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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.
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SPRING 21 Editorial
“So Many Riches – which of them to choose?”

We are overwhelmed by wonder and awe at the sheer, vibrant & prolific variety of Mother Nature, the Creator and our own creative powers (the Creator- Creatrix emanated with us) in Spring, and its rebirth from the still, chill, darkness of Winter, as the ice of inertia thaws releasing the unstoppable gushing streams of the founts and springs of inspiration, especially as after such a long dead period of suspended animation, of apathy  and pessimism, in our society, locked-down by the current fear and cautiousness of our global Covid-19 crisis, once the vaccines offer hope of liberation from this plague. And what has been its effect on culture in our world usually so hooked on the hollow satisfactions of its transient material gains and superficial chatter and issues? That depends on the individual person/creator –in isolation there are those who compensate for the absence of outward involvement by withdrawing deeper into themselves and their dreams, as in meditation, to rediscover buried inner resources and inspirations, the sort who, in ‘normal’ circumstances, would deliberately go away from the crowd to seek the same in contemplation of ‘solitude’ anyway. To some extent that is the kind of person I am, as when I am ‘dreaming up’ this editorial (which comes to me as a voice in the darkness). On the other hand, there are those extrovert and gregarious souls who seem to thrive best on a hectic, continuous, if occasionally chaotic stimulus from numberless others, using virtual electronic media (like ‘zoom’) to fill in the void left by absence of physical interaction with others, which to me, personally, is a hologram-like pretence of the real thing, though some seem to get some kind of nutrition from it! 
To me, the big fault of this means of creative sharing is that it generates infinite quantities, sometimes at the expense of lasting quality, like the random ‘panning for gold or gemstones’ in the heaps of gravel in a tumultuous stream, with not enough leisure to linger long enough to ponder on it–even if all that comes is part of the endless prolific cornucopia of creation. Yes, when the Spring meadow warms and comes to life, so many diverse flowers bud and burst into bloom and so many birds burst out into so many songs, that who amongst us could say which flower is the loveliest and which bird sings the most melodious song, even as one might say, with so many creative inspirations, which poem or poet could stand out as being ‘one of the best’?  So, let us all blossom or sing or whatever and simply rejoice in all being parts of ‘one diverse chorus of humanity, celebrating a shared rebirth!

Over the past few months, due to sadly necessary anti-virus restrictions, outwardly manifest culture, as a community experience, has been severely knocked back, with the shutters coming down on live theatres, folk clubs, poetry readings or whatever; almost everywhere, and for this loss, virtual replicas to be relished in isolation are no real, lasting substitute, which I know well as a former live music singer, performance poet and thespian, for some time now retired. Yet, to make the cultural deadness worse, rather than better, into the gap left by their absence,  an infinite torrent of transient media ‘distractions from darkness’ has poured, like false, artificial light into night, by means of videos etc to further separate the awareness of so many from their truly creative true inner selves whence alone rebirth can come! So, let us be content to embrace the long, chill darknesses whence will  flow a real dawn and thaw, in its due season and take advantage of the sleep/rest/respite from constant activity/hibernation afforded, even as Mother Nature does! As the apocryphal Book of Ecclesiastes says “there is a time and place for everything in the Earth and Heavens”.
Another key symbolism of such an irresistible Spring following such a harsh, long Winter is that of our dream/vision of a New Renaissance coming after the long, winter-like deadness of current shallow, unspiritual, ersatz atheistic materialism, with its wasteland of junk consumerism, in which most of the often plastic goods are of little or no lasting value while, as we know, plastic is the worst of all pollutants of both land and sea, all for the sake of an exploited and exploitative, monetary wage. The impact of the pandemic, globally, has been to close down or kill off much of this polluting materialistic, commuter economy to the relief of the Planet as we can all breathe cleaner, healthier lower carbon air, but all too many, hooked like heroin addicts on material gain/the drug called ‘growth’ insist on craving a return to what they call ‘normality’ albeit it can be so destructive, rather than taking the time off to dream/imagine in a greener alternative, once the worst of the pain is over, a social-cultural New Renaissance that is not just about the arts and poetry, but also about how we live, work and relate to the rest of the natural creation, as but one of its many, prolific, mutually enriching & sharing participants!
Poets, artists and writers can err on the side of being just too individualistic in the egoistic sense of this word though a degree of individualism is necessary to be creative and ‘true to yourself’, as Socrates might have put it, ‘to be able to think outside the boxes’ most people tend to think in! I have often, long ago, remarked on how most poems are de facto, if unintentional monologues/soliloquies and set out to create ‘poems for two or three of so voices’ that are the birth of more interactive dramas, (I suspect that classical Green theatre evolved from exchanges of verses in religious temple liturgies) and welcomed the idea of expanding our Phoenix to include where possible suitably succinct ‘mini-dramas’, designed for stage performance, such as my own, The Girl and the Goose’ as follows, here on Page 3, even as I included, previously, my drama in verse, The Lament of Cain. I would welcome any such that you might like to submit!
Namaste  David Allen Stringer

THE GIRL AND THE GOOSE – a short drama for stage or radio.

Inspired by a painting seen in a second-hand shop in Portobello Road, Nottinghill  Gate, London in 1963.

Characters: Lorelei, a little girl, Arthur, her father, Martha, her mother, Anaitis, Queen of the faeries of the enchanted isle, The Goose, The Narrator + Policeman and other faerie folk (silent, mimed parts).

During the introductory story, front of stage, speech the narrator, the scenes he depicts can be expressed by mime plus changing lighting effects to indicate the passing of time, days and nights and the changing seasons.

Narrator: Once upon a time, there was a little girl called Lorelei, with in a plain, golden-brown dress and

  long straight blond hair who lived on a farm near a broad lake and wild wood. Her parents 

 sold its vegetables and sheep and her mother, Martha was allowed her to go out by herself so long as she did not venture into the wild wood. One evening, when there was a mist gathering on the lake, Lorelei was gathering bulrushes for weaving mats when she heard the husky honking of a goose nearby who sounded as though she wanted help. She waded through the reeds and saw that it was not like the farmhouse geese, but that it was much bigger, with many, rainbow coloured markings on her wings and had a broken foot. She did not hiss at Lorelei when she saw that the little girl wanted to help her and let Lorelei take her back to the farm where her parents allowed their daughter to keep the goose as a pet, should it wish to stay when her leg was mended. Weeks and months passed. Autumn became winter and spring returned. The goose seemed to be quite content to be Lorelei’s playmate and Lorelei never went out without her, though what they could “talk about” her parents could not understand.

One, however, things took a turn from good to bad. The family had had to go out to see Lorelei’s Aunt in a neighbouring town and the goose had to be tied up in the kitchen to prevent her from raiding the larder where apples, the goose’s favourite treat, were stored ready for making jam.

They could not take the goose as the Aunt was very fussy and only allowed only cats into her house, besides which, the town was a very busy place, full of traffic and the goose did not know the Kerb-drill for crossing the dangerous roads.

On their return, they saw a golden egg on the floor and were amazed as to how the goose could have managed it! In fact, every time they went out and left the goose tied up, there would be another golden egg! Farmer Arthur made up his mind, as times were hard and he was getting deeper into debt, to keep the goose tied up permanently, in spite of Lorelei’s tearful pleadings.

Arthur: But, don’t you understand, we have alwaya struggled to make ends meet all the time and without money from these golden eggs can bring in, how could we possibly afford all those clothes, toys,  trips and presents you have so enjoyed?

Lorelei: (miserably, cuddling the goose) I don’t want any more clothes, toys and trips then! So there!

Narrator: The farmer paid off all his debts: but having been poor for so long, he could not resist all the 


riches that the goose could bring to them.

Arthur: After all, Martha, if you think of all we have done for Lorelei, she ought to be grateful that her


goose has brought us such good fortune!

Narrator: The goose got sadder and more tired till she could not sleep for pushing out golden eggs. As 


she got thinner, Lorelei refused to eat and locked herself in the bathroom threatening to drown 


herself whenever she had a row with her dad about letting the goose loose to play, at least some


of the time. Arthur feared, if he did, the goose would run away and provide no more golden eggs.


When the goose broke the rope, Arthur tied her up with a heavy chain, and the heavier the chain, 


it seemed, the greater the number of eggs! One evening, Lorelei sat, sorrowfully the misty lake,


at sunset, wondering what she could do, as she could not break the chain. Whenever she felt sad 


like this, she always liked to sit down by the lake. As the sun set, she saw a little boat, with a 


golden sail coming towards her through the mist, from which out jumped a little fairy, tying it to 


the roots of a willow tree.

Anaitis: You are sad about the goose aren’t you? I have come to help you!

Lorelei: (stammering) But who are you? Am I dreaming?

Anaitis: My name is Anaitis and I am the faerie queen of the Island of Avalon in the middle of the lake


whence came the magic, rainbow goose: but we must hurry to rescue her before dawn, for, by 


then, the boat must have returned to the island!

Lorelei: Tell me about the island first! I never saw one in the lake!

Anaitis: That is because it is a magic island! And there is good reason for humans not to see it! The 


people who can live on my island are those who, because of some great sorrow, died or sought 


refuge with us where they can live, happy, at last, forever. On this, your shore, there also many 


people who are unhappy too: but these are prevented from seeing our island because they are,,


also, so full of pride and greed. If some people could see our island, they could raid it for bird’s 


eggs, have messy picnics and light fires on it, not knowing that it is our home! (See over page0

(cont from previous page) Narrator: Lorelei and Anaitis crept through the garden and into the kitchen after Arthur and Martha had gone to bed where the fairy, with her wand, turned the iron chain into a silken thread, using a magic spell, so that Lorelei could undo it in case the Silken thread turned back to iron again, as it  did, the goose loose. The three crept back across the garden and Anaitis and the goose sailed away back to the island. There was still time for Lorelei to go back home and climb back into bed before her father rose to milk the cows. Lorelei had wanted to stay with the goose and was afraid of her father’s anger when he discovered that the goose was missing. Anaitis, however, had promised that she was welcome to come across to the island in the lake whenever she liked. All she had to do was stand by the willow-tree at sunset and blow through a special reed-flute that fairy gave her as a parting gift. This said, Lorelei returned and, being a very tired little girl, sleptthrough till very late in the day. When she got up, she saw, by her father’s face, that he was as as angry as she had feared he would be!

Arthur: Ah’re, ther’ you are! You look tired this morning! Been ‘idin’ the goose from me when we weren’t 


a-lookin! But, how did you undo that chain?

Lorelei: Me, father, loose the goose! I’d have done that a long time ago had I known how! It’s maybe


one of the neighbours who has heard about and wanted some golden eggs!

Lorelei: I don’t want none o’ that cheek after all we’ve done for you!

Martha: (pleadingly) Come on Lorelei – Please, tell us where you hid her! If you do, well, maybe we 


need not have her tied up all the time, as before.

Lorelie: I don’t trust you anymore! You’re cruel, too, mother, wanting her tied up at all!

Arthur:  (beside himself with rage) Tell me or else I’ll whip you! Is it in the wild wood? I’ve just borrowed 


money from the bank to pay for some new machinery for the farm as it is only half-paid for unless


I can get more golden eggs, as I’ ve no more money! Is it in half-acre barn or the ruins of


Ponsonwyve House? 

Lorelei: She is in a place you have never heard of and I shall not tell you!

Arthur:   I asked a straight question and don’t want anymore answering back!

Lorelei: A fairy came and took her away to her magic island! She turned the iron chain into a silken


thread so that she could be untied.

Narrator: Arthur, his eyes bulging, stared in furious disbelief and smacked her till she cried, sending her 


 upstairs without her dinner. It was the first time he had spoken to their poor little daughter so.


That evening, Lorelei crept out of the house, feeling very hungry and sat down by the Willow Tree 


and blew on the reed flute. As surely as promised Anaitis came in the boa, as summoned.

Lorelei: My father is in a terrible rage over losing the goose. Please take me to stay with you, in your 


island until he calms down and becomes again his old self, like when I was younger.

Anaitis: Of course you can, but before you can get into the boat, you must drink the magic juice in this 


phial that will make you right size for travelling in it.

Narrator: This done, Lorelei joined Anaitis in the boat that finally pulled up amongst the flowering reeds 


that surrounded the anchorage in the island, amongst similar boats draped with gossamer 


fishing nets. Although in human-land, it was dark night, Avalon seemed to be illumined with its


own crystal-clear light that revealed whole rainbows of wild-flowers and fruits; Anaitis led Lorelei


to a low, stone cave within which sat the rainbow-winged goose, in clean straw, eating her


favourite golden-green apples that grew, in profusion, on the island’s trees.

Goose: Hello, Lorelei! Come and have some apples with me!

Lorelei: (cuddling the goose) You speak too! Do you have a name?

Goose; My name is “Rainbow-in-Clouds” because of the colour of my wings.

Lorelei: What a lovely name!

Goose:  The apples are lovely too! They will make you feel better! There is other food too.

Narrator: Thus, having eaten and spoken a little, together, they lay down to go to sleep, together, as the 


night-time of the island which is the day-time in human-land, closed in around them. Back at the


farm, her parents did not know what to do when they saw she was missing in the morning.

Martha: If she’s run away – or worse, drowned herself, as she threatened, it’s all your fault for tying that 


goose up and making her unhappy! That goose might have been an evil angel come to take her


away from our affection and now, maybe, it has made her go and throw herself in the lake! If it 


could lay golden eggs, Arthur, it could do other things that are not so good for us! Only you were


so greedy when you saw those eggs that you didn’t care about that or give it thought!

Arthur: Now, Martha! Who said she’d like a real fur coat and a new car! It was YOU! And you didn’t think

about what might happen then either, so don’t blame just me for this! Whoever’s fault it was, had not we better phone the police and hope it is not too late? (he picks up the phone and dials) Police please -  - hello – this is Arthur Johns, Dean Farm, we wish to report our daughter missing.

(enter the policeman who joins them in their search)

Narrator: For two whole weeks, none or their friends or relatives having seen Lorelei, they searched the

woods, the river, the lake,(had  Lorelei  joined the goose, in its hiding place,  somehow keeping alive on nuts and autumn berries?) the market town and even the nearest city, 


twenty miles away. The police dragged the water and used tracker dogs. No sight nor sign nor


 clues of Lorelei! Meanwhile, on the island, convinced that her parents could no longer love her


like they used to, Lorelei was so enjoying her new life on the invisible island that she had no 


wish to return to her parent’s farm, Every night, after the fishing and fruit-picking and other jobs 


that had to be done, the faerie folk sat round their camp-fires in circles, eating honey-comb, 


playing on reed pipes and other strange and beautiful musical instruments, singing, weaving 


garlands of waterside flowers that they exchanged just to show how much they liked and loved


each other. People who had been sad told stories of what had happened to them on the main-


land. Some made up littler rhymes that helped the younger ones to read, write and sing.


Lorelei was still unhappy when she lay down, by herself, to sleep, as she was worried about 


what her parents were wondering and feeling. Anaitis did noticed and asked why she was still 


so unhappy. Lorelei did not want to tell anyone because she felt everyone else was so happy on


the island that her anxieties might spoil it for them, especially as Anaitis had been so kind as to 


make her welcome amongst them! Anaitis knew what worried her without her speaking of it.

Lorelei: Anaitis, could you, please make my patents gentle and kind like they used to be, and kind to the


 goose so that I could be back on shore with her, without them tying her up, then they would not


be so unhappy wondering whether I’d drowned in the lake or not. It’s dead lonely on our farm


without someone to play with and I would miss Rainbow-on-Clouds very much too, now!

Anaitis: Look! You know what I said about people who have been cruel or greedy not being able to see 


the island, despite any sorrow they might have; if I sailed across in my boat, they would not be 


able to see me; nor could they believer me if they could, saying that I was a dream or sent by the 


Devil. They may be very sad, now, because they have lost you: but, when they have got used to


you being back with them, your father may well, again, be tempted by the golden eggs, as you


grow up and take more interest in other things, like when you go to school, perhaps!

Lorelei: I’ll never go to school! Does that make people like my father was? I would rather be here with


you and the goose and there is plenty to learn here!

Anaitis: You say that now. If that be your wish, so shall it be so!

Lorelei: But, if my parents could only see how happy we are on the island, they will become kind to her!

Anaitis: They are not unkind in that way. They have had a hard-life that has made them insensitive and 


so are not used to the sort of love you feel for the goose and other animals. They cannot change.

Lorelei: Not even with your magic? If you can turn iron into silk, you can soften their hearts too!

Anaitis: Alright – I will try my best Lorelei!

Narrator: Arthur and Martha were walking sadly, in the sunset, by the lake, to linger by the Willow Tree 


where Lorelei used to sit. They gazed out, tearfully, across the misty water.

Martha: (gasping with astonishment) Look Athur! Can you see it?

Narrator: She had seen Anaitis in her Faerie boat gliding towards the Willow

Arthur: (Grimly) I see nothin’ – what is that apparition? Good God!

Martha: (moaning) It’s the angel of death come to tell us that Lorelei is dead!

Anaitis: (with a sweet, soft, serenity) Never fear, Arthur and Martha! I will take you to your daughter! But,


first, promise one thing that you will never again chain the rainbow-goose again. Unless you


promise that, she cannot see you, nor you her. I am, Anaitis, Queen of the Faerie Folk of Avalon, 


the mistress of the goose. It is I freed her, as Lorelei told you before you smacked her! In 


behaving so you lost her love, which is as bad as losing her in life, but I see that you repent.

Arthur: (stuttering) I – I tell you, Martha, it’s the Angel of Death come to tempt us to our deaths as well, 


now that she has got Lorelei. Don’t go, my darling! I cannot live happily without her; neither 


could I live without you: but, then, neither do I want to die!

Anaitis: If you do not believe that my magic is of eternal life and healing, not of death, then you must


stay here and not see her again. She begged me to come and bring you to her because she was


worried about you, because she loves you, for all you have been insensitive to her, deluded into 


thinking that worldly gifts were more important than the golden treasure in the heart. However, 


she was loathe to come back to you without the goose, her only real playmate!

Martha: Shall we go with the Angel, then, Arthur?

Arthur: Yes, we should: but we are too big for this small boat!

Anaitis: Then drink this tiny phial of juice from our Tree Of Everlasting Fruit and you will be able to enter 


this boat, as to enter the eyes of a child, to perceive, as they perceive! (cont. over page)
(continued from previous page) (Anaitis places the clay phial on the bank)

Arthur: (a moment, anxious as he picks it up) Is this a trap? Is this a poison? The phial is real!

Martha: I will trust her. This is our only hope left and perhaps the “Little People” of legend are more 


than the “faerie tales” are believed in when I was a little girl, like Lorelei!

Arthur: (with final, if reluctant acceptance) Then, I will too. So what Lorelei said about the Iron Chain 


turning to silken thread was true! After all, it is a remarkable goose that lays golden eggs.

Anaitis: And the goose, herself, will forgive you for taking advantage of her powers.

Narrator: Arthur and Martha drank the juice, entered the tiny boat and landed on the Island where Lorelei 


the goose  were waiting, to see if Anaitis’s mission had been a success. Lorelei and Martha 


rushed, with tears of joy into each others’ arms, while Arthur stepped ashore as in a trance.

The Goose: Hello Arthur, welcome to our magic land, my name is Rainbow-in-Clouds and, indeed, I do,


now, forgive you as I do understand why you afflicted so much suffering on me with the iron


chain, but now I know I can trust you and will come back with Lorelei to the farm where I will do


all I can to help you, now and then, on request, with a golden egg, when are in need of one!

Arthur:  (his mouth agape in astonishment, stuttering) Yes, th- th- thank you and I p-p-p-promise I will


never treat you like that again. I’ll be d-d-different from now on! Ooh what is ha-happening to me?

The Goose: (gently) Yes, I know, so do not look so scared of me; my hiss is worse than my bite. Come,


let us all join the music and song party to celebrate being one harmonious family again!  

         
(as they go into the Island, the goose & Anaitis first, followed by Arthur & Martha hand-in-hand   with Lorelei in between them, the sound of faerie music strikes up, with flickering lights and dancing) 
Narrator: And so, before dawn, when the magic of the juice in the phial would wear off, Arthur, Martha,


 Lorelei & Rainbow-in-Clouds who, returned, reunited, to the farm to live happily ever after. The 


Goose, as she had promised,  was happy, to volunteer a golden egg, now and then, if they were


 in need, in appreciation for their new found kindness to her, on special request, so long as she

as, then, un-tethered again. Arthur explained Lorelei’s return by saying she had found shelter with someone else, an incoming new family in a neighbouring village. It would not do for his 


hard-bitten and sceptical farming friends to think that, in his mind, ‘he had joined the faeries’.


Lorelei was never to see the Boat on the Lake again, though, often, she went down, at sunset, 


though the goose sometimes disappeared, sometimes alone, at sunset to visit his old friends on 


the magic island, always to be back by sunrise, Lorelei was a little sad, at first, not to see Anaitis 


again, but, soon, forgot her regret in her newly found happiness with the goose who walked and 

talked with her till one day, when Lorelei was older, and more interested, as Anaitis had warned her, when she was, in school, the goose, who was doomed to grow older in the “Land of the Mortals”, waddled down to the lake, leaving her last footmarks by the Willow Tree.

David Allen Stringer

(originally in the early 1970’s, as inspired by a painting of a girl carrying a goose in her arms, in a junk-shop in Nottinghill Gate, London, in 1962, updated & improved, 30th December 2008  

FOOTNOTES FOR A STAGE VERSION

The farm-house with its kitchen is Stage Left, The lake shore, with the Willow Tree is Stage centre, across a meadow from the farm-house, the Faerie island (concealed behind a curtain of blue-grey misty except when the Island appears) is Stage Right towards the rear, and the wild wood is seen beyond the lake. As the scene moves between farmhouse, lake shore and island, this could be done by use of Lighting effects (Night over the farmhouse/light over the Island, in alternation, the sun setting over the central lake between the two worlds). Lighting effects can also be used to indicate the passage of time (days/nights and seasons). In the “mimed” dream-like sequences that accompany the narrative, albeit without actual dialogue, the props indicated in the narrative, such as the gifts for Lorelei and the musical instruments and music, the honeycombs and apples, the fishing nets and fruit-gathering baskets of the island, can make these sequences into living tableaux. Two or three miming faerie-folk will serve to represent the entire tribe and the one policeman, helping them search for Lorelei, all the police involved till his leaving indicates that their search has been fruitless. This gives scope for improvisation.

Arthur looks like an archetypal crusty old farmer, with his muddy wellies and donkey-jacket working coat, but signs of New Riches with the golden eggs by Martha appearing in her “real fur” coat and new smart dress.

Key to the presentation is a plentiful supply of “Golden Eggs” and a bag carried by the goose to “lay them”.

The goose with rainbow wings, as a model that Lorelei can carry back from the lake, must be identical to the goose as talking and laying eggs, as a live actor/actress.

                     Sniffer dog 1

Seattle airport, with the tired mind disengaged, 

waiting for check-in.  Beyond, there’s hubbub, 

whispering planes, and a damp sensation 

scratching at the wrist.  A voice queue jumps: 

 ‘Do you have any fruit or vegetables ? 

Landing in the living, I see it’s not a dog

who asks, (not the fruitarian/vegetarian

with a cheese-grater tongue), but his minder,

a dishevelled woman, perhaps tapping for cash. 

I search my bag for the apple I had eaten 

on the bus, and apologise. 

The dog won’t accept it, his rheumy eyes 

seem to say: ‘ Surely, you have a celery sprig 

or a peeled grape’.  She’s more demanding: 

‘ You must have fruit’ and I start to agree 

that an apple a day…., beneath her lank hair,

a portal opens to the lapel badge: 

‘Transportation and Security Administration’.
                     Sniffer dog 2

The Today Programme showers me where the half 

asleep can’t  reach- that item on Covid 19 

sniffer dogs finds a sympathetic affinity 

with my ‘blocked up doze’ ; after three months 

of gunk and hankies, I wonder if I can smell at all.

Should I submit my teeshirt, cotton socks

and face mask to the labrador or spaniel’s

sniff, sniff, sniffing  test?  Haven’t they suffered

enough; I hear next door’s howling again 

for the want of walks, cuddles, and company.

Dogs have a nose for our cruelties, but still keep

their lingering sniff for anyone laid low; 

250 tests per hour, 100% sensitivity,

detecting cases 5 days before symptoms.  

In a world of cold numbers, their tails

are metronomes, canine panting marking time. 
                      Winter’s tale

A garden ruckled with hoar-frost,                                                                                                                                               a sky rollered to pink, a bucket of rain                                                                                                                                stoney-faced ; was Kore snatched from here                                                                                                                        one spring when gathering flowers-                                                                                                                              My creaking back says otherwise,                                                                                                                      but then Demeter tells me how it went:                                                                                                                                  her only daughter is destined to live with  Zeus                                                                                                                                  after that one mistake; one might choose                                                                                                                                               your partner in life, but not the blooms                                                                                                                                      to pick. Narcissii, those remote augurs                                                                                                                                      of spring, must dally in a bed of their own.   
Bruce Barnes 

Email: brucepoetbradford@blueyonder.co.uk 
        IN THE MIDNIGHT HOUR....

It grips you in the darkness, inducing inner fear,

Though you cannot see it, you sense that it is near,

Strange hallucinations, form within your mind,

You flee in desperation, to leave this thing behind.

Floating in your bedroom, passing through a wall,

Voices of damnation, commanding by their call,

Creeping ever closer, filling you with dread,

Demons, trapped in purgatory, entering your head.

Terrified, and helpless, by way of their command,

Forced into submission, cursed by all that’s damned,

Screaming out in terror, hoping someone hears,

Knowing that your spirit, will very soon be theirs.
The dogs of doom are howling, in the cold of night,

Soon The Lord of Darkness, shall appear in sight,

Accompanied by The Reaper, to take your soul away,

You search in desperation, for the light of day.
Shackled chains suppress you, in the dark of night,

Strange hallucinations, fill your mind with fright,

Hiding in the corner, trembling as you cower,

Dreams that come to terrify.... in the midnight hour....
MARCH OF THE MACHINES..

Machines designed of human form,

Stealing tasks which we perform,

Microchips, where once was blood,

Implanted, where the workers stood.

Assuming rights to take

Placing craftsmen on the dole,

Saving money, on wages paid,

Tuned to make the perfect grade.
Programmed by the top technicians,

To act upon their own discretions,

Androids, made of man’s creation,

Prepare to rise against each nation.

Placing masters, to the test,

Refusing to be second best,

Rising up, demanding power,

Scientists face their darkest hour.

Nations fear the hands of fate,

Technicians merely contemplate,

Those who had the inspiration,

Must now resolve the situation.

.....

Is this purely based on fiction,

Or truth, formed of my own perception,,

Machines, designed and built by man,

Could this be....... a devious plan....
               MOMENTS...

Moments in a lifetime, romance drawing near,

Blessed within the knowledge, they forever care,

Eyes that say they love you, shine into the night,

Gentle arms around you, begin to hold on tight.

Waltzing through the evening, romantic rendezvous,

With their tender kisses, placed carefully on you,

Soliloquys come easy, as dawn begins to break,

As they say "I love you", legs begin to shake.
(continued over page)
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Silhouettes of lovers, appear before your eyes,

Bonded by the joy of love, no one can disguise,

Hearts which beat together, couples now as one,

Planning for their future, once the night has gone.

Memories of moments, locked inside a mind,

Recalling days of wasted youth, those we left behind,

Love can last a lifetime, if you truly care,

Moments in a lifetime, were they ever there....
       MYSTERIOUS LADY…

Each night I saw her upon the hill.

Mysterious lady, silent and still,

The only movement, was that of her hair,

As I witnessed her, waiting out there.

Her perfect posture had captured my eye,

As darkened clouds, kept sweeping on by,

What really appeared to strike me most,

Was how she manoeuvred just like a ghost.

I soon had her presence transfixed, in my mind,

The lady that time, left trailing behind,

Dressed in fashion, from years of old,

Still she stood there, consumed by the cold.

Questions were forming, within my head,

Should I face up to my deepest dread,

To take my place upon that cold hill,

Beside the temptress, standing so still.

Instinct told me that I must not to go,

For reasons, which time was to show

Still I kept her well in my sight,

Shimmering in the eerie moonlight.

Though it seemed, she waited for hours,

Accompanied by the rustle of flowers,

I sensed that time was standing still,

As she watched, from the top of the hill.

It was then that I witnessed a blinding light,

From which, a man appeared within sight,

I knew at once that he was the one,

For when I looked up, the lady had gone.....

As I had witnessed her, waiting out there,

The only movement, was that of her hair,

Mysterious lady, silent and still,

The night that her lover appeared on the hill.....
Rob Bristol  (Luxulyan, Cornwall)

the river  
the river 

is the river 

everywhere it is 

 

everywhere 

the river is 

it is the river 

 

the water 

is the water 

whether at the source 

or the fall 

 

leaping 

in the quick stream 

 

idling  

in the bending meander 

 

embracing  

its salt self 

at the mingling estuary 

 

flying 

 on the wind 

 

separating out 

as solitary  

molecules 

 

dropping 

 

 each 

drop 

completing 

 the circuit 

as it falls 

 

the water 

is the water 

everywhere it is 

 

everywhere 

the water is 

it is the water 

 

one thing only 

in its multiple ramifications 

 

at one place only 

in all the stages of its journey 

 

complete 

while fragmented 

 

whole 

while separate 

 
as are all things 

including— 

of all to fathom hardest— 

you 

 Imbolc 
hydro 

ecstatic 

at their safe touch-down 

on a strange planet 

in this chill, breezeless air 

gently they nod, nod 

 

snowdrops 

always the first to colonise, 

to land on the land 

 as the year turns a corner, rides 

through the swinging gate  

from Winter to Spring  

 

even in this year of years 

when we had begun to fear 

(for so disaster had overtaken us) 

that the angels had forsaken us 

come they with comfort and heart-nourishment 

yet also to remind and to awaken us 

Observatory  
Sunset and Saturn-Jupiter conjunction 20th December 2020 
The sun has set: 

a premature burial,  

cloud-coffined, yet 

visions celestial   

thereat 

 arise for us  

to marvel at— 

 

sky serpent coils 

architectural 

perfectly arched 

like a viaduct 

over a fire-flood 

glowing crimson 

cutting a chasm  

through upthrust outcrops  

of baseless basalt 

to a blood-waterfall 

shaped like a snake of flame  

a true seraph form— 

 

and later the yoking 

of Time and His son, 

the paler earrings 

of the aged one 

laid discernable; 

cloud bands also 

on both visible 

as well as obedient 

troops of progeny; 

 

how both expansion 

and contraction 

may be combined 

energetically 

who can tell? 

contradiction 

at conjunction 

here is made visible 

in rare vision wonderful! 

                  Ruins  

Ruins through the trees’ 

twisted leafless posturing, 

skeletal remains 

of yesterday’s wars  

now framed by Winter’s denuding, 

one ruination 

another revealing. 

28th November the old castle from new castle gardens 

October  

October 

is a perfume, 

concert of perfumes— 

spicy 

-slightly- 

sweet-sickening  

scent-pencilling-in 

of tones of tart  

decay. 

 

Diverse as its firework 

splays and conflagrations at 

the orangeredgold band 

of the visible spectrum, 

slumberous, then dazzling 

when lit 

as clouds part 

Sol’s face revealing, 

the numberless stained-glass shards 

set ablaze amazingly 

as the light hits— 

until the beams quit 

when the countenance divine’s eclipsed 

as the clouds again pass over it.  
I’m witness to 

The Master working 

masterfully, 

within a theme capable  

of variations 

infinite. 

 

October onomatopoeia 

colour cornucopia 

autumnal threnody 

for utopia. 

 

Incomparable display 

from-within-gilded 

of Astrea’s  

impeccable parade, 

passing on Her still days 

only by the soul at pause perceived— 

yet who could not take heed 

of the whispered hymning of these  

un-numberable leaves 

painting grass and path 

with motley pavement?  
Who be blind to this  

moment by moment 

movement  

in stillness 

in movement? 

The lake 22nd October 2020 
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
NB October is sacred to the little-known Goddess Astrea who withdrew from our world into the upper worlds with the end of the Golden Age and mankind’s degeneration and descent. 
Dean Carter

8 Dairy Flats, Coldharbour, Sherborne, Dorset DT9 4AQ Email: ahiahel@live.com
See my collection A Year By the Lake available as a free PDF download from www.centreforpuresound.org.

                     GUESS

I will meet you there   
you can be as long as you like 

that is where I will be 

where the day becomes night and the night becomes 
                                                                   day.

It is quiet there 

a nice place to wait 

I have others to see there 

who have waited for me.

So only come when you are ready

When you are sure

When all the birds fly off 

for fear the final day has come
        harot

What really am i 

a man a man a man 

i dont shout those words i whisper them 

then the silence is broken

I slave at my craft like a dog

For what reason i have no idea 

death won't take you when you hate life

it waits i wait as well only because there is nothing else 
                                                       you can do.

I sing in the shower while i wait 

oh i have a friend in cancer come and play with me

we can sing and we can dance and then you can play 
                                                             with me

oh cancer eat me up so everyone can see yoou me you

                                                                   me

how happy we will be

waits for something.

As you can see i am quite crazy 

but a good crazy unlike most people most are nothing
             THREE

I look up in the sky 

a strange thing floats 

then I see it is a three

One of those balloons that they have for birthday parties.

Off it goes into the sky

I walk for about another half hour until I see something by a light post.

As I walk up to it I recognize it

It is the three 

fallen to earth 

as I go over to it 

a woman starts to walk towards me I try to kick it back 
                                                        into orbit 

it goes up a bit but not too far.

She looks at me and the balloon 

without knowing are history 

Neither the balloon's or mine
                WHY WRITE?

Why do I have to write 

I never asked to be a writer 

someone who had to watch people all the time 

sometimes they used to do unexpected things 

but not often 
but when they did I always seemed to be there at the right place to say what I saw. 

Now they even seem quite happy as they walk around or go for a run or bike ride maybe they are happy about not seeing anybody else just the way 
                                                               I am.

I only found them

because i had to have something to write about
now 

I don't need them at all
                         CASTA DIVA

I went out of my front door 

put my foot up on the fence and put Maria Callas, 

the one that always makes me cry on my phone with the 
                                                     headphones out

All of a sudden a load of birds came to a nearby three 

then they started to dance in the skies as on and on the 
                                                              music went.

I am not sure they have ever heard her before but they do recognize talent when they hear it.

                  CAIN

I like to write poetry when I am naked

in fact I like to do everything naked

When I come out of the shower I see

again the spider 

he has a small bug and a fly in his web 

both will die.

I never realised before today that I have the mark of 
                                                                          Cain

upon me.

A man gave it to me 

just a normal ma a fool.

I don't know why I did not work this out before 

but now I know 

everything must change

     ONE HOUR FORTY FIVE MINUTES

I went out for a walk 

a young boy from the school gave me a look.

The woman put up her hood as it started to rain after i 
                                              put mine up.

The clouds looked strange 

a young girl gave me a smile but she held back from passing me but in the end she had to.

She smelled good.

i saw the man I haven't seen in a while apart from
                                                               yesterday 

he has a big chain around his neck but not today 

today he runs in the rain.

I see the schoolgirl and her boy the one I saw half an hour before

he goes to hit her but in a joky way. 

Only the young can get away with this 

they walk off and I see the man I saw this morning he squeezes out a smile. then I come across the young woman I saw walk off with her dog and two beers expertly grabbed in one hand, a real pro. that was at the start of this epic walk. She sits with her girlfriend she still has a bottle and a half and a dog just like last night but later.

And i can't help but think this is all connected in some way but to what i have no idea
I GOT TO ALDI EARLY THERE IS A RED SUN IN THE SKY SHEPHERD'S WARNING. The shop was still shut so I ran off into that sky as far as I could go

I picked up a small Christmas tree and a nice couple with red berries then I went to the counter I saw the woman who works at my health club, She didn't say anything didn't want to be recognized even in her mask. I did not know whether it was the embarrassment or just not wanting to say anything she paid in cash 

The cashier gave me a nice look so I tried to touch her hand when she passed the items under the perspex she didn't like that
Marc Carver

Email: kronski669@yahoo.co.uk 
A Tale of Days Gone By.

The warrior removed his helmet as he approached the cavern. The wind stung his face, his cloak was heavy with rain and his whole body ached with fatigue and fever.

A thin thread of sound reached him from the depths of the cave ‘What seek you here, dread lord?’ He could not tell if it was a real voice, or his own fever that he heard; it came again ‘Are you armed, dread Lord?’ ‘No’ he said, judging it to be a real voice ‘I carry no arms’ ‘You may enter.’ said the voice.

He stepped forward into the cavern. He could see smoke in the distance, and hesitated ‘Have no fear’ said the voice ‘None will harm you, there are no traps laid for your feet’

 The warrior stepped forward, firmly, his wet locks about his shoulders, soaked clothing clinging to his body. He saw the glow of a fire, a brazier with smouldering coals, deep in the cavern. 

He went forward and saw a form huddled beside it. Closer still, he saw there was a woman, wrapped in a cloak covering all but her eyes.

‘Come closer, dread lord’ she said ‘and warm yourself at my fire.’

She indicated  a place beside the brazier and he seated himself.

‘So you are come at last’ she said ‘I have waited long.’

‘My battles were long and hard’ said the man ‘I come because I am at last defeated’ 

‘But not by force of arms’ said the woman, ‘you come because you are sick’
‘I am wounded, and my wounds fester’ he told her.

‘That I know’ she said and moved from the fire; she looked young and pale. 

She ladled liquid from a cauldron hanging over the brazier ‘Drink. You will be helped’ she said. He took the cup and drank. He was thirsty and drank more. Yet the cup was no emptier.  ‘Set it down,’ said the white woman ‘you have drunk enough of that cup’. She stood and helped him remove his armour.

Then she threw a warm wrap around him, saying ‘Come, I have a couch where you may rest, and while your wounds heal.’ 

He stood up, dazed, his pain much lessened, his limbs lighter. 

‘What was the cup of which you gave me to drink?’ he asked. 

‘The Cup of Life.’ she replied ‘Come and rest.’  

She led him to a bed. ‘Sleep! she said. And he laid himself down and slept.. ‘Sleep until you are again required to serve’ she said. And she left him.

Later, a man came to the cavern in torn clothes and worn shoes. He had no cloak and shivered in the biting air. He, too, heard the thread of voice from the cave.

‘Are you armed, good sir?’ it asked him. ‘No, I am unarmed’ he replied ‘You may enter.’ said the voice. 

He walked a little way, then halted.  ‘Have no fear, none will harm you’ said the voice. ‘There are no snares for your feet. Come, you are weary.’

The man was weary, having wandered far. He went further, seeing a dim glow and smoke rising.

 ‘Come, sit by my fire’ said the voice: he approached and saw a woman sitting by a brazier, feeding the flame with twigs.  He went nearer. ‘Be seated’ said the woman, indicating a place.  He sat, holding his hands to the fire; it burned but with no warmth.  

‘You must drink of my cup.’ said the white woman. And she ladled some liquid into a horn cup, and handed it to him. 

‘Drink, it will warm you.’ she said. The man drank. At once his hands felt warm and he felt blood move in his veins; before, he had felt frozen. 

‘What drink is this, Lady?’ he asked. ‘The Cup of Life’ she told him. ‘Come, I will bring you to where you may rest.’ She led him to where the lord he followed lay asleep.

 ‘Lie down, good sir’ said the lady, ‘rest until your services are required.’ and she covered him with a warm rug and left.

Later, one by one, others came, and sat by her fire. The white woman gave them all to drink of her cup and led them to rest. Soon the cavern was full sleeping ing men.

A woman, cold, ragged, blown by wind and white with snow, her feet bleeding, deathly tired, came into the cavern mouth; she heard a whisper of voice from deep inside ‘What do you here, Lady?’ 

She waited in case it was only the whisper of far water. 

The voice spoke again ‘What do you here, Lady?’ ‘I seek rest and shelter’ said the woman.  

‘Come, none will harm you.’ said the voice. 
(continued over page)
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The woman entered the cave; she saw thin smoke, a brazier glowing.  A shape moved and she saw a pale face. Who are you?’ she asked ‘The Dweller in the Cave.’ said the white woman. ‘Come, sit by my fire”. The ragged woman sat by the fire. 

She shivered: her clothes were thin and she was all bruised and scratched by thorns and jagged rocks. 

She held her hands to the fire, but felt no heat. 

‘Ah!’ said the white woman, ‘You must drink of my cup’ and she ladled liquid into a horn cup, and gave it to the ragged woman, who drank gratefully, for she was hungry and thirsty as well as being cold. ‘Why! Now I am warm again!’ said the ragged woman. 

‘That is the virtue of my cup’ said the white woman. ‘Now you may come where you may rest.’ She led the ragged woman to where the first visitor lay at rest.

‘Rest here beside him, lady, until he is required to serve again’ she said, then  she laid the ragged woman down on the couch beside the man, and covered her with a warm rug. ‘Sleep Guinevere, until you are all required to serve again’ said white woman. 
   British Dragon

See how She writhes!

From Avebury

to Glastonbury

her long loops, lithe,

circle and encircle

Circled Stones.

She-dragon of the land,

star-crowned, She lies

along the hills

where earth meets skies -

there She writhes!

She is the Goddess,

Divine Feminine,

Lady of this realm

from ancient days:

her un-sleeping dream

to keep her children hale;

nurturing the rills

that run along the vales

where She drinks dew,

and, drinking, thrives.

This British Dragon

blossom-scaled with love,

blessing all She looks on –

stand now at Silbury,

when all around

is moated-in with rain,

and see again

how this lithe Lady writhes!
       Bryan’s Greenfinch

You took the tiny, heart-pounding, thing

into your ample, work –worn hands,

tears in your eye “A baby Greenfinch.”

Examined each talon and each wing;

“I got it off the dog; poor little thing!”

It had not flown the nest. No doubt

the parents or the other brood

had pushed it out.

“What shall we do, I cannot let it die!”

you said; and many ‘phone calls later I

found myself holding, with great care

the tiny Greenfinch, at sixty miles an hour,

all the way to where the only open

Wild-Life shelter was, at night - at ten,

in darkness, full of fear that it might die

before we got there.

It was received and numbered;

I gave the man money for bird-food

for I remembered 

that it must be fed.

He told us that “they usually survive”;

so we drove homeward, hopefully.

Later, I telephoned and heard 

our little bird was dead. 

“There’s not enough Greenfinches 

in this world”.

with tear-bright eyes, was all you said.
    Braida’s Song.

We will make gardens

to please the souls of men,

and lakes, to nourish them;

we will paint pictures 

for the eyes of men,

to lavish beauty on them;

we will embroider cloths,

to take the minds of women

to the deep-centred heart

of what we ever teach

and what we ever preach,

the Word of Light and Love.
        Dragon  Power   

The Dragon of Wales is scarlet-red,                                          
and England’s Dragon silver-white;

above Egyptian pyramids there flies

a golden Dragon, wonderful and old.

I have sometimes heard it said –

and seen it happen, in broad daylight –

that these great creatures sometimes rise,

their strong and scaly dragon-wings unfold:

the silver-white She-Dragon

of our green and ancient English land

takes wonderful and legendary flight

until she rests, halfway to Avebury:
whereupon, from lands beyond the sun,

the golden Dragon rises from the sand,

majestic, and arrayed in shining light,

and flies to meet her, an emissary;

the He-Dragon, red and bright, of Wales

rises from his place on Snowdon’s height,

and wings his way to meet the Regal pair

with whom there’s magic work to do.

So, over many hills and dales,

these Dragons voyage in their Royal flight,

and, dancing over England’s lambent air,

join all their Dragon-skills to make Peace now!
      Flamenco.                 

Raucous and caustic,

Flamenco singers

howl and tap their heels,

shouting the basic

instincts of mankind –

sexual need and war,

yearning for women

or a burning Cause;

crying and stamping

out a song that bores

to the visceral depths

of all our natures;

snapping fingers at 

all the conventions,

and yet containing 

all their emotions

into song and dance.

A woman’s skirt whirls,

clicking castanets,

incite, yet repel

the man she yearns for,

knows she cannot have –

conventions still hold,

though she is aflame.

Rhythm of heart-beat

grows faster as the heart

beats to her desire;

yet her dance and song

tire her beyond hope

of consummation –

sad and common fate 

of all humankind!
            Hymn to Isis.

Isis, beloved Consort, Mother of Kings,

open Your arms to gather

Your daughters in your wings.

Isis, beloved Mother, Goddess of life

open Your wings to shower

Peace, midst Your children’s strife.

Isis, beloved Goddess, Lady of Love,

spread wide Your gleaming mantle,

shield Your daughters from above.

Isis, beloved Power, Fountain of Light,

cast round Your shining girdle,

keep your daughters in the light!
Under the Christmas Tree. Waitrose Coffee Shop. 

A little boy with childish grace:

how soon a small child’s smiling face

can light a winter day!

In such a crowded, public place

a little soul can play,

can bring a smile to straightened lips

and light a gleaming ray

of light and wonder, and of grace

instead of all the grey.

Oh, blessed innocence of youth!

With open, dimpled hand,

blue eyes, expressing only truth

and tales of Wonderland!

Among the Christmas-shopping crowd

bored with their wares and wealth,

two rosy cheeks, a head unbowed,

spoke openness and health!

        Distance.

How far is “too far”?

How long is “too long”?

I don’t know how;

I am slow to learn.

But I am quick to burn!

And ready to smoulder.

“Too far” is thus far.

“Too long” is this long.

I can learn how.

Speed   burns me up.

Refill my cup!
Sylvia Audrey Charlewood

Email: bscharlewood@btinternet.com
                  IF I WAS* A GIRL

You have always advertised to me 

How much you hankered to be a man

Even for a second or an hour or a day

To know how it feels to cruise the girls

But if I was a girl my dear doe 

I will desire a wise man that can act the fool sometimes

One that can view my act foolish and a natural flaw

And not a fool who cannot act the wise twice 

If only I was a girl my dear ewe

I will desire a sheep that can live with everyone

But cannot live without me

Such a one that will miss me even when am in his arms

I will desire a man who I will be his afro aphrodisiac

And his appetizer and his dessert 

A man whose hunger and desire is only aroused by me

And not a degenerate whose brains is his nuts

I will desire a man that is easy on the eyes

That burns and not smoulder like a glowing ember 

Though hurt counts but one that counts no hurt

Because he knows I love him clumsily deep

Really I was a girl my dear duck

I will desire a drake who can act a fool

One that will walk with me and not one that will follow 
                                                                           me

Like a cop but by my side like a crime mate

I will desire a man whose purse is in his breast pocket

Close to his heart where he thinks of me all the time

And not one whose purse is hidden in his back pocket

Close to his anus where he farts wherever and whenever

If I was a girl my dear lioness

I will desire a lion whose eyes are not in his pants

And whose brains are not in his gonads 

But one who sees me a friend and not a pleasure girl 

Atungwu Allan Di'Eldra
The Nature of Love
Love is a very special kind of energy

that emanates from a common field of consciousness,

when it is released by beauty and another’s kindness,

to form a bonding bridge with spirit soul

while floating in the joy of oneness.

In love we have a glimpse of who we really are,

like flying supersonic speeds into eternal light

when life itself is seen in all its truth and grandeur!

Sensual attraction holds onto the first key

to open the doors of the sublime in oneness,

the ultimate blessing of Divinity,

once perceived we can begin to know

the depth of who we really are.

So love is always there,

waiting in the wings of lives,

to pounce upon a stage and cry:~

“It’s time to see that life is more than physicality,

all is one and one’s for all!”

For once you see that life and love are one;

you too can leap upon the golden train

that takes you for a voyage around the Universe.

We humans have a special gift we call imagination - -
bless’d thus the doors of creative work, ideas and art

are opened wide – step inside, the world needs you!

Who Creates Consciousness?

Does Humanity have a special role to play,

in the grand evolution of Consciousness?

Do you agree with me when I say, yes, it must be thus,

that consciousness has given us the precious gifts

of ingenious creativity.

To be fully human one needs to enhance these gifts,
having found them, realisation is a major task in life.

Perception of this world becomes more lovely
when consciousness rejoices to see through many eyes,

the many splendoured  beauty and diversity of Natural 

                                                                       Life,

Singing symphonies echoing across the plains and seas.

I’m happy to be blessed with many attributes,-

painting, drawing, designing architecture, furniture

and gardens, writing poetry and books,
singing or playing my flute.

For me this is the ideal life, my “Art in Life”.

These must be the evolutionary ways I speak,

like riding the crests of waves - - - -

always another challenge, another inspiration,

for me this life is self-enriching, self-enhancing,

self-boring.
So my answer to the great question:~

“Who or what creates Consciousness?”

Could this be our soul-selves in a grand alliance
 of thoughts, acts and deeds radiating out into the 

                                                       Universe?
Birth
From the gleam within your eyes,

and the mutual marrying of consciousness,

has brought this being into life;

and this Being, so endowed, has made

the choice with aid of some rare alchemy,

to be a boy or girl, beginning this new life.

What miracle is this you need to say,

can make the loving gleam into a soul

who wants to build an embryo
from seeds so random cast in sensual passion.

So here within the warming womb,

the embryonic mind has will to make a babe,

with  food the mother must provide for this,

another human slowly grows.

In turn the mother knows a lovely feeling of well-being,

and thanks the gift of life for this,

with blessings given free all around by friends

who wish to celebrate this magical event.

Now months have passed, the babe makes energetic 

                                                          signs-

it wishes to escape the warming waters of the womb, 

to enter light, with painful push and shove -- -

Oh my! The woman screams, as midwife tries to soothe,

the tiny head appears, then body with a lung’s

first breath drawn in and outward with a cry!

Our Mother holds it to her breast,

with grateful tears of thankfulness and joy.

Jeffrey Gale

 16, Whiteley Ave. Totnes TQ9 5FQ UK

Email: jeffreygale32@yahoo.com
                  Equal Time

A tightrope stretches between the days; 

balance is called for. I walk with care,

the light shines brighter, the dark shrinks

and yet, the tentative sun seems to hesitate. 

What makes it tiptoe so? Does the last 

grasp of winter hold it back? Do those

icy fingers cling fast to spring's trailing skirts? 

One day they too will melt and let go.

Day by each the light overcomes and then

encourages its way further. Looking from the window

I spy the melting of the last old snow, soiled

from the battle between youth and age.

The daily retreat of the Hag has become a rout.

Overcome and defeated she has melted

dissolving with welcoming warmth, vanishing 

to salve her wounds and wait for her time to return. 
     Making the Bed

As we make the bed together

working in tandem, I see you 

in your careful way 

adjust the sheets and blankets,

my heart swells with love

my chest glows with joy.

I have chosen this, my bed with you.

In it we lie at night, holding hands

as we drift off to sleep, warm,

cozy in our togetherness. 


The years that have passed 

have seen us in many beds,

and we together make our bed 

in the happiness of each day,

together.
              Marching

Confusion reigns, is it spring?

Or is it winter still, the chill

that creeps through my hopeful coat says 

"Too soon." The tune the wind plays

whistling through bare branches

does a cha-cha, back and forth

blowing north or south. 

Patience glides in the open window 

and I diligently dust away the drear.

I must remove the old cold moments of winter 

the very few last scattered flakes,

that the sun beams may gather them up,

as I greet the new season with joy, 

and my brand-new broom. 

         Spring Dance
Tricky Spring,
blows hot, blows cold,
fools us all and makes us scold!

First a sweater,
then a coat,
then a scarf to cover throat!

Next the sun
will make us hot,
shed it all and sweat a lot!

Slyly, Spring
you fool us all,
not unlike your sister, Fall.

Still we love you,
just the same,
Tasha Halpert Email: tashahal@aol.com 

Heartwings says, "If you follow your heart you cannot lose your way." www.heartwingsandfriends.com
Ravenous Butterflies
 “If you come as softly
As wind within the trees

You may hear what I hear

See what sorrow sees.

If you come as lightly

As threading dew

I will take you gladly

Nor ask more of you.

You may sit beside me

Silent as a breath

Only those who stay dead

Shall remember death.

And if you come I will be silent

Nor speak harsh words to you.

I will not ask you why, now.

Or how, or what you do.

We shall sit here, softly

Beneath two different years

And the rich earth between us

Shall drink our tears.” 

Audre Lorde

Edward Robert Hughes

THE LADY AND THE RAVEN:

I wonder if she,

the reincarnated me,

will remember unfinished dreams,

connected by red threads,

brought by messenger birds?

She with unruly curls,

faraway pools of dark , black eyes,

living perhaps on a terraformed moon,

will dream of and speak to me,

the Unfettered Aisling?

Will she see imaged within,

a woman crying in ebony despair,

throwing up arms in polluted air,

storms gathering on an eerie horizon,

an Earth drowned in plastic ware?

Or children playing by stinking streams,

small voices pleading and dying screams.

What kind of beings we have become,

dancing to a dying drum.

Is all for nought, greed has won?

(C) 2018 poem and painting The Lady and the Raven. Jan Illingsworth
      Dandelion Field.

Beyond yon blue mountains,

Lies the sea where I long to be,

Escaping from this hell,

They call education.

Where a boy sits alone,

In a windowless room,

Carving up his arm,

With a plastic shard.

Where red-necked, power men,

Don't give a fuck,

Except that they win,

Over brown skinned boys.

Oh the dandelion field,

Blowing wishes high,

Parachutes of freedom,

Into the vast blue sky.

(Dandelion Fields acrylic painting by Jan Illingsworth)

Jan V Illingsworth
     The Heartsong of Valoel

Cliche the beauty queen's speech. 

A call for peace goes out.

A cry to an unheeding Earth.

In reality what is this all about?

Does a call for peace within,

Hold merit when we doubt?

Sing instead a heart song

A melody of rebirth.

A resonance building from us

For healing to begin.

Sing In the depth of heart,

A song of love and peace,

Maybe only then suffering,

In a troubled world will cease.

(C)2019 Poem and painting, "The Archangel Valoel", by Jan Illingsworth

www.heartinn.me
    Comes the South Wind

I hear the South wind storming in

Rushing in spirals and curves,

Circles and swerves,

With unkind intent to bash and bruise,

Showing off its power,

Unleashing hell bent

On my home; a ruse,

To awaken this middle night.

Tatooing with fright,

My sleep wanting eyelids.

I hear the wind chimes toss and gaggle,

A tangling of sound, 

A rattling of nerves.

No mercy given .

Chaos rushing in spirals and curves.

I hear the rain forced to beat,

In slashing triangles to defeat,

Glass doors of my midnight room.

Humming and moaning,

A paynes grey complaint,

With lightning neon-yellow light,

I hear the South wind rushing,

In spirals and curves,

Circles and swerves.

Damn it yes I am awake.

Alright!?

She of the Sea:

She of the Sea is haunting me,

In sleep, soft susurrations sound,

Ripples on a lonely shore.

She of the Sea is daunting to me,

Gentle and smooth,

Seductive and even more,

Rages and rips a resounding roar,

Smashing and splashing,

Ripping and stripping,

Pounding on a hidden door.

Gulls screaming in cruel winds,

Splattered fury, flying spume,

Calling out forgotten sins.

Out and in,

That increasing din,

Until all is quiet once more.

(C) 2019 Poem and painting " She of the Sea" by Jan Illingsworth www.heartinn.me
Jan V Illingsworth

Email: jvillingsworth@xtra.co.nz 
       The Puppet Show

With another self, it acts out the past

Or the history, so vivid and unforgettable

With the master-hand

It revives in dialogues, motions, and scenes

Appealing, biding the time

Thus in others’ hands it lives its life

With pride

And in others’ imaginations, it steps in brilliance

Alive, touching

Others’ dreams are also rare and precious

Dream a dream in which you are a proud plaything

Thankfully, being a plaything again and again

Opens a window onto the crazy aspect of history
        A City

In its pre-life, the city was 

A paddy and vegetable garden, where my mother

Once planted rice, maize, tomatoes

Chinese cabbages and carrots

The bustling street opposite

Had been a village, filled with

Nostalgia, suitable for dwelling and leisure

Here sporadically came sightseers from distant places

Where the river crossing the city bent greatly

Was a bridge 

My father said it was on this bridge that he had met

My mother and later they picked me out of water 

Under the bridge to be their child. 

Actually, the bridge is just a story

Which now no one tells any more

I wonder whether a city without stories 

Could still be called a city
    A Pekingese

It tries to be standing like a human

Wagging and waving on the mottled sidewalks

It wears a jacket, nodding and bowing

Trotting to and fro, quite a funny scene

Sometimes, the leash is around its neck

Or in its master’s hands, or left on the ground

You jump back and forth

Suddenly, the morning atmosphere became lively

A dog in human dress

Standing on the sidewalk

Starts, in a human manner

To jump, shout, hug, and wag away

Just nearby, it behaves like  human
 (Translated by SHI Yonghao)
LI Jinfu,

Born in Leishan, Guizhou Province China in March 1984.
AN ABUNDANCE OF CAUTION

Two boys ready to go see the grandparents

who have waited so long to see them

the boys were going to stay the weekend

but what happened

one gets the sniffles

one gets sore throat

both feel out of sorts

so in an abundance of caution

the mom pulls them out of school

to see what might develop

what symptoms will ensue

in these days you can never be too safe

the mom says

but the grandparents are shaken

this was their last chance 

to see the boys before Christmas

the tree was up

decorations hung

and everywhere was the joy

of twinkling Christmas lights

the feel of Christmas was in the air

now all the preparation was in vane

the boys would not be coming 

this was the grandparents last chance 

the boys would be out of town

for the actual Christmas

far away and out of sight

so there would be no true Christmas

for the disappointed grandparents

the boys would not be coming after all

replaced by a remote call 

substituted by a screen you cannot hug

because danger lurks 

in the very air we breathe 

this is how we live our lives now

so terrified we cannot be ourselves

we are paralyzed

must tiptoe around people

including our own kin

the family disrupted 

distance has replaced closeness
the simple joys of life are gone
all for the sake of a Virus

and all for an Abundance of Caution.

          BABIES

Babies are so cute

cuddly little bundles of joy

but then

dum dum duuuuhmmm

they grow up

we should never teach them

how to walk

and especially not how to talk

that is their downfall 

they mimic us and become

as stupid as we are

they will get into things

and find out things

and eventually become teenagers

and that is the end of normal life

now they know more 

than we do

keep your babies in their cribs

keep them on soft food

to prevent growth and development 

and prevent the onset of stupidity

babies are only cute so long

after a while 

they turn into ugly adults

with all their prejudices and opinions

keep babies as babies

pamper them as you would a pet

I speak from experience

as I was once a baby myself

see what happens?
-Po Wit

GHOST RAINBOW
A ghost mist

hangs over the cactus sky

a bow of white

reaches across 

the barren mountains

albino arc

so rare it stuns the eye

a mirage

a painting in

soft strokes

leaving

a lasting impression.

Rare ‘ghost rainbow’ rises from mountains in Texas 
THE LITTLE MAN

The little man

makes no excuses 

he goes to work everyday

like clockwork

he pays his bills

he votes

he plays with his kids

he honors his wife

the little man is the average Joe

the breadwinner the solid citizen 

he gets no breaks from government

or breaks on his job

he just works hard 

and takes pride in his work

he gets a vacation

but he can't afford to go anywhere

so he stays at home

he improves his property

he spends time with his family

he doesn't bother anyone
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
he just quietly goes about his life

he is the little man

hard working and dependable

responsible and law abiding

he pays his bills on time 

he pays his taxes

a good citizen who flies the flag proudly

he doesn't cause any trouble

he doesn't complain 

he asks for nothing

in forgotten flyover country

he may appear insignificant

he may not make a big splash
but the little man stands tall in one respect

the little man

carries the country on his back.

THE MAN ON THE BRIDGE

Every morning he comes

to stand on the bridge

and look down in the water

in a moment of reflection

every morning he walks

to the bridge 

to watch the cars go by

and see people rushing off to work

he is a lonely figure

with no one to talk to

he seems lost

and longing for something

maybe it is conversation

maybe it is companionship

maybe it is the place he left behind

then

one morning he is no longer there

and the bridge seems empty without him

as if a part of it had been removed

the people in the passing cars 

do not miss him 

the water under the bridge flows on

as usual

only a passing poet

now wonders where he went

a witness to his sole existence

he worries about his going

and what became of

the man on the bridge

a metaphor for loneliness.
                   BIG BEND

Big Bend is roped around the Rio Grande 
that mighty grand river that snakes its way down down
from Colorado then meanders through New Mexico
carrying floodwater  rocks  stumps  bodies
all the way into the tip of Texas
where it changes direction in that big bend bowl
holding up the weight of West Texas
then finally makes up its mind which way it wants to go
and heads south on a dead run to Brownsville 
forced by dams into in a little trickle by the time it gets

                                                                       there
spilling all its tacos and frijoles and the dust of west 

                                                                          Texas
into the deep blue waters of the gulf of Mexico/
aint much left of wild Texas
but it's still on the Rio Grande especially in Big Bend
one of the last great places where things are still pretty

                                                                       much
the way they used to be   because
nobody lives here but desert rats and rattlers and horny 

                                                                      toads
and all manner of spiny sticking things that either bite 

                                                                       or sting
with mountain lions  bear  bighorn sheep  still running 

                                                                         loose
among the smoky Chisos mountains and Mescalero 

                                                                 hideouts 
ghost canyons filled with legends of lost gold mines
and border wars and bones of those who didn't make it                          

                                                                             out
and if there were a wolf left in Texas he'd be there too
cause its so far off the beaten path there is no path
cell phones don't work nor radios
and neither do the people
because when you got heaven on earth what's the point
there is wildness in the air
with spaces so wide you can see forever
the big sky swallows up all the puny things of life
and the stars at night shine big and bright
and if you had to pick a place 
where freedom ain't just a word 
its found a refuge and is holding out
in the big  Big Bend  of Texas.

TESTING POSITIVE

We are overcome by negativity

nothing but bad news all around us

which leaves us feeling helpless

unable to control our own lives

bad news so foreign 

and contrary to what we believe

we wonder if we are declining

and wonder if we will ever be safe again

still there are those few souls

who remain optimistic

who go about their lives with goodness in mind

who are never distraught or defeated

so while the world tests negative

those who spread kindness remain unaffected

and are asymptomatic to negativity

they are the antithesis of a virus

in that they infect goodness not harm

we should demand more

of that kind of protective positivity let it spread
                                                              worldwide

and pray there will be no vaccine

to stop it.

David Knape

dknape1969@yahoo.com
GULF (MASTERS ATROPHY)

Always at one remove,

Swivel chair board room,

Revolving seat of power,

Empty gun chamber gambler,

Roulette wheel steal magnate,

Duplicate key to your fate,

Strip- poker go for broker,

Asset seizing chain-store choker.

Rubber plugger for every sink estate,

Mother mugger drug runner date rape,

Lynch-pin landlord hangs out cornered crowds,

Owns death rows which sow seeds for their shrouds.
Always at one remove,

Swivel chair board room,

Revolving seat of power,

Empty gun chamber gambler,

Roulette wheel steal magnate,

Duplicate key to your fate,

Strip- poker go for broker,

Asset seizing chain-store choker.
He will never know,

Slow suffocation’s reach,

Bleaching down toilet seat,

Head to toe full PPE,

Sacked shelves stackers,

Merely minor matters,

AOB coffee slash tea,

For big business backers.
Omnipresence under glare fluorescent,

Routine surveillance contain adolescence,

Our spyware under studies general auditions,

War theatre thwarts private ambition,

Miniscule ridicule made you mule,
Fall hard on your heels back at school,

Measures out hip hop- scotch broth,

Shot celebrity embossed thermos,

Home-made ghetto blaster,

Blend to send old masters,

Straight into Hereafter!

Yawning gap between those who have,

And those who will never

Builds crack labs,

As community endeavours,

The gold in your gums,

Melted down like before,

Fashion fresh looking guns,

For next world order.

Mark Laing

13a Ethelbert Rd. Canterbury, Kent CT1 3ND

Email: markstick@hotmail.co.uk 

Mark writes: This was inspired in part by the movie “Beatriz at Dinner”, though I felt the protagonist’s eventual fate was somewhat defeatist! Unfortunately when it comes to challenging the powers that be they always have more weaponry at their disposal! 
     SACRED DANCE

The Bushmen of the Kalahari
dance all night in a circle
dance a calf-deep trench in the sand

In a circle around the circle
sit those in need of a healing

And because it is a sacred dance
any dancer at any time may step
out of the dance and do the healing
and then return to the dance again

Knowing without knowing
that everyone is a healer sometimes
everyone needs a healing sometimes

You just keep dancing

         Neil Meilli

Email: neilmeilli@hotmail.com 

            Hibernation

When once green leaves of all sizes

turn red and gold and dark brown

and one by one they all fall down

Then Gaia sings her sweet lullaby

to all her children here and there

she lulls them to sleep everywhere.

When flora and fauna lay their heads

and Earth hides them in her bosom

until it is time for them to blossom

Then shadows conquer the woods

as the cold starts to burn and bite

and darkness overcomes daylight.

While some never wake up again

far too deep in their eternal slumber

others rise to a world full of wonder

In the fields and in the meadows

the flowers bloom and the cubs play

as sunrise chases the winter away.

Petra Novakova

     The Square

Breaking up a hubbub the crowds

Return to their beds

To embrace women with body fragrance

While the bronze still sticks to its creed

And is raising its arms to shout

Against the square emptied of people

Only the wind

Is kicking the fallen leaves naughtily and frolicly

Trying to erase those footmarks

     The Moth

A silkworm, is hungry

And is eating my heart

Within my body

He is always dissatisfied

After eating up my heart

He is spinning his silk

After spinning silk

In my inmost recesses

He is dreaming a fond dream
(continued over page)
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Dreaming of a transparent sky

A pair of flying wings

He is going to embrace

He has bitten through my exterior

Turning a deaf ear to my advice

Intruding into the world

He said: this world is quite warm

This world is quite bright

Unlike my quiet and secluded interior

Some night, again he is trying warmth

Of the world on the candle

But he is burned into ashes

Never to be back

          Bai Qiu

About the author:

Bai Qiu (1937— ), his original name was He Jinrong, and his ancestral place is Taizhong City of Taiwan Province. He began to write poems during his middle school days. He was graduated from Taizhong Professional School in 1956, and has participated in poetry societies such as “the Modern School” and “the Blue Star”. In 1964, together with twelve poets with Taiwan as their native place including Lin Hengtai, Jin Lian, and Huan Fu, he sponsored and founded “the poetry society of bamboo hat”, and assumed editor-in-chief of the poetry magazine of Bamboo Hat. His main works include poem collections such as The Death of a Moth, Roses of the Wind, Symbol of the Sky, Selected Poems by Bai Qiu, Ode to Fragrance, Poetry Square, The Existence of Trees Is Felt When the Wind Is Blowing, as well as a collection of poetic criticism entitled Discursive Talk on Modern Poems, etc. 

（Tr.anslated by Zhang Zhizhong
While Riding the Motorbike in The Rain 

That was spread on with water-carpets

The rain patted on my shoulder over the rain coat

And muttered its secret, And then moved down.

The rain pierced its needles on my lips and eyes

Slight coldness trickled down inside me

Without any barrier

It was raining, chatting with everyone

In between lightning shone 

And showed me my path.

Apply the brake in heavy rains!

And you have it- the skull’d break

And blood’d flood.

She’d be waiting impatiently for me 

because of I’m very very late in the rain.

I am too worried because she is pregnant 

and the heavy thunder and rains intimidate 

Upon the window in rain, the pregnancy’s pleasure

is chatting with the rain.

From the womb a smart infant is calling the rain to 
                                                                                  play.

‘I’ll come later with a boat to play with’ - replies the 
                                                                            rain.

And before departing, the raindrops

Scattered on the water and uttered laughingly:

‘I’ll visit you in every generation

In order to play with your children.’

Rectangle

Have an overall view of the room 

It’s a rectangle 

House is a deluge of rectangles, 

With no organ rectangular 

Man conceived the earth to be a rectangle 

The person who said the earth 

To be a globe was squarely framed 

Everybody’s earth is a rectangle, 

For which all of us fight 

We squarely laugh, think and cry 

Nothing God created as quadrilateral 

We can’t establish a parabola like Kepler’s 

When the mind is locked in a rectangle 

How can we make the mind a sky?

       The trees of the Cemetery

Foot covered in the ditch, the ‘tree’ is destined to pass 
                                                              the time 

Bearing, through out its life, the heat of the funeral pyre 

While watching what is left with deep grief 

At the funnel pyre, the bone – branches break 

With aggressive youthful vigour 

It wears leaf – crown, it straightens its spine 

In its eyes that have sprouted and exhilarated 

There’s the lustre of the cemetery 

Bearing the day’s fright 

Because of bats hanging upside down 

The old trees stand withered 

But still have blossoming flowers 

Even on their roots 

Like the night with unextinguished embers 

The trees turn towards the sky 

With a mind that is shining and smouldering 

Dense, Silent and mysterious]
Santhan (India) 
          Twenty Cherries

Someone received twenty cherries,

Which prisoners see only in their dreams.

Twenty small, red berries of summer,

That brought fresh from beneath free skies,

Nest-warmth of gardens at home,

And blazed like twenty red seals

On twenty invisible letters …

 

Someone received twenty cherries,

And with a light heart gave away

The throbbing taste of freedom and love

Forgotten for ten years    

So that not one was lost of his rich treasure

While thirsty eyes absorbed its scent.   

 

Each prisoner passed them on untouched, 

And so the fruitful Word went around.
The prison flowered with red berries,

Filling all our hearts more than

On the shores of that lake

Those mild hungry ones with bread and fish.

The Master walked here on a path of cherries,

And we placed the remains of shared joy

In a basket, its light ever growing …

 

And in us this everlasting moment

Flamed up lifting to the sky:   

The majesty of God can sometimes 

Be richest in the face of men.

Where song rises from suffering, 

Minutes of tomorrow gather;

The promises of ideas can be created only by man.

 

And we carried the fire - living torches -

Even birds above ablaze.
Withered flowers opened their chalice,

And under the sun melted into light.

Our dried out lips rinsed

The fruitful joy of God,

Which as in veins of a living body,

Rushed through our every part.

 

We became one, as those engaged,   

Cells of the body of Christ,

In whom the light of a soul trembles,

But who cannot resound,

Those whom bullet, sword can no longer reach,

- not even a cord can stifle my song - 

Because we have loved, and a fruitful life

Awaits us at a far away dawn.

ODE TO FREEDOM                                   
Wounds slowly heal,   
Merciful time gently falls on them.
The dead don’t dispute,
Forgetting is a heavy blindfold.
Why raise the past?
Weeds of daily care grow.
Heroes of the past, fugitives,
Now travel home for holidays,
Roaming shadows don’t haunt
Above unmarked cemeteries,
And peace of prison weaves a net 
Around struggling future.
And you, Freedom, who then 
Were born and incarnated in a people,
They can’t bury you in a grave,
Ten deaf winters cannot conquer you;
For you have been and will be evermore
As renewing, life-giving wind.
On moldy walls of prison cells
Your absence penetrates and gleams,
You are the wing of forbidden words
That rise from the silence,
And what yesterday was stifled underground
Will be heard by all the oppressed.
Just give me loyalty: among traitors 
Let me not be accomplice or heretic
When the green serpents of temptation
Wind around my body;
He who remains always true to you
Will be richer on bread and water.
And so will I too be true 
To those I abandoned then,
Who today are still defiant for you,  
Not with great breast-beating words
But patiently, like roots,
While foreign land runs under me.
Freedom, nourish also me  
who have grown human through you.
Though I may wander across seven lands,
Let me not have a minute of rest,
And let me not find calm or homeland
Till the day I am absolved by my people.  

                               Tibor Tollas      
Note: He is writing about the Hungarian Revolution of 1956.  Falsely accused, he had been a political prisoner for 9 years, and escaped to the West after the Revolution. Translated from Hungarian by Livia Varju
Upon The Wings Of Violins… To Where Gravestones Are But Memory-Markers

I streeeettttcccch Mentally,

at a sideways angle, 

until the marrow

of my Soul bursts… open

… into an Ancient, 

Encyclopaedic flavour

… and I can taste

a ‘Timeless Knowledge’

within my

expaaaannnndddded Mind.

I still remember, clearly,

the scent of her body

from a previous Life

… back when ‘Sighs’

were simply formalities

to the joining of Hearts

… and as we grew ‘Old’,

we became Closer 

and Closer and Closer…

until it reached a point

where just ‘Frowning’

brought the Other running,

like the snapping of fingers.
       Bearing South-West

Down through the edge of Devon,

over the Tamar River…

to needle the moorland mists,

where you are never

more than 16 miles from the Coast.

You can feel Life’s Pace change 

as you pass by The Jamaica Inn

… and head onwards to the Heart.

I’ve roved these railways,

and sped along the A30 road,

nigh-on a quarter of a century now.
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
A place where the hideaways hide,

and the ramblers roam

treacherous North clifftops,

and picture-postcard woodland trails.

It’s Pagan, Celtic, Timeless too…

and those West Country accent

greetings of “Alrite Me Luvver.”

will warm you like an Autumn fire.
I Can’t Quite Put My Finger On It

That side-swing

of a falling

feather…

you notice it,

and Then

you notice it more,

it ‘Catches’,

where most other,

ordinary everyday

things merge

and blend

in regular movement.

It’s dropping 

to earth,

exactly how 

its build and shape

allows it to

… but, 

it looks strange,

almost as if it’s

doing something

different,

even though,

all is natural.

She’s like that,

there’s a ‘Curve’

to her Walk…

and a Unique Way

to her entire Being
The Ghosts That Rock Her to Sleep

… although grave by nature,

work with gentle-rhythms.

Deep is her repose,

and when troubled-awake,

to five-minute-fidget worriedly,

it is always out of concern

for some acquaintance or other

… never bad conscience,

or fear for her own wellbeing. 

Years ago she refused to ‘Covet’,

deciding to strive for her own,

or completely do-without,

whatever transitory thing

was fluttering past in temptation.

For this, she was, silently, 

rewarded with an extending gift,

an invisible cwtch-cushion,

a safety bar which others lack

… and, who would try,

with both ‘Flattery’ and ‘Knife’

to prize-steal away…

if they had the slightest notion

of what she’d been blessed with. 

Paul Tristram
1, Hunkin Close, Truro, Cornwall TR1 
Email: Email: craddlegap@hotmail.com 
For Those Refusing to go Into the tide of Current Events

Perhaps

because you don't know how to swim
or that
you Do know
the undertow
will take you down, 

Take my hand,
a fireman's grip,
be strong and
hold onto
this rock,

"Glad-tidings Will come again".

And if you need

The Strength of some
higher power to
help you hold on-
to The Constant, The True, The
Eternal
so be it.

For me, and my like,
we only have one another and
that:

"The Constant is
days and nights filled with
longings and awakenings".

So do NOT go out into
The Tide of Current Events

if you have not the strength to swim
in the Waters of the
Ever-changing times.

For I(we) like you
must hang on to

The Eternally True,
The Constant,
The Permanently Defrosting:

"Love persists.
No matter what
The Turning (churning) of
the days do."

Take my hand.
A fireman's grip.

And I will
pull you
up
onto This Rock

Where you can wait out,
though breathlessly,
The Undertow

of current events.

...

"Love,

like comradery,
outlasts the changing of
any and

All-times."
As Fate Has Brought your ear to my lips
I will write the absolute best things
I can think
to whisper into It...

I have missed you, oh,
so very much.

Our hugs, our kisses, our long
walks.

But mostly,
our quiet-
times together.

When our insights
mingled like
Dawn and morning fog.

And

That you have never truly been
further away
than my hand
resting upon my chest
and
curled up
around my mouth
as I swaddled off
to sleep

And

I am so very glad
we had this chance to meet
again

Your lips
against my hands

My hands against your hair.

Have we ever truly been
closer to anyone?

And

Carry on.

Carry on your tongue
words,
light and effervescent,
so that others might become
intoxicated
when you speak them;

Hug yourself, your friends, and
other loved ones

like both your lives
depend on it,

for, in Truth, they do;

And

As my hands lead us toward
The End
and our eyes cross,
at having to say Goodbye,

I plant one last kiss
upon your Here

so that it might
in Time
grow:

Read, write, understand.
Even closer to our souls than
our clans
is
The Harmony are hearts make
when as One
they beat.

Fare thee well, My Sweet,
until next we meet.

In morning dew,
remember me.

As I will You in
The Rising Sun
make.
WE CAN’T ALL BE EVERGREENS

Some of us
change our shades
with The Seasons,

here "budding and bearing fruit",
there "empty limbs".

No, not all of us
were built to be lush
in all seasons.

In some turning to
the shades of rust,

our leaves flying off
when The Wind is strong
enough.

Would we have it
some other way?

I think not.

Though hard to be content
when our moods are not
constant.

Do we envy the
Brighter Shades?

From time to time,
As they seem
never to bend,

Not even in
those
strongest of winds.

And do they ever wish they
were us?

To know what it is like
to feel beyond the median.

Perhaps, though I can not
speak on that point,

you would have to ask them.
I suppose It
takes both kinds:

The Middle Ones and
( Continued over page)
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and Those Who Pivot
Between The Ends.
Though oft's not
you'll find them in

the same forest growing.

We can't all be evergreens:
We can't all be evergreens::

Our Destiny-Born of a
single Earth:

Though in
every direction

going.
Scott Vanya

Email: scottvanya@hotmail.com 

                       Walking the Song 
In Memphis I stayed, to see where Muriel played
The piano every Friday and sang The Hollywood with 
                                                            gospel rang
The Hollywood the place where she and Marc sang 

                                                   Amazing Grace

The pictures on the wall show they had a ball
Immortalised in song, now I came along
Camera at the ready my hands steady
For I had at last come to see  
A place in music that means so much to me
It was called the Land of the Delta Blues
But I wasn’t wearing Blue Suede Shoes
But would I get the same feel as I walked along Beale
W C Handy looked down on me too for the music to 
                                                           say thank you
No need for talkin’ in Memphis I was walkin’
Hardly surprising feeling the emotion rising
Walking along Beale now getting the feel
Then to the gates of Graceland, after walking on Union
                                                                    Avenue
But unlike the ghost of Elvis I didn’t walk right through
Now some may dream of Memphis when to the CD 
                                                            they sing along
But I lived the dream, the day I walked the song
                            20 to 21
New Year's Eve morning, no time for yawning,  
Or standing in the cold shivering there’s food parcels be delivering 

Take them out so folk don’t go without, then back more to pack  
Stored in my garage so a call for help can be heeded  
They’ll go where needed. 
When this was done, I chilled for the afternoon 
For soon with good intent, I’d another commitment  
Last stint at the food bank for 2020, over the year we’ve 
                                                 helped plenty 
Showing we care and when people needed help, we 
                                                              were there  
That’s done I’ve given my best now time to rest 
Home, chill, write listen to music and singing 
Wondering what the New Year will be bringing 
For better or worse I hope to be there to catch it in                    verse 

New Year's Day dawned dull and grey 
The street I looked upon to find yesterday’s frost had gone 

And the UK’s left the EU a task that took long enough to do  
But I’m hoping in 2021, I can once more enjoy the hot Texas sun  
Or better than not going at all the beauty of Texas in the fall 
Now I’ve sorted my e mails, facebook posts too, one thing more to do 
End this rhyme cos’ now, it’s coffee time  
Trevor Wainwright

Email: trev_wy@hotmail.com 

A Call to Poets 
Poets unite
Forget about a career
In poetry
And concentrate on the poem
Quit turning out
Factory assembly line poems
Quit trying to imitate Bukowski

Poets unite
Listen to your brothers and sisters
Quit being the first poet to read
And the first to leave
Quit using words as preaching tools
When all over the world
People are starving
Dying and committing genocide
As we stand on stage well-fed
Begging for applause
Playing to the audience
Telling our most intimate secrets
Pretending to be knowledgeable
When we know so little

Rams out fucking sheep
Poets playing trick-or-treat
Politicians beating their meat
Whores making it under the sheets
Predators lined-up with elbow grease
Landlords waiting to cancel your lease

It’s gotten so bad
You can’t tell the real from the elite
Everyone has become a carbon copy 
Of themselves
Take a number step up on stage
Let loose your rage
As we rival Ringling Brothers
Standing tall standing proud
Working the crowd like
A carnie hustler

I call for all poets
To put down their poems
For 72 hours
Give up social media for a week
Take a Kaufman vow of silence
Serve a holiday meal at Saint Anthony’s

Quit sending out manuscripts for a month
And spend the saved postage
Helping the homeless
Sell your signed copies of Bukowski
And Ginsberg and give the proceeds
To war victims in Iraq and Afghanistan

Pay homage at Malcolm X’s grave
Hoist one for Robert Kennedy
Ride a boxcar for Woody Guthrie
Say twelve Hail Mary’s for Ali
Sing a song for Selena
Say a prayer for Allen

Take the Eskimo out of Eskimo Pie
Rename “Hooters” Bar “Testicles”
Hire Male waiters to serve in jockey shorts
Legalize prostitution
Campaign to have cops arrested
For disturbing the peace

Tell the Pope you’re giving up the church
To worship at the altar of Walt Whitman
Make Kenneth Patchen required reading

Visit an animal shelter
Save a pet from being put down
Volunteer for meals on wheels
Give up center stage ego-driven mania
For a trip to the park at dusk
Meditate instead of masturbate
Make love instead of fuck

Set fire to Naropa
To prove you’re more than
A poet junkie
Take a bookstore owner to dinner
Talk child talk
Translate gibberish
Put ego aside
Quit ingratiating yourself with one poet
At the expense of another poet
Do a soul dance for James Brown
Remember that life is but
A warm-up for the dance to come
Quit visiting the graves
Of Kerouac and Bukowski
Return to the world of the living
Put the poet back into poetry
Make me want to believe
In you again
NEW YEARS DAY POEM 

Some things stick in your mind

Like dental cement

Your first kiss

The Kennedy assassination

The wild years

A trip down Highway 101

Foot stuck to the petal

Hugging the middle lane

At a hundred miles an hour

A break-dance destined

To turn into a two-step shuffle

My mind works overtime

I attack the keyboard with a vengeance

The hour hand has gone mad

Restless cursed with insomnia

I take a 5 AM walk through the

Streets of Noe Valley

The neighborhood a ghost town

A sleeping lion waiting on its prey

I greet 2021 alone

With words that bleed for company

Back home a poem forms

Nibbles at my brain cells

A beggar hungry for food

But the cupboard is empty

I retreat into the amnesia of yesterday

The lost treasure of my youth

A pirate with a graying beard

Destined to board over and over again

A midnight ghost ship rocking aimlessly at sea
CORONA VIRUS POEM

 the sun beats down on me

like a hammer in the hands

of a slaughterhouse cow

the memories attack me like old-time

Indians circling a wagon train

I walk back into my birth

each new year a sharpened knife

in the hands of a trembling surgeon

lost in insomnia like

a blind man walking a strange road

in the dead of night

wake like a shotgun blast in a killing field

lost in a language I can’t translate

the priest rejects my confession

my sins laid out like a sea of stars

in a faraway constellation

God's choir plays bagpipes

Refuses to play referee
the creaking coasters of my grandfather’s

rocking chair sing in my one good ear

the Holy Ghost devours me like a python

waits for God to come out of the closet   
and deliver the long-promised resurrection
A.D.Winans
                 ANXIETY

I pop a pill before the reading

to help still the bleeding

lie down on the bed

curled up like a baby inside the womb

two hours later at the podium

thirty faces stare at me

with hungry eyes that eat into me

like a leech feasting on blood

for thirty minutes they sit quietly

like a bird in a nest

their eyes devouring the silence

in between the poem

the first poem cuts into them

like a machete

the others follow like a Gatling Gun

I have them on the ropes

the night will end with a KO

thanks to one small pill
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
       In the White of Life 

The world I look for

in the yeast of a primitive sky,

at the center of a spark

not human,

in the shyness of adolescent colors.

And I know that the jargon of the time

doesn’t change my constant scrutinizing

of the grooves and breaths of earth.

I experience the fascination

of a perfect dew,

I slip into the white of life,

I clean my flesh

In embryos of religion

and I open the palate

to a future

that calls me.
  A Homeland Suspended

I stayed in this dawn of memories

clung to thin wires of light,

washing my skin in a silence.

I remember the sky

Nesting between seasons

and infinite beehives.

Wound in the womb of a cloud,

mixed into the white of a horizon

I touched a dream,

the good color

of a homeland suspended.
       Like Trees

They accumulated

centuries

like trees

in this world

which knows of scuffles

and of bones thrust open.

My outline persists

At expelling confusion

in a sky that dies.

And faint, it feels ashamed

of the blood that repeats itself.

Michela Zanarella

[Egypt] Ashraf Aboul-Yazid

    A Street in Cairo 

The man who returned home, 

In his short break, 

Does not have but two days: 

A day for his arrival, 

And a day for getting ready for departure. 

A day to cry on seeing her, 

And a day for her to cry on the farewell scene. 

A day to open his arms for friends, 

And a day for hugging their mirage. 

A day to tell them about the war, 

And a day for their tales of the war’s victims. 

A day for life, 

And a day for an eternal death. 

The man who returned home, 

In his short break, remembers: 

When the war started, 

They put targets on his eyes, 

They closed his mouth with  the tank nozzle, 

and how he died before smelling 

the gunpowder.

The man who returned home, 

In his short break, 

Is welcomed by a street in Cairo, 

And two sidewalks, 

Where he poured in the distance between them 

The sands of his exiled deserted body, 

Counting the papers burned in 

The lost wars, 

Under the fire and light poles. 

The man who returned home, 

In his short break, 

Is similar to this street where 

The processions of sadness pass, 

Leaving noting but pain. 

A street in Cairo 

Deserted for two thousands years, 

Full of dried trees and people, 

Filled with a mixture of mud and bones, 

But it always looks like a river, 

As life looks like death! 

The man who returned home, 

In his short break, 

Is just a street in Cairo, 

With balconies of despair, 

With lost wars dancing inside him, 

With feet sinking in blood and dead bodies, 

Those killed ones that sleep in his heart 

After finishing their roles in the news.

The man who returned home, 

In his short break, 

Is seeking a vision 

In the hand spread between two cities, 

With lines sketched by years, 

Made of sands and winds. 

The man who returned home, 

In his short break, is asking: 

“How?
        Rain 

In the heavy rain 

No one feels 

A lonely drop.

Steps 

I come back to the empty home... 

And ring the doorbell 

Just to remember 

the echo of your steps.
        A Prison 

The dreaming prisoner 

Is asking his unjust guard 

“How would you know 

You are not my prisoner? 

Aren’t we separated by 

The same bars?!”
A Train Crosses the Desert

These countries look like a train,

That pull the air-conditioned coffins as a long tail.

They look like a lady,

With a dusty breast burnt by the sun,

With a body painted by dried gardens.

A train that cries between every two stations,

Where pavements are made

Of mirage and illusion.

In its stomach we struggle,

Fighting our defeats,

To beautify our fake organs.

The dragons of estrangement

Are urinating in our bags,

On what was left from our frightened bodies.

We are insulting those countries,

And spitting in one thousand and one towels.

But,

We are not leaving the train,

Even if we were able to stop it.

The Fire

You set fire on my wings,

And asked me to fly!

I tried,

thinking that the wind would set

the fire off.

But I found my wings would be divided,

I realized that I would not be able,

Neither to fly, nor to stay!

      A Map for Google’s Sons 

You are just a few points and lines. 

You are colors left in some corners and circles. 

Nothing could identify you; 

no heart pulses, 

no breast Breathes, 

and no words. 

You are the sons of a research engine, 

You are numbers and letters 

typed on the maps of «Google.»

           Which Woman?

Which woman will sacrifice us,

at the first scene,

But the one whom we gifted our life?

Which house will leave us,

At the day of floods,

But the one we built,

On our shoulders?

Which road will kick us

At the first crossroad,

But the ways we paved for others?

Which squares

Will witness us hanged with no guilt,

But the square that we put our statues in?

Which distance shall kill us,

But those spaces,

Between poems.
Zhi Zhang

SIXTEEN COPIES OF A FLOWER

GRAY TO GREEN &RISING

Up comes our winter garden

Herbs and plants that were surviving

are now thriving-i speak arigula and rosemary

Tiny pansies live while the large decline

Colors resurrect in their own lifetime.

January(two-faced)has gone,and February is love

Remembrance of gardens passed.

Now new seeds will investigate their depths

And peek above the earth/to see if sun

is just a promise or a contract for new birth
CRACK OF LIGHT
EGG OF DAY

meets the knife of Light

Peek eye through window bright

Slice into screens open, wide

Hear? Click of calendar turning from night

Slight of hand quite magical 

eyes open curtains into a world

both second hand and original-

open to all that is possible

Time is what it takes to get here 

Time leaves us in this moment-

waiting/clear..
Thom World Poet

                   “Death is a Trickster”
born in to a life sentence/not knowing when

our USE BY date will be terminated

Heart beats unaware .Pulse flows .Habits continue

Perhaps a hiccup of health as forward warning

Yet one breath will be your last. One day death.

There are those who are already going-

whether they know or not. Some smoke their fires,

some drink oceans, some dig the holes beneath their 
                                                                  feet

"You know neither the day nor the hour.."Endings

 neither define nor limit us-we are alive to the last 
                                                           moment
even when disabilities or distractions deny death her 
                                                     full attention.
She will sneak in by night and take one of us
We will never again see them alive. This is why we 
                                            treasure each other
Gaps between us shadow memories inadequate to
                                                                   touch-
phantoms and visions ,spirits and ghosts who Houdini
                                                                       trick us
in to believing there are voices beyond the grave. Only
                                                                      silence
Which is why we sing so loud and often
as if we wish to wake the dead..
                    FLASHES.

white on waves-

stay bright, surface fish!

warm sand-

miniature crushed universes!
rock resistance vs

wind, waves, water

back within waters

remembering womb

rolling, rocking, rhythms

lovings deeper seas

where sea and sky kiss!

breeding horizons

sun burns sky

heals heated waters

within you-oceans

outside your skin

wanting to unite!
       “Here we are on a beach again”
castles rise ,temporary as time. Waves come, stealing 
                                                       shapes/forms

return to where they came. We sleep. Wakedream. We 
                                                            are on a beach

shifting sands.Birds above-sqwarking, protesting. We 
                                                          stare out to sea

Sound of waves. Birds. Clump! of waters on sands. Withdrawing back into depths

We are a beach. Grains of William Blake. Sands of memories in each DNA

When we wake, this is a dream. Of seas, sand, waves, birds, tides, moon/we walk this beach /over life-imes.
It has no end/like waves/returning us to origins

We return to the deep. Liquid home. Sea. birds. sky. clouds. waves away ,returning us to where we came in. We are in a dream, on a beach, birds above, waves away...
                      “I have these emotions”

and they need to come out. so i take them to the magicians stage and release them

some become hoops, some white birds-one a rabbit out 
                                                                 of a top hat

you have seen all this before/i am not sure what would 
                                  happen if i did not release them

i was a wild bird once/they stole my home trees/now am i turkey/peacock grounded

that is why i like to get high. If my colors inflame you-
                                               think rainbow/serpent

Green emerald forests. Feel rivers in your blood wishing for release. Underneath fire @core/blue steam/world warms. I try to snow mountain, but ice up 
                                                             /meltdown

There were Seasons once(emotional).When i meditate i 
                                                                    see colors.

When i dream-mountains. I regain wings and lift above 
                                                                        myself.

I am no more than clouds/water in all her costumes.

For elementary particles-see me rise to find you. I knew 
                                                         we could meet

in this very last line. Parallel lives. We were destined for free will all our singing lines...
    “I love you like a book”
i open your white pages and read you closely

your ivory skin, which ends in h/air

your Republic of Holes, with entrances everywhere

Your lakes of eyes with fire inside

Your ears which listen and absorb

Arms on sides , my hand inside you

i watch you as you move on me

Another you begins to rise and see

an inner grace and harmony

Dance of energies within-

you become everyone who has ever written

Lines open to the moon of you

Full and round /distant as dawn

Night is a book, too..
             IMPORTING WINGS

there is a world shortage of imagination
hence the need to import wings
over seas, they hear our language
and the call and cry of birds
sings each to each
so birds of all varieties migrate
in patterns ancestral and ancient
they roost in our nest for a time
amuse us with song and with rhyme
then go back to other climes
where they can chime 
of unique Texas skies
where every bird is encouraged to fly!
IN CORNWALL ON A CHURCH PEW
Carved image of a mermaid/curled and finned

with aliveness of a Green Man/only female

with breasts and scales  as bold as seas

still simmering with creatures magickal /miraculous

We know of dugongs, dolphins, white whales

Why is it so hard to picture Sirens/Maenads

Circe to Odysseus(tempting/taunting)?

Sailors sea sickness hallucinating sea soft white bellied 
                                                                 women fish

Whether science authenticates-they live in world of 
                                                                          myth

Facts await a body on a deck/dead as hope. Like some 
                                                      Loch Ness image

we dream mermaids, Neptune as Merman

and watch the Cornish coastline 

for waves of women floating in..
           “Man is not a Bird”
bird morning/cat calling(to be fed(again
and blue as the sky in your eyes
love rises like a winter garden/all mulch and compost
soon to be seeded for Spring 
We are as the weather /all Austin jams
car kiss gridlock/in love with the sun
Solar children in sunglasses jog and walk their dogs
chat in parks, hike and bike their laughing way
through the blaze of a sunlit day
Worlds away, in frigid walls
Reiki healing finds homes
You stir,  under blankets, remembering Light
Stars in your eyes. you smile, sunlight
the promise of a gift of Spring, when every human garden is re-awakening...
       MANY WORLDS
each word a chant, evocation, incantation

enticing us via Harpies, Sirens, Maenads, Mermaids

into Trances Of The Deep

where Ancient Mariners ghosts and bone flags 
flutter wavingly with prevailing moon tides

enter when you dream. Exit when awake

hard to know the difference between real and fake

like digital effects and mass hysteria headlines

the massacre of innocence is a blood drenched tide

escape projects a safety net for we civilians/alive

allies in this circus ,companions Speech and Silence

find a water way around Mountain Violence

What can be dreamed can be real/if what we feel

can be un-programmed, diverse our Paradise

It is how we treat each other must suffice.

All myth assists, archetype and heroic

Also Anonymous, OCCUPY and Tea Party

One world wherein our dreams be real

All projections upon the screen of screams

Until Calm and Love become Balm, Remedy, Healing 
                                                            that we need

         Married to the Moon

she went outside to watch
above her, celestial, distant
cold, cool, aloof-bright, brilliant
Mother Moon. Diana, Artemis
Selene, Man in the moon,
no name could capture her nor hold
this spinning orb that reflected half our sun
All night she dreamed of boats
that would sail celestial skies
High above her, with soundless oars
they would fly through soundless space
Silent as the sun, she could hear the spit of stars
illumined and dying lights, over distance and time
she knew she would be full
when the moon came visiting
her balloon attuned to moon waters
tidal she, and he, all Solar Powered
could not stop her rising.

    ILLUMINED
Manuscripts, in imitation
of those Golden Ones who grew among us
walking the same air, drinking teardrops
no Perez Britney Ga-Ga copies
of Lombard, Harlow, Marilyn, Madonna
Each unique as sweat,being miracles
(that kindness ,gentleness, love
could exist among reptilians)
Fake gold, Fool's Gold, Gold Futures
You cannot eat gold. Corn to fuel
and you starve @the pumps.
Cash 4 Clunkers and you cut
all public transport. Speeches pretend Elders
You wolf sniff mimesis
claw blind skies in search of pilgrims
Howl at the rented moon when she illumines
all the TSA,CIA,NSA,FBI terrorists
pretending to be Saviors.
     I AM THIS JOY
that kisses illegally
bonds with brilliance
loves with laughter
who are you?
    Mandola/Mandala 

What shape perfection?-

intersection-light/dark

court/spark. Where is the center?

Within/around. Passive, still, moving.

Who is a picture? Vision/a dream

entering in to and leaving.
What is the water? Flow and form
All that is and nothing @all.

Who is asking? Only mirrors-
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
shining ,reflecting/image within.

How replicate? Begin origins 

Become original .Discover form

was there /before yours.
"THOUGHT REPLACEMENTS"

Perhaps a song is buzzing through your head

Perhaps a picture of a fave persona

Maybe a friend, made of Golden Kindness

or some Blessed Event that Saved You

You could be simply Musing in your Bumble Bee 
                                                  Garden

Thinking Eden, Feeling Flowers

What Bright Thoughts you have!

Like That Light Globe beaming on Cartoon Dreams!

when Gyro Gearloose unveils a New Tesla Field

Orgone Box over Skinner Box

Unified Field over Battle Field

Emotional Intelligence is Color Coded ,too!

Rainbows Inside You!
       “Red Bird Outside my Window”

her thin branch a pecking space

where she might see green worlds 

from winged heights, and dive 

upon breakfast growing in our grass

she returns with no guarantee

interpretation a mystery

ascribing meaning to what repeats

gives unknown dimensions

enough to open the gift of joy

that birds imply and employ

we were winged once, now we see

red birds on a thin green tree

all sky defined by one such 

makes more out of much
her thin branch a pecking space

where she might see green worlds 

from winged heights, and dive 

upon breakfast growing in our grass
all sky defined by one such 

makes more out of much
     Speak-spelling Sparks

for fire from hearts is ignited

when the winds sing through

the grains of truth we hold in our hands

Breathe of life animates when

we circulate like seasons

find sails that fill like sheets

spill these seeds into the willing earth of air

watch !as harvests of interest arise

bright,green, new-to find those shapes and forms

consonant with our growth

\Life begins like this-it has long before us

and will long afterwards

We are surfers on a series of waves

The wind carries us away
        “Thank you Ravishankar”

for bridging East and West 

with sitar and tabla and musical accomplices

training young Beatles in the ways of old ragas

so each might meditate upon each moment of circadian 
                                                                         rhythms

Metronome of your wisdom found an ancient tradition

resented as pop performance at mass Festivals

From Woodstock to Bangla Desh-you were the very 
                                                                  best 

at sharing all you learned -to pass on. Here comes
                                                         George Harrison

who learned Indian philosophies of life via your 
                                                   harmonic explorations

Here come all those young musicians who mastered all
                                                             these tunings

to share with Western existentialism some timeless 
                                                                    traditions

This little world-so many ears and eyes and hearts -touched by the spirit of your giving

92 cycles round one sun-you leave us dreaming of the 
                                                                                 one

person brave enough to reach from East to West -then 
                                                                       back again

You still span horizons. Hear those sitars picking silver 
                                                     notes for golden sons?
                WHEN IN ANOTHER SKIN
BRUSH MARKS IN AIR

Temporary dervish weather(all swirls and spiral dances!

Currents subterranean call-O Sirens! O Harpies!

Walled worlds melt like chocolate in hot sun heart

We are weather for each other-prevailing winds

Sometimes sudden storms/soft seas/tranquil blanket 
                                                                          skies

Light calls-transitory illuminations/hung outlaw Christmas lights

Before belief-feelings without names/the miss of swish

Click! Globe turns /transfixes upon mirror image

Is this the part where your hearts betray?

or when you send sand for beaches campaign

to end all suffering distances/magnetically pulled 

towards deeper currents/tidal wave love

swamping that little boat intention

sinking in spirals and sweetness

Desire of the deep/enchanted seas..

    We gather in circles like this

and let our futures in or rather, let our spirits out

to sit and talk  and walk about you cannot buy reality(much less rent it is a gift(like fantasy

elections are shadow puppet shows

we do not know these strangers(yet we vote!

each day a song, a line remembered

from future steps we have yet to take

the past a skeleton-yet it dances

and our world is something we can co-create

circles, spirals ,labyrinths, waves

keep us moving, alive, creative

Thom World Poet 

worldpoet@rocketmail.com 
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