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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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SUMMER 21 Editorial
“May a hundred flowers bloom” (Mao Tse Tung)“Such a cornucopia to celebrate in this verdant season”

First of all, it is so ironical that this, first, eutopian ‘dream’ of cultural liberation and diversity, taken from the proliferating bio–diversity of Mother Nature, at the time of the Chinese Revolution, should have turned so sourly into its reverse, in the land of its conception! Nevertheless, it remains a valid metaphor for our theme here! One might say that the prolific fruits of natural creation on the earth-plane is paralleled, on the soul-&-psychic plane by the creativity of a myriad poets and artists, even as a floral meadow is composited of diverse innumerable blossoms and flowers, such that, even as each of us may well be unique in our own right, our New Renaissance so generated must be perceived as an orchestrated symphony of the whole rather than the ego-domain of any one author/creator/creatrix, this allowing that some of the contributing souls may well be acknowledged as especially gifted compared with others, even as the myriad suns and stars in the Cosmos emit varying brilliances of light, energy & inspiration! To be so blessed is a matter for our humility, all such potentials emanating from the Great, Universal Creator-Spirit and eternal intelligence, in our consciousness. Some of us are ‘better known’ than others, but this is no reason to claim ‘greater status, rather, it brings to my mind that old Sunday School hymn –“Jesus bids us shine with a pure, clear light/like a little candle burning in the night/in this world of darkness, you and me must shine,/you in your small corner and I in mine!”
Indeed, often, our materialistic societies may seem to be a sterile cultural wasteland (like the Wasteland of T.S.Elliot) times of winter-like suffering, poverty or mental and spiritual deprivation, cluttered with the heaps of transient plastic, consumerist debris and superficial, virtual-reality media distractions, a fear-polluted ‘dead-zone’: but Nature and the creative spirit abhor a vacuum, and come warmth and water in Spring into Summer, grass, flowers and the seeds of trees can spring up and progressively recover the rubble of graveyards with new meadows, - indeed ‘waste ground’ is the ideal canvass for self-sown wild flora and fauna as it has not been channelled into the narrow, blinkered purposes of exploitative human-centred economics! It could almost therefore be said that it is to the advantage of our poetic, dramatic literary or visual arts that we, more often than otherwise, are not within the systems of the commercial mainstream as that can ensure one the freedom that all creative souls or spirits need to blossom and thrive. Whatever any regime or system of laws & conventions can make you do, it can never make you be anything other than what you are (apart from by means of a prefrontal lobotomy?!) So, so long as we can find our sufi- Taoist ‘Zen-spiritual retreat in a potentially verdant ‘wasteland’, let us rejoice in the promise of the infinite richness of our ever-expanding New Renaissance oases. After our crushing by the deadening hand of the Norman Conquest on Saxon England, it was courtesy of the literary creativity of our language that our cultural identity was ensured, in its renaissance in the C12th.
“Panning For Gold”

Mother Nature is always more prolific than she needs to be in relation to the amount of space available for plants, so guaranteeing a full harvest; likewise thoughts and inspirations are more prolific in any stream of consciousness than needed to ensure our expressions! When one sees a poem or painting written out/drawn to be readable in any medium, it is but one captured crystallized moment in one continuous and often chaotic stream of consciousness in our linked time-and-space dimensions, one fixed photo-frame in a flowing film that is composited of myriad over-lapping frames, become more coherently communicable to others, one tip of the iceberg of one’s cogitations, even as I evolved into sharable verse by keeping continuous diaries of everything I saw, felt or thought since my early youth, as it happened, whereupon, periodically afterwards I would look back through and extract any more coalesced thought-forms that made a coherent story, drama or message!  This is, indeed, how the creation of life-on-Earth took place when out of primal chaos, darkness and light, land & sea/water emerged, to be followed by evolving life-forms, as in Chapter 1 of the Biblical Book of Genesis as confirmable scientifically! It is our very act of writing or sketching that catalyzes this process of crystallization that transforms the dream- like energy of intuition into the transmittable energy of communicating intellects; in this our psyches function as the Creator-creatrix, Elohim functioned in this primary creation of the Cosmos & our bit of it, Earth!
Out from this creative prolific flux of images & ideas, flow two opposite poles of the yin-yang essences of poetry, on the one extreme, a totally ‘spontaneous’ ‘poetry of the moment’ facilitated by a ready gift for words and fed from the freely  tapped aquifers of intuition &, on the other, a ‘constructivist’ verse (like a verbal mechano set) that reflects the matter-of-fact coldness of the Intellect and resembles a formal school-exercise based on ‘disciplining words’, not in itself, ‘creative’ more like ‘imposing order on chaos’ than ‘order emerging from chaos’! The danger of the former is that any zen-clarity of thought gets drowned in torrents of low-grade verbal diarrhoea, or gold grains mixed with sludge in a stream, so that one needs to go back through after the event to pan for any gems of a more lasting value worth presenting from the debris. I feel drawn to the golden mean  that embraces the virtues of both and the drawbacks of neither, both lyrical & sculptured, somewhere between jazz & classical composition, allowing the content to shape the form, rather than  the form shaping the content! –   

Namaste. David Allen Stringer
HOW TO KILL CONRAD
Conrad is an artist of La Rue Meurtriere in Paris and every evening his friends wait for him in the Cafe Monsignac nearby around 9 o’clock when he has a respite from his painting, poetry-penning and piano-playing for he, also, when his artistic creations fail, soothes himself with the mazurkas of his native Poland. There is one that always makes him weep like the autumn rain, but he will never say why. Raphael is his nickname because he speaks of painting the walls and ceilings of a temple to Freedom and  Socialism to celebrate the Revolution that he always talks about to people who think that such talk takes  away from the boredom of life but who just hate to commit themselves; he is their hero. Tonight, he does not turn up and it is getting on for 11 p.m.. Marie Towski, a girl-friend of his and Johny Davis, a poet visiting from London, who has heard much about this man, call round at his studio-flat and find him with a knife through his stomach and still half-clenched in his hand, the room perfectly clean with the dishes washed. He had left a note on the table “Marie. I’m sorry, you will not miss me. I hope not.”A painting lay just about finished, a crucifixion, but a strange one, set in a dark forest, called ‘Stephan’ – why? He had left his diary lying open on the floor and the latest entry was signed that day, the earliest was not October 1944, Warsaw, but a much earlier one, a day in 1939, the record of a holiday, as an art-student, with Stephan, a fellow music-student and a girl-friend called Eva, in the foothills of the Carpathian mountains, when it was rudely interrupted by the new of the German invasion of Poland.
“I left Eva and was talking with Father Zygmund in the village whom we have known since childhood and asked him what should we do if the Nazis won. He was a pacifist Catholic with a great deal of influence over Stephan who first learnt to love music listening to him playing the church organ. Father Zygmund was very grieved by the willingness of certain Catholic leaders to be ‘bought off’ by German promises of ‘protection’ of their interests as, also, the anti-Jewish feeling of certain other priests and did not want  his pacifism to be associated with their treachery. He, himself, was prepared for his martyrdom but he was dedicated in such a way that he could not speak for other men’s consciences and thought, alas, that death and destruction were unavoidable. He said sadly ‘I have given you ideals; I am too old to be involved in practical fighting for them. I do not matter, though, in your youth, you idolized me. Think of tomorrow’. He walked away, like Christ in Gethsemane or St Francis of Assissi, into the forest, ‘to pray’. I laughed at the padre when he had gone; for all his humility, it was pride and the strong arms of young men who would win battles! But Stephan seemed hurt by what I said, saying nothing. I saw Eva and thought of those more innocent days when pleasure bubbled up in every spring. I sensed those days would never return but did not want to tell Stephan whom I thought was so sensitive and my  saying this would add to the callousness of ‘being realistic’ . I wanted to forget my love for Eva, her gentleness would contrast with my bitterness too painfully for she and I. We are all in this together, the looming holocaust seemed inevitable. Thank God we weren’t Jews! Am I my brothers keeper? Why should we suffer with others like Christ? I envy those who are callous and can be bought because, then, Eva would be my personal happiness! No? Such thoughts were a melancholy contrast with the heroic calls for arms and pretence of an all out national defence and so seemed subjective and transient, even if they gave me a feeling in a callous world that I remained human, fulfilling the function of working out my spasmodic depression.” After that, the diary fell silent as the War progressed as explained by these few stray words “I daren’t start writing what I feel lest I lose control of them and break down reading the words on paper, as surely as if I screamed them aloud in the streets.”

Marie looked down on the body with a quiet smile mingled with deep sorrow. “We never talked much about the past,” she murmured, “oh, yes, the usual things about politics and some of the weaker types would daydream of his heroism: but he always spoke, in a far away voice, without feelings, so that can’t have killed him, as others talked like that too!” Marie stared, in disbelief, her tears frozen, as if her mind were, too, detached. The diary continued; “1944, with the prospect of a German defeat beginning to offer itself, we (our partisan group) moved from out of the forests towards Warsaw till we were hiding in a small town nearby. However this is of interest only to military history, for what concerns me most now is Stephan. He never had spoken much, being so studious, but now he is moody. The bloodshed does not seem to have affected him as he seems stoically indifferent to it and lives in a far-away reverie so that I am afraid he is going insane! ‘After the war’, I said jokingly, ‘you will be the greatest concert pianist in Poland’. He looked at me, resentfully and replied ‘I’ll never see such after the war’s end, comrade; all I want to see is my fingers running up and down the keyboard, for everything else is ugly and evil and all I will want to play is my own funeral march’”

A few weeks later, this entry appeared; “ The Nazis have pulled out of these villages in panic to relieve their hard-pressed forces, now fighting off the Soviet troops, with their backs to the river; their morale alternates violently between terrified demoralisation and desperate fanaticism. They see the faces of the people they had persecuted with scientific coldness as Satan’s messengers sent to torment them and even the fresh draftees, poor innocent lads who are not responsible for the lies they have been led to believe, feel the guilt as they sense their isolation  and take refuge in more and more hatred, never having (continued over page) 

known any humanitarian or Christian teaching. We had occupied an old chateau-like house, formerly occupied by German High Command in which Stephan had found a grand-piano and I had found a library of brilliant books which surprised me considering the brutality of these people as they seemed so well-thumbed. Perhaps these people too had led a double-life, an ugly, hatred-filled, fighting one where one obeyed orders and a humanitarian one that became more and more out-of-place. Perhaps that is being fanciful and wishful, and perhaps the hardness that was necessary to us in battle will cling to us like a cancer and destroy the peace that we have so long looked forward. We love each other having fought for so long, but, in a gentle sunset when the tragic gentleness of Stephan’s mazurkas drifts across our weary shadows, we wish we could forget each other because each’s presence reminds the others of our sufferings.

We can look at each other more closely now the tension and bloodshed seems to be going to end to see how the war has changed us. We are half-afraid to. Radek seems to take a delight in inflicting Nazi-style tortures on captured German officers and likes to talk excitedly of the impending Soviet liberation and the prospect of Communism winning over many younger partisans with the Marxist explanation of Nazism. Eva is taking an ever stronger liking to him because of his toughness and asks me why I don’t cheer up at the prospect of “Freedom” and I made the mistake of openly criticising the Communist party whose army is the hero of the moment. ‘We are winning the war, Conrad. Why don’t you sing with us like you have fought with us?’ ‘Don’t you ever think that we’ve lost as much as we have gained?’ I don’t understand you, darling! You’ve let the war get the better of you’  ‘Just because we have been through hell, do we have to believe this communist claptrap? Armies can only defeat other armies! None can ever bring a true, lasting peace!’ ‘I know how you feel: but this war has torn the veil of dreams from our eyes. This world is full of harsh conflict and this is only one, class war, wars between nations and if you let yourself soften, you will die, like Stephan is dying’, with that, she glanced, pityingly at me and Stephan.” “Come the ‘liberation’, Eva finally left me to go with Radek while I came to Paris, into exile from the new (now ‘communist’) dictators. Stephan went nowhere as he had played his funeral march before committing suicide, his hands in prayer, in the very dawn of our ‘liberation’” “And so it has finally come to pass” sighed Marie Towski, her eyes finally flooding with tears “but why oh why could he not tell me what was hurting and haunting him so? Then, it might not have come to this!”“That is what the painting does” commiserated John mutely “Alas, too late!”
A POLYPHRENIC MANIFESTO* or

“La Rage De Vivre”**

Let us always live intensely all our many lives,

so to discover all our multiple facets,

embrace the whole spectrum of our being’s rainbow,

in our experiences, as through our lives we go,

from our spiritual violet to our lust’s sensual red,

& all hues these between till we have all understood,

so many lives on one, as in many incarnations,

even if finite our series of diverse destinations;

thus we onwards progress, fulfilling many things,

so that each its treasure to our lives brings,

the King or Queen of our accumulated hoard,+

with so many friends and comrades, on our soul-ship 
                                                                aboard,

seeing each and everything as a challenging quest:

but, never taking oneself too seriously, ever willing  to
                                                                 make jest!

*Polyphrenic, or appertaining to the mental state of Polyphrenia (an extension of schitzophrenia) can be paralleled in meaning by ‘multi-facetted, multi-skilled and multi-talented, in one’s life and creativity.

+hoard, as in the Anglo-Saxon & Viking custom of gathering together the gold, silver and gems of a chieftain or great warrior in his (or her) ship to mark his/her achievement in life, on his/ her  passing to Spirit. ** La Rage de Vivre the autobiography of the Jazz Musician, Mezz Mezroe
         To the Tune of ‘Desolation Row’ by Bob Dylan

            (Elizabeth St, Cheetam Hill, Manchester, 1966)

Hang your head out of the window,

the moon shines on the tenement row,

the city sleeps, it no more breathes

its factory nostril cigarette smoke;

and down in the local all-night cafe

where I sit floating on cloud nine*

an old man stares into his tea,

composing too late valentines;

my eye’s a street where I can no more sleep

and stray dogs and dull echoes meet; 

a street walker joins in the howl, 

cheated of her body’s pay,

her tongue’s a knife of a spilled life

that cuts itself till break of day!

*i.e. – “stoned”.
                       FAITH 

Can the fish that swims in the ocean define the limits of
                                                               that ocean?

Can we oh so small humans define the Universal whole,

in which we dwell, called ‘God’ or the Cosmic Soul

or Spirit? But then why try?

For the fish is assured of the flow of the sea

and the Creator aye creative in you and in me

and as for Love or the Spirit called Christ

enough to feel their power healing all of our lives!

The rest is all peripheral interpretation,

such as can differ widely from person to person-

that is not what matters, the essence remains,

ever with & within us, whatever called by name!

                       David Allen Stringer

ONLY IN DEATH
A world of inequality

In death everything becomes equal

Beyond this sphere no great or small

Eye closed in death night falls

All form of sorrow gone

For the sun of a gun

For the son of a bitch under the sun

In death equal freedom from sorrow

The wealthy no more hallow

The poor no more borrow

No more shame

No more blame

No more fame

Stardom and obscurity the same

In the grave ego is tame

Only in death we find peace

For those who in our sorrow jest and tease

Can go ahead and do as they pleased

In death we will be at ease

When we no more hear, talk or feel

Death is a gain

When all you have in life is pain

If living is hell then maybe death heaven

If living is vain

Then death can break that chain

Of suffering and disdain

Worry not about the crocodile tears

The world will cry when you are no more on all ears

Let the living cry for their fear

Death is their fear

The death fears nothing not even fear

It is the living that has nothing to fear but fear

And the dead are better than the living

As in death, they find healing

The heaven promised from the beginning

That city of no pain or calamity

No jeopardy or poverty

Confirming life a vanity

As you go to the grave with no personal property

Living behind everything for foes and family

So, death is sweet

When you have got all the good treat

That the only remaining treat is death treat

Or when life has given you no go treat

That you thank God for bones when others have meat

Now in the grave the well fed

And the hungry all becomes the termites meat

This justice and equality is sweet.

               Oghene Abel (c) 2021

                      PEOPLE

People do the same things every day 

clinging hold of their habits like a child's blanket 

it gives them comfort to go to the same places 

say the same things and do the same things.

I watch them as they do them 

safe in the knowledge that i am sure 

They don't know I am watching them.

They can't stop themselves

their habits good or bad
Marc Carver 

Email: kronski669@yahoo.co.uk 
CENTRE FOR PURE SOUND May/June live events, live 121s, Cds + downloads, new song 

Dear all,   it was a delight to be able to deliver our work live again last week in Oborne, especially as I could the offer the sound mandala's energy/intent to the transitioning of my mother Cynthia Dawn Carter who passed over in the early hours of St. George's Day. We have more live dates in the coming month of May and through into the rest of the summer, including a return to our White Tara 2:1 Healings with Anna Howard.

Meanwhile our Beltane offering will have to be back online so that's this Sunday May 2nd: contact me on this email address to be included-at least with this form of the work distance is no object. I send the link at 1.55 and you then get as much of the 40 minute Zoom session as possible from the crystal bowl segment only of the soundbath, no need to bring you 'out' at the end, you can stay in a relaxed space then for as long as you like or need. Live event details on the website here: www.centreforpuresound.org/events
Details of our 121s 
 www.centreforpuresound.org/one-to-ones
 CDs + downloads: www.centreforpuresound.org/shop
Written publications/essays and materials of interest:

www.centreforpuresound.org/publications and of related interest my first song in 20 or so years here:  https://youtu.be/o-v-GHHpvzo
Our loved c + rozzy
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.
                        Sphynx.

Out in the desert with my great, wide eyes,

Out in the sand ‘neath the hanging skies,

Silently I cry with my hot stone lips,

Chaffing with my tail the sand from my hips.

Laughing in the gloom of the desert dusk,

The breeze from the dunes smelling sweet of musk,

Priests offer incense, and people pray,

In the golden dawning of my ancient Day.
               Serpent.

Basking in sunshine

on the hill’s greensward

a slender golden

length of shining skin.

An elegant metre
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
zigzagged dark brown;

wakened by footsteps

and my too-near tread,

you raised your bronzed head 

to defend yourself,

tongue forking wickedly,

hissing in your rage-

or perhaps in fright.

But we meant no harm,

nought for you to fear,

beautiful creature

in your coat of scales!

We found your Saxon name:

Naedre: swift gliding serpent,

glorious and fierce!
The Grey Geese. ( After Reading Yeats)
Would it tire your wings,

Grey Geese of Erin,

to fly home to her

across the churning wave

that flows betwixt you and the land

you keen for, could not die for?

Have you a roosting place

away from that green grace

that you still sigh for –

and when death comes,

as death always must,

will your souls fly

like the grey geese you are

over the isles and ocean

ever in ceaseless motion,

back to the Irish shore. 

Stretch your wings, Grey Geese.

you sons of Golden Erin,

and find your peace and 
  Gathering Gooseberries

Hands stained by carrot juice,

scratched by gooseberry thorns,

I work so quietly, 

that the shy thrush stays near;

The gooseberries –full globes of golden fruit 

on thorny branches - tempt other birds too.

Some berries I will cook

for summer sweets and fools,

others will be preserved 

for the fruit -starved winter:
but I shall leave some berries hanging there

for birds to eat, - for they must have their share!

All Nature’s bounty is around me here:

spinach and carrots, raspberries,

gooseberries and rhubarb, beans:

soon there’ll be apples, plums, hard, bitter pears

that must be stewed with honey and with wine

to make them palatable: yet the birds

eat them, and green gooseberries, raw and rare!
The Keats/Shelley Memorial House.

It was the culmination 

of many wishful years,

this visit to a house

where Shelley never came,

yet here are so many

memories of Ariel here!

Magical silence, when

the surging crowds

were silent in the Pizza below,

and I heard, as Keats did,

dying in this, his room,

supported by a friend,

water, ever his inspiration, 

dropping into the fountain

in the piazza below.

Something wet fell

on my folded hands

looking, I saw my tears;

so silent was this room, 

full of that young man,

his love, his too-young death.

Oh Shelley, will you come,

when I am dying,

to lift my soul to where

your soul now dwells!
“Here There Are No Rules”
“Here there are no rules” –which is a blessing –

I haven’t got to go on guessing

what a “modern poem” is,

to write thoughts unconnectedly;

I can be me: old-fashioned, iambic,

what I will: I can be free

to make such music as I can,

sing words out as they come to me.

There is no fence to tear, no barbed wire here

constraining what I feel and see as real;

words come bright, flowing in poetic light,

some are chaotic, unconnected,

some modest, delicate, collected;

just as they are, straight from the burning star

that guides poetic jewels – “here there are no rules.”
Words can come dropping fresh, pure, like water-

Colourless, rainbowed, clear as light flowed

to mind and heart, to be bent into art –

gently, with love – for “Here there are no rules”!!

From quotation on the front cover of Poet Tree,Vol.5.
Blessed be in the One God.

The One God dwells

in the curve of the Crescent;

in the points of the Star;

in the arms of the Cross;

in the hoop of the Ankh;

in the tusks of the Elephant.

The Sign of the One is the sign of Life; 

The Symbol of the One is the heart that loves;

The Speed of the One is the feet that visit;

The Grace of the One is the hand that serves.

The One has come to us at all times,

the One has come to us in all places;

the One has sent Prophets to all peoples

to speak to us, the children of the One

of Life, of Love, of Peace,

and to show us the Way.

Now may the blessing of the One be upon us,

And upon all whom we love,

And upon those whom we know not.

May our hearts be filled with the One Love,

may we live in Peace and in Love:

however we speak the Holy Name,

may the One bless us and keep us in Grace;

may the One Peace be upon us,

brothers and sisters in the One –

children of the One in this world.

May we all dwell together in Peace, 

and in the understanding

that allows Love for each striving soul.

In the Name of the One,

Amen.
Byron- The Portrait And The Mask.

Looking at you looking at us,

 looking sulky, posing;

who’d guess the fun in your letters,

 believe how you wrote your journals?
You, who played the “famous poet”,

 bad, mad, mysterious,

harboured kind, considerate thoughts,

 modern and robust ideas,

 made lasting friendships.

You were vibrant and amusing.

 Looking at you looking at us,

posing so sulkily – 

who’d know the good chap that you were –

fun to be with – good company!

Looking at you acting so lordly

                            and aristocratic,

Who could guess the witty, earthy

side of you – coarse as this mask!

A coarse plaster mask in which Byron attended the Venetian Carnival is on display at the Keats Shelley Memorial House, on the Spanish Steps, Rome. There was a picture of this mask  in The Times; it is very different to the aristocratic portraits!
                  Brexit.

You might have sought it

if hundreds of your kin

had died in Hitler’s camps,

Belson and Buchenwald

and others, too.

No bullets spared for children,

or gas either, heads

smashed against a wall

to kill them, saving shot,

no mercy offered them;

they were only Jews!

Yet my mother saved 

and spared all that she could 

of our small rations 

to send them to Berlin.

When asked ‘Why do you feed

those who killed your kin?’

She said ‘They are God’s children

too, and they need food

for they are hungry’

So we carried to the Post

all that we could spare -

and much that we could not.

Now I don’t care for folk

who knew that it was happening

and overlooked the smoke

of crematoria. And

still say it never happened

and think they now have won!

And so I voted Brexit.

Wouldn’t you?

I do not hate, but have

no wish to now befriend 

those who let my Kin, 

and millions more,

die horribly. Would you?

                         2018

             A Mystery

O who was I when you were you

and yet not you, and I not me!

So, for here’s a mystery,

you now are you, and I am me!

Yet once we met in ecstasy

of music and of poesie,

you not you, and I not me,

yet still we talked and argued

and found a way to read, and see

all kinds of deep philosophy -

the many different tongues of poetry.

Italian skies, so deeply blue,

shone brightly up above our roof

as there we sat, and each one knew

the truths that needed to be told –

and, for our youth, we were so old!

Now I recall how we two rode

along the sands, beside the singing surf,

and never could we have enough

of movement physical, and mentally

attuned to both our thoughts and minds.

Such deep talk and such argument

which to each others’ minds had lent

such razor sharp and cutting edge

to see our world; to see how we

could work for Freedom in our poetry.

Ah, long dead friend, now back again,
(continued over page)
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we take again the old familiar strain

of deep discussion and of company,

long nights of reading and of study

in which to build friendship and philosophy.

We are connected, soul to soul;

not one iota of humanity

is not related to both you and me

how can we then be islands?

We must be concerned for everyman,

and spare not one whit of our emotion-

but pick it up and run with it,-

nor still the motion of the heart and mind 

until the grief of all is washed away-

until equality is free to all and everywhere,

no man or woman is despised or bound

by politics or others’ blinded jealousy.

If we can show each soul how we connect,

and show them beauty in the family

of man, then wars may cease, corruption too;

torture and usury be left behind,

while the human souls, set free,

wing soft away, trailing a cloud

of joyful music, 

and the heavens sing aloud!
Sylvia Audrey Charlewood

Email: bscharlewood@btinternet.com
      Rice Field Watch

They're all saying goodbye. They will leave or rot

In the world, dust flies everywhere

At least, we're keeping 

The color of the paddy field 

The reflection of the sickles in the metallic silence

The rice bowed its head to its roots

Lower than the dust 

The life and death of all things is a self

Cultivating and harvesting

The rice rippled in the breeze is hesitating

In resisting to be a grain of

A seed that will never rust

Or be a hollowing out scarecrow

Toward the empty self

And the world, making a final farewell 

The sadness of the rice field comes from 

The shunned alone barn grass 

For five thousand years, it never bows the stubborn
                                                       head

Being the only watch in the rice field

     Flowers Bloom for the Eyes’ Sake 

The terrace of the living room is hanging in the city

With its body and desire reaching to the sky

Like blooming flowers or starlight

A new twig is the price of growth

The balcony above the head stands above the head

Just be myself in the air

Every time the presence of truth, virtue and beauty

Seems to be an adventure

With a piece of white cloud on my pillow, I will fly 
                                      straight up like a great hawk

Pushing open a window, we'll meet at the Milky Way 
                                                         every night

Seasons grows in the soil of time

Nothing grows in dreams. Dreams can eat

Only a dream, just like at night in a dream

I laugh myself awake. Lost in the dream

Like a rainbow after a rain

We devour each other's tears of parting

The falling rain or tears is a flower period

In order to meet, I fold all the waiting

I see a flower, only the flower

The flower and a pair of eyes bloom at the same time

The flower seeks the eyes in tears

When the spring breeze turns around, the flower fades
                                                                     away

The beauty cannot go beyond the wall of the fragrance

The old friend still stands by the gate in snow

The flowers and the distance have lost their hometown

On the deserted way home

The wildfire and spring breeze turned into butterflies 
                                                              long time ago

Whose fleeting glimpse, whose beautiful image in the 
                                                                        wind 

On the wound of my flesh

Leaves fragrant dust of soul

The Opposite Direction of Life

The sun carries the cross every day

Man carries his own shadow

Suffering or hope, the passers-by walk in different 
                                                            directions

A movement of light and shadow in the opposite
                                                             direction

Everything is refracted and folded over and over again

Pedestrians in the dark

Grind themselves into a light 

I admit I've been through a lot

By a kind of dark object after the reflection of insight

Like lightning ripped by the sun

The thunder and the awakening are simultaneously 
                                                         illuminated

The heart of the red furnace, boiling in the snow all
                                                          over the sky

Quenches. The flames of bronze

Are going through life and death

Ashes are a long awakening to life

Burning is the ultimate epiphany of death

The opposite direction of life is not death

But living in a different way

There is no return, only to wake up agai
        Qin Feng (Translated by ZHANG Qiong)
About the author：
Qin Feng, real name Pu Jianxiong, doctor of literature. Member of the Poetry Institute of China, Member of Sichuan Provincial Writers' Association. He has won the First Global Chinese Poetry Main Prize, the First Tianfu Literature Prize, the Great Wall Literature Prize and the Su Dongpo Literature Prize. The “Top Ten Poems Against Covid-19” held by the National Poetry and Newspaper Network Alliance and the first prize of the 6th the Poetry Festival Original Poems in Shanghai. His works have been translated into many languages and included in anthologies of poetry. He is the author of a collection of poems called “On Horizon Alone”.
                Dartmoor Dreams

There are some precious moments I have

when dwelling in Holne Cross Cottage, edging Holne

                                                                     Moor

then used to walk out to see some Dartmoor Ponies,

clustered yonder near the wide horizon;

the desire would come to meet them closely,

with an open heart and mind,

and so with love I strolled towards them,

when to my surprise they held their ground awaiting;

small than the cobs I had known in teenage years,
I felt able to embrace one or two and feel their warmth,

while slowly the Autumn airs grew cool;

anticipating my solitary visits, 

they must have somehow welcomed me in consciousness

back in my cottage, they probably invaded my dreams,

where I walked with them, glad of their simple company

enjoying the aromatic warmth of Heather, Thyme and

                                                                Lavender,

arising from the overheated earth of summer drought;

for me there were simple pleasures,
in walking with my black cat back along the starlit lane

and visit the Druid Spring,

looking back with shining eyes,

this mystic cat beckons me on towards the crystal 

                                                                spring;

here my Lord is my source and my salvation,

this ancient spring remembers all my life

and those that went before;

no doubt these Druid friends of mine,

will come before me as I dip my fingers in this healing
                                                                  water,
then to touch my forehead in a simple blessing.

Footnotes: I was made a Novice Druid by Archdruid friend, Dr Thomas Daffern (Ph.D) and he, like me, has been helping the Jain Religious Foundation, ANUVIBHA in India .

            Falcon Mind

Falcon fearlessly rising from the overheated Moor,

feels the pressure under broad-stretched wings, 
quicker than any rocket,

he soars two thousand feet in counts of five;

up there he casts a gleaming eye

over the greeny amber land,

only punctuated by steely metallic Tors
or deeply sombre valleys, where sometimes

a stream reflects a shining silver light:

does this falcon appreciate the beauty of the Moor, 

those subtle colours, wind-sculpted rocks and Tors

must be very familiar language to him,
born and bred within the wild storm, mists

and overheated days of every season;

may this falcon be my Poet,

scripting a wider, deeper view

beyond the usual minds of men,

for this could be timeless in its perception?

Yes, how I love these wildly scented winds,

caressing my shining feathers;

I’m in a state of perpetual levitation
since birth on a rocky cliff,

my life is a timeless travel over this bleak Moor

In a snow-bound winter, my best food is in the valleys,

but sometimes hard to see a vole or rabbit

hidden in the undergrowth.

Come Spring I celebrate this open book of Moor

where tasty snacks are easier to see

and to swoop down upon.
      In Praise of Planet Earth
How I need to praise the Planet Earth,
when I so intimately embrace thee,

each morning as I wash in your caressing rains,

and when each day I’m greeted by the morning sun:

and, then, when I walk out between the trees,

their tall, magnificent of presence

fills my heart and mind with music,

as the mighty wind makes music in the swishing leaves;

these are the hymns of praise that
you and I can hear now clear;
hold your conch shell to your ear

and listen to the sea whose music

is forever calling you attention:

let it flow into your mind and heart!

Do you or I have need to praise the Earth?

In these times of rapid climate change

the answer must be yes,

when our dear Planet finds it hard to breathe,

weighed down by CO2, so oxygen’s in deficit;

never before has there been greater need

to plant a tree, or seed some useful greens;
let go out now to feed dear Earth,

and so do our bit before the rising floods

and scorching heat do kill us all (cont. over page)
(continued from previous page)

This must be my cri de Coeur,

Let’s try to save us all while there’s still time!

Jeffrey Gale

 16, Whiteley Ave. Totnes TQ9 5FQ UK

Email: jeffreygale32@yahoo.com
                Homely Beauty
There is beauty to be found where least expected:
in dried blossoms clinging to bare bushes
against an autumn sky slowly dimming.
or wrinkled faces gazing at small children,
listening to their laughter and remembering.
 
I applaud the homely for its quiet elegance,
its small soft voice speaking a unique and special 
                                                                loveliness
like a cracked pitcher that belonged to a cherished aunt
or a rusted iron fence gleaming in the sunset glow.
These warm my heart and draw my eye.
 
I cherish beauty that goes unnoticed 
amidst the flash and filigree that draws the crowd.
I want to embrace the tattered and torn that form
patterns of valor against the starkness of harsh reality,
precious beauty, quiet and shy, velvet to the stroking 
                                                                hand.
  A Garden of Delight
All can be good gardeners
in the Garden of Delight,
when we tend it carefully
with loving oversight. 

The garden feeds the gardeners
and gardeners feed the world
the world nurtures the garden
as round and round we're whirled.

There is but little reason
to weep or cry dismay
for all is well and will be well
as it is seen that way.

The fragrance of the garden
rejoices every heart
and all can flourish fruitfully
as each does his/her part.

Pick up your spade and trowel 
bring seeds to plant and tend
and as they grow then you will too,
so dig and weed and bend.

The garden is a lifelong task
that one day we'll resign
when it is time to straighten up
and join with the Divine.

Until that time we'll labor on 
and do the best we can
as we play at work in the garden
and follow the master plan.

Beloved, precious garden
how glad I am to be
at work and play for every day
that's given
A Garden of Delight
All can be good gardeners
in the Garden of Delight,
when we tend it carefully
with loving oversight. 

The garden feeds the gardeners
and gardeners feed the world
the world nurtures the garden
as round and round we're whirled.

There is but little reason
to weep or cry dismay
for all is well and will be well
as it is seen that way.

The fragrance of the garden
rejoices every heart
and all can flourish fruitfully
as each does his/her part.

Pick up your spade and trowel 
bring seeds to plant and tend
and as they grow then you will too,
so dig and weed and bend.

The garden is a lifelong task
that one day we'll resign
when it is time to straighten up
and join with the Divine.

Until that time we'll labor on 
and do the best we can
as we play at work in the garden
and follow the master plan.

Beloved, precious garden
how glad I am to be
at work and play for every day
that's given here to me. 
      Abiding the Storm
Wrapped in the arms of a Loving God
I ride out the storm
and find
peace in the heart of it.

At the heart of the still point,
in the quiet place,
affirmed, encouraged, 
I rest.

Drawn into Love,
resting in Light, 
I breathe,
knowing my anchor.

In gratitude
I offer my prayer
to be those arms, 

when needed. 
               June

June is a blossoming month,

blooming, booming with burgeoning, 

bigger and bigger and more and more. 

Month of morning glories and marigolds. 

Roses rampant assault the nose

their scent fragrancing air, sharing sweetness,

hither and yon, like birdsong echoing in the garden,

like sunshine warming gardener's shoulders.

The garden glows, growing her mantle

woven of petals, bright in the long day's sun.

Glistening in the glorious morning dew

June gardens brighten heart and warm eye.
                     June (2)
June is a young woman with flowers in her hair,                      

slender daisy stems intertwine there, a wreath

that catches the sunlight and reflects it back—

little day's eyes shining their joyous gold.

June is a young lad come a' courting, 

wearing his heart on his sleeve of purple,

twining through the grass of fields

that grow tall, ready for the scythe of time

to come reduce them to stubble, under the

solstice rays that burn down with the fire

of oncoming days, when Leo roars

his challenge and the hunter readies his bow.

June is starry nights brief yet poignant

as the fireflies wink their twinkles

the songs sung in the grass by the small 

six leggeds sing summer into being.
        Summer Solstice

From high in the sky 
sun sinks slowly,
lengthening afternoons and evenings.
Time seems suspended.
Children's days are long
and full of freedom. 
For me, the dwindling has begun. 
In ripening fruit
in scent of sun warmed grasses
in insect choruses
the beginning of the end sings

               Summer Lament

The hours of summer seem all too few

no matter how long they may be.

I'm greedy for more, their golden store

is never enough for me.

But the dog days of August bark and pant,

and despite their golden light

I sigh and long for the autumn song

that sings in the fields at night. 

When the old cold time comes around again

and dark moments shorten each day,

how I long for those golden hours once more,

And forget what I wished away.
Tasha Halpert Email: tashahal@aol.com 

Heartwings says, "If you follow your heart you cannot lose your way." www.heartwingsandfriends.com
COWBOY BLUES

The range is gone

the cows are too

now citified

our options few,

So what's a poor cowboy

supposed to do

when his job is gone

and the land is too

The ranch is gone

sold off for lots

developers came

then homes popped up,

Now all we see is

malls and shops

the pasture paved

with parking lots

There used to be beauty

far as the eye could see

campfires at night

the sunsets free,

Call of the wild

nature's majesty

now all that's gone

just a memory

Cowboys get broke

like horses do

end of the trail

his days are through,

The cows came home

weren't nothin' left

the West done died

it's called progress.
David Knape

FRIEND

I am old 

as I can be

yet I weathered all

wind and rain and fire

my skin is rough as a cob

my hair is thinning 

my arms are weak

yet I still live on

seeing my children

have children

populating 

spreading joy 

I want to live another 200 years

I want to keep growing

so you can come see me

hug me

sing to me

tell me how much you love me

do not cut me

do not burn me

protect me as I stand

an icon for the ages

I hold your history in my rings

look up to me

I am Sequoia

waiting in the forest

for you to come marvel.
GHOST OF A POEM

When a thought appears

the poet scrambles 

to write it down before it vanishes

like a ghost in the night

it is fleeting 

a will-o-wisp

it has no legs to steady it

it is only a blurry image

a temporary apparition

it can fly away in an instant

so the poet knows

he has only a short time

to catch the mysterious thought 

and turn it into a poem

he must be fast

he must be able

to quickly convert that thought into words

and then have it make sense

before it disappears again

and shows up in some other

haunted mind.
FACE LOOK

My face 

is the same face I've had

all my life

until a recent episode

where they had to repair it

it has stood by me 

in sickness and health

in light and in darkness

some would say 

the darkness suits it better

having said that

this face is still my face

it belongs to me and only me

since no one else would want it

the handsomeness of it lost

through the passing of time

its pavement now potted 

with chug holes and patches

but let's face it

it has been faithful to me

all these many years

the face I am recognized by

the face that knows who I am

when it faces the mirror

it knows the truth

the driver's license photo lies.
SECOND FIDDLE

My wife is smarter than I am

I hate to admit it but

it's true

Nevertheless I try to hide 

the fact from her

I don't want to admit it 

especially in front of her

because it would take away 

any remaining pride I have left

so I bluff my way around

and act like I know what I'm talking about

even make some stuff up

if I think it will add to my stature 

or give me some standing

in this business of marriage

I am good with this 

since it gives me leeway to screw up

I give her advise but then let her make the call

that way if anything goes wrong

she gets the blame

this is the perfect situation

as far as I'm concerned

because I get out of making hard decisions

and she is happy 

being boss

she is the 1st chair trumpet

I am the second fiddle

together we make beautiful music
TRUE LOVE

Two old people survive

by taking care of one another

when one gets sick or down

one helps the other 

taking up the slack

the special thing is

sensing what the other needs

without even a conversation

knowing automatically

that there is pain or hurt

physically or mentally

sharing empathy

with small acts of caring

expressions of concern

sometimes just asking the question

how are you today

and meaning it sincerely

with true compassion

it is a good thing

because growing old is not easy

old age is not for the weak

old age is a constant battle

but it is made easier by

small acts of kindness

delivered without prompting

administered with true love.
HIGH VOLUME

Due to Covid

we are experiencing

a high volume of calls

and so it may take a while

to get to you

please stay on the line

so that we may assist you

the average wait time is

two days

some callers have expired

while waiting but 

that was not Our fault

they had weak systems

if you would like to leave

a call back number

good luck

we never call back

we are too busy

not taking calls.
WEDDING REQUIREMENTS

Do not marry a girl

unless she has a mask on

and has been vaccinated 

and has washed her hands

before holding yours

nor gone to any events

like at a wedding shower

or has grandparents 

in a nursing home

and do not say I do

unless she has a Vax passport

stating she has complied

with all the rules and regulations

and has passed inspection by a 

government health care worker

you may kiss the bride

then again maybe not

she could be a carrier

pretending to be a virgin

safety is of prime concern

what's more important

a wife

or your life?
WHEN ONE DOOR CLOSES  

When one door closes

another door closes

until all doors are closed

and we are safe within ourselves

safe from new ideas

safe from open discussion

behind walls we grow 

fat and comfortable

we think we are always right

better than others

we shut ourselves off

we develop pride and prejudices

and fall into a dark hole of hate

it's best to leave at least one door open

so fresh air can come in

and new ideas can circulate

it's good for your health 

a shut door blocks intellectual curiosity

rumors and gossip grow in darkness

sunlight is the best disinfectant

the best stimulus for thought

keep an open door-

an open mind
  SIGNS OF LIFE

With the winter freeze

the snow storm that lasted forever

temperatures in single digits

plants and trees were covered for days

buried under snow and ice

all die a bitter death

overcome by the cold

leaves turned brown and brittle

they had given up the ghost

like skeletons they stood

stark symbols of death

we assumed they were all but gone

yet when the weather warms

a miracle occurs 

they slowly come back to life

little green leaves emerge
(continued over page)
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buds push open

slowly slowly they struggle back 

returning from the dead

in what was thought impossible

the plants and trees were wise

waiting and waiting 

reluctant to take a chance

until the timing was right

the ground warmed up

and they were sure 

there would be no more freeze 

now here they grow again

undaunted

undefeated 

victoriously sprung forth 

in glorious rebirth

showing us their courage and

once again the joy of life.

D.Knape

dknape1969@yahoo.com
                        Fullness

The moon tonight is stunning.

Vivid yellow with a beautiful corona. 

She lights my garden with her spirit glow.

I imagine faery folk dancing beneath the stars.

Garlands of spring flowers hang on the branches of 
                                               trees.

They are not yet in leaf but the buds are in waiting.

In this realm of possibility anything can happen.

Unicorns, centaurs, elves and sprites,

all are here.

Pan plays his music of the green woods.

My journey between worlds fills my heart.

I cannot lay my head to sleep in the faery circle.

Nor eat nor drink if I ever wished to return.

Sometimes I am tempted to stay but not today.
Alexandria Krysinski
Email: alexkrysinski@hotmail.co.uk 

      Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing

Shuttling in Mount Five-wolves, I encounter a wolf

In sheep’s clothing walking towards me

Having been proud for a millennium, 

It still disguises himself a sheep

However, against its wish

It ends up losing itself. Along the jungle trails

It is running, on the precipices

On the boundless wilderness

In the gloomy shadows cast by the moon, it roars

Its bloodthirsty mouth once lapped the world

Deep inside its body, ice-cold blood is boiling

It gets lost, between cowardice and anemia

It picks up a legendary grass

Mountain mist is rising. With its honesty

It turns itself a sheep

After one disaster 

The tranquil mountain wilderness

Racing wild sheep, all instantly vanish

Over the land donning golden flowers, winds are blowing

Under the moonlit precipice, the waning roaring

Penetrates awake the night once filled with dreams

With its wolf motto, in sheep’s clothing

Does it still belong with the wolfs
A Slanting Dream

Move a bit, a bit more

From this side to the other

We are in the moonlight, silent

Our hearts have crossed each other

The still night

Is going through fire

Could the crazy time slow down

On the wings of winds

Alights a sort of pain

The dusk begins in the heart

Having no idea where the dividing line of love lies

It may be

Just between us standing side by side

Face to face, in the most silent way

We get at each other’s hearts 

I hear the sea raging with waves

It goes beyond the horizon

Its surging tide resounds in the darkness

Echoing in the serene breezes, and also

In the slanting dream

       Sunshine in May

Sunshine in May splashes

On the emerald branches. The whole summer

Sees me, in the tree’s way

Write down my motherland and myself

Writing down heavy sentences

In the wind, leaves are still rustling

Fluttering on and on. To the open fair five miles away

People keep rushing. My one-year-old daughter

Having thrown her toys aside, quietly

Lies in her cradle. Her breath

Sounds like grass murmuring. On the plum tree

Outside the window hang lustrous fruits

The birds plume their feathers

Wobbling, so cheerful

My Little Hometown

Uncle Li, once shouldering a hoe

Today, drives a car 

Fleeting by the gate. 
The construction team in the village

Is busy turning and repairing the slab-paved road

Brother Yang, once peddling with a horse 

Now is running a livestock farm

Buying 300 piglets yesterday

He sells 3,000 chickens today

Ms Yang’s tofu mill has now

Turned into a rural restaurant. Among the tourists

Are several blond foreigners. Just before noon

My father comes back from the city, concerned with

The decoration of his modern house

He takes out a well-wrapped picture 

Beaming with smiles

And hangs it on the wall in his study

That is a bright-colored map of China

On the map, my father and I 

Are trying to locate our little hometown

Writing Poems in the Maize Field

In the skies over my hometown

A flock of sparrows

Are flying out of autumn over the maize field 

This is the field

My father clings to for life

Last year he transferred it to the cooperation team

At the rental of 500 yuan per mu

Eventually the shadow of the maize field

Is erased from his heart

My father has spent his life

In greenness

Green maize keeps his company

Now he eventually awakens his field 

And also his dreams

My father wants to write poems in the maize field

Giving every maize plant

A warm name

With his hands

Right in the maize field

He gives wings to me

White clouds wafting in the azure sky   
Who could tell me

Besides the maize field transferred 

What else in my hometown

I could take with me

                    Quietly

Encountering a Poem

I encounter a poem

In the night, under the low eave

The meandering lane is veiled in 

Dim light, an old village 

Under the dark blue sky, on a sheet of white paper

I touch the root of every word

At such a moment, I think of my mother, her moonlit

Silvery hair, on which a drop of lucid water

Is glimmering

With her tender affection

In every grain of starlight

I search for the secret immune to time

For the distance between me and hometown

I am the sail aimed to go far away

In the depths of time, at the far ends of space

In a glass of water, I am secluded

In the thread-bound classic, no need of calling
                   The Analects

In the thread-bound classic, no need of calling cards

No dazzling titles, only two words

Opened in history, despite its low profile

It feels heavy

On a night of early winter, putting aside all weariness

I try to sort out every truth of life between the lines

From one chapter to another

Under the sinking moon, I recite The Ode of poems

                             Tasting life

You go down from generation to generation

In silence, yet known to all

You are episodes of life, collected bit by bit

Revered, admired

With your filial piety and diligence

You come, step by step

Over the vast land of China

You have grown into a towering and indomitable tree

Nights in the Mountains

Don’t speak aloud

Or you’ll stir the wild vegetables fast asleep 

With their necks slightly crooked

They are like puppies sleeping on my feet

As if leaning on the belly of the earth

Don’t move you feet

Or the grass will cry to wake the whole mountain

The dreamland of an ancient village

Will wake up in dreams

Don’t shout

Don’t murmur

For that may bring a sudden downpour 

To wet you tranquil world
Li Jinfu  (Translated by SHI Yonghao)
LI Jinfu, ethnically a Miao, is an outstanding young poet in contemporary China. He was born in Leishan, Guizhou Province in March 1984. He is a member of Chinese Writing Society, Guizhou Writers Association, director of Guizhou Youth Culture Society, chairman of Libo Writers Association, and editor-in-chief of Seven Small Arches magazine His works were published in Several journals andnewspapers. Calling”, “Planting a Field”, etc. About the translator:
SHI Yonghao, a translator, scholar and associate professor of Shandong University of Finance and Economics, full-time teacher of the MTI program, guest-editor of Rendition of International Poetry, executive-editor of the translation department of Poetry Hall (an American bilingual poetry journal). He has published hundreds of poems on journals such as Rendition of International Poetry, Poetry Hall, People’s Daily, POMEZIA-NOTIZIE (an Italian poetry journal), and some online platforms including Chinese Poetry, and Chinese Poetry Society. He has translated poetry collection THE MAD HOUSE (poems by Lali Tsipi Michaeli, Israel) and co-translated several poetry collections, which have been published in China (including Hong Kong), America and Italy.
      BLAZER

If I had known,

When that badge was sown,

So lovingly to my chest,

Just how much unrest,

One comprehensive crest,

Could unwittingly unleash,

Facsimile of the Beast,

I may have prayed,

From our humble abode,

Gods grant this simple request,

That I might be transferred,

To secondary site up the road!

Local legendary connection,

Air-strike capability weapon,

ATC get in on the act,

Hydra headed peak caps,

Earn their WW wings,

Spitting fire at memory stick meetings,

Yet something has been summoned by squeaking chalk,

Tracing scorch marks cross netball courts,

Smoking boys behind bicycle sheds,

Lunch club stubbed and left for dead,

That bone shaking clanking,

Like an outboard engine,

Cranking historic dockyard,

Too harsh for buckling chainguard,

Intermittent roar,

Throat seizing terror,

Bobbing apples at earth’s core,

Surely more than faulty boiler?

Excavating strange foundations,

Laid by unjustly stoned masons,

Reveals schematics for primordial plastics,

Ancient academy of a higher mathematics,

Algebra cadaver magics monsters which slaver,

Malevolent menagerie woven into baleful tapestry,

Biped dread in every wyvern thread,

So each emblem awaits its wearer to shred!
LUNAR TICK TALK

Rinsing flecks of fear,

Between cauliflower ears,

Boiler bag engineers,

Bleach white hemispheres,

Preparing in greed dents,

To what “well” is meant,

A bleeding nose for business,

Blown so we can be witness,

Just how sensitive their souls,

Starfish adrift in Hollywood bowls.

No tragedy worthy of charity,

Unless championed by celebrity,

Daytime TV deities,

Worshipped for mediocrity,

Pay will we to watch you weep,

Public pursed lip service to private grief,

Poised for that pause in your speech,

The tissue two tear job brings such relief!

In a mad scrum to grab lost marbles,

Try to convert this mixed message garble,

Only write from what I know,

Shed dark light inside show,

Both booth which kiosks halls of haunted mirrors,

Infinities throw strobing shapes that gibber,

Frantic finger to thumb amateur animation,

Stolen soul album tracked down compilation,

Songs rock boats a couple clicks beside river Styx,

Oars thrum tedium splinter crossed habit.

Every six I see is the devil counting on me,

To sit stationary until its time to move freely,

Each clock now turned to place face against the wall,

Ticked off children in no second chances school halls,

Arch windows wink unspoken joke at my expense,

No badge can honour a blazer which cost ten pence,

False economy sum day shall inflate the prophets,

Whose hot air preaches how we shall surely cop it,

Sanity needs no corporate sponsor or royal assent,

It is a sovereign mind independent of government!
Mark Laing

13a Ethelbert Rd. Canterbury, Kent CT1 3ND

Email: markstick@hotmail.co.uk 
Mark writies:“ Lunar Tick Talk” which concerns the many facets to our current “mental health crisis”. This is a commentary on what I perceive to be the undermining of an issue by government and the mainstream media of issues which impact on the lives of many individuals and their families.Both parties seem to be branding such experiences as simply the latest fad to ensure you are “on trend”! For those of us who have been affected personally by such matters I consider such treatment neither helpful or respectful. From my perspective hearing a few footballers sharing their feelings just doesn’t cut it! On a lighter note I offer “Blazer”. The first part of my “Cryptid Triptych”! I intend to share the second and third instalments of this epic mock heroic work over the course of the year as I fear sending the whole piece out in one go might be slightly overwhelming! A bit like the worst excesses of the Prog Rock album era!  Though I personally love Prog, I am thinking of the band YES and their “Tales of Topographic Oceans” type material! Love, peace and anarchy, 
           A Peace Dream 

Walking along the Beach at sundown

I met the colours of the Rainbow 

in the Core of Mother-Earth, 

cradle of our civilization 

Sublime ascension 

to the stars of infinity

full of glittering sunbeams

Firmament with trails 

of breathing sparkles 

dancing hieroglyphs 

Listening to the breeze 

of nocturnal song 

with blessings of Peace

Together we are strong

listening to the breeze 

of amazing gracefulness 

mirror of Love and Surrender 
A Peace wave is coming 

from the Ocean of Blossom 

Heart of hopeful Love 

Sublime ascension 

to the stars of infinity

full of glittering sunbeams

     The Labyrinth 

Pasiphae's black sapphires 

magic garland of waves 

sparkling a lot of sunbeams 

during the peace wandering 

The tragic passion of Ariadne

seduced by hero Theseus 

who abandoned her pregnant 

on the Island of Naxos 

Icarus fled away 

on his feather wings 

The full sun burnt 

his delicate wings 

The Island of Naxos 

shelter of ecstatic virgins 

escaping by ruse 

the labyrinth of Minos 

Icarus became a star 

following Ariadne's thread 

eluding the Minotaur 

gaoler of innocence

And there were shooting stars...

Poetry could help us to escape the labyrinth 

or ivory tower of non-communication

The Travel of the Moon

The moon goddess 

reaps the fruits 

of our lapis lazuli creations 

at nightfall of the sky

As the crow flies 

Aphrodite gracefully draws 

the eternal dream 

of the sleeping beauty 

The hill whispers 

winged palms 

The wind joins 

earthly symphony 

The moon unveils 

ancestral serenity

and weaves strings of pearls 

of silent words 

The green of the olives 

splits the horizon 

through the path 

of spring desire 

The Blue Mist 

Drops of water fall 

on Mother Earth 

The fog is overwhelming 

the winter landscape 

The celestial mountain 

unveils the memory 

of our ancestors 

and archaic wisdom 

Drops of water became 

an infinite veil 

extending its harmony 

over the walking rocks

The stones of the cavern 

reveal us ancient secrets

avoiding the disaster of war

by messages of peace 

The infinite blue veil 

embodies mystic dream 

abandoning haze 

of confusing fear 

The trees are dancing 

at summer symphony

engendering the red fruits 

of tender passion

Cloud Moon Dance 

To Marilyn Dammann 

The cloud perfumes 

the black page

supreme nudity 

ancestral purity 

The black moon moves

as a bird of paradise 

through the black sky 

by twilight 

This magic dance 

prays us 

by wild waltzes 

in the sleeping forest 
Eagle River 

Fairy 

dancing

the rumba 

on the Eagle River 

Mermaid 

coating 

the waves 
Liza Leyla (of Belgium)

      Farewell 

Disillusioned by fear

We created a way to say goodbye,

Which it won't be,

Not even on wings of the plane,

He won't write the departure,

They pick up suitcases in endless queue,

But they will come back,

They will keep coming back.

We parted in panic,

Already after the first meeting,

All the more we greeted each other,

There were more and more arrivals,

I'll leave while we float,

In our overstepping,

All boundaries are unserved,

I will be strong, stronger than both,

I'll leave myself whole,

In you, your heart, mind and body,

We will part without saying goodbye,

We will part without parting,

Disillusioned, panicked

On the border exceeded

Which made us unsuspected
Silence and Me

They took me yester night,

They loved silence,

They were passionate,

I had no hope,

They deceived me for a long time,

By delusion,

It was only heard,

Fast departing train,

Woman with reservation,

In the hand, as a hope

Stunned were my senses.

They took me yester night 

They vowed silence,

It was clear,

They were not longing either,

They glowed for a long time,

Blood flowed,

It was only heard,

Church bells, yes the bells,

That same woman

With faith as a source of life

Shut up, nothing more,

No idea, 

That was it, the last train.

They took me yester night, 

They left words,

Clear

Not a whisper for long,

They didn’t speak,

It was only heard.

All hope was broken,

A woman resolutely,

In complete silence,

Slammed the heavy door,

Behind her,

They stopped waiting,

With their strength,

Silence

And I with him sensed the answer.
        Wildlife

If you recreate me,

In the ancient form of me,

Fry my essence on the bonfire,

And the ashes are scattered over the wilderness,

If the beast sniffs me,

It will ennoble me with recognition,

Its essence in the burnt menu,

Won’t waste me, though

Bury me deep inside,

And it won’t tell anyone the secret,

About the forest of wild roses and thorns,

And it won’t breathe deeply.

Don’t blow me away,

Like a seed that pours out,

In softness and warmth,

As I want it to germinate somehow,

In tameness, in a nurtured pot,

At the window overlooking the wilderness,

And howled like a beast’s whisper 

In the jump...

       Passion

Your song is written with a murmur,

Drops of sweat from your skin,

In my opinion when they drip,

So it multiplies.

Air currents and kinks 

Sighs in the rhythm of chorus, 

Drums in the senses,

And roaring like waterfalls, 

Moves up whirlpools, rapid to the gorges

Through the fast rivers’ buffs,

Through the wild beasts,

It cuts and tends to get into my foot sheets,

The middle of the thighs,

He gritted his teeth,

Then permanent scars,

From my throat, a scream,

The scream of the wilderness dies down,

It stretches out, like a raging sun,

In the middle of the spring,

And dries everything

Shoals and ponds, in the depths 

And drives speedboats

On the open sea,

The waves are rise, the riders drown,

They hit the shores, narrow straits

And they swallow floods,

Sharp rocks foam,

Here is the end in the rhythm 

Of the wild call, the universe stretches,

And slides down the manuscript from sweat

It is thrown onto her knees,

Amid foam spilled on the rocks.
Marija Najthefer Popov
What a beautiful day it will be...

What a beautiful day it will be

If we can free whole the world

from borderlines

Borderlines are not created

By the God

We only we separates us

With the borderlines 

Can we create separate Sun 

For those countries 

Separated 

We classified us

In the name of castes

We classified us

In the name of religions

And we classified us

In the name of external beauty

Can we create separate moon

For those countries

Separated 

Peoples are the God of peoples

Can you find any difference

In the colour of blood

Everyone feels the need of food

In hunger

Everyone needs oxygen 

To survive 

Whole the World is my mother

My adorable mother 

You all are my brothers and sisters 

I can offer to you love only love

What a beautiful day it will be

If we can free whole the World

From borderlines.....

Achintya Krishna Sarma

Rupnagar, Swasti Path, 

House no : 5

Guwahati - 781032

Kamrup (Metro), Assam, India

E-mail Id : achintyajoon@gmail.com
Phoenix Notices
The copyright of all work contained herein remains with the authors, and we are not to be held responsible for any controversial views expressed.

The Aesthetics of the Spider 

Every net of a spider

Is a complete poem.

Every word comes with the saliva,

Keeps as much distance 

As is necessary

To catch the moth of expression.

It has the tightness

That gives rhythm to the meter.

If the net is on a tree,

The dew will shine in the morning sunlight,

Like a simile of Kalidasa.

The net hanging in the corners of rooms,

Not beautiful like the post-modern,

Swallow the moths of Reality.

The spider’s yardstick for beauty is different.

Flashy, black moths

Lend charm to her taste.

But the wings of a butterfly

Taste bad and make her throw up.

The aesthetics of a spider

Are a challenge to man’s sense of beauty?

                Their Language

They also have a language

Who are not humans.

Their tone does not have

The interruption of words.

Their rhythm does not carry

The burning blaze of grammar.

Their script is not

Sticky with selfishness.

They speak 

Through their claws

Through their wings

Through their sting

Through their moustache

Through their tail.

For instance—

The scorpion’s tail stings and says

I am very happy,

The house-fly flutters its wings and says

Oh, this is food,

The earthworm writhes on the sand

The song of rain.

The tail of the wasp,

The paw of the centipede,

The teeth of the bug,

Sing the slogan of bloody inquilab—

Writes the songs by their spit.

Ants word by word

Writes stories.

Only they have language

That is not human.

      Poetry is not iron

Poetry is not iron, 

but cuts the iron.
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
In iron there is no poetry,

but the sharpness of poetry.

The heart is connected

with the iron city ,

weaving the nest with poetry
Here the trees,

the birds also,

with the chirping with fluttering.

Here there are clouds,

mango groves, neighbors

and their secret talks—

sometimes the birds

build their nest on the electric post,

by saying ..no to the inviting branches

and scolding the coolness of shadows,

they challenge the burning sun.

There is poetry in iron,

may be something special

The frames of pictures...

I always wish to 

Fix myself 

Inside the frames of pictures,

To become friends with

The walls.

I place myself into a

Picture from the eighteenth century.

Now I have only two colors

And one pose

But no butterflies on the flowers of 

My blouse.

I walk way ahead of my time

Reaching into a twentieth century frame;

All of a sudden so many colors start jumping to me

That my first colors fade.

I don’t think that I can be a friend to the walls,

They only cross my ways.

Pictures, please wait,

Your frames are smaller than my height.
Time near to me

Today I woke up late,

Ignored the cup of tea, 
Started reading an unknown Lithuanian poet.

His poems were open, like cattle

And my words started filling the spaces between them.

Today I ignored the unclean utensils in the sink, 

Did not bother to fold the washed cloths.

I turned on the TV, changed the channels

And let my room fill with many voices.

Words took flight from my fingertips,

Fingers on the keyboard

When a poem took birth on my computer.

The time was wandering around me 

Like my tame dog.
      The poet is a waterfall

Didn’t I tell you so?

A poet is a waterfall not a lion

Then why are you terrified of me?

The waterfall doesn’t destroy dams

the waterfall doesn’t drown the cities

The waterfall brings to the cities the saga of the forests

It reminds the cities of those sounds

which their ears have long forgotten to listen

those melodies which were onerous to listen

the dark shadows spun in the light

the stories of beings who are entitled to the earth

I had indeed told so

that would drink from the forest dwellers’ 
A poet is not a lion
share of water, and become a possessor

of its own people

a poet is just a waterfall

Didn’t I tell you so?

The waterfall just calls out

and the jungle gets together

even the city comes running

the waterfall gives up its life

by merging into the river

which you throw your dirt in

The poet is just a waterfall

So why is the establishment terrified?

Why is the river silenced

The bars of the prison

can’t keep the waterfall

the wet cold floor

doesn’t free the body

but the voice of the poet

the poet is just a waterfall

my voice will reach

the womb of the earth

then it will sprout like a plant

no matter how long you put me behind bars

my voice will spread  far and wide
                        Rati Saxena 

Translated by Shelly Bhoil from Hindi)
             Haikai- The Fynn Valley 

North of Ipswich, in Suffolk, the river Fynn eventually feeds into the larger Deben estuary. Thankfully a recent successful campaign stopped a north circular road which would have had a destructive effect on the valley's largely unspoilt landscape. This sequence runs from late winter to early summer. 

The swollen river 

A deep determination

Not to be ignored. 

A night of hard frost 

Hungers the morning meadow 

With a barn owl's wings. 

The path underfoot 

Crunches and snaps while below 

Badgers are sleeping. 

Across an old lane 

A winter bright bullfinch flies. 

I wait for its mate. 

The first week of spring 

And above the stubble fields 

A lark's outpouring. 

Distant drops of sun 

On the bare woodbanks become 

Yellow celandines. 

Seen through dark branches 

Amorphous flights of jackdaws 

Tumbling in the wind. 

A bright white egret 

Huddled in tall brown stubble 

Waiting for sunshine. 

Walking this footpath 

From houses to nearby farms 

I tread on deep time. 

Sometimes it widens 

This ancient path once busy 

With loaded farm carts. 

The inn lies empty 

Weary walkers now pass by 

Thirsty weeds gather. 

On a nature walk 

Everyone talking loudly. 

They will not see much. 

Up into the sky 

Two small tortoiseshells battling 

For something unseen. 

In this tall ash tree

Near the top of a steep hill 

Two little owls watch. 

Cutting through woodland 

The branch line has no fast trains 

And badgers remain. 

Pregnant piebald ewes 

Their creamy roundness studded 

With clinging burdocks. 

Three thoughtless people 

Walking through a field of sheep 

Their dogs off the lead. 
Two buzzards calling 

Circling in close courtship flight 

Summer on their wings. 

Watch sudden ripples 

Stand still and hopefully see 

A rare water vole. 

White butterflies feed 

On damp mud's rich minerals 

At the water's edge. 

Fresh spraints by the bridge 

Marking the recent passing 

Of a lone otter. 

Sudden kingfisher 

Plumage rainbow radiant 

As it arrows past. 

A yellow carpet 

Along the sunlit May lane's 

Fallen maple seeds. 

On top of a log 

The fox rests in warm sunshine 

But is still watching. 

In the old shelter 

Not waiting for the late bus 

Hungry young swallows. 

Two fluffy brown birds 

Land on the metal field gate 

Bubbling with new life. 

Close to the footpath 

Defined tracks and passageways 

From the badger sett. 

That soft purring call 

The essence of long hot days 

From one turtle dove. 

Across shining rails 

Where slow trains pass twice an hour 

Fox cubs are playing. 

Then suddenly back 

Into nearby deep cover 

Hearing vibrations. 

Now it is twilight 

And the woods are still at last 

As badgers appear. 

Deep within darkness 

Nightingales sing mysteries 

That have no answers. 

Richard Stewart.

'Valezina', 112, Westerfield Road, Ipswich, IP4 2 XW. Email: rgsvalezina@hotmail.co.uk
PSALM FOR THE EXILED  
They razed its walls to the ground, 
scattered the ashes in the desert,
but their prisoners, strung on chains,
did survive Titus and Rome.
And among the unarmed legions
a victorious psalm rose to the heavens:
“Tomorrow by your walls, Jerusalem”…
Exiled father transmitted it
to son, tribe to tribe,
like a secret inherited stamp
branded on their forehead, and the vow
winged its way day by day,
to the four corners of the Earth:
“Tomorrow by your walls, Jerusalem”…
Centuries passed, in the squares
 of delirious ideas and ghettoes
they raised strong walls with their bodies
and said it throughout two thousand years, 
like those possessed …
And the ancient supplication came true,
by your victorious walls, Jerusalem.

You too, repeat ceaselessly, as they did,
to your son, grandchild, unyielding,
this psalm of the exiled which will give you
 an aim, and tomorrow a homeland.
As a weapon, insist with your companions,
say it to yourself, let your mouth shout it:
“Tomorrow by your walls, Hungary
       THREE FOUR-LINERS

With every poem I become poorer                
And richer for having given.                         
An unknown voice sings my poem,
I only pass on its words  .                                      
     *                             
We are all postmen:                                      
We carry and distribute to every nation          
Faithfully, what we have been entrusted with:         
A people's Charter of Liberation.                                              *                                                                    
Windblown seed, you hold the dream of forests, 
 In your petal-body humanity lies,                   

With thousand roots you grow in solitude,      

Your branches sweep the canopy of skies.       

 
WITNESSES FOR THE DEFENSE                           
Condemned  “in the name of the people “,
I never asked to be acquitted.
Revenge and accusations of false witnesses
threw me into prison and almost into death,
but I do not regret the early loss 
of the best years of my youth.
Decades have wiped off the fists 
of guards from my aching face.
The walls of my cell were illuminated
by October with the bouquet of ten brilliant days,
and shadows to whom I did not say goodbye
- in the Farkasret cemetery.*
Disinherited of the house of my birth,
I guard my homeland inside me,
living at home though exiled,
hoping although without hope.
Expecting an echo in the deaf silence,
I have spoken and now I know:  not in vain!
Years rushed by, a quarter of a century,
and the witnesses for my defense found me.
They speak up in the trial of the age,
they are the ones to exonerate me.
They vindicate me for the future,
through them tomorrow will absolve me.  
                        March 1982
Tibor Tollas

(Translated by Livia Varju)
*The Hungarian revolution of 1956 was victorious for ten glorious days, then the Russian tanks arrived and crushed the uprising.  Many of the freedom fighters were buried at the Budapest Farkasret cemetery, without coffins, naked, face down in the soil. Tibor Tollas was absolved at long last, after 1990, when the Soviets left Hungary and communism ended.  A Tribunal declared him innocent.  The nine terrible years in the worst prisons of the country were unjust.  A book was published about this great event.  
Out of The Arms Of Autumn

‘In An Ideal World’ is juvenile

… this ‘Life’ is Fluid not Static.

We are walking along ‘Corridors’

between ‘Chapters’

when not actually inside of them.

‘Alone’ is where you declutter 

and process the ‘Knots’

back out into Straight Lines.

I never Distract from Darkness,

there is a Depth to Learn there,

providing you remember to Leave

in between the different Lessons.

To remain in a Contented State,

is as useless to your Soul

as a perpetual Cloak of Depression.

The Mundane and the Monotonous

are your Real Enemies…

they’ll sap the Life 

right out from your eager Bones.

You cannot Love truly 

without both Gamble and Pain

… to Deny yourself Experience

is to become a self-made Prisoner

Blind to all incoming Opportunity.

It is Impossible to Step

out of the Arms of Autumn…

straight into the Heart of Spring

… there is always a Wintertime,
       On Point

She sweats through Focus,

streamlined [Mentally]

… it’s all Pain and Strain,

until Final RUSH

around obstacles to Target.

She licks her lips, swiftly

… when Inner-Strength

takes Control and Guides…

the Body merely becomes

a Bayonet to the Gun.

All Fortitude, Resilience, 

Stamina… and 

Lightning Strike Impact!

Fluid and Versatile

… Exact ‘Moves’

scalpel Bends and Arches

into unfollowable Patterns.

Energy and Self-Sacrifice

… forget the ‘World’,

it’s one more time 

for Yourself

… Faster, Better,

and more Powerful…

a Step closer to Perfection

and the Glory of End Game.
                    Ta-Da!!!

The vacuum [low] beneath Euphoria

… coils a painful-silence,

ignored by the upward ruSH.

Both the ‘Long Way Around’ 
and the ‘Shortest Route’

lead to the same transitional Step

where possibility becomes Fact

… the moment it is breached.

How you get to where you’re going,

is sometimes just as important

as the eventual outcome/destination.

I stopped the aggression

by hissing the word “Tantric”

… completely without feeling.

We spend three hours every week

where we abandon ‘Decisions’,

‘Caution’ and ‘Defensiveness’

… we ‘Open’ and ‘Surrender’

to a mutual, inner-bathing

… words clumsy-it ridiculous.

And still, I will ‘Bend’ around

Impossibilities… whilst ‘Weaving’

through the Future… with a Flourish!
  The Fraction House

I do not know how it feels

to be ‘complete’, ‘sated’, 

‘full-up’ or ‘satisfied’.

How ‘passionate’ can I get?

I’m not quite sure yet…

maybe I’ll discover 

some strange, magical day?

I see ‘pleasing’ smiles

rather than ‘contented’ ones

… we’re not exactly ‘fake’

in this block of bedsits…

just ‘unsure’ of ourselves.

The man who lives opposite

in the Council house alone

… rules this entire street,

yet, isn’t even aware of it.

Apart from “Good morning”

or a “It’s a nice evening”…

he doesn’t speak to anyone.

Completely self-contained,

and seems to want or need

nothing from anyone at all.

Rumour has it that he once

went to Prison, years ago,

for standing up for himself.

We all watch, when we can

… hoping to learn

a new, surer way of walking.

Paul Tristram
1, Hunkin Close, Truro, Cornwall TR1 
Email: Email: craddlegap@hotmail.com
Wishing You Well
Though, I know,
it's hard to believe sometimes

But

You are behaving the way
Water flows.

Sometimes

it can feel like
you're cascading against
The Shore.

And others:
but gentle, soothing
swells.

And others,
but trying to
squeeze out
a single drop.

Yet,
no matter what.
you are always
heeding

Nature's Call.
Scott Vanya

When you become a recluse
Almost across the board,
the first thing to go
is the notion
that
you need to cut your hair. 

Second, by and large, is you
adopt an air of
laissez-faire.

Counter tops, bathrooms,
toilets
just don't seem so important.

And clean clothes
become
"optional".

Phone-calls: abhorrent;
Letter-writing: redundant;
Swearing: banal;
and
Staring off in-
to Space or your
navel: sublime.

The rigor you once applied
to taking out the refuse
or dish-cleaning
is
put behind you.

Yet, to the fore comes:

Being here.
Being now.
Being benevolent to
every moment or
bit of karma that
bumps up
against you.

Whether ‘tis the path for
everyone
can't be said.

Yet, those who do
go that way,
more often than not
return to say:

"Yes.
Yes, there Is a better way.

There is a better way,
than what you've been practising as
The Everyday."

Thus, when you spy someone
smell a rose or just the air,

take their time with smiling,
or roll their words around on
their tongues
before they speak them

guffawing "too loudly"
gesticulating "too wildly"
or
bowing deeper than
you've
ever seen before

rest assured

(calmly
quietly
at ease)

knowing that One Day

they took 'that long foray'

out into

The Field of Recluse
Love Song

Letting the Sun

within my mind
and
the Earth within my Heart
unite as one within my Lungs
The Bird
flies free
Life Lesson
When it comes to
directing our lives,

Conscience and Love are
merely stewards, while
the real
king and queen are
Pain and Pleasure.

If you happen to find yourself thinking "Nobody cares about me but those I know"

Rest assured
There are those that do.
And I will speak for them.

You are more important to me
than Life itself.

In so much, as
without you,
what else is there to Truly care about?

The Other One.

You are why flowers bloom,
birds sing, and the
Sun and Moon rise and set::

To continue on.

You are the jewel in the heart of
so many
you will never meet.

Face-to-face,
Hand-to-hand,
Palm-to-cheek.

Your dreams
are your gift to me,
to my neighbor,
to those sick in bed,
and those too tired to get up.

Yes.

You do matter.
You Are cared about,
by many other,
lonesome strangers.

Turn away from That.
That thought that
you matter to no one.

For as they gush through me,
they cover you in
The Most Comforting of Blankets:

"The love of another one
we will never, ever meet."

Your breaths are like
sustenance to The Wind.

Giving meaning.
Giving strength.
Giving resolve and
dispersing all doubt.

You ARE cared about
by others
besides those you know.

For The Gift
of Life,
of Love,
of Eternity
has been bestowed upon you as well:

"You have it in your power to help someone".  

      Looking Back

Given the toll
 Time has taken
 on my body,
 I question:

"Would I give up
 all that
 the years
 have taught me
 to be strong
 and vigorous  again?"

"No" I immediately reply.

"I would not
 go back.

 For The Wisdom,
 those years
 brought me
 has been
 more golden
 than any
 Youth
 e'er did   offer.
So I will keep
 my knowledge and
 my peace,
 and contentedly
 ne'er be young  again." 

   Until such time
I miss getting lost in a crowd

Or sitting on the floor of
a used-bookstore
looking thru CDs,

as all the voices
bubble up around me.

Or the way
another person's arms
used to feel
wrapped around me,

my heart and theirs
beating together
between our chests.

A thoroughly-tested vaccine
will come.

Though how many more
must die before then
is unknown.

How many more
touched hands
gone undone;

How many kisses
gentled grown from cheeks,

How many hands, faces,
arms clasped and backs patted

un-done...

unknown.

But the day will come.

When I/we can get lost in a crowd,
again!

Can pull our cart up
Just Behind someone else's

and break into a
raucous laugh about how

We DID overcome!
We DID in
deed, thought, and action

Overcome all that Mother Nature
meted out!

Until that time, when I can
bump up against you,
say "Excuse Me" out loud(!) and
without mask nor kerchief,

when I can cough and not be
embarassed,

I'll just write poems about it

and pretend

it is my breath(!)
against your face
that speaks

not voiceless,
handless words
written.

#
We WILL overcome.

Hang on! Hang on!

Hang on!
Scott Vanya

Personages of Spring and Autumn Period 

Spring and Autumn Period approaches the platform of
                                                                   history

From the campus window of the seventh period of class
Hoof-beats are heard

Duke Qihuang is with the surname of Jiang and given name of Xiao Bai

To fly toward a star in darkness

The tragedy of history is some hidden weapon

Like the selfish people for money

Try to suffocate the beautiful spirit

And the arrow of Guan Zhong

For a bronze button to open

The wonderful inside story of Spring and Autumn

The most intelligent people

At the critical moment play feign madness or

Disappear

       Xiao Bai feign death

Xiao Bai pursues his journey day and night

Eventually to be

The most fair fruit of fruits

The far-sighted person has recommended Guan Zhong

Has recommended the other side of

The bronze button

It is the landscape in the insightful eye of Spring and 
                                                            Autumn Period

That has blown the blossoms

Of modern campus

The Sorrowful Winter Night

Like a shadow, vast, lonely, in search of self

The forest of time distances

The seashore and the villa, the appearance of 
                                                   personages

The accidental movement, words

Like the sheathed knife on the wall

The last scene, how imposing, the unsheathed knife

Pirandello, a great playwright

Makes an anatomy of the stage of life and plays

How profound! The subtext of thought

Is shivering on the tree branches of winter night

Storied buildings, sea, sail, pain

And the test which cannot escape

Whistling to illumine tonight, to tell us

How lonely it is to be unable to find self

And what is true is transitory

Self is contained within
The Sea and Yongchun Road

The slender trees cast green shadows

By the sea

Crashing waves

Are waiting for the sunlight to go through

Footprints on the beach, another unknown sea

Seagulls fly to and fro

Attempting to cross its depth

Go upward or you will not get to Yongchun Road

Here all paths lead to the spring

Even a one-legged man with a walking stick

Can pace along steadily

(Nov. 23，2018，Gulangyu Island)
     Changes

The train has gone on for over ten minutes

Mount Tai slightly shifts itself

Mount Tai flashes by

Like a big bird
      It Gets Colder

Several gray chirps of birds

These are the sounds of the snow

Clearing away your viruses 

It gets colder

Until warm hearts get tranquil beauty in the icy cold

Until heaviness stops flying

It and the winter-sweet stare at each other

With the intertwined roots under the frozen soil

It shakes hands friendly again
      Memories

Vast and quiet, the Xishuangbanna hills

Under the moon

On the lea, the Dai lasses and educated youths

An open-air movie night

Compared with Walden, the later history is 

Tranquiler

Birds chirp amidst the rustling bamboos

The rainy-season islet in the middle of the river

Boats paddled through the torrents Torches getting to Mount Sanda

People’s shadows gently swaying 

In the winds from seven thousand miles away

Phoenix flowers bordering the lea, a stream

Gurgling through the dell Roaring returning tractors 

The moon and stars hang high, big and bright

Thin shadows wearing long hairs

Roses at dawn 

Dancing in the new fields 

Over the unreturnable mountain paths Beast roars echoing 

At dusk, motorcycles quivering

In the storm of letters

Chatting of kinfolk rising with the twilight

Stir-fried noodles, and canned pork

Glistening in the dim dell

Long letters being written, yearning

In the woods, strolling to and fro

May 4，2017
              Texas in my Mind

I hadn’t driven with care and now my car needed a 
                                                       repair 
Time and date arranged use the motorway not wanting             to be late  

Reminded me of driving along a Texas interstate  
Not knowing there would be more reminders to come 
                                                         and them some 
Car dropped off and so I wasn’t static,  
I got a courtesy car, it was an automatic 
No problems soon I was away, having driven one often 
                                                                    in the USA 
Found a country music station, like the ones in the 
                                                   American nation 
It sure takes me back of memories there’s no lack 
Like an early morning drive on Interstate-35 
It’s playing an’ I’m thinkin’ of an early mornin’ run,
                                                              rain or sun 
An’ I’ve some volunteering to do at Austin Wildlife
                                                              Rescue 

Really help the journey pass, real fine as I drive along
                                                                   the 969 
It’s playin’ again an’ I’m back headin’ West  
To Lamesa an’ my friends for the annual Earth Day
                                                                        Fest 
Wherever I was goin’ I had country music flowin’  
There was no lack as I went to the Rio Grande Valley
                                                             and back 
On it I could depend to cheer me up no end 
Songs about life in bygone times inspiring my rhymes 
Driving back to hand the car in, it was still playin’ an’ I 
                                                                       thought 
It was like at the end of a tour driving back to the 
                                                                    airport 
Sad it was to be no more but it was nice though to find, 
If only for a couple of days I was back in Texas in my 
                                                                        mind 
© Trev the Road Poet the day I handed the car back
Trevor Wainwright

Email: trev_wy@hotmail.com 
ADVICE TO A YOUNG POET
Live for the present
the past is a ghost riding
an empty freight train
sing like a hammer sings to a nail
tread softly thru the night where dreams
lay like land mines
ready to explode on the tattooed dawn
run barefoot with children in the park
listen to the sound of their breath
drown in the innocence of their eyes
ignore your enemies 
false prophets drowning in quicksand
wrap your head in a song bag
lock your ego in the clothes closet
wear the eyes of an owl
write words soft as chalk
not like academic careful poets
in love with the business of poetry
strip the flesh to the marrow
light up the sky like a million fireflies
on the way to mate with the sun
A.D.Winans (San Francisco)

Email: slowdancer2006@netzero.com
A Train of Fantasy (group poems)

From behind a half-open ticket window 

A hand with no warmth

Hands out a number marker of Destiny 

Standing, sitting, lying on front or on back 

Is never up to me

The train now speeds up, now slows down

So fast that flowers bloom and instantly fade 

So slow that on the journey the passengers’ hair and beard turn hoary

Some travel alone, some travel accompanied 

Some stick around, some part company as strangers

Upon waking up from my dream, I only remember the conductor’s 

Whisper in my ear:

Life is—

Myriads of get-togethers

Followed by myriads of

Good-byes

Imprisonment

The so-called freedom

Is nothing but

A momentary

Illusion

When you look up into the sky

Upon jumping 

Out of a small circle 

Into a bigger one

Grief is a Luxury 

After listening to 

Tchaikovsky’s

Pathétique Symphony 

I open my widow

Only to see beneath a street lamp 

A snow-white flock

Of ingenuous lambs

Are being whipped 

To hasten towards

A quiet

Slaughter house 

Across the street

Hitler

A conflagration swept from the west to the east

From the south to the north

Scorching the earth for seven years

Killing 90 million 

A single sparkle 

Tends to be blown out by a waft of breeze

But sometimes, the sparkle happens to fall onto a powder keg

And thus empowered to transform, or even—

Destroy the whole World  
Yi Nong

      In the Grand Hall of Sakyamuni

Amid the curling smoke of burning incense 

Amid the murmurs of chanting sutras

The general kneels down, so does the convict 

The beggar kneels down, so does the thief

The whore kneels down, so does the hawker

Even the emperor and his ministers kneel down too

While kneeling down amid the crowd 

I have an epiphany: the greatness of Buddha

Lies not in that He is beyond the multitudes

But in that He never divides 

Those praying for blessings and those repenting 

Into general, convict, thief

Whore, hawker

Or king
               Gods

From the south to the north

From the Occident to the Orient

Scattered on the earth, there are innumerous

Vaulted, or flat-ceilinged

Red, brown or white

Big or small, new 

Or old temples, churches or mosques 

That house one God or Gods

Who’d with great patience teach us—

These restless sparrows gazing around

How to perch quietly 

And leisurely

Upon the twig of Fate

That keeps swaying 

Now up and down, now to and fro

 Transmigration

I want to be restful

But the wind is restless

I just want to grow

More leaves 

Later I discover, one leaf the less 

The more relaxed I should feel

And after a whole season of losing leaves

I should grow up a little bit

But why do I 

Have countless 

Leaves 

To lose?

  The Axe

With sinews severed

Bones broken and bark peeled 

Some blocks of wood should conspire with man

To fell 

Their kin who are

Still standing 

Yi Nong

(Translated by Wang Changling)
About the Author:

Yi Nong, pen name of Tao Shixiong, born in the 1970’s, is an outstanding poet in contemporary China. He is a member of Ningxia Writers Association, a director of Yinchuan Writers Association, a member of Suzhou Writers Association as well as a member of The Poetry Institute of China. Since his sophomore year of college, Yi Nong has embarked on the journey of poetry creation and publication on provincial-level journals. Altogether, he has about one thousand poems published at home and abroad in various newspapers, magazines and on new media platforms; some of his masterpieces find their way to scores of poem selections on both provincial and national levels. He edits and publishes Nongovernmental Selection of Chinese Good Poems of 2016 and Nongovernmental Selection of Chinese Good Poems of 2017. He has won literary awards in Ningxia Hui Autonomous Region, Yinchuan City and Zhangjiagang City. 2016 found him a winner of National Lu Li Poetry Award.Yi Nong has published two anthologies of poetry: Crow’s Feet and Stone in the Flow of Time, both entering the “Digital database of Chinese writers’ literary works”.
Comment by David Allen Stringer: Indeed, as “Art” many of these poems we get sent from China  I find to be very sage and beautiful, and so include them as ‘poetry’ but cannot resist to express my observation that in a country otherwise known for is fascistic oppression of most ‘freedom of expression’, there seems appears to be an almost surreal & rigid compartmentalisation between areas where such freedom is ‘allowed’ & ‘where it is forbidden’, the golden rule of which seems to be that if you ‘keep your nose clean’ i.e. never actually criticise the authorities (as An Wei Wei dared do) you will be rewarded with many plaudits in exchange. This is not dissimilar to how it was, in Soviet Literature, under Stalin in the 1930’s, with many works of great merit, but of a more dreamlike or sci-fi nature! 

BIRD SONG (UNRELIABLE WITNESSES)
WILLOW DIPS IN RIVER (Old Loves)

    THIS TREE HOLDS ME!

(Crucifix)

    FLOWER SHOP

Price tags. Ripped off.

GYM SHOES /TELEPHONE LINES

(Nostalgia)

.......DROPPED A LINE(PICKED UP TIME)

COMPUTER SITTING/WAISTLINE EXPANDING

Sedentary moon.

       GAPS BETWEEN US

(Bandaged Conversation)

...............EMPTINESS FILLS UP 

(Where gravity leaves..

OPENED THE WINDOWS.RELEASED MY PASTS..

Dust.

INSIDE-GOLDEN TEMPLES-JADE KNIVES

Your heart.

HER FLUTES STOLE MY SOUL SONG

(Holes for fingers calling)

YOUR THOUGHTS ARE STARS

Historic.
WHATEVER IT IS, WILL CHANGE
YOU ARE MADE OF GARDENS.

So you legalize all weeds

but the crabgrass and the chokers

Guilt and St. Augustine..

YOU ARE MADE FOR SUNSHINE

But you spin by the moon-Ariadne

in the shadows calls to you(Snake and lizard ,too..

YOU CAME FROM THE HEAVENS

So you wish to return

'You burn like stars did once You shine..

CONNECTED-TO SUN ,MOON,STARS

All elements call your name 
They are as glass as your transparencies

STAY CLEAR,CONSCIOUS,CONNECTED 

All call your secret name

YOU BEGIN AGAIN

Change your Dreams!
       ARROWS FOR SAN SEBASTIAN
1.Boxed meditations. Momentary attention . Flickers. Distracted. Oops...
2.              RUSSIA
Your eyes both give and absorb light
Your ears are coracles/auricles/oracles
Your lips/legs=portals
Your mind much more than computer
Singly, none of these are complete systems
Collectively, you are more than these
We must live together!
3.      AMULET PROTECTION
To wish umbrella in storm clouds
while wetted/soaked
To be charmed as a spell
while whirlwinds of contradictions
Speak spell synchronicities
(silences compound cuttingly
forming scrawled notes in blizzards)
Wind driven slush beliefs
proven error posthumously
4. Stillness before/during/after
Between=we rush into silences
5.Waves of breath/ride through moments
Dump us on memory shores
where we must change.
6   CONSCRIPTION
The President of Blood commands all young
to offer them only for foreign lands
When they come home/they import desert eyes/terrorist
                                                                   sleep
His dreams are sweet/he is protected/by the death of 
                                                                    youth
He grows gray/by blood offerings/Dorian Gray
Tithed /ad infinitum...
7.   CRY ,SOLDIER(tattooed &drunk)
All bright the passing /clouds artillery clumps
8.    EGYPT
Eye dreamed you were a god who had strange powers
Eye watched you perform miracles for the mobs
Then they hung you up."TOO MUCH LIGHT!"they complained
Gossip in the villages-"Another god is being born(again...
9.BOOKS ARE SO SILENT. They sit like juries on the shelf
Sedentary so long, they all have diabetes..
10.Skin is not smooth. It sings touch. Aura glow bananas. Peel me!
Selectively editing/so a slant of sun ray

     HAPPINESS IN FORGETFULNESS

is a fog of abandoned love(dispelled

and a moment's solitary =a gift from unknown gods

My burglar poet drunk said he survived prison

by treating it as a monastery/to learn from inmates

When bird novel despaired @long flying distances 
                                                 among strangers

I shared this metaphor of life-now we travel among
                                      those we do not know

Advice a blessing-a wish for another's survival-free as
                              clothes/expensive as perfume

Whether we wish or no-we will forget AND BE 
                                            FORGOTTEN

Thus the need for clothes, perfume, stories, chocolates

We know they will die in time-or be broken

We tend to forget they are us

I take all advice from strangers

and hand some back 

Carte Blanche!
HAPPINESS IN REMEMBERING
morning birds, unconscious of eyes

chirp and chirrup song cycles

afternoon sounds another session

evening more dolorous & somber

if their signals fluctuate sunshine

are they emotional weathers?

You rise, with heart of bird

mix in the blood of word

stir emotionally

present past pastiche 

contemporaneously

Momentary bubble tea

whistling kettles

Slow ceremony

sip-aah!

teacup clink

bird china!
Thom World Poet

GEOMANCY, LEYLINES & PISKIES

SUCH A TINY WORLD -TO FIT SO MANY                MAGICKS!

Beaches where waves crashed ships, and pirates
                                                         salvaged

Coves and caves with smuggling histories back to
                                        Romans and beyond

Small green spaces where small stone circles avoid 
                                   farmers straight line rows

Moors and fields where ponies graze and springs and [             wells work miracles

Everything in miniature-closed mines, redundant 
                                       factories, past failures

and still Festivals, Villages, Boats and Art/still writers 
                                                   and sculptors creating

Bright warm sunny waters where surfers challenge 
                                                                waves

Water beneath ,around and flowing always. One
                                         imagines Merlin/Arthur

little Jesus with Joseph of Arimathea-pilgrims leaving
                                                                     legends

like every ribbon wish on every wishing well.Here is where one goes to heal

Cornwall -story stones piled upon Cot Beach-each one larger than another

All of them calling to us in our dreams-like the waves /little /large

Returning, retreating -just like we..when we 
                                      visit..wave..waves..away...
       Sacred Incarnation of A Smile

Among the ruins/of temples and of empires

Sand, stone, earth, gardens..

Bees exist for more than making honey

We exist for more than making.....

Despots or dissidents? Authority or democracy/

All we are saying-"trains run on time'

Half our world still darkness and old dreams

dies by daylight in interrogatory sunlight questioning

Our only Earth is not ours-only borrowed furrows

for food and burial of our waste, ash and bones.

Perfection is a story told to young ears

so they might forgive their ancestors

Example teaches us more what not to do

than any brilliant idea built to brighten

First look forgotten-but ah!

First impressions...

Reason seeks Evidence

Senses deny ideas

Music has become as invisible

as Muse, and love

Wisdom is a story saved for elders

who learned that innocence is not enough

Anthropomorphism allowed Disney

to censor Grimm sex and violence

Freedom is a slavery to ideas

that freedom will annul all fears

Solitude begins a path

both into and out of self.

Old age awaits all who ,gauntleted

must live with memories of those gone

Mountain? or strip mining?

River? or fracking? Life ?or ....

Dreams, visions, epiphanies

Wash the dishes!

Listening with pockets empty

to carry away all portable ideas..

Sea reminds me of depth and movement

River of dams  and dogs

Seized and made into love

Bandit moon!

Hearing you sing

cleared the room of my art

Eye owe you for listening

for reading, imbibing and ignoring

Unknown is our largest Empire

every thing devolves there

New shapes and forms awaken Aristotle

and put sweet Socrates to sleep

Prophecy nets the future-

eye foretell the past!

Habit is my hero!

when eye forget ,she reminds me to repeat

Those who do not need a Caesar

may settle for a Brutus

Courage is the movement

allowing change 

Philosophy is an eye witness

at the death of stars

To wing is one thing-

to wear feathered plumage another
Thom World Poet 

worldpoet@rocketmail.com
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