a jet

Like giving a comb to a bald head

Like giving a mirror to a blind man

The fabrics control his emotional state

Water will always find its level

That is the way it is down here
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
And the way it has always been

A youthman in mahogany and iroko patches of fabric

And a youthman in night black regalia

All in their hard buffalo boots 

A youthman in the uniform of molestation 

A young man with an old rifle 

He is not all alone

A cowardice lion in the midst of his pride

A scavenging hyaena amongst his park of horde

Charged high by arrogant ignorance

Controlled by his uniforms and boots 

And remote controlled by his superiors

He is a mad man on the streets 

The uniforms have made him completely mad 

He never thought he was going to wear them in his 
                                                                        life

Now he is wearing them with flanked shoulders

And his head is no longer on his neck

All hell is let loose 

And all heaven is bound

He trots and gallivants the streets

Looking for who to kick and to flog

The uniforms have made him quite mad

He flogs anybody and he flogs everybody

He flogs his elder brothers' birth mate

He even flogs his father's age mate

His father heard the wails of men over the telephone

As he flogs the adult as teachers flog pupils

The men's wives felt pangs of pain in their groins

As their men scream from smack of lashes of belt miles away

Abuse of civilians and abuse of his uniforms

Is this his job descriptions or his brain description

To roll drivers and commuters in mud soup

To make them lie down and face the sun

Unreasonable and foolish

Like giving bone to a goat

Like giving kolanut to a dog

Like giving meat to a hippopotamus
      Atungwu Allan DEddri

 IN BETWEEN PLACES
Her favourite places,
Are in between spaces,
Bridges in twilight,
Beaches at midnight...

Her favourite lies
All used to be true,
Her favourite stories
Were lives that she knew,

Her favourite spaces, 
Are in between places.

SONNET TO THE CITY

Ten thousand neon moons glow,

We gaze on eternally purple skies, 
The only stars are in your eyes,
On streets where no dew drops show
A place for a wild flower to grow, 
Perhaps a grey, lonely moth flies 
Through twilight that never dies,
And crimson and gold rivers flow,

In an endless dusk with you,
Amongst beauteous false light, 
Never truly dark, nor truly night,
With forevermore, and nothing to do,
But miss the stars and moon too,
This city just shines too bright. 

How can you say that you're alone, 
NOT QUITE ALONE
When your memories are not your own,
And you still remember them all,
Those who still stand and those who fall, 
On your right, an army, a marching band, 
Delightful dancers at your left hand.
Aki Atkinson

Email:  aki198571@gmail.com  
PROFILE: Aki Atkinson was born in Kendal, Cumbria and travelled extensively in South East Asia, he is currently tutoring English and trying to write literature.  
        The Dance

…lilac Nehru jacket,

ploughman’s amble,

gadabout eye-flicker

· you doorstep… 

…pare sweet breads

into morsels,

deform, hand out.

Tump with cauliflower…

…retreats into a dive, yells.

“Something titanic, icy,

flush and gin.”  The barman…

…we’d never waltz on shingle,

ripple-drenched feet,

as vinyl purred…

       Horizontal Vision

…barrows to-and-froed.

Hagglers impressed, lurking.

I corner nosegay oils,

you earmark…

…tilt steamer

on disengaged hob

10-15 minutes.  Baste…

…check-up.  Paramedic eurekas

· something woefully awry –

deduces tip-off…

…metro expired at Wallsend,

bus green-lighted

an hour to cloud-gather,

you’d never essentially…
              Earth

…peachy-keen upbeat guitar 

seesawed your hips.  Taffrail clover,

dribble…

…rattle all footloose.  Chip walnuts.

Grease loaf tin…

…ventured into Bronx Flea Market,

bisected dummy

cornered into a pin-stripe…

…lick-and-promise miasma

Overhauled drained instincts.

Only traffic faded…
    Fixations

…in rag-order

knee-highs yodelled,

single-filing my alley.

No cur whined…

…kibble, tooling rutty blade

of mincer.  Dissolve ½ oz…

…Pegasus’ foals vamoosed,

so the knight…

…we quick-timed hours.

An invisible…
    Not Quite June

…gabby-guts rooks

air-cleared your nickname.

Evening shade diffracted urgency…

…groundwork panade.  Turn out

as for béchamel, stargaze an hour…

…wolfed my quill.”

“What shall I do?”

“Take advantage of a crayon…”

…rule-breaking headaches spared,

though we blethered all…

Christopher Barnes

77 Lonsdale Court West Jesmond Ave. Newcastle  NE23HF UK

Email: d142024304@gmail.com 
a wedding 
Where the lake was days ago populous 
with gangs of gulls and grebes and geese, 
now it’s bereft of splashes and calls. 
 
Leaves have leapt into its lap 
like flakes of rust, 
a little flotilla of orangey-brown 
on the water, 
confetti for the bride and groom, 
as life and death are wed again 
by presiding Autumn. 
 
Clamorous crows rise like a clatter 
of black sparks from the trees, 
and there goes the precious neon blur 
of the kingfisher. 
 
The Yew’s sinuous flesh, 
a carved flowing, 
a flowed carving. 
 
Seedlings spiral down, elastic bands 
unwinding the year. 
A stillness holds the air— 
a pause before the spear 
of Time 
is thrown  
into the unknown. 
 
stormy weather 

while others cower I feel myself thriving 

on wind that is raving and rain that is driving 

any fool who this world’s progress watches 

can see the wheel’s turned round a few notches 

by ones and by twos the once green trees sicken 

sycamores, beeches, lie gory and stricken 

the air is alive with the dancing dead leaves 

animate corpses, the year’s refugees 

the statue in Spring wore a garland of daisies 

to think that was months ago simply seems crazy 

the lake’s lip is swollen, the waters are rising 

he clouds have closed in to erase the horizon 

rain hangs like veils, like smoke from a battle 

the creaking of branches—the summer’s death-rattle 

 

       autumn’s parade 

A blind man would know it now: 
the nose gives verification 
of what the eyes have long been reporting. 
The moist spicy rottenness of atmosphere 
confirms that Autumn’s here. 
The yews are proud with berries, 
the boughs of other trees blossom again 
with the song of birds. 
A goose flotilla fills the sky 
with wingbeats and loud proclaiming, 
and, turning, plough into the lake. 
 
The last few visits here 
the light, inside and out, was quenched. 
Now it bounces down like water 
falling through the leaves still green, 
and again it seems my calling, 
is now and has ever been,  
to observe the way it falls. 
Pulses of living energy 
are throbbing through the squirrel’s tail 
as head-down on a trunk it sprawls, 
at the foot of which is gathered in 
a fungal brood. 
And today the wind is mild, 
yet animating willow boughs 
to set their leaves a-glistening. 
 
The willow is tossing its mane for me, 
the chaffinch is singing its light for me, 
the water’s cascading, the Autumn’s parading, 
and all I thought wrong now seems right for me. 
Dean Carter

           master-colourer 

Everywhere the smell of sharpened pencils: 
Master-colourer October at his work. 
Urged by the wind the trees raise up their voices, 
frantically flap to us a message, we ignore. 
Light on the water signals the same message. 
Will we learn to read this semaphore? 
 
Fungal citadels and colonies 
clustering like mountain villages 
on stumps and at the bases of young trees. 
Fully berried, glossy green, 
the holly. 
Leaves fallen thick enough at last 
to scuff among. 
autumn’s slaughters 

great gouts of blood— 

the casualties pile up 

from Autumn’s slaughters 

we’re all sick of one another 

and there has to be at times 

a letting of sour blood 

season of rotten bloodiness 

season of bloody rottenness 

severed limbs among detritus 

scattered by the storms 

the lake like a madman has taken a bite 

from its own margins 

pressurised the fall is roaring 

a white scream from ear to ear of 

O
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                         fool’s gold

Many times now here have I sat  
digesting both good and bad news. 
Many times have I tried to make sense 
of news that could be either two. 
Like seasons sped-up, out of kilter, 
the frantic fever of my moods. 
 
 I sit among gold upon gold, 
as light from a sun slinking low 
slants in, and illuminates the fact 
that Autumn has firmly now taken control. 
The green badge of summer has bled into bronze, 
the wheel, still at heart, has moved on. 
 
Sometimes you see things as if for the first time. 
Some miracles never grow dull. 
In this, my 39th Autumn, still I’m enthralled 
by the glimmering tower of coins so tall 
of a beech whose leafage has morphed 
into an erupting volcano 
captured in amber, 
a treasure chest flowing over. 
 
This treasure still living, unlike dead metal,  
is consumed by a noble, inward conflagration 
of surrender, ensuring renewal. 
The splendour that pours forth thereby 
like cloisonné-work  
encloses the blue-jewel sky. 
 
It’s as if I’ve never seen a tree burst 
into Autumn flame before. 
In a way, I haven’t.  
As awareness grows 
so does appreciation 
of the astonishing variation 
on the themes of yellow, orange, red, gold, brown 
which is but one tree about to shed its flamy gown, 
flooding my field of vision 
with innumerable intimations 
of the empyrean. 
 
If this were not enough 
awed respectful water choruses,  
amplifies and multiplies 
these glories all. 
In this time of divestiture and diminishment 
all seems augmentation and addition. 
 
If only men were mesmerised by this ever- 
upwelling fountain of wealth, 
this yearly largesse, freely, lovingly given, 
instead of hanging hearts and souls 
on plunder from Gaia’s bowels,  
ripped from the dark only  
to be buried again: only fools 
would care for any gold  
other than that of these 
amazing displays— 
Autumn a fleet of ships 
all rigged with gold sails... 
 
        first frost  
Leaves are falling constantly 

turned into tin by the first frost. 

A shower of drunk, heavy shrapnel 

in wobbly plummet, this fusillade somehow 

reinforcing the stillness. 

Webs are enhanced by hoar’s enchantment 

into sparkling geometric forms like city lights at 
                                                           night, 

and freezing fog smears all the views. 

Near the lakeside, sun-purged, it’s clearer,  

but the lake itself seethes with vapour, 

and its golden distances are half-erased. 

Below foggy lake, above foggy sky, 

the world is being redrawn. 

Things become blanks: treetrunks and battlements 

loom as vague ideas in a mind not-yet-made-up. 

Yet all this blankness is ablaze with light; 

the whole of everything is being rubbed out 

by flame, as if the longed-for time has come 

of re-allocation, absolute redefinition.  

 

What a month ago was this lake’s screaming throat 

gives now only a parched bleat. 

The waters that raged at containment 

are dwindled, in retreat, 

and the stream that would foam in escape 

is throttled as if by August heat. 

 

With a stirring of breeze now 

the vapours haste over the surface 

beneath the sharp silhouettes of cormorants 

in hooked, antedeluvian poise, 

as if waiting for an end to Time’s repose 

the dawn of new earth and seas. 

 

Cries unseen boom from the burning blur 

of this world melted down in Shiva’s fire, 

while the trees keep up their unfailing patter 

like the sound of a defrosting refrigerator. 

            rearguard action 

Lanes and paths are choked 
with leafy refugees. 
November is getting a grip on itself. 
Suddenly while half the trees are bare, 
half fight an amazing rearguard action: 
their colours deepen with inward intensity 
rendering all attempts at verbal encapsulation 
barren. 
Lower branches fume with a splendour, 
setting the world aglow. 
My peripheral vision’s encroached upon 
by creeping radiation. 
Up the little valley I’m haunted by blood 
at the back of my eyes, where banks are ablaze with leaves 
still smouldering in red surrender.  
 
As shutting skies darken 
the lawns are hoovered clear 
of Autumn’s blood by the 
over-zealous gardener. 
in denial of the time’s  
rubicund wonder. 
 Dean Carter
8 Dairy Flats, Coldharbour, Sherborne, Dorset DT9 4AQ Email: ahiahel@live.com
All these are from my collection A Year By the Lake available as a free PDF download from www.centreforpuresound.org.
The Clockmaker.

The Clockmaker lived a tiny house with a crooked roof, squeezed in between two much grander houses. Downstairs at the front was the room where he had his workbench, and which served as the shop. At the back were his kitchen and living room. Upstairs were his bedroom, a box room, and a bathroom. The house was heated by an old fashioned stove with a black chimney which poked out of the roof at an odd angle, so that smoke did not offend neighbours in the grander houses either side.  On the front window in gold, were the words ‘Clocks and Watches Made and Repaired’  Few people wanted clocks made, they wanted their alarm clocks mended, their grandfather clocks renovated, over-wound watches fixed, or new batteries inserted. The Clockmaker didn’t mind. He loved his work, and he liked people coming to his shop. Often he could repair their time-piece while they waited, then he could chat with them.

The Clockmaker liked chatting: he lived alone. His wife had died; he was alone in the world with only his wise old black cat, Matthew, for company. Matthew sat in the shop window, enjoying the sunshine through the glass. Most people stroked Matthew as they came into the shop, and he purred loudly. The Clockmaker liked to hear him purring: it sounded so cosy.

Each morning the Clockmaker had the same breakfast: a bowl of porridge followed by toast with thick–cut marmalade and a cup of tea. Matthew had half a tin of sardines and some water. When he had washed up the breakfast things the Clockmaker put on his special clockmaker’s apron, went into the shop, pulled up the window blind, unlocked the  shop door and turned the sign to ‘Open’. Then he sat down at his bench and began to work on whatever item needed his attention. He was usually disturbed by the shop bell ringing quite soon: often it was an elderly local lady who frequently upset her alarm clock and always forgot to change the time back or forward for British Summertime! 

Mrs Goldworthy was a widow who lived in a house even smaller than the Clockmaker’s. The Clockmaker looked after her clocks and never charged her for his work; in return the old lady brought cat-treats for Matthew and stroked his velvety coat until he purred loudly! 

The Clockmaker liked Mrs Goldsworthy: she knew everybody in their parish, and had all the gossip: who had died, who’d had a baby, who was ‘walking out’ with whom, and who was just married, so the Clockmaker could keep up to date with all the local news without going out. Every morning at half past seven the Daily News dropped through his letter box, so the clockmaker knew what was going on in the greater world because he read the paper while he ate breakfast, but it was useful to know what was happening in his own street!

At lunchtime every Wednesday, the Clockmaker put the ‘Closed’ sign on his door, locked the shop and went shopping. He needed little: his milk and bread were delivered to his door, and every Saturday morning Mr Frederick, the butcher, came with a half  shoulder of lamb, one small chicken, eight beef sausages, half a pound of minced steak and kidney, and some scraps for Matthew. The Clockmaker needed to buy tea, butter, cheese, porridge, tins of sardines for Matthew and a few vegetables. There was an apple tree in his garden so he didn’t need to buy fruit. While he was at the grocer’s, the grocer told him any news that Mrs Goldworthy didn’t know, which was never much. (continued over page) 
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They were old friends, they chatted for a while, then the Clockmaker would remember that he needed some beef cubes or a large jar of marmalade; they’d chat a bit more before the Clockmaker left.

One day the doorbell rang and Matthew started purring; the Clockmaker looked up. There stood a tall, slender young man, whom he didn’t know. The young man wore a high collared long black coat with white frills at his cuffs and at his neck. He had ice blue eyes and long, auburn hair that hung in curls and waves like a girl’s and looked ‘foreign’ .He carried a silver-headed cane and looked as though he’d just stepped out of a history book. ‘Good morning!’ said this young man. ‘Good morning, to you, sir, can I help you?’ asked the Clockmaker. 

The young man took a watch from an inside pocket and said ‘This is the watch of my great grand father; it has ceased to work. This has never happened before! You can fix it?’ The Clockmaker took the watch from him carefully. It was a gold watch and he could tell from the shape and feel of it that it was very old, and from the colour that it was of high caret gold. He turned it over in his hand and the watch chain, with a fob hanging from it, dangled down. He examined the watch minutely on the outside, then he opened it. There was an inscription on the inside of the outer case, but he could not read the characters. 

The young man said ‘It is in Russian Cyrillic script, my friend, a gift to my great grandfather by the Tsar.’ ‘I see!’ said the Clockmaker (though he didn’t!) The watch was the finest, most beautiful time-piece that the Clockmaker had ever seen: it took his breath away. Looking into the exquisite workings of the watch with his eyepiece, then he said ‘Ah!’ took some fine tweezers and removed a very tiny morsel of fluff.  At once the wheels began to turn again and the mechanism of the watch sprang into life. Glancing at his wall clock, the Clockmaker set the correct time and day of the month. ‘There sir, your watch is right again! I am sure it will keep perfect time.’ The young man thanked him and reached for his wallet. ‘No charge, sir,’ said the clockmaker ‘just to see this magnificent watch and hold it, is payment enough! This time-piece is worth a fortune.’ 

‘Yes, I believe it is worth a great deal of money’ said the young man, ‘but although I am poor, I may not sell it. When I die, which may be soon, for I have an incurable disease, it will return to my family, as part of a Trust.’  He looked quite upset.

The Clockmaker felt sorry for him, and said ‘Now, why don’t you sit down for a few minutes, young man. I was about to have my mid-morning cup of tea. I have some nice Garibaldi biscuits to have with it. Would you like to join me?’ 

The young man hesitated for a moment then said ‘How kind! Yes, please, I would enjoy a cup of tea and especially a Garibaldi biscuit!’ and he sat down in the armchair on the customers’ side of the workbench. 

His host went to the kitchen, and returned with a tray on which were a green plate with biscuits, a brown tea pot, a white milk jug, a glass sugar bowl and two blue mugs. He set it down in a space on his workbench, and then he poured tea for the young man with the frilled cuffs and himself.

As he sipped his tea the clockmaker asked the young man ‘Did you say that the Tsar gave that watch to your great grand father?’ ‘Yes’ said the young man, ‘it has been passed down to me.’ The Clockmaker sipped some more tea, then in a voice that he usually only used in Church, he said, ‘This watch is much older than your great grand father, sir. This piece was made at the time of King Charles II, by the king’s own favourite watchmaker! This must have been passed down from more grandfathers than you think.’

The young man was interested ‘I believe you, Master Clockmaker. You are much more knowledgeable than I am. All I want from my watch is to know the time of day and hear the alarm bell wake me in the morning; recently it has done neither.’ ‘I think you will find that it serves its purpose now,’ said the Clockmaker ‘it was just a tiny bit of fluff in the inner case which stopped the escapement mechanism from working.’ The young man’s face lit up with a smile ‘I really am very grateful to you! I shall treasure my watch more now that I know its age, and have experienced your kindness. Would you like me to translate the inscription? I have never bothered to do so before. Have you paper?’ 

The clockmaker passed him a note pad, and the young man fished a gold pencil from a pocket, then, looking carefully at the inscription, began to write. When he had finished he read out the English translation of the inscription, which he said was indeed to a member of his family. ‘This is amazing!’ he said ‘this watch was given to my ancestor by Tsar Peter the Great!’ ‘I thought it might be that old.’ said the Clockmaker. ‘And Tsar Peter was in England to study shipbuilding!’ said the young man.

Together they looked at the watch in its beautiful cases and at its equally beautiful mechanism. The Clockmaker checked inside the pair case for the hall mark, with his glass and the date was 1683, the inscription having been added years later. The inscription made it clear that the Tsar had given the watch, which he had bought for himself while he was in England, ‘As a reward for services rendered,’ said the young man. ‘He must have been very sad to part with it!’ said the Clockmaker, ‘for it is such a wonderful piece!’ The two men clinked tea-cups in a toast to the watch and its maker, and the Clockmaker said ‘Now, young sir, mind you take great care of that watch! It is a real treasure.’ ‘I most certainly will,’ said the young man and he put the watch into his waistcoat pocket and attached the chain to his button hole. 

‘May I ask, sir, about that lovely fob on the watch chain?’ asked the older man. ‘Why yes, of course you may’ said the young man. The Clockmaker looked at the double eagle engraved on the amethyst and asked what it represented ‘It is my family crest’ said his customer,’ ‘What family may that be?’ asked the Clockmaker .the young man said ‘Romanov. I am Count Romanov, at your service, Master Clockmaker!’ said the young man and he put the watch and chain away, made a little bow and left the shop. The clockmaker turned back into his shop to tidy away the tea tray.  Glancing at the clock, he realized that all the morning had flown past. 

He sat down to mend old Mrs Goldworthy’s alarm clock again. ‘He might even have been a prince’ he said to himself, ‘only a prince should have a watch like that! What a treasure I have held in my hands today! It was worth all the time I spent with him!’ He went back to work. A few years later, just as the Clockmaker thought it might be time for him to retire, what with his poor eyesight, the rheumatism, and he being well over seventy years old, a registered parcel was delivered to him. 

He thought it strange, for he hadn’t ordered any spare parts: no-one needed anything but batteries these days, and few people brought their watches and clocks to the shop. He signed for it and took it to his work bench. He pulled off the string and opened the wrappings. Inside was another package, wrapped in a letter. The letter was from the young man with the frilled cuffs. This explained that he was about to die; there was no family to whom he could leave his watch. He remembered the Clockmaker’s kindness, and wanted him to have the watch. He asked that the Clockmaker should leave it to ‘a suitable museum’ when he died. He wrote of how much he’d enjoyed their tea and discussion. 

The Clockmaker found that the watch was indeed in the package, with the chain and fob. The old man sat down, suddenly, in the customers’ armchair. His hands shaking as he looked at the watch. Tears came into his eyes and spilled out as he thought about his young friend, with his frilled cuffs and his silver topped cane. 

He turned the shop sign to ‘Closed’, much too moved to work for the rest of the day. He looped the watch chain into his button hole and placed the watch in his waistcoat pocket, and let the fob hang down. He wore it to church every Sunday. 

He never turned the sign to ‘Open’. The notice said ‘Closed Due To Retirement.’ 

The clockmaker lived in his little house until his late eighties, when the watch went to adorn ‘a suitable museum’ and the clockmaker joined his forebears in the local churchyard. He had often thought, winding the watch, ‘If you do a little kindness, something wonderful might happen!’ He never forgot his friend, whom he thought of as ‘the Prince’.
Beneath the cypress trees

Beneath the cypress trees

over the lotus pool,

the gently blowing breeze

breathes, as the soft air dims

the temple-light

that shines from the great shrine

of Lady Isis; bright.

golden on water, light

is gleaming as it skims

over marble pavements.

Where the lotus blooms

the drifting women go,

veiled in their spotless white,

singing the holy hymns

the Goddess calls for

in Her beauty there.

Their soft robes floating 

on the evening air

like gossamer-fine silk,

their sandals put aside,

they circle round the fane

of She whom all serve here,

beside the lotus pool

where silver fishes spool

beneath the carven frieze

of Isis’ temple,

amidst the cypress trees.

 At The Sanctuary

Quiet we were, seated

in the field of stones;

with no display meant to impress,

but with decorous used-ness

he took each ritual item, 

lifted it to Heaven’s Spirit

asking permission, blessing.

No showman this; a simple man

skilled in each move he made,

modest and competent,

knowing what he knows.

Then the movement came:

gentle and soft at first, no flame;

but gaining strength and speed –

Dragon’s energy to meet the need.

Chasing her tail, changing the tale

of what mankind must do

to meet the world’s necessity,

She came, wreathed in flame.

Subtly the feeling in the field

changed in its essence;

as we sat there on the grass

East became West; North, South,

and, where the tail was,

now a gaping mouth

streaming with golden Dragon’s breath,

breathing deep Peace and Grace,

blessing the Island’s Race,
(continued over page)
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in length and breadth.

letting the world turn on and turn -

and still he sat, so still,

that gentle, quiet man;

then folded up, so neatly,

all his goods and tools – 

as if he’d nothing done.

And walked silently away.

(Avebury/Silbury, 2003)

       Avalon

Under this grassy hill,

set round with briar and trees,

in strictest secret still,

among the scented leas,

outside the Abbey’s fane,

marked by no graven stone,

for centuries has lain,

King Arthur, hid from sight,

upon his painted throne –

awaiting Britain’s need,

with every faithful knight.

And he will mount his steed,

ride to defend the Right.

Lead his knights forth to gain

the ruin of all foes.

Perceval and Galahad,

Sir Lancelot du Lac,

and brave Sir Bors de Galle-

courage they will not lack, 

but, taking horse will ride,

with banners all unfurled,

to answer Arthur’s call

and go forth by his side.

With bravery and courtesy

the Once and Future King

from Avalon will come,

his long-made vow to keep –

and Britain shall survive!
Bagneres de Bigorre, Below the Pic Du Midi

This is somewhere

that, with shutters wide,

you could grasp the moon,

or steal the stars,

night is so clear.

Water bubbles,

hot, from the earth here,

and the people sing.

Buildings of all epochs dream,

comfortably together,

standing around the Place

and up and down 

the little streets,

to oversee the market:

watch the happy stream

of shoppers,

cake nibblers,

peach sellers,

buyers of treats, 

knots of chatterers –

coffee sippers

beautiful, bustling,

friendly town,

below the Pic du Midi!.
     By The Ocean.

Beneath the pine trees, by the sea,

along the sands we rode, and sang

the praises of bright Liberty –

of each of us, of Man, of Italy.

Among my friends, today and now

how can I welcome you sufficiently?

How can I with adequate address,

tell  of all  I now long to express –

the world has changed – and is it for the better?

One infamy has overtaken other,

still mankind mistreats his brother;

and still the world is two – the bonded and the free!

Take up this shell and listen to the sea –

or is that which you hear the crying sound

of men and women, children, who are bound

to strict starvation, disease, and poverty?

The white edged surf purls up along the shore

moving the pebbles back toward the wave

where they are ground and beaten yet once more

as finely as the most brow-beaten slave.

Nor are all slaves bounden – some are free

To make their own harsh bonds of servitude

trying to get more from this world than you or me:

staring at screens in perfect solitude,

making fake money from immaterial goods,

moving always that cash that is not there!
Would not these fools be better in the woods,

the mountains, drinking-in the air?
but no! they leave these pleasures bright

to those they think are paupers!

And still they work by day and lamp-lit night

to gorge their greed on insubstantial matters

leaving the world to crumble, and their health

to languish in computer’s flickering

while they amass imaginary wealth

and each one on the Web thinks he’s a king!

Take up this shell, and hear the cry

of seabirds, and of far off whale!

Take up the telescope, and search the sky

to find the “proud princess’s veil” –

which tells us that the rain is not far off -

such tales are not known in the present day,

when men and women choose to doff

all their humanity, yet say they play!

White stones beside the water stand

and seaweed in its fragile bonds

lies green and dampened on the strand,

 like some cold mermaid’s hair, in fronds.

O what delight to see the dimpling wave,

to hear the gull cry out across the sea!

And shall we then, good Brother, seek to save

those bounden ones whose spirit is not free

from travail and from spoiling work –

those servants of a budding industry,

the net-work web that will always jerk

them back again to travail more!

No! Look now at this stone, 

the seaweed and the shell -

the light will brighten all along the shore

and all the world may yet be well!

See here’s a pebble that may hide a gem

if once cracked open – shall we try?

Or shall we leave the hunt for gain to them

tied fast by lust to careless industry?

Here are the sea-pinks, small and bright and wild,

that dwell on cliffs above the damping sands –

their roots are strong, for all they look so mild,

and if you grasp them, they will cut your hands!

Nature preserves the small things that she loves

that dwell between the deep and the dry land.

In rocky crags and carven caves,

the waters ripple as the currents cross

far out into the midnight-closing bay.

If we were to lose them, what a loss!

Far inland, where the river starts to flow

seaward to where the village is,

up on the grassy, muddy, banks we find

pale primroses and straight blue irises

flowers that deck the ground and raise the mind

to think of beauty in some country spot

where all of nature joins in green and gay,

where lichen and pink fungi cover rot,

 And in and out of trees the blue-tits play,

sweet grasses bend and flourish in the breeze

as it sweeps over them to find the bough

of tall and whispering poplar trees -

leaves rustling in their beauty as they bow.

Who’d want to leave this for a twilit screen?

Exchange the scent of damp moss for a dream

of avarice? Of shekels? 
         Glencoe.

I heard the sound of keening,

as we travelled through Glencoe,

and I knew its heart-rent meaning,

and my own heart filled with woe

or the long-dead women keening

their dead of long ago.

I stood quite still and leaning

along the mountainside,

with a heart so full of sorrow,

but yet with a strange pride -

for the sound had stirred reaction

in the echoes of my heart,

and that ancient, cruel action

is somehow still a part

of the fibre of my being,

though I’ve left that haunted Glen,

I carry with me everywhere the “seeing” I had then.

O sad MacDonald women, 

I hear you keen and weep,

through the reaches of the midnight

in the useless search for sleep.

I heard the sound of keening

as I travelled through Glencoe,

and I still mourn for the women

who suffered long ago,

in the place called “Glen of Weeping”

for the murder in Glencoe
Sylvia Audrey Charlewood

Email: bscharlewood@btinternet.com
MOUNTAINS-THE MUTE OBSERVERS

Mountains are the oldest structures on earth,

Loftily standing erect since their birth,

The most awesome, adorable and revered entities,

Keeping close proximity to celestial communities.

The great emanation of innumerable streams and 
                                                              rivers,

Towering barriers to moisture-laden air carriers,

Inviting rainfall to support vegetation and agriculture,

Which, in turn,feeds all with food and rapture.

The abode of numerous sorts of animals-tiny and 

                                                                   titanic,

Wearing rocky robes dotted with stones-small and 
                                                                 gigantic,

Some are snow-clad and some clad in foliage 
                                               shiningly green,

Some hold lush valleys adorned with beauty--                    superlative, immaculate and pristine.

Dancingly meandering and descending down the 
                    mountains-diamond-white streams,

Lending the splendour of gorgeous necklace 
                       glittering with diurnal beams,

Soaring transcendentally these mountains appea
                             divine in the lunar lustre,

Terrestrially ethereal, they stay busy communicating
                                   with many an astral cluster.

They are mute witnesses to countless battles and
                                                               strifes,

Ruins of nations and sacrifice of precious human 
                                                                   lives,

Impartial and unmoved at all times they have been,

Offering succour to humanity in their ups and downs
                                    and through thick and thin.

Some of them surpassing sight extend beyond the
                                                            horizon,

Notwithstanding their great expanse and unscalable
                           height, they go without pretension,

Apparently inanimate, but mountains are the true 
                        teachers of human civilization,

Life givers and saviours instilling in us modesty, tolerance and the broadest vision.

Chittaranjan Dash

Phoenix Notices
1/ The copyright of all works included herein remains with their authors.

                              SCARECROW..

From high up he protects and watches the corn

The scarecrow stands unnoticed in the warmth of the

                                                                   morn.

To the townsfolk he`s just part of the scene,

He keeps birds from stealing the new shoots of green.

He`s stood there for years, he`s weathered and worn,

The clothes that he wears are now tattered and torn

Nobody comes near, no soul gives any care

Although he has places in need of repair..
What nobody knows is his bad history ..

The truth is forgotten ~ and shrouded in mystery.

One poor farmer in days long ago

Left his farm quite early, so the tale goes ..

He went into town to get some provisions

Not, it transpired, one of his better decisions.

While he was gone someone with bad intent

Battered his family till their lives were spent.

A wife and three children he lost that day

He lost his mind and got sent away.

.

The townsfolk wanted vengeance, someone to blame

There was a stranger in town, they all said the same

None of the locals would do such a thing!

They would find this stranger and their own justice 
                                                           bring!

The stranger got wind of the witch hunt and went on 
                                                             the run,

He hid in a field until set of sun

He could hear the folk coming, so while still alone

He slipped the scarecrow`s garb over his own

.

The people were angry, they wanted blood

In frustration one stabbed the scarecrow where he 
                                                                 stood.

Nobody noticed the bleeding start..

The knife had gone straight through his innocent
                                                                 heart.

Many years passed, he still stands there alone

Under his clothes there is muscle and bone

Nicely baked by the heat of the sun

Just an old scarecrow, he deceives everyone.
        Edna ... All alone.~~

She sits in a battered old armchair

Clues to previous meals on the seat,

her cardigan full of moth invasions

but she wears it despite the days heat.

The nurse dressed her at seven this morning

before the day really set in

No TV, so no weather forecasts

but it`s August and the nights they draw in.

She sit all alone until evening

and the nurse` welcome return.

***

Her vocal chords need exercising

but she`s no one`s priority concern.

At lunchtime each day twelve noon on the dot,

they bring her a meal that, although nourishing, 
                                                    she wishes was hot.

Although it`s not appetising, she will always eat half,

the alternative being to sit there and starve.

The rest of the meal will sit there congealing

until tomorrow when it`s picked up with false smiles  

                                                       and feeling.

At seven each night, the nurse will arrive..

she gives Edna a bath and checks she`s alive.

Bathing takes ten minutes from the word go..

`I do have other patients too see to, you know`

Bundled into her nightie and tucked up in bed,

Edna tries to resist but she`s easily led.

She`ll snooze on and off for the rest of the night,

struggle to her commode at dawn`s first light.

Patiently she waits for the carer to come..

get her dressed...Edna`s day has begun.~~
             OMNIPOTENT ..

I am all seeing ... I am omnipotent.

I know just how many grains of sand

are numbered on Earth`s pleasant land,

how many doors have been opened

the total words that have been spoken.

The total flakes of snow,

the number of flowers that grow,

Everything that all scientists know.

Of the sky

and the land below.

***

I know when people lie,

the reasons why they cry.

I`m aware of every tear that`s shed

every pint of blood that`s bled.

every single death in war.

All these things and many more.

I know every threat that`s meant,

who are the guilty,

which are innocent.

I hear every prayer that`s sent

I am omnipotent..
MIDNIGHT MAN .....

The man that I saw looking at me

in my room, just watching me

wasn`t my imagination as you said.

He was there again last night, by my bed.

He tried to smile, but it`s so sad.

His face is burned, its really bad.

I thought he wanted me to play,

but I got upset, so he went away.

When we wrote to Daddy in Afghanistan,

I saw him cry, the midnight man.

I don`t know why, you couldn`t see,

but Mummy, I know he was smiling at me.

The strange thing was, he had Daddy`s eyes.

Very strange, and a big surprise.

Without his eyes, how will he see?

How will Daddy see the photographs of me?...
      JULIET & ROMEO....

Romeo was a bad boy ...

He came from the wrong side of the tracks.

He escaped a life of misery...

he ain`t never going back.

He wore his toughness like a shroud

he emanated hate.

For everyone that put him down,

the ones that sealed his fate.

On the streets at ten years old

he scrabbled to survive.

He ate from bins and begged... to keep himself alive...
Now at twenty one years old

he knew his way through life.

He was rough and tough and tattooed enough

to hardly ever need his knife...

One night he was hanging with his gang,

he saw some girls walk by..

He saw that all but one of them

was giving his guys the eye.

She was walking by, with her head held high ~

ignoring all of them.

...

Romeo was taken with her,

she wasn`t like the others..

He walked slowly after her,

after explaining to his brothers.

By her side he asked her name...

she was lovely ~ blonde and fine..

`What`s your name?` he asked her `Romeo is mine...`

She saw his smile and realised

he was not one of her kind,

but she saw in his smile a softness to which others were all blind.

`My name is Juliet` she said

and gave a smile to match his own....
She stopped and faced him.. took his hand..as they 
                                   walked towards her home.

By the time they got there, their friendship was

                                                      sealed so strong

that the wrath of Juliet`s parents wouldn`t separate 
                                                          them for long...

Love was sparked on that summer night...they both
                                          just somehow knew..

Despite the insults and opposition their love was 
                                                  strong and grew.

nobody could separate them..their hearts entwined for 
                                                            good..

A pretty uptown preppy girl

and a brother from the `hood...

They knew their love was the lasting kind,

you couldn`t help but know

that this was a match from Heaven-

for Juliet and her Romeo ...
Marion Finch
Email: barkinglady@gmail.com   

Enigmas In our Post-Covid Era
In these estranged post-Covid times,

the paradox is that humans need

more than ever to feel each others’ close embrace.

How, oh how can we satisfy our body-soul desires,
when such natural pleasures are denied?

We humans start in mothers’ arms to love,

and from this strong cocoon,

we slowly grow into our roles of beings apart,

yet ever needing close association.

A kind of compensation  in these times,
is to give a warming smile to those we meet,

including animals, like horses, cats and birds,

we see, as they like us have need to love.

Happiest are those who bonded in a loving marriage,

can always enjoy their close embrace

whenever they feel the need, or desire some cuddles,

it’s always there at hand.

Remember the plight of the Albatross,

who loves to glide, forever, in a lonely sky,

enjoying this their ultimate freedom.

Are you, like me, the pilot of your dreams,
to see the beauty of this Earth below

in all its wondrous grandeur, through hawking eyes?
        These Strange Days:-

Have we never seen before

these strange days

when all the people of this Earth

imprisoned in their homes are longing for their

                                 freedom to roam?  

Deep in the human spirit this longing lies,

for it must surely be a central aspect of humanity,

to move, to travel, to find new places,
to risk adventures, first near then far.

Even the babe confined in the mother’s womb

has soon the urge to move outside,

when there to marvel at the world beyond,

and with freshly opened lids, to gaze in mother’s eyes

to find another deeper self just stirring.

These legs are wagging in the air,

in practice for first steps to feel the Earth,

when first put down to run, then fall across the grass,

here to test these inborn lusts to freedom.
Much later, given trust to roam,

I wandered over fields and paths

to find some woodland, with one darkly shrouded 

                                                                pool

wherein I gratefully refreshed my feet and dog could 

                                                                 drink.

This trust from Mother grew inside like a tree,

to make the steps of confidence to travel

far beyond the confines of this town,

imagining my goals of mountains set in distant seas.

Inside I knew this journey would become my longing

                                  for revealed enlightenment

just like exciting unfolding of my gifts in life,
so many words and lives I met en route,

would help me on my way, my truth, my life.

Jeffrey Gale

     BEYOND THE SOUGHING SEA
Beyond this soughing sea my heart breathes

with the caressing breeze,

even here this deep azure flecked with ice-white

running waves, is calming to my restless mind-

do I feel one with the eternal rhythm of my ocean?
This balcony hangs poised above the strand,

listening to this steady wind that beats

upon the high shore of this world;

though it is now I feel like this,

there are ten million ‘nows’ or more that make my 

                                                               history,

that all contribute to my present feeling sensibilities.

One wonders how the sentient beings out there are 
                                                feeling too,

even sky-drift sharp-eyed swifts,

or flashing silver curling shoals,

ever fearful of a deep blue whale

or sharp-toothed monster!

One also wonders do these teeming creatures only 

                                                                    feel,

or do they like me have infinite
mind-filled sensibilities, to paint the eye-scape

near and far, and by this means all have included?

So now my rested body draws me forth

to walk the wind-swept shore

in splashing strides this tactile stimulating sand

can deeply breathe the salty aromatic airs.

Oh dear Lord, this must be my ultimate home,

all from my embryonic start to now in later years,

there comes the rounded recognition of a wider 

                                                            world.

(written in our lovely room hung over this wide-horizoned ocean, in the Perla Marina Hotel, Nerya on the 1st March 2020)
Jeffrey Gale

 16, Whiteley Ave. Totnes TQ9 5FQ UK

Email: jeffreygale32@yahoo.com 

     Winter Thoughts

As I grow in years I appreciate 

winter dark that brings rest.

In the cold hard ground

seeds sleep. Like them I 

keep a different rhythm

from when the light is bright.
      Winter Gardening

In Winter the garden lies sleeping
The house needs tending instead;
With mopping and dusting and sweeping
And changing of sheets on the bed.

I'd rather be weeding the flowers
And watering seeds that will grow
Than scrubbing recalcitrant showers
And making the furniture glow.

But a house must be cared for and tended,
Though I'd rather be outdoors to play,
Or it will not feel loved and befriended,
And sink into rust and decay.

I'll put in my time indoor gardening,
While dreaming of days in the sun
When I will be out in the yard-ening
To nurture what Nature's begun.

Meanwhile if I look at my cleaning
As though it were weeding and such
Perhaps that will give it more meaning
And I won't dislike it so much!
          Trees in Winter

Bare trees' true design is graceful splendor
writing their names against the sky.

Green leaves are transient,
one stage in the cycle.

Trees’ hibernation
is a long Winter’s night.

Hints of buds already formed 
promise spring in winter’s language.
          Thou and I

How can You be separate from me?
You are the very fabric of my being,
thread of my warp and woof,
shuttle that moves between.

How can I be separate from You?
I am the creature of Your creation
formed from flesh of your Flesh,
the dust that is Your Self.

How can I not desire You?
You are the heart of all desire;
You inhabit all creation from the inside out,
informing form, bridging chaos and order.

How can You not desire me?
I am Your love reflected in my self,
day and night I polish the mirror that is my heart,
that I may be more faithful to Your shining.
         The Holy Stable

He was not born in palace
but in a humble stall.
He came to help the hopeless,
to feed the least of all.
Not with a blare of trumpets
not with a roll of drums
but quietly, how quietly,
so quietly he comes.

He did not ride in a carriage,
but on humble beast.
He came to bring us comfort,
to serve the very least.
Not with a blare of trumpets
not with a roll of drums
but quietly, how quietly,
so quietly he comes.

And were we not so humble,
He could not enter in
O blessed little stable
that it should shelter him.
Not with a blare of trumpets
not with a roll of drums
but quietly, how quietly
so quietly he comes
                  First Snow

It almost feels like Christmas in the heart.

A child again, with joy I watch them fall;

they melt on still green grass, they frost the tall

and graceful pines to welcome winter's start. 

First flakes of snow, first harbinger of white

that will too soon remain for endless days.

Then I will tire of them, cease their praise,

yet now their newness shines my heart up bright.

For winter brings some special gifts to me:

its beauty as the world grows white and still,

the lively walks I take in winter's chill,

the time I take to reminisce and see 

Fall's treasures saved up in my memory chest,

and best of all, the time I take to rest.

Tasha Halpert Email: tashahal@aol.com 
Heartwings says, "If you follow your heart you cannot lose your way." www.heartwingsandfriends.com
                  North Wind

The North Wind blusters his way in.
Gentle Autumn is blown away.
His cold hands nip face and fingers.
Instinctively we know times have changed.
As thoughts of nesting rise, so do thoughts of 
                                                     isolation. 
The list of people I haven’t seen for months dances in 
                                                    my mind.
Our area lockdown makes even meeting outside 
                                                                  illegal.
It’s ok to be in the pub with strangers if you leave 
                                                       at 10pm.
Yet phoning our older relatives is all that we can do.
This could be a real winter of discontent.
Panic buying is emptying shelves again.
I remind myself we have learned to cope with is.
There is a network of us staying in constant contact.
Kindness and care are paramount.
The sun has found its way through the fast 

                                            moving clouds.

The wind is still full force carrying leaves in its  wake.
My moods do change with the weather.
They always have and probably always will.

How To Embrace A New Season

WHAT IS TO BE DONE?"

Everything is food for thought

Why we obey laws and respect institutions

while criminals corrupt our Foundations

Why rationality fails against emotionalism

Why THE BLUE WAVE is not just for one party-

it is for the preservation of our political /cultural 
                                           communities-

to seek Candidates of Enlightenment and Integrity

to represent our own lack of Responsibility.

For a wave is always in motion(forward, then back)

It gathers strength and overcomes all Walls

It builds from the deep, and connects in strength

It is organic and ,in fact-a Force of Nature

Waves do not need guns, bombs, flags, fear

They flow with the strength of truth. Never ask-

"What is to be done next".
our Wave is coming..

In fact-it is here.

(written in reference to the US elections)

Alexandria Krysinski
Email: alexkrysinski@hotmail.co.uk 
      WINDOWS

We view the baby

through a window

we cannot hold its little hand

nor touch its face

we cannot see grandfather

in his last moments

through an outside window 

we sadly wave goodbye

we cannot see the couple

exchange their wedding vows

all plans are postponed

the shades pulled down on their future

we cannot worship in the church

the pews are empty

no stained glass windows

for drive-thru sinners

we cannot visit those we love 

nor talk to them in person

we all grow older

as distance separates us

we are like orphaned children

looking through the window 

of a candy store

yearning for sweetness

as the sign is flipped to "Closed".
David Knape

WILD RICE

There it sits

on the burner

a pot of rice

nice and warm

looking so pale and passive

but suddenly steam pours out

the pot blows its lid

and rice boils over

and spills all over the kitchen floor

turns out this was not

your regular tame white rice

but "Wild Rice"

which is undomesticated

and can turn on you in a moment

you never know 

it's unpredictable

use caution when fooling around

with wild rice

it can become aggressive

and charge you when your back is turned

don't assume it is just soft and cuddly

cook the hell out of it

before you eat it

to make sure it's dead.
WHEN YOU WRITE IT DOWN

When you write something down

it is your soul in essence

as personal as it can be

in thought and substance

words emerge one by one

once they start there is no stopping them

but you have to give them form and function

and make them convey what

you have to say

the best of a man's mind

lies in his writing

we all have thoughts and emotions

but once you write them down

there is a permanence

a commitment to the word

nothing means more than words on paper

you are now on record

you cannot erase the words

you cannot go back

the beauty of it is

thoughts in words

leave an indelible impression

your voice carved into stone

like hearing I love you 

for the first time

written words stay embedded

forever in your mind 

and heart.
WHEN I WRITE A POEM

Sometimes when

I write a poem

there is something in it

that floods my psyche

and brings a tear to my eye

the words

expressed upon a page

seized by emotion

I feel exhausted at the end

as if my soul was torn away

and left out in the open

I get up from my desk

drained and unsteady

I hesitate in walking

as if I had just come back

from the experience

weakened

without clothes

all my life exposed.
TREE TUNNELS
I love places where

the trees hang over the road
and make a canopy

a tunnel of mystery

of darkness

like entering a cave
where light is filtered
through leaves and limbs
a graceful decoration

to the blandness of the pavement

the hardness of asphalt

but then the road crews come along

and in their menacing march

whack and saw

and cut away the canopy

and turn the lane into 

destruction and disgust

beauty is no more
and what was once a joy
to drive through

now looks like a bombed out area

all the gracefulness of trees

reduced to butchered sadness.
TOPPLING STATUES

They toppled my statue

yesterday

it had stood for years

in my back yard

a monument to myself

so beautiful and stirring

me, upon my steed

with hat tipped jauntily to the side

It was home to pigeons and grackles

who roosted on my head

their white leavings 

reminders of my vulnerability

what a marvel it was to see

this statue to myself everyday

the glorification of my birth

the exaltation of my being

a symbol of my strength and gallantry

but now

it lies fallen to the ground

vandalized and spray painted

huge chunks broken off

as if someone was angered and offended

to the extreme

so irate they could not stand

the sight of it

I wonder why

my wife would do such a thing?
     TON OF BRICKS

It hit me like a ton of bricks

the news that I had the big C

it was too much all at once

the doc describing the condition

and all that went with it

the tests the lab

the hospital stay

the length of radiation

the therapy

the constant back and forth

between doctors and tests

it was all too much

my head got light

I felt chills my whole life turned upside down

everything I had known before

was no more

yet I had no choice

it was going to happen

whether I liked it or not

and so here I am now

a cantankerous curmudgeon

with portfolio of poems

still the best remedy

for this old wrinkled soul

my ton of bricks grown lighter

with the medicine of words.

THEIR SONG

Back then 

people went to dances because

that's what people did

they dressed up

men in suit and tie

women in nice dresses

they sat at tables with their friends

and talked and talked until

the band struck up

then every dance was danced

by the happy couples

there was no sitting down

that wonderful music was their magic carpet

lifting them above the drudgery of their daily lives

as the band played tune after tune

the couples danced until midnight

round and round the floor

embraced in each others arms

what a wonderful experience it was

to hold your woman near

and smell her perfume

her very essence so warm and close

each couple had a song

"their song" aptly chosen to represent their love

the song was always requested 

to be played by the band

and then danced to as a reminder 

of their courtship and their youth

times were different then

people danced for pure enjoyment

for simple pleasure

caught up in the magic of the music

they danced until the very last song 

each song a souvenir of the night

long playing in their minds

Their Song still echoing in their memory.
THE HOUSE GUEST

I almost stepped on it

in the dark

I did not see it at first

it was just a silent form on the floor

my eyes still blurred from sleep

I thought it was some lint

or just some debris on the floor

but as I reached for it

it ran away 

a lizard in the night

it was so fast I could not catch it

into the coat closet it went

never to be seen again

until...

this morning when it showed up

in the kitchen 

all bright and green as a Christmas bulb

but again it was too fast

and under the refrigerator it slid

slippery as usual

then oddly enough, later

it appeared at the back door

as if waiting for me to let it out

I opened the door and zip

the lizard ran away lickity split  

so now the lizard is free

and we are free of the lizard

a guest who came in unexpectedly 

but then stayed two weeks

an uninvited visitor

who made himself at home

yet strangely enough, its departure

leaves a feeling of some sadness

like when a house guest leaves

we are glad to see him go

yet miss the his lizard company.
David Knape

dknape1969@yahoo.com
Of War and Earth

A song of life lost,

haunting in its discord

poignant in crossed harmonies,

turning you inside out.

Laying threadbare your bones.

Pulling the essence of your being

out through your mouth,

leaving last refrains hanging

like a single leaf

on an Autumn bare tree.

Thin and long the note.

Extending ribbon-like through time,

faint but ever heard.

Shall I sink now into black water?

Join the bodies of the dead.

(C) 2019 poem & ballpoint pen sketch , " Laid to Rest",by Jan Illingsworth  www.heartinn.me
    A Lesson in Being Old.

A chill is running rapidly inside,

Against my very bones.

Is this the white ice of death?

Whispering, “ I chill from the inside out".

Pain screaming a persistent tinnitus,

Cicadas in my brain.

Worrying about the mundane.

In the Winter's cold rain.

The birdsong oft unheard,

For the constant chatter in my head.

Will it stop at last? 

Ending when I am Dead.

Learning from the air that moves,

Soul fragrance into many bodies,

With a silent and gentle ease.

Yet remaining untouched in stillness,

A love reaching through the ages.

It is written across the lands and seas; All is One!

(C) 2020 Poem and Journal Art “The One Connection" Jan Illingsworth.

      Up The River

Across the river lonely kiwi call,

On papa fern fringed banks,

Glow worms, threaded fall. 

Rounding rocks tumble,

Deeper waters grumble,

The wairua of home.

Small girls into their beds leaping,

To avoid beneath the witches,

Hiding and creeping.

Night, night, sleep tight,

Dad whispers in lantern light.

The wairua of home.

On straight paddock boundaries grow,

Gloomy tall the pines.

Prison guardsmen row on row.

Overhead magpies fly,

Wardling threats as we pass by,

The wairua of home.

Now a waking silvered head,

Hears long voices lost,

From the land of the dead.

Georgy Porgy pudding and pie.

Haere mai everything is kapai.

Remembering the wairua of home.

(C) 2019 Poem and acrylic painting "The Blue Forest" by Jan Ilingsworth

      Another Summer

Bless me with another Summer,

After Winter's cold, hard slog,

Let my bones lie easy,

Soaking heat from sun-warmed sands.

My eyes resting on clear, blue sky.

A sea breeze upon wrinkled skin,

And cheerful, clowning gulls flying by.

Bless me with another Summer,

Weeding in my garden of joy.

Lavender plumbago amongst green limes.

I barefooted on a springy lawn

Where frangipani blossom confetti lie.

Pandemic free, contented and happy,

In this haven with me, myself, I.

Let me die in a flaming Autumn,

With colourful leaf letters fall.

Another Summer behind me,

I hear the Universe call.

No need to say sad goodbyes,

There is nowhere I would go,

Staying with another Summer. A dream this time. I know.

(C) 2020 Poem and acrylic painting " The Birds do Sing" Jan Illingsworth

             Truth

Are truth and fact lies we spin,

In stories and myths of heroes we find,

Becoming truths we hold within,

A great paradox of mind?

This a measure to escape deep set fear.

In a Universe of dark, vast unknown.

So God, all knowing, they swear.

Dogma from childhood sown.

A twisting labyrinth of ideas, belief turns,

Imaginings into what is true.

Always though ignorance churns,

An illusion becomes confusion.

True is the poem penned from the heart.

This perception my reality.

It has no ending nor does it start,

Written with fealty.

LISTENING TO SILENCE

Who hears the whispering drum,

of a butterfly's wings?

The sound of a leaf falling,

or footfalls of a katydid?

The breath of the gods upon me.

(C)2018 gogyoshi and painting by Jan Illingsworth      www.heartinn.me
Jan V Illingsworth

Email: jvillingsworth@xtra.co.nz 

    TARGETED ASSISTANTS
Slithering down stygian staircase,

Poisoned purposeful grace,

Murder’s low kept profile,

Death with a sense of style,

Packs stiff sniffed snuffbox,

To snort his derision,

At your subliminal,

Criminal lack of vision.

Premier of division I am,

In league with the first team,

Selected to relegate every fan,

Transfer fee incurs no penalties,

When united with the other side and damned!

Tattered trench-coat afloat,

Where bodies begin to bloat,

Pumped with skimmed gore,

Dug out since the Great War,

Trilby with tears brimming,

Choked from mothers in ruin,

For whom no man lands at all,

Unless as telegram in the hall.

Contract killer with hidden clause,

To match hooves cloven,

Woven into small prints,

Squirreled away in bottom drawers.

Jump scare for which you can never prepare,

Sudden itch from old Scratch,

Flips a switch to plunge you from view,

Lie there until you pray for the Light I bear!

         HORROR BILL

Video nasty cannibals,

Yet tiny urinal walls, Why are we only good at bad 
                                                             stuff?

So poor at doing the math,

Our only common denominator,

Is to die amongst the rough?

Just another victim waiting to be bumped off,

Fleets of beat up transit vans,

Gagging with gangs to gaffe-tape hands,

Waving in your face State-aided Kalashnikov!

Governments sponsor terror,

When War is not free,

Wind-up merchants of menace,

Back-up duty killing spree.

Every crime scene has its own perspective,

As daytime deceased views increase,

We all want a career in forensics!

Highest percentage of serial killer fiction,

Allegedly read by middle-aged women,

Dream being spared murder in their beds,

By offering these handsome devil’s benediction.
While teenage boys devour,

Force retreat to the stalls!

Even as I write,

Someone is going to get theirs tonight,

Sold sex or paid death,

Freudian forged cheque,

Primate drives glue,

Paws at ten to two,

Permanent “L” plates,

Cul-de-sac of fate.

Back in Vietnam we only had still photography,

Now digital jungle refreshes any atrocity,

Deep fakes put a brave face,

On the death of analogue gods,

Binary realms like Heaven or Hell,

Post-codes even more odd!
Mark Laing

13a Ethelbert Rd. Canterbury, Kent CT1 3ND

Email: markstick@hotmail.co.uk 
Mark Writes: I have chosen both to celebrate the forthcoming Samhain festival and reflect my own life-long love of the horror genre in literature and film!  From fondly remembered double bills of classic movies screened on BBC2 during my youth through the 80s slasher craze to contemporary psychological thrillers, the macabre has held a fascination for me. As my works suggest horror is also intensely political as well as spiritual. I believe that by developing a better understanding of our shadow selves we can throw more  light back against those who seek to keep us in the dark! 
      Duplication (and other two poems)

The dusk is falling bit by bit

While I recall again the surprise and shock of a scene

Amidst the lazy and chaotic grass and trees

Two flowers passing through the dream

Make a hubbub at will

Trying to find their attachment to life

Far mountains weave into an embroidered dress

From the pleats on the loose collar

Air a small naked fraction of the sky

Allowing me duplicate and burn

In my journey of commemoration

In the last remaining characters

Deep messages are sorted

Day and night, smiling

And staring at the breath of each other

Without returning

Waking Tiles

A real worry is that a heap of disorderly past events

Would shake you off from the high branch

Holding my breath, I wonder which city on earth I’d 
                                                               go to

To stay quietly under the eaves

The bright and solemn picture

Should not be sought for its origin

With an applause energetic like a heavy shower
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
After the romantic intercourse of the rain and snow

The sighs, like the setting sun, linger long on mind

After a series of temporary fits of pain

Return to their originality

And there is no longer dark night with black paint

Standing in the chaotic clouds

Making so many broken tiles

Accomplished their feats

The Past

The morning breeze sweeps softly over autumn

Before the gate to the Sun Islet

I find the hooves of a horse

With golden disposition

And an attitude loyal to the soil

At dusk, I go to the bank

Looking for the fluttering wings of birds

And what remains after the welkin was mended

And – A dawn that suddenly wakes up

Which is the exact past I’ve been cherishing

If it must be done

I decided to roam around with the four seasons

Leashed to my hand, reflecting on the rusted days

On dried-up river bank bending double

And smile dubiously at everything of the world
(Translated by Brent O. Yan)

         WANG Mengren

About the author:  WANG Mengren, a famous poet and calligrapher in contemporary China, and he was born in 1959 in Fugou County, Henan Province, China. He is a member of Chinese Writers’ Association, of Chinese Calligraphers’ Association and many other associations.
                  O Palestine 

(a poem by Mazin Qumsiyeh written 2005)

(Published in Human Liberation (Nakba 48) Vol 1, No 1, Sept 2005 & also in French at ISM France  https://www.france-palestine.org/Oh-Palestine
Your sisters stayed in their palaces

With golden chains and shameless lies

Some grinned and aided criminals...

Others chose to veil their eyes

Some justify rape and expulsions

Others prayed to their silent gods.

When you thought they had their fills

In that dry June of decays,

They climbed over the hills

To finish the ghastly deeds

Sickening became the violations

Dark masses on your strong arms

arms that gently lifted orphans

Armenian, Circasian, Hebrew and Druze

Fractures on your white breasts

That gave milk to hungry babies

Bruises on your gentle fingers

That wiped the tears from so many eyes

Your sad eyes bear their marks

on a kind face that gave millions hopes

Maddening deafening sounds

Of violent bloody rapes

Of countless lengthy reports

Of motions, plans, and resolutions

that sacrificed justice and truths

at the altar of greedy egos

Where goes the hope of children dreams?

In awakening consciences?

In olive trees or returning cactuses?

In time, distance, or struggles?

In awakening heart deep in majestic mountains?

Beating beneath silent deserts?

Occasionally erupting ï¿½ intifadas?

1920..29..36..56..87...2000...

The lost men hopelesly lust for power crums

endlessly argue about keys

While she struggles to break the doors

And tear down the suffocating walls

Clans and Tribes follow mirages

and weaklings imagine strength in lies

But in the end no one denies

Your ancient spirit survives

To help heal all bruises

yours and ours

When the sun again shines

O Palestine

(Stay Human and come visit us in Palestine)
            Mazin Qumsiyeh

A bedouin in cyberspace, a villager at home

Professor, Founder, and (volunteer) Director

Palestine Museum of Natural History

Palestine Institute of Biodiversity and Sustainability

Bethlehem University Occupied Palestine

http://qumsiyeh.org  http://palestinenature.org
TAKE IT EASY, IT’S DIVINE DESIGN

Life’s greatest beauty,

Lies in its unsolved mystery,

Haunted us through history,

Taunted us to make discovery.

Spice of life is its uncertainty,

None was alive till eternity,

Without battery or electricity,

The way body functions so smoothly.

Age increases but our time decreases,

Mirth & melancholy comes sans sequence,

It is a puzzle with many missing pieces,

Life is what He granted to us on lease.

Myriads of things are made to happen,

Every day brings unexpected phenomenon,

Falling in to the traps of our own notion,

We are always lured in to deception.

A long series of inhalations and exhalations,

One day all ceases and reach culmination,

Mystery is what is our onward destination?

None has found out to solve the equation.

The mysteries of human evolution,

Is beyond anyone’s comprehension,

Why waste your days in botheration?

Take it easy, it is Divine design.

              Krishnan Radhakrishnan

About that unknown ray...

It was a stormy night
I saw an unknown ray
in my dream 
bright like the Sun
cool like the Moon

was very interested 
to know about that ray
and asked -
"with which name
can I call you"

after that
the unknown ray
replied to me -
" I'm the ray
of your soul
neither the God
nor Allah..."
I asked 
to tell something 
about
pain, joy and sorrow 

after that
the unknown ray
replied to me –


"there is nothing

as pain, joy and sorrow
all are the creation
of your satisfactions
and unsatisfactions
you are nothing 
only a ray of little times
and
should have to sparkle  like stars
with your good works..."
I tried to remember 
my days of gleanings
in the Paddy-fields
what a day it was

after the end of
all the good-memories 
it was a stormy night

it was a stormy night
I saw an unknown ray
in a dream
bright like the Sun 
cool like the Moon.....
        Achintya Krishna Sarma
Rupnagar, Swasti Path,  House no : 5 Guwahati – 781032 Kamrup (Metro), Assam, India
E-mail Id : achintyajoon@gmail.com
In The Winter garden 

Before our breakfast 

Two fieldfares are on the grass 

Feasting on windfalls. 

The lawn is abstract 

Bright globules of morning dew 

Interlaced shadows. 

Squirrel in the rain 

A quick shake of its thick fur 

Then on with the hunt. 

One hungry crow sees 

A grey squirrel hoarding nuts 

Registers the place. 

Sharp pin pricks of song 

Herald a needle billed wren 

Threading the hedgerow. 

A cautious bank vole 

Pulling the large apple core 

Into deep cover. 

The cawing of crows 

Loud and insistent language 

Beyond our knowing. 

Two magpies grooming 

Silently on the same branch 

But always alert. 

Sheets of ice above 

Deep blankets of settled snow 

And butterflies sleep. 

Blue tits across the lawn 

To feed on snow caked fat balls 

Little scraps of life. 

Amidst the bare boughs 

A sudden ribbon of white 

Bunches of snowdrops. 

Glory of the snow 

Purple drifts of aubretia 

And feeding insects. 

Yellow abundance 

Celandines and aconites 

The sun returning. 

Glowing red berries 

High on cotoneasters 

Deep winter's larder. 

Tips of branches move 

As into the berried dark 

Redwings are feeding. 

(continued over page)
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Thrushes and fieldfares 

Are celebrating Christmas 

With holly berries. 

On the lawn's green page 

Two ink black crows are searching 

For hidden meanings. 

This cold greying night 

Brings calls of unseen blackbirds 

before their long roost. 

Behind silhouettes 

Of bare silver birch branches 

A full moon rises. 

Then the soft rain falls 

Snow turning to slush then water 

Earth is green again. 

Richard Stewart.

'Valezina', 112, Westerfield Road, Ipswich, IP4 2 XW. Email: rgsvalezina@hotmail.co.uk
Along The Bramble Trail (Autumnal Acrylics) 

The Green Man sits waiting at t’other end

… where ‘Decay’ germinates ‘Rebirth’,

and Winter’s ‘Slant’ leaves your walk.

There is shelf-life to everything,

yet, a perpetual cycle of ‘Dawn’ and ‘Dusk’

which watermarks the Soul as it grows.

I would sometimes wish away Today

for Tomorrow… but, never for Yesterday

… I’ve already wrung that cloth dry.

Choosing to focus upon the Season’s robin

and pied-wagtail over the carrion birds

… shows your mind’s already moving on.

All new beginnings are Magical…

when it comes to emotions and the heart…

be a Lighthouse to others who need it

… but, never internally to isolate yourself,

unless you are carving Art Sculptures

betwixt memory-echoes and fading ghosts.

Movement is within us, constantly…

when I pause and silence… I feel a train

… and the seconds are working for minutes

who, in turn, are shovelling coal for the hours

… and thus, the only thing alterable is speed,

direction, and the enthusiasm to master Change.
He Wasn’t ‘Once’ Somebody, He’s ‘Still’ Somebody

This will be his very last Christmas

bedding-down upon wet cardboard

… that damp subway

will be replaced by a tunnel of light.

‘They’ are preparing his room,

getting ready to welcome him Home

… and he’s started to become aware

of their otherworldly presence…

which makes him question

his already long troubled mind.

Not being able to comfort on this side,

they watch, and instead lead vultures

away from his lonely pavement spot.

He’s been finding a lot of coins lately,

almost everywhere he looks

… the park rats have stopped

disturbing him whilst he slumbers,

and police no longer seem to see him.

It’s only a week and half away,

his ‘Rage’ and ‘Fear’ have vanished,

and been replaced by curiosity…

his mental issues, which tormented him

for decades past, have levelled-out.

They’ll find him under a tinselled Tree,

still wearing the grime of the streets,

yet, looking at least five years younger…

no smile upon his hypothermic face,

but, no pain there either…

and a final Salvation Army dinner

inside a body he’s now been freed from.
Halfway Back Down The Mountainside

When she turns,

that way,

to face 

the Coming Storm

… features

of calm strength

and resilience…

slipping her hand 

into mine, 

slightly squeezing,

unconsciously,

in reassurance

… at the exact

moment needed…

and I feel us both

as we magically 

… re-balance…

inside of our Souls

… and she smiles,

whilst turning

to gaze warmly

into my eyes…

I know, that I am,

without a doubt,

the luckiest man

walking the planet.

Paul Tristram 2020

1, Hunkin Close, Truro, Cornwall TR1 3SD

Email: craddlegap@hotmail.com
Slowly but surely my children are making me redundant

I wonder if I will ever retire from
fatherhood?

Is grandfather-hood retirement?
A promotion?
Or
A transfer?

Will I be put out to pasture to take up
teaching goats, horses, and pigs
how to feed themselves,
how to walk,
how to speak (with
graciousness and honor)?

As they've grown older, my kids,
I've seen them chip away
at my responsibilities and duties.

Am I to one day get a pink slip
and be asked to leave the office?

Do I look forward to it?
Fear it?

That one day I'll be unemployed and
have no one to lecture-,
to repeatedly tell stories-to,
to coach, to honor, to dignify,
bolster,...
tend to when they are down
and cheer them on
when they are
aloft?

Was this a term-contract
when I took the job?

Should I have checked the fine-print?

Will one day, when they find a spouse or partner will I be
riffed?

Hard to tell from this vantage point:
still dependent upon,
still needed, still with
duties.

But I can tell you this much,
they are getting promoted
(frequently!) while
I am being continuously
passed up!

Looking forward to
tending to the roses in my elder years,
when parenting is in my past.

And my paychecks will be
of another kind.

Needn't worry I think.

At least, not for quite a while.

Long out of diapers,
the crib, school,...
but not my house.

So, for now at least,
I will continue to
work smart-not hard,
trust the process,
take my paychecks of hugs and kisses,
worry not
that they are now
being accompanied by
pats on the head and
scratches behind the ears.

Maybe retirement won't be all that bad...

Though,
I must admit,

I do sooo hope

they give me
a gold watch.

     Love Is Not Some

Love is not some liquid 

You can scoop up
and put into
a container,

like a person
or a feeling or
a word.

Or even a poem or a song.

Love is not some higher power
nor ultimate being you can
encapsulate
into a concept like God
or Tao or
Ching.

Try and pour it
into a glass or two cupped-hands
and it just overflows and
pours out.

Give it one name,
one face, one place,
and it just laughs at
your vanity

"That you might comprehend It!"

Why even try?
When all around you
little droplets of it exist.

Condensing and
evaporating

::Eternally.

No.
Love is not capable of being
contained:

in a single mind,
in a single being,
in a single hand, or face,
or kiss upon the cheek.

Who knows

Maybe it will rain today...

And you'll have a chance

to stand in It

and get somewhat closer

to what
That Feeling
really means. 
      Lay me to rest, Ma

Like you wooden an old quilt
in a cedar chest:
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
gently, with tenderness, and
memories
washing over you.

Lay my body in the ground
(for I'm too tired to go on)
the way you would a bulb
just deep enough in the ground
to sprout
next season.

Take down all my art and
misgivings and burn them
in a pile in
the front yard
like receipts, bills, and debts
that are no longer needed and
can no more be paid.

Because I'm too tired to
carry on.

Kiss my children on the head,
pat them on the back,
and tell them
I will remember them
no matter how far out into
space
my next journey takes me.

My face will not be remembered,
except in pictures poured over and
hung on walls.

Though my voice, sentiment, and
loving touch
most surely will.

I'm too old to carry
The World on my
back
anymore.

Maybe it's just
I over-taxed myself
on things that didn't matter,
or cared too much about
the frivolous and
The Ivory Tower.

But here,
as I lay me down to sleep,
I think, Mother,
in broad strokes and
gentle kisses.

So, so tired.

Yes, so, so tired.

Lay me down
like you would

a love-worn quilt:

"Only for those who knew me
to remember."
I Have a lot of Sympathy

I have a lot of sympathy

For all those leaves
on the ends of limbs:

Moved about vigorously
in the wind;

Seeking to be
more like the trunk
(not less);

all the while,
harvesting the sunlight for
The Constant.

I have a lot of sympathy
for the leaves on the ends of limbs.

For like them,
my moods are erratic,
less stable,
more likely to be swayed
this way or that

...or even
broken off,

it the changes
become to great.

Thinking of the
oak...
or pecan...
not pine...
or other evergreens,

whose leaves never
extend out, nor go
beyond Its reach.

Wishing to be closer
to the constant,
the stable,
the less erratic.

Yes,
were it not for them,

The Tree would not grow,
The Limbs would not extend,

The Fruit would have no place
to call Home.

And yes, (sadly even)

"Were it not for them
we would have no one else
to translate the

(un-constant)

Voice of The Wind."
Scott Vanya
Email: scottvanya@hotmail.com 

"I destroy homes, tear families... apart - take your children, and that's just the start.

I'm more costly than diamonds, more costly than gold - the sorrow I bring is a sight to behold.

And if you need me, remember I'm easily found.

I live all around you, in schools and in town.

I live with the rich, I live with the poor, I live down the street, and maybe next door.

My power is awesome - try me you'll see.

But if you do, you may never break free.

Just try me once and I might let you go, but try me twice, and I'll own your soul.

When I possess you, you'll steal and you'll lie.

You'll do what you have to just to get high.

The crimes you'll commit, for my narcotic charms, will be worth the pleasure you'll feel in your arms.

You'll lie to your mother; you'll steal from your dad.

When you see their tears, you should feel sad.

But you'll forget your morals and how you were 
                                                                 raised.

I'll be your conscience, I'll teach you my ways.

I take kids from parents, and parents from kids, I turn people from God, and separate from friends.

I'll take everything from you, your looks and your pride, I'll be with you always, right by your side.

You'll give up everything - your family, your home, your friends, your money, then you'll be alone.

I'll take and I'll take, till you have nothing more to 
                                                                       give.

When I'm finished with you you'll be lucky to live.

If you try me be warned this is no game. 

If given the chance, I'll drive you insane.

I'll ravish your body, I'll control your mind.

I'll own you completely; your soul will be mine.

The nightmares I'll give you while lying in bed.

The voices you'll hear from inside your head.

The sweats, the shakes, the visions you'll see.

I want you to know, these are all gifts from me.

But then it's too late, and you'll know in your heart, that you are mine, and we shall not part.

You'll regret that you tried me, they always do.

But you came to me, not I to you.

You knew this would happen. 

Many times you were told, but you challenged my power, and chose to be bold.

You could have said no, and just walked away.

If you could live that day over, now what would you 
                                                                   say?

I'll be your master; you will be my slave.

I'll even go with you, when you go to your grave.

Now that you have met me, what will you do?

Will you try me or not? 

Its all up to you.

I can bring you more misery than words can tell.

Come take my hand, let me lead you to hell."

Signed

‘DRUGS’
Trevor Wainwright

Email: trev_wy@hotmail.com 
ADVISE FROM AN AGING POET

Live for the moment

the past is a ghost riding

an empty midnight train

sing like a hammer sings to a nail

tread softly thru the night where

dreams lay like land mines

ready to explode on the tattooed dawn

run barefoot with children in the park

listen to the sound of their breath

drown in the innocence of their eyes

ignore your enemies false prophets

drowning in quicksand

wrap your head in a song bag

lock your ego in the clothes closet

wear the eyes of an owl

write words soft as chalk

strip the flesh to the marrow

be a one person choir

light up the sky like a million fireflies

in flight to mate with the stars

POEM FOR PADDY O’SULLIVAN

(This is a poem I wrote for the colorful North Beach Beat era character Paddy O' Sullivan who would stand on the corner dressed in a long cape, a plumed hat, and long cavalier boots, kissing the hands of women tourists while hawing a small booklet of his self published poems, Weep Not My Children.)

Paddy O'Sullivan

Home again wearing

The scars of the past

Like an engraved bracelet

Passed on from 

One lover to another

Paddy O’Sullivan walking the

Streets of North Beach

In search of old visions

Now only memories

In the nightmare of reality

Paddy O'Sullivan swapping tales

With obscene priests

Hung over with failure

Paddy O'Sullivan of Kerouac tales

And Cassady adventures 

Walking Washington Square

The bulldozer death 

Lurking everywhere

Paddy O'Sullivan

Does your typewriter still

Talk to you

In the early hours of dawn

Paddy O'Sullivan

Alone in San Francisco

Waiting on that lady poet

Who will forgive you

In the morning

For forgetting her name

In the hour of dawn

When our needs are soothed

With the power 

Of the written word

That stirs moves inside us

Like a runaway train

Like the haunting breath

Of a hound dog closing in

For the kill

Paddy O'Sullivan where

Have all the poets gone

Walking straight jackets

Trapped by time
(continued over page)
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Paddy O'Sullivan

The sun is not 

As you see it now

Everything changes

And yet remains the same

The streets are no more

Or less intense

The lines on your face

Are the lines on my face

As we move back 

Into the body

Into the inner self

Measured by the amnesia

Of yesterday

Paddy O'Sullivan

This town coughs up 

Its dead most rudely

The raw nerve of time

Returning to haunt me

Oblivious to the thirst

Lying still at the edge

Of the river

The blueprint of life

Etched in the dark deep

Shadows of the soul
Lost in a secret language   
  MAY DAY POEM.

My head a song bag of foreign rhythms

Politicians with their Ponzi schemes

"Proud Boys" standing aside waiting

Trump's marching orders

Religious leaders shake their bag of voodoo bones

Sends my mind into the intoxicated dawn

Poems that burst like a ruptured water pipe

Rivers of blood sing their night song

The moon a bloody accomplice

Hides behind a sea of passing black clouds

Buzzards circle our inner cities

Eyes scan the freeways for road kill

Fragrance of lilies from funeral parlors

Drift through the passing fog bank

I was born a son of the great depression

Banks stealing parent’s dreams

Lost jobs foreclosed homes

People’s lives collapsed like rows of dominoes

My dreams dead driftwood

Float to a barren shore

Nightmares lined up like shots of tequila

At a Mexican brothel

Gone the sweet girls of my teenage hunger

The hot rod of my youth rusted on the side road

Of a lonely ghost town

Pitch black nights where the blind go hunting

And dogs wait with panting tongues

The men folk with guns and fevered blood

Wait like Jesus returning for the resurrection

The dead stir restlessly in their graves

I long for the days of my youth when

I went to bed to make love

Not for comfort

When lust rang out in the night

Like a distant train whistle

Nights when our flesh sang like

A four-alarm fire

The night stalkers have taken over my dreams

I a magician searching for a room of invisible walls

Through which my dreams may escape

Trump materialism everywhere

All sound drowned out by the money makers

Politicians turned bandits and murderers

Dead children lining our streets

For the gun dealer’s money profits

All changes and nothing changes

The alien smell of death hovers everywhere

The firing squad has not stopped

It's only taking a break

The only reprieve a detention camp

The Pope passes by in his Pope mobile

Tosses rosaries with life like Jesus beads

Trailing cars hand out Holy water

Priests of the dollar bathed in green

In league with the executive branch and the judiciary

Our stupefied citizens wrapped like mummies

Walk the streets like zombies

The American Dream dead like rotting fruit on a tree

Pecked at by hungry birds

God relegated to the bedroom clothes closet

America rotting from its ancestral baggage

Nightmares despair and discourse

Nations sold and collapsed the

People rounded up tagged for the

Immaculate money tree

Warriors pitted against Civilians

Army versus navy

Marines versus Air Force

Men versus Women

Politicians versus the Union rank and file

All stumbling in the dark

Like a ghost looking for a door to life

Cops descend on the ghetto

Blow their whistles in unison

Children crying elderly dying

Drowned out by the counting of money

In the bank vaults of America

Bandits dressed in suits and ties

Uniformed murderers weighed down by medals

Long for the lost Cold war

The bones of the dead sing like

Crickets feeding on the moon

NATO gangsters rub shoulders

With arms merchants selling intercontinental missiles

Political Leaders play musical chairs

With corn fed lobbyists

Ghost hunters fornicate with mannequins

Dance to a presidential sonnet

Mad doctors perform lobotomies

At the Five-and-Ten store

A petrified shit storm descends on the masses

Form cancer mills in the heartland of America

Leather clad Priests eye their flock

Sacrifice themselves on the altar of sexual lust

Scientists cook up cures in their labs

Set down new rules:

One is for law and order, two is to judge,

Three is to kill

America divided into three parts:

Mug thug buggery

Disneyland sounds the call

Mickey Mouse the new National Anthem

Good Times Bad times Loony Tune Times

The Revolution dead as the American Dream

Rides the butt end of a cop's nightstick

Union workers sold out by labor fakers

Backdoor deals and sweetheart contracts

And ruthless law makers

Babies born with funeral wreathes around their neck

Songs of Revolution replaced by break dancing

Who will sing for the poor?

Sad dreams encased in cement

The song of misery and despair

Blue collar workers live for the quitting hour

Subdued into submission

Revolution reduced to the ballot box

Where voter suppression laws mock them

Death sold on the installment plan

Strange voices from a distant galaxy

Speak out to me in a language I can't speak

With nothing but words for my legacy

Demons take over my sleep

My heart beats bells of revolutions won and lost

The law is only for those who can afford it

The Sheriffs, the cops, the judges

Married in lawlessness

The poor die from wear and tear

Of the body and spirit

the greatest lie of them all

“The Meek Shall Inherit the Earth”

And so we go on assigned bit roles

In a failed one-act play drowned

In Gregorian chants

Given the sky-high diversion

Football, baseball, basketball,

Anywhere, everywhere,

On any given day or night

A nation gone up in smoke

A fireball ignited in the sky

Flesh burned to ashes

The heat a burning cinder

In the Buddha temple of life

All things must die

No tarot cards, horoscopes or incantations

Will bring back the dead

The wind propels me toward my destiny

My boyhood gone like an old jalopy

In an auto junkyard

The rich roast the poor like a pig on a spit

The war machine money makers

Bleed the blood of our youth

Like an undertaker dresses the dead

The Roman Senate proceeds unabated

Turn out gladiators like machinery parts

Endless parades and marching bands

Blue Collar slaves without chains

This nation of criminal politicians

In the shadow of night

I hear the whimpering of pale skinned women

With silk screen fans in bone white hands

Mothers of the children I will never know

It's the way of life

It's the way of rats and rice

It's the system where just staying alive

Is a small victory
My new book from India (but in English) Blurred Visions And Wasted Nights is now available on Amazon.  $15 that includes shipping.  A copy can be ordered on Amazon. A poem from the book:

       CITY POET

Once addiction sets in

There is no stopping it

You become a serial killer

Attack the keyboard at will

Your mind works in shifts

Strange creatures invade your head

Show no mercy give no ground

Force your fingers to do their bidding

Write down their thoughts

In your loose-leaf notebook

The City is your slaughterhouse

Like a lover, it accommodates your moods

Doesn't seem to mind your giving her a bad name

You walk her streets a hungry vampire

Lap up  your own blood

On nights when blood transfusions

Are not enough

(See Also: Epic political poem of mine just published in Paris, France Lit Zine. https://parispoetry.com/2020/10/28/nightmares-lined-up-like-shots-of-tequila-by-a-d-winans /)
A.D.Winans

Email: slowdancer2006@netzero.com
A.D. Winans is a native San Francisco poet, writer and photographer. His book, Drowning Like Li Po in a River of Red Wine: Selected Poems:1970-2010 is available from BOS Press. He is available for readings. Visit A.D. on the web: A.D. Winans | A.D. Winans Website | A.D. Winans Fan Site
         LOVING AUTUMN CHANGES

SOFTENING BREEZES/RAIN-FILLED 

Moisture in the air and eyes

Reprieve of rain from smoke and fires
(continued over page)

(Continued from previous page)
Calmness restored in this colorfilled Season

Not just the gentle drop of leaves, nor their painted 
                                                              promises

We are leaving the heat of spring and scorch of 
                                                          summer

Leaning in to Age of elder winter. Bare bones 
                                                        bodkins.

I like this Autumnal interregnum. This bridging 
                                          between seasons.

Give me the dictatorship of trees. Resurgence of 
                                                             gardens

Sudden appearance of birds, bees, butterflies, lizards.

Autumn reassures continuance. Liquid laughter fills 
                                all rain tanks to overflowing.

We are cool chilled evenings/brisk walking mornings

We are the Autumn of our lives dreaming

We are those leaves, crinkling, carpeting.

We are in between worlds, smiling, singing

And the song is Keats'-Ode To Autumn" Equinoxing...
 LATELY LIZARDS HAVE EMERGED     

AUTUMN EQUINOX

All life returns/in different forms

Who was i before this lizard

imitated my nervous alacrities?

..........I like her nervousness(David vs Goliath)

Were she dinosaura, and i ant

Our positions (like poles) would re-verse

She appears when i weed and water

She has neither point nor purpose

Yet her eye watches me closely

To make sure i see her dance

Once sure and assured, she skinks away

Hides in these cracks between bricks

Which are large enough for this lizard to play

but still hold up our only house.

What purpose are we, little lizard

Why are we here on this earth?

You, at least are closer to

The Garden from where we gave birth

to the myth of Eve and Adam

without mentioning his very first wife.
None of this means anything to lizards

Whose purpose so poetical, seems simply

for us to question our existence

and give thanks for birds, lizards and snakes...

and the shared knowledge -of our Equinox.
           SHADOW TIME

and the light dims darker. Cold comes in

Night is the hunter. Beneath blankets we huddle,

Out-waiting winter. Seasons define us-chilled our 
                                                      reminders.

Once we were cave, and spear, and fire

Now we are warmth(artificially added)

Outside, our homeless, shudder.

All that is wall will fall in time.

We burn in to Light, spark, fire.

Cool winds edge skin ,slip in to shadow

Darkness our season-dream in to tomorrow

Bravely ,we stage Lights to hold darkness at bay

Nights are now longer than our dying days

Trees that were green bare bone decay

We are the seasons. We change this way.
      This Night Sky

i look in to your eyes-and find
two bright stars shining out
looking deeper,whole constellations spin-
comets,meteors,planets all stringed together
gravities within distances,imploding and ex-
@ exponential rates.  Some historic as ice ages
More pulsing pulsars-all Light and Power
Dynamic as this night sky is, a certain silence sits
There is no speech in space-and between us
this meditation when the words cease.
What is seen is only ever one dimension-
more is heard ,lost, edited, subliminal
dogs howl for invisible masters
Then i realized-the whole world may be in your eyes
but it takes lifetimes to get there(and when you do
your eyes still are only one night sky
uncounted worlds await new openings..
Thom World Poet 
worldpoet@rocketmail.com 
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