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BIOGRAPHY

I was born in 1944 and raised in South Yorkshire mining villages, my father a school teacher, in a Methodist Christian family. I was first inspired to writing poetry, at the age of nine, by a vintage copy of Palgrave’s Golden Treasury of Verse, inherited from my welsh grandmother, a chapel organist.

Alas, much of my “juvenilia” got lost when I “misplaced” the notebook in which they were written, in London, at 18! Initially educated at Woodhouse Grammar School, my earlier career ambitions and option were either to become a concert pianist, to go on from school to Art College or to train for the Methodist Ministry (like my theologian  aunts and uncles). However, all this went out of the window, when, at the age of 14, my father moved us, for his job promotion, lock, stock and barrel, down to Fowey, with which he had fallen in love, while on weekend leave, from Devon Port naval base, as a merchant seaman in World War II. While my moving to Fowey was not a matter of my choice, as it, sort of, “happened to me”: however I embraced the new experience whole-heartedly and made the most of it, to discover the pleasures of working outdoors on farms in the Summer and exploring wild nature in this green land, putting down fresh roots, having lost my old ones, though not without cherishing that old world.

Having enjoyed being educated at the small, family-like, alas no more, Fowey Grammar School, at 18, I joined the diaspora of most young school leavers, beyond Cornwall, either for further education or seeking work and went initially to London University (School of Oriental & African Studies), dropping out when I realised that the academia was not my cup of tea, and ended up as a semi-skilled labourer for a Paddington building company (for the sake of the money to enjoy London –theatres, cinema,  music clubs, art-galleries and museums ) : but, ever since, kept on coming back to Fowey (which draws like a magnet) whenever and for as long as I could. It was in London that I embraced radical, libertarian and anti-war politics, which replaced my youthful religious callings, though it never effaced my root faith.

Moving to Manchester from London for work, instead, at the age of 20, I discovered the grassroots folk, rock, blues and jazz club scene there and very soon became a performance poet, folk, jazz, blues and rock singer/song writer, (becoming the entertainments manager of a cellar club) which was to stay with me, later off and on, till into the 1980’s, after I left Manchester, after five years, in search of a more holistic life and rural harmony in 1968, starting off in Shropshire. Besides this Cornish collection, I have a veritable cornucopia of other work, not to be touched on here, as being largely on “urban” and other themes. It was not viable to return yet to Fowey, due to the shortage of work down here, so, instead I went back up North, to work first in Halifax, and finally Leeds, Yorkshire, where many opportunities blossomed (along with poetry), these being, first , as a commissioning painter, then the manager of a voluntary social help and advice and drop-in centre and finally a mature student in film, theatre, radio and television at Bradford Regional College of Art. I knew I could only finally return to Fowey for keeps and live well was to first raise the Capital to set up in my own (horticultural) business, which goal I had achieved by 1975, whether or not that was with a partner or on my own. The latter proved to be the case, Thus, I ended up “home”, here, in 1975 and by 1977, was involved with our own successful food, herbs & tree nursery, with a local small-holder lady, on rented land, This lasted till 1983, when her fortunes change for the worse. All this work (together with estate/ farm contracting & private gardening) left little time for poetry, which did not matter, at the time, as I so loved this direct interaction with the Earth.

Between 1981 & 83, everything went badly for my dreams, financially and otherwise, here and I was obliged, yet again, to “emigrate” in search of work, back to the industrial world. It was “Paradise Lost” yet again, ending up back in Leeds, as the area where had been raised as a child, was collapsing and dying, with the progressive closure of the coal-mines and steel-works during the 1980’s. This proved to be a case of “an ill wind that blows no good”, as in Leeds I had the good fortune to meet and my current wife in 1985 (likewise an amateur thespian) and in 1989, we pooled our resources, sold a house and bought our precious four acres of land by St Veep, across the river from Fowey. “Paradise” this time, was finally regained, for keeps, which contentment and joy is reflected in post 1990 Cornish poems, even if Fowey, now, sadly, people-wise, the had become no longer the same place as it had been in my earlier years, as the “youth diaspora/brain drain” continues as ever before, We  have had the joy of recreating a wild-like sanctuary woodland, on our land, infinitely more precious than a myriad poems, as being part of creative Nature goes far beyond its contemplation & observation! These poems & songs are, as much as possible, in chronological order of composition.  You might say Fowey, for me, had become the Ithaca of an adventurous, wandering Ulysses or the home haven of a local venturing merchant ship that voyages far overseas in search of its treasure! From early in the 1990’s, we became members of and healer- participants in the New Age/Christian Spiritualist Church of the Holy Spirit in St Austell, while, since 1993, I have been the coordinator of an international peace, social & economic justice and ecology visions & news sharing network, moved to do so by my “spiritual awakening” in the early 1980’s. After travels in the South of France & Italy (as myself, to the Ukraine) we ventured overseas for a 9 month interlude in the Peloponnese, Greece, in 1998, finally ending up back at our land. More recently, for several years, we lead a Cornish Celtic Christian Fellowship, with pilgrimages to the Holy Wells and shrines of Celtic Saints in Kernow, Ulysses having become a little too old to wander the oceans, and becoming contented to be settled back in his beloved Ithaca. In Fowey terms, “the adventurous sailor, as of old, comes back to remain in his home port.”

There is, in my treasure house of myriad creations, the potential for a whole range of diverse collections, as I have poems and songs, on all themes, for almost everywhere I have lived and been, however fleetingly, since childhood and so many people I have met and known, in so many circumstances, and it is my dream that one day they will all see the public light of day! I see my poetry as the golden thread that guided and lit a way through the often sad and joyous chaos of the labyrinth of my life, the essential lasting core of my being, along with a basic, essentially Christian, religious faith, though this love story was terminated by my accident, disability and illness that caused us to move away, for a year or so, from this land that has nurtured this, here presented, golden age of creativity!
     SEASHELLS (Echoes of early youth – Haikai selected from a longer sequence)
sunny, storms beaches

hang feathery branches,

seashells’ childhood echoes

body’s unburnt fires

cool your living daydreams

in shell-crushing spray-swells,

sweet dying of regrets

old wells, upland, sheath-shells

pierce Earth’s shell for wells,

into darkness, thought’s thirst falls,

seeks shell-echoed ripples

listening to hissing 

of sea, once-loved Marie,*

in your face I could see

sun-hard mask, dainty pink

shells were your closed eyes

beneath which you hardened,

once, “two children in hell”

we said, holding hands that were poems

and I my innocence  kept,

a pearl in a stoic shell

by sleep’s dark tide away swept

a Cornish giant tries

to drain Dosmary Pool

with a hole-riddled shell

and only he could not see!

smooth like green down’s hollow,

fluted like granite fells,

Earth’s ancestry they tell.

*Marie – our young French assistante at Fowey Grammar School, with whom I first fell in love with poetry and especially nineteenth-century French poetry.
An Old Man Picking Flowers

An old man picking flowers;

on a Cornish Christmas day,

greeted me as I passed by

upon my lonely way:

he wore a violet in his hat,

red campions in his hand,

with walking stick and hair so white

and gentle  smile he did stand - - -

Here’s primroses, already out,

given a little more sun

and do you see the violets bud

behind the thick ivy strands?

He opened my eyes till then locked

within my cold winter dreams - -

why hurry on? The spring is here

and hidden inside you sings? (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)
He passed along, his old eyes so 

yung and my young, young eyes so old

and, as around me then I looked,

the world he knew did unfold - -

and I looked round, with eyes of child,

in wonder at an ancient tale- -

why go far from this ferry side,

life will itself unveil!

    Cornish Cenotaph

Warleggan, Loveny and Fowey

where ancient, stone bridges span

and corn, green, pine, honey-

suckle spring swiftly in season

as these secluded streams

lulled me, in tiny hamlets, with timeless dreams;

St Neot’s tower, St Nectan’s kieve’s cleaving

torrents are temples of coolness, contemplating –

pagan, Christian, does it matter here?

Till, past the post office at Panter’s 

bridge, a small stone rises, filling

ecstatic azure of universe with shadow, a cenotaph marking

dead of two wars, otherwise far-away,

where a landscape lost all its youth, only

old folks stay here now, and everywhere

I see this reminder, here more bitter

than in faceless, pullulating, callous

city – for all here know everyone else,

all miss all those who don’t return! The drear

black granite slabs of sunset-shadowed

Pelyn cemetery, Plymouth’s bomb-shattered

centre, with its new surface life,

are no grimmer monument to man’s strife

than where blue, red, golden and cream

of flowerets round much stones in aesthete’s dream,

where wild wind’s pride sings to me of freedom,

in silence of the TAO, taught me my pacifism!

Not that I did not expect to see them,

for I have seen east winds blast

dead myriads of birds who thought,

in winter, here was safety – I have seen

all I say, because, perhaps, but a few seasons

lingered I here, had no time to accept the myths

so comforting, of nobility of death

and of obedience, that by Loveny,*

Warleggan and Fowey,

like their gentle flowing so easily

seem to soothe scars felt so bitterly

at the time,

and here,  what, any longer, 

is time?

*Loveny, or Lowenou, the ancient name of the St Neot’s River, which got re-established by the local people as a result of my writing this poem and it being circulated in the valley

       Thinking of the Crescent Moon Poems of Rabindranath Tagore

                 (Fowey, December 1965)

Stranger, you are alone on the beach now

(except for two children) why did you go

in December drizzle there?

Leafless trees,

tormented seas

do not seduce like summers fair;

as a child, I bent down easily

where I am gazing wistfully,

and contemplated, running fingers

through sand endlessly –

but what, what whispers

in the ocean’s frightening expanses?

I can talk on many a learned theme,

my life is struggle, casting off dreams,

I can let my hair down with a drink, a song,

a woman or music – why do I still long

to crouch aboriginal, like some primeval,

thinking ape, finding the simple feel of sand?

But do so and soon am building dykes with my hand,

irrigating make-belief plains

(or devastating them) heedless that grey sky rains, rains;

the surging tide swept over my walls,

jump up, look up and on me falls

new meaning for my embarrassed, childlike motion

of feverishly eager fingers in unresisting

primordial soil-sand; the faceless ocean

its scurrying grains sweeping,

seem to be exulting, laughing

and I am at one with it, as I gaze

where the child could bear to gaze

upon it, engaging surf in struggle

for sand-kingdoms, little

in myself before water’s ageless, godlike power,

I’ve snatched from it a planned shape, a flower

of my own creating, the rediscovery

of my ego’s first act of self-discovery,

lifted my eyes again

to search the waves for wild-rigged visions!

                          THE BLACK COWLED MONK

  (A Gregorian Chant, while walking late at night, in winter, up the River Fowey, up past the docks, 1964)

The black-cowled monk the darkness asked

“Please wash my sins all away”

The night answered “You are alone

and in silence you waste away”;

the monk saw his reflection in

the water and began to pray

“River of God drown what I see

to become part of you, this day”;

the river said “But I cannot,

a mirror I am meant to be”;

the monk sighed “Is there no escape?

Why did I ever come this way?”

The sea he heard, went to the shore,

cried “Christ, walk the waters here!”

but the ocean murmured, gently

“I’m but here for you to sail!”

“What reason is there for my life,

that I must seek my way alone?

Why can’t I just have good company

and laugh like friends I’ve known?”

“It’s up to you to turn about,

but if you come to me,

all I can offer is the wind

for your sail” answered the sea. (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)
“If you seek me” God whispered then,

“I am here, waiting inside;

go back to your friends and laugh with them,

why wait for the next tide,

that brings you nothing but drift-wood

that you burn or cast aside?”

The black-cowled monk his silence saw

and said “Is this then my sin,

my narrow self afraid  to let

the love that frees enter in?”

He threw his black robe into the sea

and for the first time spoke;

“Mirror, me show! Sea, give me sail!

For I dare speak what now I know!”

    Cornwall Revisited

Simply that - - -

Drizzle, no lifts so walk across the grey endlessness of ridge, lanes, stone, dawn’s wan light of coming day on ribbon of road in drizzle driving - - Silver ribbon round woodland tufts, simply that - - but you in your car are afraid of being so alone, to see ridge crests swell into haikus, on my weary, mechanically moving feet, eyes alert, hills loving at four o’clock in the morning on the way to the ferry at Fowey.

Swollen River Lerryn sweeps under old stone bridge below Boconnoc deer park along its forested water mead hollow till it sleeps in mirror-calm of high rides where waking village and farm lights and water colour delicacy of stark white walls echo - --rest awhile, till soon will fill your sails - -


Penpoll


willows fall


oaks tall


music swells


first bird calls!

Home at last! Ships held fast in serpentine estuary in subsiding rough grey swell, gruff voice of ferryman calls Get in now



simply that


quiet wonder-

· or for you terror


or peace at last?

No tell me more you say, details of contours, animals and signposts – remember that we have not been and you have;


no, says silence


if yours the chance,


let yourself dance


in drizzle thus!


Simply that!

          ON A SUMMER’S WIND

IN A QUARRY OFF LUXULYAN VALLEY* (1965- for Sue Dyehouse)

light green lichen hang against sky’s blue

light on an old dried stickman

I am

        an insect crawling across boulders in hot sun

water-skaters are

                          my thoughts on my mind’s surface;

spring-water flowing

                             through marshes my love sings;

broken bracken in the path

                             of the will through shattered moments;

who cares about rotten trunks of 

                                                  forgotten lives?

don’t look any longer for yesterday’s flowers

but believe they will grow again;

tomorrow is

                a miraculous twisting of rivers

round corners of 

                  hills of physical powers of many men

to be; as I think of you

                                 leaves dance in the wind

but these things are

                                quite disconnected and

yet inseparable in this moment;

beyond yonder yellow glow

                                          (sun in blood)

a shadow thought of city

                                        (or a cloud)

and a rainbow, you who wait for me

in time, call me in my timelessness

to come

become

my tomorrow with you, for I am

not even a scavenging 

insect that I might stay here, sing

(with a warbler that melts 

in the heat) the freedom 

of a flower that grows rootless-

until rooted in your body?

*viz Carbeans Quarry

(This poem is ‘inspired’ in the 1930’s surrealist style of Andre Breton.  Ill fates conspired that this relationship would never come fully to fruition, but I did not know that at that innocent time!)

               THE SEA BEYOND

“O, recompense après une pensee qu’un long silence sur le calme des dieux”

              from Le Cimitiere Marin, by Paul Valery (January 1967)

The sea beyond

breaks like endless symphonies

and noises of cities

on shingly strand;

the sea beyond

recalls the tenderness of hands

that lay your corpse in a shroud;

the sea beyond

is always “beautiful”,

evermore bountiful,

it seems

-so one dreams!

A tree against sunset, a

mere rag in the wind,

old man also stands against sunset,

his thoughts, still as a young boys wend

there to adventure;

from the sea beyond,

after the last fisherman has gone home, 

the gale brings its wings of darkness

to nestle, with the primeval caress

of stars, the mad lonely birds of my brooding

let loose

amongst volcanic weirdness 

of tide-worn rocks;

across the haven,

where the last fisherman has gone home,

the village of lights that rides the hill

(after a thousand years or more now) a far-away dream

of immortality

that no longer convinces me

of Gods of childhood reverie.
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
To the sea beyond

has been given so much of wondering time;

life from ocean slime

crawled out, eager

to search its meaninglessness

with a sleepless human eye

that somehow, sometimes slept 

and kept

that pact of silence as to how

it accepted death

the wild birds flew by stealth 

(I’m not the one you want, bebe,

I’m not the one you need)*

and somehow

I did not care about tomorrow

for a too swiftly passing moment.

                        I

                    EYE

                  AYEEE sighed the wind ***
as if my mind had melted in the wind

                     Yes, my mind - -

                     My mind?

                     MINE merges in

madnesses of city noises, in

amour de la mer, in

Amorica, meme

jusqu’a la mort, **

                    emerges

again at the other side of another 

tomorrow, gone till

bang goes shop-till

along the ancient street and

it’s business as usual, still

the same for some,

the sea must come

in and out, just the same;

harbour lights on the fishermen bent over their lines

have the warmth of their intent blood;

sharks prowl for food,

while madness in my mind has spawned its brood!

*from a Bob Dylan song.

** = “love of the sea, in the land by the sea (an ancient name of Brittany/Cornwall) even until death”c.f.the collage of different languages in Kerouac’s sea-poem epilogue to his novel Big Sur. See also Robert Grave’s White Goddess for the magical, divine symbolism of the letter ‘M’.

*** An ancient Irish wail of the Dying.

                                    TERRY

Two boys push bikes down Killalan Lane,

white river to wood-flanked town* in evening winding;

gorse, pasture throbs, then fire and apple-orchards after sundown

and we looked down from the hills, so ancient, sweeping

down to the flat-fish-filled bay;

back, to mill-nestling mouth of Luxulyan Valley

where luxuriant woods climb tin-mined hollows,

boulders obscured by clouds that billowed

over the white-clay moor**, and one

compared the valley-mouth to jaws of death, open

like those of the beasts that once roamed it,

as if the mossy boulders still, like teeth, stuck out;

a tremor, scarce noticed, in the wind spoke

to the solitude of the still-young mind that spoke.
His friend, versed in the wood-lore remained silent,

almost unheeding, and the thought spent

slept beneath the flowers

where a tumbling stream leaves

one friend who remained content in a small town corner,

taking so much for granted, another

who has long been in love with a tragic mood,

but who still missed, and misses, an old friend

sometimes, envying his contentment?

No, but who rarely in those long times

speaking, in golden weariness of thought’s

recurring autumns would stray

when others might,  and did, go away,

used to thinking, drinking busily;

he made Time pass so pleasantly

while my strange mind evolved so silently.

I was so sad when I found how far we

were apart in mind – regret is folly, some would say,

perhaps he merely symbolized my youth’s Cornish summer-day,

grew older like all the other shadowy

people in the street, made of the same green clay,

we passed,  wrapt in our friendship.

Maybe I kid myself, see every budding lip

as bursting into fiery passion’s flower

-that burns out all too soon! Neither of us knew

what was to be our future, and it was best we knew

not the parting of our ways-

who was, then, my only friend,

for they are still my summer day,

as I, here, gather autumn sheaves!

*St Blazey where the Luxulyan River leaves the hills to enter St Austell Bay

** China Clay tips on the hills North and West of St Austell, the name of the district being St Stephen-in-Brannel.
Male Voice Choir in Coverack Harbour on a Sunday Evening (November 1969)

Their voices rise, rich and entranced,

humble, yet proud into the sky,

and over the oceans, reverence-calmed,

mingling with homing seagull’s cry,

Eternal Father, strong to save,

whose arm doth bind the restless wave - - 

As Sun sinks behind dreaming hills

that nestle ancient stones of a 

Cornish hamlet, voices

thrill to reach the dawning stars

that guides boats back to the lights

of their own treacherous cliffs with surge of

Who bids the mighty ocean deep

its own appointed limits keep;

They knew the meaning of their prayer,

THAT they had known for centuries;

they knew joy holy of tongues there,

were Earth and Sky were threw to bless;

water’s motion and deep-moving music,

interwoven with faith, love, peace-

ful rock the frail boats as if

they were cradles while

singing mind takes wings into eternity,

on awe-stilled breeze of

Oh hear us when we cry to thee

for those in peril on the sea! 
                 Pax et Bonum*

-Love and Peace wherever I may go

     (Lanlivery Church, Christmas 1969)

Dear Lord, I come here,

loving the peace of this green country,

that flows into my heart!

Dear Lord, I thank you

that I can stand on your strong,

ageless Earth, so rich in song

of birds, blossoming of flowers

and ripening of corn and berries!

I thank you that I

can stand on your hilltops

and raise my arms to your open skies,

blown by your cleansing winds!

Dear Lord, may I not lose this peace,

in the business

of the coming year

in the far-off city!

May I not be false

to mine inward heart

that, here, feels at one

with your creation!

May what I speak help

raise men’s eyes above

the seeming prisons

of towering buildings!

Dear Lord! Come into my heart

in this green, sunny land

and go not away from me,

so that I too may,

like the birds here, sing

in the winter wind,

Pax et Bonum

Amen

*The Title of a film about the life of my most revered saint, St Francis of Assissi

This prayer was given, as a gift, to Lanlivery Church and read out by my father in Fowey parish church

            A SONG OF TRISTRAN WITHOUT ISEULT

                     Fowey, December 1970

It is the seas

that made the great, old poets,

the strong wave’s flow

in the winds that threaten to blow

you off a narrow pier-

head of brave, human existence

into their eternities,

away from all harbour beacons!

And, by going into the past alone,

one goes alone into the darkness

of tomorrow;

and all that comes between

poor, wind-swept, wave-poised man

is woman, nothing else can him save,

for, for the seas,

there is no sharp divide

between what will be and what was,

except dark ebb and flood of tides!

If you, tonight, were with me,

our loneliness of each before

eternity would bring us

closer together, till we loved!

And, man, who bears

the karma of few years

is often heavy with it,

and often topples over;

he is too personal a beast

to cast aside his bur-

dens, oh so precious,

while the dark seas,

whose karma reaches back

into uncountable aeons,

carries all its riches

with fluid ease and strength

because, because it is

the power impersonal

that I once sought to drown in,

but not in body, in

spirit because I fear

that only one is one

man’s incarnations,

though many are his changes!

On the Polruan Ferry, December 1971

The sea tells me that we are an island people,

as we cross the swell at the mouth of the flow of the Fowey,

by ferry, between the dusk-dark rocks, tells me,

with the pulse of the tide that us bears,

with the echo of sirens of ships in the roads,

in the infinity of the stars, of the sea,

not as I tell you, with words, with the flash

of the light of the dangerous point,

with the warmth of the inshore cluster of foliage,

lush with the rain from the sea!

And thus the sea reminds you and me

that we are and island people!

         A LIEDER FOR PIANO OR PRAYER

         (Fowey Quay, Monday January 3rd 1972)

O, Lord, may I not lose sight

of the miracle of my life,

of the miracle of the universe,

seen in this silence of night!

I see waning moon beam

through still clouds o’er yon shaded wood-brow

and its echo on the rippling tide

of the river that washes the quay,

whose stones were hewed from these ancient hills,

well-knit through all aeons of Time,

now the little boats in the haven rest

and I look up at stars in the sky!

O, Lord, may we not lose that sense

of the infinite pulse of our life,

in the smallness of our business,

in our small words, in Art or in strife

In many a long hour of calm

or, when alone in the storm,

by the light of the moon and the sun,

by the light in their eyes I was shown;

in the wandering dreams of my youth,

I’ve perceived all those myriad shapes (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)

and colours and scents and cycles of life,

in your revelations without end!

May I not, growing old, grow used

or, taking for granted, be blind

to these riches that no man can ever spend,

in ways selfish or unkind!

Lo! Like a pearl in its mother-of-pearl,

the moon breaks through its veil of clouds,

those clouds which are waters above the Earth

make the green now asleep ‘neath nights shroud!

When we feel this on ONE place,

when we see in ONE moment of still,

may we not forget, in the toil and glare

that what’s here’s always everywhere!

 REPEAT VERSES FOUR, THEN ONE

   On St Katherine’s Point, Fowey (1973)

Spreading old tree

(Summer-crown-shade),

as many armed as Shiva,*

solid trunk scepter

of growing life thrust

from leaf-heaped headland rock!

You breathe,

breath green

through myriad

mounds of leaves

that stretch,

sign of Truth **

webbed with skin,

transparent,

full of mouths

of cells of life!

You reach

in al directions

to the Sun,

sun that convulses

in fissions of heat,

green cells that pulse

in fusions of air

of Light,
of Holy Light!
I write

in dappled shade

of silhouetted shade and light;

thought is

half-light, half-shadow

of convulsing cells

in our brains!

In full light,

in the hot meadow,

thought is flooded, speeded to capture

the whirr and tremble of colours

and shapes and insects and flowers

and thrusts of leaf,

forest of leaf! Awareness

rushes with the speed of ants and wasps

that generate endless energy from the Sun

and move too fast for thought!

(Thought needs

dapples shade)

and a Man
stretches out his arms,

his breath, his vision

(webbed with skin),

his body rooted like a tree

in physical, material need;

he stretches out his trunk

with the tree,

to the air,

to the light,

to the life,

to the truth,

to the convulsion

of Energy,

inscribes symbol

from the stretching leaf

that marks, but never circumscribes

his joy,

his urge,

his strength,

his breath,

his song!

Thus, the tree is guru

to the point ***

but the light

teaches the Man!

Footnotes to the Above

* “Shiva”  refers to the image of the many  arms  of the circle of fire of the ‘dancing Shiva’, the Hindu Deity of all Creation and Destruction.

** “The truth sign, the ancient Egyptian Ank has a similar form to that of the basic veins of a leaf.

*** “Point” , in this case, means, simply ‘headland’, as in the title of the poem.

The Tree itself is a huge, ancient spreading oak, on the very ‘crown’ of the headland that juts out with its small fortress between the English Channel and River Fowey estuary/harbour, creating beneath it a sheltered hollow.  

         AUGUST MOON Polridmouth Bay

It was many sun-songs ago,

when woodland-bezelled moon-beaches+

pearl lakes wove a child-enthralling glow

of belief in whole joy ageless as stars

that never seemed to die

though wild birds away fly

and mind found wings in darkness

and by day

drifted on tides to greater happiness

that never came my way to stay.

              City fell on my mind, earthquake-

jagged earth juts into smoothness

of green ridges undulating intro

a sea of noises, flowers grew in

alcoholic lamp-posts into poems,

swirling city lights beat brain afloat

from body, stars swirled before

these in centrifugal pull meaning-

less, gravity of your sadness, my love,

brings me down to earth where flowers

take fragrant root, here, on green (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)

undulating ridges, now, when I wait

for tomorrow, for you, for cities that

fall down on you, clinging to

barbecue fire’s warmth, rushing into

air like schizophrenic visions of 

sunsets and guitar notes laughing

at all moodiness echo’s of yesterdays’

aspirations like “We shall overcome” that don’t come true, and, without you,

would I go King Lear mad with laughter flowers?

Beyond a moon filling out, a girl’s 

ripening breasts, for love, ondine, ondine*

whispers time-chiming ripple nipple,

like sucking breakers on cold sand,

cold moon, cold stars, warm but far

away you are: but serenity merges

collages of dreams and nightmares

into your face, even in shadows

of trees, of your sorrows, again

be my wings tomorrow as today

when grassy headlands no longer

embrace me, and your body be my

ondine, real, no longer merely trance-

like hope where joys of others dance

-and mine, an eye

that ever must make collages so I

may remake a lost innocence and peace;

yet I am glad of this collage

in moon’s beams (sun’s echoes)

wholeness merges in your face-

wake me from it, earthquake of

your joys, sadnesses, though I, a man,

daren’t crush the dreams of me, the 

child or sadly look on them,

with an aged wisdom

either! Our rivers are our tears,

beer bottles strewn around, swallowed  by seas,

running they sing my song

and, as I’m waiting,

the collage of your face in my moon-dream

glides through your smiles and sadnesses

again, again, ondine, ondine

until I float back to the stars again, again,

clinging onto the night flowers’ wing;

wake me! Shake me! Break me! This lingering

in peace that is not peace cannot last long!

To make it pass! To put right what is wrong!

Your face smiles down in moon glow, I feel whole –

that you’re not as serene, I know, yet your sweet call

I hear in  nearby ocean’s stillnesses,

where, in me, you are so near-

let’s make gentler our darkness,

as gentle as ‘tis here!

+bezel, the setting in precious metal of a gemstone.

*ondine, in Wagnerian, Germanic legend, the female water-spirits of and in the sea.

       At  Colin’s in Polruan (A Song, 1976)

In the pale blue shell of the sky

hatches the sun’s egg of fire

and out of the throbbing energy ball

flies the dawn-bird of fresh desire,

an explosion of golden light,

an explosion of flowers’ soft mouths,

an explosion of ripples on sea and in air,

as sun mounts sapphire, sephera throne;

and a man dances in the rainbow

and is being patterned of its pulse,

through the bursting of atoms his blood cells race,

feet on rocks and his arms in the sky!

         BY THE LUXULYAN RIVER NEAR ROCHE

Brown churning water in moss’d cut of growan*

runs to the waste of waste of swamp-thorn were the rowan,

hazel, birch, alder & oak once clustered BosGwythgi*

where stone hedge still offers garlands of wild flowers

as winter-drizzle drives through dull, clay-dusty hours,

veiling grey-green vistas of high, open country!

In this high, open country, men cling inside stone walls,

once of cob and slag-shillen*, on hard, four pence a day, *

now, of granite, rough-hewn, faces painted in clay-

tiny clustered walls of lives ground to the lodestone,

eyes too close set to survive to view from on high,

as I, in my studies historic of this landscape’s times gone by!

Openness they created, to root into hard ground,

left to mournful marsh-buzzard’s rat-chasing sound;

between twin white-slag mountains, almost now buried

in dust of its own toil, the blank, treeless blocks

of Bugle, squat, sodden, without gardens, soil bleak,

claims a space that remains between grave-mound growth furze

and yellow of moor-grass on worn, long tin-streamed plain

and white-mountain-mooned pastures where sheep made a flat-

monotony of feature, a muddy, poor grass hue!

Here, once, on Hensbarrow, herds of wild deer grazed;

here, once, on Ennisvargh*, the wild horses winged;

here, once, wild bears honey, berries and fish gleaned;

here, once, an ancient Celt raised his stonewall

and clung inside it , eyes set to survive, toil!

Yes, four pence a day it was, if that, two pence for the kibble*,

anymore for more beer to make bearable the day-

“So long as there’s enough for beer” down in the pub they say,

while Earth lies skinned, furze-scabbed more & more in hill-drizzle!

There, on the watershed, thrust out from the magma stands

within an ancient bog no one has dug,

a Cathedral Spire rock in its turf-mound steps cut,

to reach tiny abbey tower, cut deep into these spires

and reaching up to God through clouds to stars,

a saintly hermitage where some escaped the toil

of the closed walls to seek a fate more sublime

of contemplation above survival’s slime - -

and all good men, longing for such release,

here, look upward and joined in with their Saint’s hymns,

a moment raised their eyes from grinding stones,

before, in this scabbed earth, they lay their bones,

left voice in Chapel, or blow sweet, dignified strains

of the local Silver Band marching so proud,

with such friendly words of hospitality,

softening that face of stone with warming humanity.

Earth Bones! Your withered flesh, as that of men,

must cease to be so exploited and so worn

till our, Earth’s, eyes can grow trees, flowers again!

Footnotes*; -(1) cut of growan –granite-walled channel (2) BosGwythgi –Domesday Book name of Bodiggo, the original ‘Luxulyan’ (3) shillen – slate (4) ‘4 Pence a day’ – 1890 miners wages, according to the Gazetteer of Mining (5) kibble= rent? (6) Ennisvargh= Innis Down
   A ROMANCE OF NAMES (Headlands & Reefs of Kernow)

Gribba, Gribbin, Groyne, The Greeb,

Cligga, Clodgy, Carn-Les-Boel,

Caragloose, Carn Naun and Gell,

Gunver, Godevry, Kellan Head,

Polostoc-Zawn and Barret’s Zawn;

Gullyn, Pedn-Vadan, Nare,

Carn Guthenbras, Rose, Rose Mullion,

Manacle, Men-Te-Heul, Manare,

Trewavas, Navrax, Barras-Nose,

Basore, Droskyn, Lye, Trevose,

Lizard, Dizard, Ligger-Point,

Dodman, Towan, Bass, Turbot,

Chynhalls and Tregannick Tail,

Botallack, Rinsey, Landrion,

in lost songs of ancient Kernow’s tale,

to name these nabs, who were the men,

those mariners of shore and sea

whose strange tongue gave these cliffs their crowns

of syllables, to echo, in storms through eternity

and first upon them fired, guiding, wrecking beacons?

Strangles, Samphire, Three-Stone-Oar.

Zacres, Ceres, Man-o’ War,

Brissons, Bizzies, Great Wrea,

Gwinges, Ranners, Lemoria,

Beeny Sisters, Meachard, Mould,

Blackbottle, Crams and Crookmoyle,

Diggory’s, The Carracks and Garvey,

Tribbens, The Brawn and Pedn-Myin,

Hevah, Merope, Man-and-his Man,

Horse, Carlow and Cadythew,

what meanings did these rocks evoke

for fisher-folk who, in fear, of them spoke?

What legends, superstitions loomed

above these reefs in sea-mist’s gloom?

Two of them ring of Goddesses.

Hevah and Ceres, pregnant deities,

seamen of every tongue and land

who came to grief on this sharp-teethed strand,

each christened that which brought his grief,

carved with cursing tongue in the smashing surf!

Who first, within the myriad coves,

set row on row to raise a wall,*

complete with shillen slats to roof

and struggled to haul in the shoal?

Who first to make themselves at home,

to their cliff’s shelter gave a name-

Nanjizal and Ogo-Dour,

Gamber, Kynance, Gunwallow,

Gue-Graze, Hell’s Mouth, Halzaphron,

Pepper, Fistral, Trevaunance,

Kennack, Hernick, Wicca-Pool-

where witches danced their ritual?

Booby’s, Bessie’, who be she

who hung out her lantern to the sea?

Trerubies, Rusey, Rose-an-Hale,

Parn-Voose, Bream, Hoblyn’s, The Straythe,

Cleave and Perpreane, Gorran Hawne,

Keberick, Gerrans, Porthguarnon,

Pedngwinian, many more,

what lies behind the names these bore?

Burried in Feudal estate’s dights.

the mark of past Kernewek chiefs,

Connoc, Nestoc, Caradoc,

Gwythgi, Gwin, Kernick, Kedick,

crushed to slave-serfdom by Saxon sword;

earthworks, thorn-grown rings in sheep-pastured sward,

nearby Kils and Kellis where the druids ruled

and guided a culture that serfdom destroyed,

where fires of freedom, warnings and celebration

blazed from hilltop battlements of their civilization,

Row Tor, Bron Gwelles**, Leskernick, Greymare,

St Bellarmin’s , Belowda, Hendra and Kilmar,

Helman, Hensbarrow where ran the deer,

Carnbrea Carn, Kenidjack, Carnbean, Amalveor,

Buttern, Bray, Condolden, Bron Gelly***, Caer Bran,

Trink, Trencrom, Newel, Kerrow,

Malvra, Cheesering, Gulval,

Chun’s fortress of stone, four thousand years old,

raised strong by sea-peoples whose tale can’t be told,

their origins lost in lost myths.

So ask of high tor, old caer, bod, barrow

of ancient manor and of byway narrow

who them erected, gave them identity,

those stones on a grave of ghost antiquity!

Recite their sounds like music on the winds

that drives the wave scurrying across the dark strand ,

imagine what you can amongst their ruins

and amongst their few, small material remains!

The mists of death thick chilled and killed their meanings,

the antiques Cornish tongue is a speechless skull,

hung as rags on vanished corpse our few poor gleanings

of what many hands like ours with patient skill

wrestled from hearth, rock, forest -  names glow out,

a magic light from chill-mist-shrouded stone,

the magic whose secret to us is quite lost,

ever since the last druid went back to Avalon!

HERA, HEVA, MARA, MAEV, ISSY and TYN,

deities of tribes, of Sea, War and Earth,

what they meant to old Kernow, faded, unknown,

as, into oblivion, we’ll go from hearth to Earth!

*row = rock, boulder ** i.e. Brown Willy *** Bron Gelly
NB Most of the above names are taken from detailed Ordinance Survey Maps as from older maps and other references to antiquities, native language and legends. Although the native Kernewek language faded out of use, as neglected or suppressed, from the middle ages onwards, it is thanks to the Norman imposed doomsday book of 1086 that these names were engraved in tablets of stone into perpetuity (albeit sometimes misspelt in Anglo-Saxon phonetics, as was Name of ‘Brown Willy’ –correctly Bron Gwelles), to resonate in timeless historic memory in every generation that ever spoke or used them.
                BY HELMAN TOR

Those names make the music

of the wild moor-land stream,

Luxulyan, Lanlivery, Lanivet,

hamlets clinging to a timeless dream

by Helman’s tiny, wind-sung Tor,

up flower-bright lanes,

amidst sheep and corn,

in mists above ancient Lostwithiel,

cling, with the gnarled hands

of a few struggling farmers,

down quiet straggling ways,

where flowering thorn is the Royal Tree

and buzzards, foxes rule the crags,

where birds harvest the blackberry

and the highroad is the badger’s.

In Rosinney Mill, with its white-

washed stone, and garden, artists to delight,

two Yorkshire potters, man and wife,

rapt in their solitude, make a gentle life,

turning the clay, 

watching the days

and seasons turn through

their kaleidoscope cycles of colour,

with the primeval blessing of the sun and rain,

circled by old chieftain’s crowns

of moss-bejewelled granite.

Helman, Hal-Maen,

but “moor-land rock-pile” mean-

ing, your very sound evokes your quality

with all the love of some old Gorsedd’s poetry

or with the gift to see of some lost race,

while curlew pipes, in innocence

of all things gone before or due to be

below, in scrubby, bracken-jungle marshes!

      THE GHOST OF BAL CARADON’S STANNER

Rise up from busy Liskeard’s,

with its noise of bustling shops and cars,

rise up from spacious St Cleer

with its populous and rich forms,

rise up from snuggled Tremar Combe’s outpost on the moor,

along the Seaton’s broadening stream

flowing through meadows beneath wood-ringed braes,

rise up from Crow’s Nest, past the chapel,

tarmac ends and begins broken stone!

rise up into the mist, into rain-cloud,

and, there, you may hear him, especially when alone!

‘Tis the ghost of Bal Caradon’s Stanner,

still seeking out copper and tin

and silver and lead, and iron and quartz

though he should have long since been dead;

of his house remains, now, but an ivy-grown wall,

of his work place, a chimney crumbling sloe,

in his orefield, now, grows moor-land turf lush with flowers,.

on stems tangled, fine as flakes of snow!

Down his opencast diggings,

spreads, leaps his small stream

where ‘tis said, at night, he washes the rab*

for he did not leave when that valley fell still,

he died, by yonder arch, doing his job!

Now, over that arch, a rail-track no more runs

to Cheesewring & Minions for metal and stone;

he hasn’t a name, has no grandchildren here,

an Engine House him serves for a gravestone;

As track peters out, splits,

amongst his granite chips,

to the West, by the leat whence once poured

through Clapper Bridge holes,

falls to turn crushing stones,

stand old mines, in line, looming gaunt in the mist!

At Trethevy Quoit or by crude-carved Celtic cross on the moor,

nigh to Minions Pound where he traded,

you know that, there, rests the Celt

but his work you can’t see

like the mark Bal Caradon’s stanner has made!

And that noise in the night – is it fox breaking scrub

or be it ‘ee off to his shift?

In the brawling stream, do you hear turn of wheel,

in the falling of rocks, hear his hammer?

He had an ancient way of life and clung on to the last,

though he knew that, one day, its day would be done

for Caradon died with its stanner

and, in rock engraved, his ghost lingers on!

                                      *NB – “rab” = gravel

                  (original inspiration – 1974, current copy, May 2008)

       Goodbye to the Valley (A song – 1983)

Look at cloud shapes pattern blue Autumn sky

where gold-green Rowan’s red with berry,

where blackberry snakes through yarrow bouquets,

saying Goodbye to Luxulyan Valley

and hello to the thrush as it sings!

Look at the buzzard’s wings stretched above,

watching for rabbits in the moor’s turfed row,

roaming from his home in bracken-red-brown Tor

amongst the dragon flies whirrin,

say hello to the wagtail as it sings!

Look at the willow-and-alder wood by the stream

beneath the stone-walled pastured hillocks

where scabius blue, yellowed marsh-grass enrich

evening sun’s golden flood  o’er the valley,

feel the earth, sandy, gritty, black, rich,

say hello to the ducks in their splashing!

Stop to chat with the old farmer cutting blackthorn

by the lane-side for his kindling,

who has dug his long life for his green-rooted crop

by ancient granite cotes still a-standing,

come back another day and Hail Fellow Well met

and hello to the hens in their cackling!

Follow hard lane’s causeway as it winds through the marsh

where flower-banked trout river’s brown winding,

from springs in many half-hidden corners of coombes,

say Goodbye to Luxulyan Valley

and hello to high moor’s breeze as it sings (in your ears)

fluttering rainbows of butterfly wings (in your eyes),

sing Goodbye and hello as all sings and wings

till again you come back to the valley!

   SUN RISES OVER THE HILLS OF THE GODS

             (By Helman Tor, 1987)

The Sun’s ball of fire in its cloak of shimmering warm azure

rises above the ancient Druidic Tor and bathes

the heath-land valley in its bird-song rays,

as I sit on the path that winds down to the cottage

through the herbs and the flowers,

through the vegetables and wild grasses,

in a place so immutable, whatever the Age

beneath a spreading hazel tree

where my Spirit like a lark soars free,

far from the walls of the prison

of alien human routines.

Rooted in my mother, the Earth,

how I can worship the sky,

life’s rainbow so luxuriant around me,

the cockerel crowing the dawn,

all that lives me awakens.

Oh, how I so love this valley,

always so dear to me,

this glen of my youth

where wild creatures fly free.

Amongst chamomile, comfrey and campions,

the place,  all self-complete,

of my old friend, Melita,

whose life here is complete,

in her own native land of Kernow,

so content here to be,

with little time for the world beyond,

beyond her, beyond here, beyond me.

The cottage snuggles so small

in wild grasses so tall,

the lane, an ancient track,

lost in thorn-flower outback;

that’s just how the Gods meant us

to be, just one of Nature’s creatures,

along with the badgers, horses and foxes,

with their dens in the furze-yellow, bracken-gold heath;

it fits into the valley, into Creation,

like the ancestral tribes of the Kernewek Nation;

it does not, with its walls, impose,

rather by the trees it is enclosed,

for here Mother Nature is Queen

and to be here is to feel serene,

in the prettiest place that could ever be seen!

And sharing being here with you

makes it so much the nicer,

no longer on these hills alone,

‘tis that makes it like Eden,

in which I gaze, like Adam

on the wonders of life,

far away from the prison

or human greed and strife!

  A PLACE OF PEACE IN TRETHOWEL WOOD (1990)

Beside St Austell’s house-crammed town,

beside a helter-skelter fast main road,

snuggled inside Trethowel’s craggy vale,

inside a lush, wild, ancient tranquil wood,

a spring sings from steep, mossy rocks,

into a pool, a, a tiny shrine within,

called Menacuddle Well,

where stillness falls upon the Soul,

drawn to its medieval-style sanctuary*

of prayer, healing and baptism,

by a river in a garden

red-jewelled with rhodedendrons

whose blossoms float upon a pool

like lotuses for a Buddha,

a place to cease from toil’s activity,

at one with the Lord of Life to be,

to light a candle for a prayer,

to find the Yin that one’s Yang needs there,

to ponder, in wonder, on Creation’s beauty

or find a peace there true, elsewhere illusion!

Not many come there, down the lane, 

most pass it by in hectic hurry for gain;

the few who do, most know it a Holy Place

whose very air vibrates with loving grace,

untouched, unmarred by all who pass it by,

it waits for those who need its sanctuary;

the stone chapel is dated twentieth century*

but the wells Holy Power predates all Christian Saints-

what matter dates? What there,now, speaks to me

is a Peace of Being, a dhyagha, born of and for eternity!

It is blessed to St. Michael – who else, nobody knows,

some acolyte forgotten who came to meditate

in ages lost to history, waters for thirst,

river to bathe, the Creator’s most blest gifts;

thus, a glade consecrated

to this day, one’ spirit uplifts!

*The actual chapel was erected by the landowner in memory of his son who was killed in World War I.

          A WOODMAN’S CODE (1990 – in a wood above St Austell)

Great Spirit,

Guardian of the Trees,

We thank you for the gift of timber!

May we not abuse the sacred life of the trees!

Let us only take one trunk

Where, on one root, there springs two,

So that we may not kill the tree we take from!

May we only take one branch,

If that is all we need

And never cut the entire tree

For the sake of one branch!

May we take our shelter from the forest

Without destroying the shelter of that forest!

So, to build me a lodge

To the Goddess, of sacred wood,

Of ash and hawthorn, oak or beech,

Therein to dwell, in inner thought

On the sacred life that has so much to teach

Us in the voices of the forest’s trees;

So to make me a magic stick,

Inscribed with ancient runes

Of tree-talk power

Where the Spirit stirs

In invoking the healing magic

That made our life,

The life of the tree,

The life of you & me,

For they are, from one root, one!

                   (2)

Great Spirit, giver of the trees,

Singer in the breeze,

Whose presence my soul frees, (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)
Uplifts me in the forest & fills my eyes

With green-golden-blue vibrant peace,

Great Spirit, thank you for all the trees,

The columns of our sanctuaries,

To where, for our Visions

Each one of us must flee,

Must flee to find reality,

The reality of Creation’s beauty,

Whose totems are the trees!

Living trees give us shelter,

Without us doing you harm,

Fallen trees for our fire,

Withies & rods to make our home!

Through life’s forest you guide us

Along mankind’s ancient trails,

Pilgrims from dawn till sunset,

By starlight when sunlight pales!

Everywhere I feel your presence,

In all that lives and grows,

On the hill above the valley

Where eternal waters, shapers flow.

Teach us how to be the carers

Of this temple, with our love,

As we reach up from our roots

Up into our branches

So to feed from the clear light above! 

         On a Pilgrim’s Way

Through Luxulyan Valley, Cornwall (1991)

Walking through birdsongful forest,

to our village, by its Holy Well,

we are pilgrims in Time as well as Space,

tracing the spiritual travelings

of our, still evolving, human race

where everything around us,

from ancient elemental gods to Angels,

all manifestations of the Creator Spirit

sing out in ancient chants or more modern evangels,

where the living waters are our altars,

in Spirit, as in Earth

and the buds on trees around us,

an eternal promises of rebirth

and every poem inspired

flows, a devotional hymn

to wonders around and within us,

sensed by our Soul/Spirit eyes within.

If poets can be saints, I am one

in these moments of tranquility,

when all is still around me

so that I beyond myself can see,

as every Saint must be a poet,

whether in prayer or verse?

When a poet becomes a pilgrim,

God’s eternity to reverence,

be it marked by a Cross or a Sacred Tree,

the moment of worship is when we can just be,

unhurried, at one, with the sacred life around us.

Thus, we are pilgrims both in Time and Space,

of Humanity’s search for a Higher Grace.
ON ROW TORR, BY BRON GWELLES (1991)

On the golden-green mounds of ancient Druid rites,

on the turf-soft breasts of Mother Earth,

we lie in the heat of the Sun-god’s rays,

your breasts rising soft to the sky,

those of the Mother Earth Goddess,

so strong and sensuous and soft, like the breasts,

like the bron of the hill called Bron;

here, you are my goddess of the sacred hill,

all is serene where ancient spirits still

stand guard around in the standing stones,

eternal phalluses reaching the sky,

weaving around us a magic,

as all around us we weave the magic

of our love.

From the Vulva of the mountain,

springs the flow of mighty waters,*

from She is, also, born the River Goddess,

her daughter in the forest of the Twisting Snake,

of Camalann, so green and lush,

so strongly flowing as all I feel for you

till passion grows serene,

from flood to ripple,

springing from the Sacred Nipple

of Earth and of Woman.

*the headwaters of the River Fowey.

THE HOLY WELL, LUXULYAN (1991)

I came into a Holy Place,

where once had flowed a magic well,

arched with a chapel full of healing grace,

set by a valley-village in a wooded dell

and it was paved over with stone

(surrounded by a courtyard wall

covered with wild flowers) as brain with bone

of skull, beneath a church’s granite towers tall.

Beneath a spirit slept, in its timeless dream,

awaiting summons by a soul in need

and music and poetry awoke, a secret stream

from deep within me ‘neath silence’s shroud;

was I the one that spirit here to wake,

with an ancient prayer, from its ageless sleep,

whom others had forgotten, who did it forsake

though memories did its once-life precious keep

in name? and it left undisturbed in reverence

for saints in bygone eras now no more,

it’s Sacred Power to again experience,

even as did our ancestors who had gone before.

Perhaps it was a kindred soul to mine,

both of us lost in mists of timeless time

where summer glorious blossomed, hot and green,

fragrant as honeysuckle or blue-flowered thyme,

the mists of dawn and sunset like veil

over the face of beauty-filled Loc-Sulian’s vale.

The mists of death-spirit-world’s oblivion

do not easily cleat for rebirth’s Morn

but cling for centuries to our clouded eyes,

concealing former lives that we once knew

with those same eyes of otherworld awareness,

that then, as now, sparkled like morning due.

The stone was mute; the song flowed from within,

ethereal, intangible, invisible, except to those who sense

the threads of Spirit-Power that can conjoin (continued over page)
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the pearls of our different beings in vaster cycles

as of a Cosmic Rosary for prayer

on the Altars of Mother Earth’s primordial rocks,

carved, in the church, into Celtic Crosses,

by the Creator consecrated for all who should go there?

And who was Sulian to become a Saint?*

Little of him is known. Was he a poet

of God who, like me, came to, in serenity, seek

a yet more ancient Voice of God who spake

here, in the beginning, that this Earth is blessed

in that first magical hour ere man walked

this land of Kernow and all was forest

where souls attuned to beatitude found rest?

All prayers are answered, in every Sacred Hour;

Earth never fails to grow into full flower

and Spirit never fails to come to strengthen,

with Power called Christ our lives that wax and wane,

even as the days and nights and Seasons’ cycles

turn through events, remaining ever constant,

a place for IN-SPIRITation, to meditate

and contemplate and invoke the Healing Power

that for ever, hidden, flows!

*St Sulian was the son of a Welsh Chieftain, circa 600 AD who rejected worldly wealth and power so as to follow a Christian spiritual missionary vocation. Having helped to set up several chapels and cells across Wales, he retreated to the wild lands around Luxulyan (then called Bosgwythgi) in Kernow and set up a religious community (on the site of the current Church) before finally ending his days in Brittany.

   OUR LAND – LOOKING OVER A LANDSCAPE

This little piece of land

is part of a wider land

which is part of a vaster Earth,

which is part of an infinite Universe,

alive, represented by

the light-shimmering or starry sky;

this, one’s little Soul

is part of a wider Human Spirit,

which is a part of a greater Holy Spirit,

which is part of the infinite breath of the Universe,

omnipresent, represented by

the wind that blows as we pass by;

this little flower

is part of a myriad sea of flowers

in a hedgerow bank that reaches

beyond the horizon  of an Earth full of flowers;

it is so fulfilling

to be just one Soul,

to be just one flower

to love one little piece of land,

content to be part of the whole;

that need is within

everyone and everything,

so long as one has love

of all matter, being and Spirit!

              (1990)

LIVE TREES AND DEAD RAILWAY SLEEPERS

In an old Moorland Country Railway Station

Dead wood lies rotten

in heaps with rusted iron

overgrown with brambles

amongst colonizing trees.
(continued over page)

(continued over page)

Trees’ life-force gone,
decay sets in;

thus Man uses Nature,

axed, bereft of power;

when railway lines become unused

forests reclaim them, such as the lines once used

and left the slashed track lifeless

until Men have come and gone,

abandoned the ways of our cultures

again, to wild birds and flowers

across the spoilheap-desecrated moorlands,

amongst old mines by the furze overgrown,

where China-stone waste tips rise like mountains,

by Mother Nature restored to being green,

where tin and copper smelters’ fire

become part of Man’s yesterdays’ dreams!

But Creation is continuous,

birch, hawthorn, holly, willow line the track,

keeping their distance from the iron rails

till the iron rusts into Earth back.

Autumn sets over this windswept landscape-

has the end of our Season come?

The first Creator Spirit still vibrates in the sky,

our only chance new future beings to become

when our bodies are decayed railway sleepers,

souls reborn in new trees by our track!

Our materialist dreams broken, ended,

just like those of the ancestral stanners*

who first dug the ore, built the railway,

our descendants continue to inherit

our ever self-replenishing Earth,

the life-power living in men’s children

challenges past bankruptcy’s dearth,

where the Creator, hawk-like, watches over the valley.

*Stanners – mineral prospectors.

ON ST CATHERINE’S POINT

      Winter Solstice, 1992

The Winter Solstice stands guard

over the changing of years,

like the castle ruins watch over

the changing of the tides

at the mouth of this ancient haven,

like the chapel of St Saviour

at the end of the headland beyond

across the harbour, estuary mouth

looks out across the oceans,

like the tall, spreading oak

stands on headland in the breeze

like a Sacred Crown above the other trees

for a Druid’s ritual,

periods of stillness

like a grey sky & sea

where forwards and backwards

one’s life can one see,

in a place where I have been,

now, for thirty two years

to contemplate the seasons,

what they take, what they bring,

like ships in and out of harbour

where cries of seagulls loud ring (continued over page)
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he bells of all changes,

as sea’s foam dances on hard rocks,

all, here, now seems so changeless

though so many things change,

a lighthouse point of reference

from youth into age,

a vista reassuring,

a Zen kaon for the sage

of Eternal Creation;

the watcher ever looks out

from his heart’s loyal station,

aware of all above, below, about.

The sea reminds us

that we do not progress forwards

but that we go round and round

in our physical cycles

that spiral spiritually

upwards and downwards;

then, what is there to look forward to?

The return of the tide

in the anchorage of our souls,

in the caves of its inner shelter

of which we are the guardians and the watchers?

We add rings of cycles

as trees add rings of growth,

rooted in one place,

our essential inner being and Spirit,

which is of Mother Goddess Earth

as of Father-God Sky,

our inspirations,

born of their intermingling,

our Consciousness

is an eternal shore line between the twain,

at their points of rhythmic interaction!
            Samadhi*

Dragonflies

on still water 

in a wood

is harmony mindless,

a brief Summer bliss

of bring so much at one

with how the Creator made us

that one does not even

see one’s reflection in still waters,

besides the reversed images

of over-arching trees?

To be aware,

must we be apart,

yet unable to see ourselves,

except in our reflections,

which is why, perhaps, I write a poem

so as to be able to see myself

in each moment, as fleeting

as a dragonfly’s life winging?

Or, is there a higher ecstasy

of being able to be

and still be the Eternal Eye within

that is aware of all our being,

no, not with our physical eyes

of our wonderment in outward seeing,

not yet in those moon-like eyes

of the intuitions of our dreams

that tell us how others affect us,

but with an eye of timeless detachment

that can come in those moments serene

when we forget our time’s passing,

lulled to rest by the music of the singing stream

& become just like those dragonflies,

being just what we should be,

moving in an eternal present,

our nearest point to Eternity

and this poem ends at this point of flow

when we that Higher perception begin to know!

    (by the Luxulyan River, Summer 1993-

Samadhi is the Zen-Buddhist experience of attaining oneness in ‘Nirvana’)
The Previous two poems have been reprinted from a previously published collection of my poems called SONGS FROM AND FOR THE SPIRIT- A Personal Spiritual Journey in verse of a “Vision Quester –

Some selected poems, songs, chants, prayers and meditations in chronological order from 1963 to the year 2,000, by yours truly – a Phoenix Poets Publication – available to order at approx £6.50 inc p&p.
IN LUXULYAN VALLEY June 1994

Go, walk into your dream-time,

let go of activity,

follow the forest tracks in the Sun and Rain

to wherever they may go;

cut loose the mind from duty,

it is that which it earthbound keeps,

except in fleeting dream-glimpses

that sneak into one while one sleeps;

no need for drug-induced trances,

simply turn on with rhythms of Creation

so to enter into your Spirit realms,

with intellect following, no longer at the helm;

so come, as if by chance on illumination

as when one finds a surprise view

from a winding lane over the long hill-brow;

when still a child and youth, I wandered thus,

was fed by dreams, inspired to all future action,

the tiny seed within, in stillness prepares,

in timeless thought for swift Zen-like timely action;

so, go walkabout again

and re-find  your ageless dreamtime

in walking meditation

to the mantra of rhythm and rhyme,

of the feet, of the heart’s drum,

to the music of the breeze,

of the flowing of sweet, clear waters

and all will sing and flow,

show all we need to know!

For Spirit is in everything

and Spirit in Nature (re) awakens

Spirit in the souls of humans,

thus us from the kharmic bondage of toil freeing!

      TRADITION

Or while picking blackberries in Readymoney Coombe

Since I was a child I picked blackberries here,

in the valley that runs from the ancient springs

of Lankelli and Langurthou, the first hut-circles of Fowey,

down to the fishing hamlet in the jagged, sheltered cove,

by Lover’s Lane that their first peoples trod;

when mankind was a child, here, in Kernow,

thousands of years ago, people have always

picked blackberries, here, by the rippling stream;

now from newer houses, sings its ancient dream

of before Lankelli and Lawhyre or the birth of Fowey. (continued over page)
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This ritual of gathering the September fruits

Thus, has made us ever one with the preordained seasons

of our Mother Earth where the clusters of trees,

remnants of a once forest shimmer in the valley’s heat

and moisture! And how old are these well-worn tracks

that lead us, bush to bush, still hunter-gatherers,

as in Neolithic days, our hands stained purple with the juice

as our faces, once with blue woad were painted?

A few still come to honour these ancient ways,

though we are fewer, now, than in those primeval days,

so the valley, now, is quiet while one pick

where once it might, with many voices, have resounded?

Give me these ancient ways, and not the supermart,

a direct reward for toil that is not, in itself, unpleasant;

here, rich or poor in coin, of this wealth all can partake,

remembering to leave some for the creatures for whom God first did make

these fruits of the forest and the woodland fringe

were mankind followed the birds in search of sustenance!

                           (1994)

                       LAMORNA

Morning over Lamorna,

in wrack, ghost of rock-wrecked fisherman mourns,

in grey, Spring Sou’Wester on Kenyell and Gazel,*

that antique Gernewek dreamtime* has been sold, piece by piece

by Winco and Davis of Saint Buryan,

many thousands of pounds each done-up Quarry Shell

to second-home ‘furriners’ seeking phoney romance

where once pilchard nets of Fishing Dories hung

in view of bleak headlands, for a brief month or two!

Iron Mooring Chain rusting dangles, clanks by Quay-Mole

where Cornish men and women would once to each other call,

as brown rivulet down through warm, scrub-oak glen brawls

past old water-wheel rotting on growan ivy-grown wall*,

No more smell of Sea’s harvest from high, proud boat’s haul,

for pasties for stanners of Sancreed and Paul!*

A middle-aged peasant, the only Cousin Jack left,

puts a curse of ‘the English’ for his Native Land’s theft-

“but when we get home rule” – be there any hope left?

Worn from igneous pillars of rocks like pipes of organ,

first sight of safe anchorage for Sea-peoples who came

from lost, faraway cultures that even myth has forgotten;

to wrastle with row for crop, Kernow’s ancestors came!*

Those who found no crop, to fish and farm settled down,

Carved out their small plots, one wary eye on the storm,

And when Bals became learies, fisherfolk stayed on;* 

now all but cattle-farmers, hence, long since have gone-

where chill spray wind mourns over Lamorna.

How calm in this silence rises from sea the crags,

as solid as tomb-quoits of a Nation bereft

of its houses’ foundation, hewn in gorse-cliff’s cleft!

Kernow still survives, but hived off plot by plot-

every emigrant child is another Jack lost;

King Athelstan’s plunder in nine fifty A.D*.

never did such harm as low-wage poverty,

combined with speculation-for-gain from property,

where the fishful tide on limp mooring-chain drags! 

The view might be finer for some local colour,

and romance more alive for some native tale-teller

and a thriving village people offer hospitality

such as never found in commercial “Gifte Shoppe”-
for this place was made by the long toil of men-

and who can know Kernow without Cornishmen?

We’ve museums in Truro! There place is not here!

Here is earth to be tilled and new life needed now!

How mournful the view of Lamorna!

* Footnotes: (1) Kemyell & Gazel - the headlands at either side of Lamorna cove (2) Gernewek  or ‘Cornish’ dreamtime, a metaphorical reference to the “dream-time’ of the Australian aborigines in which they ‘go walk about’ to commune with their ancestor spirits & the ‘spirits of the land’ (3) growan  - Cornish mining dialect for granite, used purposefully to give the local feeling (4) Sancreed & Paul – nearby villages (5) to wrastle the row for crop – more mining dialect = to struggle with the boulders to extract mineral ore (6) Kernow’s ancestors came – according to ancient historical sources, the tribe called kerns were originally a sea-borne people from the Eastern Mediterranean originating in Asia Minor & Crete circa 2,500 BC who settled first in the Land’s End region & bringing with them their bee & apple totem fertility goddess & skills in metal-working & stone-building, Kerid(wen), giving a name to a land filled with forests, with an already established aboriginal hunter-gatherer population i. (7) Bals became learies, mining dialect = mines became worked out lodes (8)  King Athelstan’s plunder – King Athelstan of Wessex & England did not invade Kernow to gain land for farmers or other resources, or even to extend the size of his Kingdom, but with the express intention, as a devout Roman Catholic, on the request and with the blessing of the Pope in Rome, to suppress & dismantle the independent  Druidic British Celtic Church, with all is many Cornish Saints, as its ideas were proving heretically subversive to the “orthodox creed” of the Church of Rome, in Devon (once part of Kernow) and England beyond, for the same reasons that the Norman King of England, Henry 2nd invaded Ireland in the C11th, dispossessing our native chieftains (who protected this church) of their political power, though not necessarily of the land they “owned”, as the Norman conquest did later.

   Human Will, Nature, Time And Tide

The rhythmic pulse of time and tides

give us the music for our lives and poems,

into which all our words and actions must fit,

as we cannot will these lyrics and ideas to fit,

for the result, then, would be disharmony

while to flow with this music ensures harmony;

Mother Nature teaches the Golden Mean

of balance and interaction between all extremes:

but, when humans, with greed, go to any excess

we upset all balances, the consequences, now, world-wide, seen;

“There is a time for all things”, so Ecclesiastes said,

so let Nature’s Laws us guide in our ways instead,

then, there’s a chance that we will create harmony,

observing tides’ rhythms, whence new life’s  growth we’ll see!

The Bird Which Sings Come Sun or Rain

In the wooded park, on our old town’s leigh

whence all and every dawn that comes in, I see,

amongst the shrubs, beneath rookery pines

there is a thrush that, always, in first light, sings,

come rain or shine, darkest Winter or Summer,

whose joyful solo awakens the responsive clamour

of a chorus of all the other tweeting, carolling birds,

the most beautiful song I have ever heard,

its trills inspire my poems, so virtuoso

as out from the gloom radiates joy’s glow

and fills my heart with its rapture’s song

from within the darkness, radiant, outward spreading,

so let our joy in being alive, be within, ringing

so to come out, to all who hear it, such joy to bring!

                       IN MEMORIAM

(In the memorial garden of my no longer extant old Grammar School in Fowey-

dedicated to my now deceased old headmaster, Rex Thomas and his ideals of scholarship)*

The best memorial to our passed elders who taught us

is to be for others who follow likewise in their stead,

for we carry within us scholastic, ancient traditions

that remains, within us, living, and so, never dead (continued over page)
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and some of the younger ones who will hear us,

in their turn, could become as the tribal elders

once we too have hence gone, the heritage passed on,

our immortality, as of those who, her have been;

thus, we inherit our culture’s Sacred Bundle

which, in our Holy Places, others can still revere,

a temple whose ruins will be their crucible

as long as others, our thoughts’ voices can hear;

thus, all teachers should become its guardians,

as all our generations of our Earth, the custodians!

*It was in the library of my old school that I first came across the Dialogues of Plato and Socrates! 

THE SMALL COMMUNITY WE KNOW

The small community we know, partaking of it to the full

is worth more than the myriad places that our  world might fill,

tasted, but rarely experienced, in detail, as in daily life,

with all their pros & cons, both in joy or strife,

though it can be parochial, locked inside separate minds,

we need all them to interlink, in our corner of a greater humankind,

for Paradise on Earth is compounded of millions of gardens

where we must all make of the best their blossoms,

like many cells in complex and compounded bodies,

as, within each galaxy, is an infinity of stars

as every garden is, in this wise, a myriad blooms,

ourselves, of a greater Creation, more complete,  that lives to bless!

           Springtime Water Colours

Take the diverse elements of metals, soft and hard, of  diverse hues

and dissolve them in Spring showers so that like paints each flows

for Mother Nature’s palette, to paint the earth with  flowers

ready to open with Sun’s warm light in day’s hours,

the Earth itself sterile when it is cold and dry,

a watery, empty ochre canvass against the cloudy- speckled blue-grey-wash sky

till the invisible artists’ hand, in every corner of 

                                                         the land ,

sketches out bursting buds and seedlings from base skeletal sticks and barren sand!

This is our Mother’s ever living & evolving painting

our every inward and outward eye delighting

and all we need do it is sit and it contemplate,

its further evolving self-creation to await

until ‘tis in Summer resplendent with so many interactions,

in wonder at our Mother Creatrix’s Spirit-guided.

         On a Local, Fowey, Literary Festival

To me, a place is not about an occasional festival

but more an ongoing and integral lifestyle,

not a one-off event but an ongoing state of being

that is, in perpetuity, self-recreating and creating

which festivals best ought serve to celebrate

and decorate, here, in  Fowey, about being a part

and land and sea, dressed ever in green finery

of Mother Nature, before, beyond all transient glee,

a community in which all have a living stake,

learning from our rich earth that we did greener make

the multicoloured carnival of Divine Creation,

not just for a party side-show while on vacation,*

now I am homeward bound, after an operation,

doomed to missing a local festival’s annual libation!

*Our Cornish seaport of Fowey puts on a whole series of events primarily to attract more tourists, rather than to celebrate on ongoing and continuous local culture of its own, as rooted in and expressive of the daily lives of some of us on the land and sea.

  St Fimbarrus Church Stone Tower, Fowey

The stone tower of our Church stands stoic and tall,

in the silent stillness of this Autumn’s drizzly rain,

a rock of faith rooted deep within one’s soul,

linking Earth-Sea and Universe-Sky, as, now, none

come by of this populous town’s usual throng,

as its sculptured beauty sings an ageless song,

now, for longer than a thousand years,

through every season of our incarnations

nestled amongst the transept arches of trees

as they pass through every winter, spring, summer and autumn,

a constant centre of a circle rainbowed or grey

radiating light of Love Divine through night and day,

now visible, now merging back into the shadows

such an eloquent presence that all that God made  hallows!

             THE ETERNAL RHYTHMS OF THE DANCE

“la mer, que l’on voit danser le longue des golfes claires, après une chanson d’amour la mer a bercer mon Coeur pour la vie.”

The sea breaking rapturously on sandy or rocky shore 

plays for us its music of the eternal dance

that calls us to join in with it, at every chance,

with its rhythms our souls and bodies to entrance

whether ‘young’ or ‘old’, at any moment of life,

lifting us above all our survival’s strife,

to be heard, in our heart-beats everywhere

if we just let go to its pulses vibrant in the air,

whether calm and romantic, like a gentle waltz

or when it leads us in a wild, maenad trance,

regular and constant, as our life-blood flows,

sometimes it pulses wildly or more mellow slows-

for this is the music of Eternal Love,

the Creator’s harp resounding, all round and above!

      The Old Tree On The Leigh 

Do you take the old oak tree on the leigh for granted?
It has always stood there, tall, silent, proud,

since first your own sapling life sprang,

doing what it does, artist, poet, a singer of many a 

                                                                        song,

that it seems it, with the old Earth, forever belong

(till it should die or fall,

a large void there left, a question to appal!)

what did it feel such as it will ne’er reveal,

its wisdom inside its trunk to conceal and seal,

with so much of its life unexpressed, unspoken,

that let’s fall, now and then, but of itself a  token,

the lone watcher with a life-full view,

sheltering and stoic, to itself ever true,

set high above the transience of the town,

         RIDING THE DRAGON

Riding the Water-Dragon,

our river opening to the Sea,

in our ship of primordial stone,

our ancient, medieval town,

for so many Celtic Saints renowned,

cut from Albion’s ocean-sculptured backbone,

through changing weather, fair and foul

through storm and calm onwards our lives sail,

a land sea-dragon green

skinned with lush woodland’s sheen

through which protrude its jagged fins and scales,

a haven for all seasons, (continued over page)
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blessed by sun, moon and stars,

both for staying at home or roaming thence far,

the pulsing of our Dragon’s breath

the flooding and ebbing tides that carve this earth

into an impregnable sanctuary,

from which all worlds beyond to dream and see!

FOWEY BY STARLIGHT

Down the back-streets in the starlight

of our Medieval Town,

that feel like a beautiful Assisi
by a Mediterranean-like sea,

at last “back home in port again”, 

with its sense of solid root and history,

the sort of place one can belong

that inspires a person to compose a song

and become a poet or painter;

going down the hill between old stone walls

one comes first to the place of the once Holy Well,

of its first founding Saint Fimbar,*

one does not need to travel far

to commune by night with dreams

of all who have passed this way,

now for a thousand years –

who knows what adventures will beckon now

from across the seas beyond this  sheltering harbour?

It is the port where one can unfurl

one’s wild-wind-hungry sail

to be content in its cosy streets,

old and new friends, neighbours to greet,

even as many since time beyond recall

where songs of dawn-birds, cries of sea-gulls call

over huddled slate rooftops

down its serene, enfolding ways. 

*To be strictly historically accurate, settlement around the town area is far more ancient than the Medieval trading centre itself, its origins going back pre-BC in the hill-top “circles” of Lescrow, Lankelly & Langurthou, and, also, possibly ‘Menabilly’ – the doomsday book name for the town is “Villa de Langurthou by Fawi”, the river name, abbreviated later to Fowey, even as “Kingston-upon-Hull” was shortened to “Hull”, being at the southern end of the neolithic ridge-way North-South routes to the Camel.

THE HOLY GROUND

This town it is my “Holy Ground”,*

our river-serpent of Saints and dreams,

a strong stone root in my Celtic earth

where poetry bubbles, flows in singing streams,

a sanctuary, a place of many friends,

a place for life’s beginnings and life’s ends,

a place of shelter from life’s ocean’s storms

where one’s restless vessel finds contentment, calm,

of sunrise over lush-forested creeks and hills

where the voices of  devas* in the bird songs thrills,

from where to set sail and to return,

a place one can call home,

an adventurer’s welcome

when each day’s venture is done.
*Holy Ground – reference to the Irish folksong:

“Till we return back home to see/the Holy Ground once more”, devas = nature spirits.

 THE ARTIST AS THE SUN AND MOON

The rainbow’s colours are inside us, let them out o  us spring!

Our minds’ imaginations are like birds, let them all take wing!

Our songs well in our hearts, let us them aloud sing!

Our Creator’s energies are within us, let them their flowers and fruits bring!

Do not keep potentials locked inside, as in a dormant  seed,

 culture, like Creation, fills our Earth, with all our variety

as our ghost thought-forms become expressions we can all see;

our Inner dreams are plentiful, they are our reflective moon,

let them rise into the night sky, amongst the cosmic stars to shine;

our faith in life lights our lanterns with its peace-  bathing glow

so that other dreamers can, these lanterns sharing, also glow,

outside the walls inhibiting of otherwise circumscribed lives

when we celebrate, in every moment, our rainbows of being alive!

     NATURE’S PAINTS

Take raw earth’s elemental ochres,

oxides of metals in air’s fierce furnace fused,

then, add to them, the water and the rain

and myriad images will grow out of bare earth again,

compounded so delicately and lovingly

of our Creator’s image, spontaneously,

silicon and carbon-sketched on canvasses,

endowing leaves and flowers with beauty’s caress,

what transient artist, with all imagination,

could ever emulate such a vibrant Creation,

if Inner Spirit does not guide his or her hand,

in response to the Great Spirit, where’er he or she might stand!

       THE SEA AT FOWEY

Here, throughout my years, I have gazed out to sea;

it was always the greater ocean that beckoned to me,

since I was still a child until I have grown old,

life’s adventures beyond this haven ever to be told,

never inwards on this parochial, picturesquely snuggled town,

for ‘twas beyond these horizons I had my renown

and, everywhere I go, in my fondest dreams I see

reinvigorating adventures, in an endless, wider sea!

THE QUIETNESS OF FOWEY

If I were an artistic or literary hermit,

this place for me would be quite perfect,

to live in communion with natural Creation or the Muse,

to paint or write a poem whenever I chose,

without need to share with other gregarious souls

so to make my social life more whole:

but I AM NOT, for such a gregarious soul I be,

who ever, here, gazes out beyond to the sea,

that ever me beckons, to seek places new,

a broader humanity’s visions and vistas to view

This Great Adventure of Our Ancient Saints

Drawn into the hidden nooks in Nature of the Cosmic Mystery Divine,

seeking to walk in the wooded trails and lives of Kernow’s saints of its ancient time,

in pilgrimages of learning together their Wisdom at their Holy Wells,

ever aware that the Spirit of our Creator God, in all things dwells

(even as did they) at every turn in the land we can open a different door

beyond which lies their healing and example from our times of yore

often forgotten in the transient, secular noise of this, our modern, material world,

as we retreat into their timeless peace and still, the healing power of Christ revealed

in their – and our – healing hands and prayers

and benedictions in this Holy Land’s beauty-blessed air,

even as our hearts with winging songbirds sing.

Our, here Celtic praises to our maker and King,

the whole Earth, God’s cathedral consecrated,

for its sacred life to care, our Christian duty dedicated

   On the Town Quayside

‘tis Christmas Day, a deathly quiet solsticial still,

that day when most people shrink back into their seed

the small core of their families whence they sprang, (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)

these days but the nuclear family, no longer the old clan extended,

that broader social unit, now, over recent decades ended,

back inside their silent houses, into to their walls and  shell,

(when to embrace all our brothers and sisters we all need,)

as by a material, introverted shrunken ideal defined,

though these be but molecules of our vast humanity!

Where in our hearts do we now belong meaningfully?

While looking all round me, I there go, ever beyond,

in a quieter, wondrous, mysterious universe to stand

   So Many Sacred Springs of Poetry

The many sacred springs of poetry, from within our earth and souls,

are, indeed, our timeless, Creation-fed Holy Wells;

oft times they have been neglected and choked up

for lack of our devotions to our Creator Spirit, up

on high and deep within, in the dearth of the spontaneity

of our emotions, those libations of creativity;

and each has its own Muse, found in oft forgotten, quiet places,

waiting to be rediscovered, in each Zen moment’s  empty spaces,

should one there return, them to contemplate

where the still Voices  of Spirit ever us await*

when we leave behind our complex, busied lives,

engrossed in the survival for which all living beings strive,

when we back to our own, Inner Thoughts return,

their psyche-feeding flow, there, ever to be reborn

*cf. The Lines of the Christian hymn “oh to hear, amidst the noise and storm/ thy still small voice of calm!”

                   FOWEY

Has this become but a nostalgic, picturesque view,

a beautiful, green view from a tomb

that once was one’s long life’s womb?

So many gone, but their houses still stand

to paint along this exquisite azure strand,

where one can gaze out beyond aged stone walls

to open space that to everyone calls,

where the Earth in a wider Universe

so full of wonders inspires a poet to verse,

in the wisdom and lessons of the ages to stay,

where to one’s own dreams one can return still

but not those dreams any more fulfil,

with that urge to go beyond encircling hills

to another  pasture that could be more green,

where dawn birds sing in the trees, here,  everywhere seen?

                               EYES OF THE TIDES

Behold the endless pulse of ocean’s tides upon our beaches!

Is this the record ever-lasting of our Mother Planet’s memories,

ever since, born from gaseous skies, fell  her primal waters,

surrounding the dry land’s cooling, metamorphic crusts,

since those aeons-ago times of this Earth’s formation primeval

out of gasses and rainbow-vibrant minerals elemental,

since the first sea plants and animals crawled out into each strand,

so to become amphibious, so as to colonize that once dry land

made softer and moister by the ocean’s vapours’ eroding tears,

so to create more yielding soils over so many millions of years,

till, in the end, we, the first humans did, by those shores stand,

so many wonders, there, conscious, to see, seeking to understand

this vast creation’s deeper mysteries, upon this, our border

between our bodies’ mortality and the cosmic soul of eternity,

as throughout the kaleidoscope changes of cycling times and seasons,

of eras and epochs, as of our cycling years and centuries,

throughout the births, deaths, rebirths of our numberless generations

as the migrations of the tongues of our several fluctuating nations?

Did not these Mother Waters’ eyes see, know, all that, here came to pass

as, hear every word we’ve ever spoken or there confided, in our dreams,

watched all our comings and goings in and out of so many transient havens,

and so could sing many a tale of all that, here, has come to pass,

since life’s first primitive beginning, to the harp-like music of tide’s rhythms,

that taught the first human bards how to respond with their rhymes?

And can we access this ocean’s memories, tuning into seas and skies,

hypnotised by the ocean’s pulse which is the very beat of our own hearts

(so to unite us all), merging our mortal egos into the Creator Spirit’s eternity,

so to become aware of all that by this strand once was, and is and yet is to be,

as of that thread of immortality, our own reincarnating souls,

were, in their first beginnings, emanations from that primal Mother Earth & Ocean’s Soul,

even way back before our human ancestral tribal/species memory

into that of the Earth Mother herself, even before ever came into being humans

as that of the primary Great Creator Spirit’s akashic* and all seeing and wise intelligence?

Is this not what fixates us, in our longing, beyond words, by each such shore,

in our constant urge to know and learn ever more than we ever did before,

but this time, but not by science’s physical means, but by, somehow, travelling, in time

as out of body, on wings of timelessness lent us by ocean’s energy pulse sublime,

in shamanic dream and meditation, in due humility before cosmic forces,

trusting our sails to whatsoever wind blows, not made by human will our courses?

What drug can help such transformations in our ego-imprisoned consciousness +

when our best agent of such release is the very creation that us blesses,

here, on this band of Earth belonging to neither constant ocean nor dry land,

a portal for us, where both interact, as pulsing tides out-ebb, in-flood?

Oh, here to transcend all self, and transient thoughts of daily life,

so to enter into yon Ocean’s eye, that saw, sees all our Earth’s harmony and strife,

both their elemental power, like volcanoes burning high into the sky

or greener, sheltering forests where so many wild creatures could walk, crawl, fly!

*akashic record – the record of all lives and souls kept in the higher realms of Spirit which can be glimpsed, when inspired humans are open to receiving messages from angels & other such guides.

+ i.e. hallucinogenics, which serve to ‘open up’ psyches ‘locked inside’ low-level assumptions and conditioning accumulated from society, but which, in themselves, having offered this ‘liberation’, and so changed ‘our way of seeing’ leave it up to us to see and quest for whatever we shall so do, in a non-artificially assisted way, by so cultivating, through the contemplation of what is eternal, in an uncluttered space of what is eternal in Creation such as the sky/cosmos and ocean. There can be no more uncluttered space than a primal sandy or stony beach, when there are no other people there, for to compose a fresh poem, does not one need, as the Tao says, a blank space to write on?
          A POOL FOR REST IN OUR RESTLESS STREAM-CYCLES OF LIFE

   (dedicated to the swan, duck and wild fowl pond  & reserve by Par Station, Cornwall)

Strong springs deep in the high, green hills that ring this bay,

Gush forth to fill never-ceasing, broadening, deepening streams

That flow onwards, ever restless, as do our changing lives

From birth, through childhood, youth and adulthood, the sea

Of a wider world to merge with, powering the mills

Of our active labours, and our other daily chores:

But, here, rivulet’s flow’s serpentine coil,

Slowing its pace in wild, salt-marshes, by man untamed,

Ceases to move on, briefly, in this reed-rimmed gem-like pool,

A sanctuary for swans and ducks, for water and other birds wild,

That bids we humans too, from our daily impetus to cease,

And find, in contemplating its breeze-ruffled waters, 

Our lighter recreations and souls’ inner peace,

Timeless hours of rest for young and old, of every way of life and kind,

For enjoying those simpler pleasures as of the more child-like mind,

Like sharing our bread with the water birds that clamour there,

Be they boisterous, graceful or comical or playing with dogs

Or simply stopping to gaze beyond, in timeless wonder

At the miracles of Creation, ’neath changing season’s skies,

A point of focus either to wander, in inward solitary reverie,

Or to meet together to foregather, as families or community.    

               THE RIVER IS A HIGHWAY

(A folk ballad to a traditional tune, graphics taken from a wall-chart of ships of the ages bought from the local Fowey, water-front Galleon pub – 1973, improved 2010)

On the highway of the tidal pulsations of the years,

Where the eternal heartbeat of the centuries

Is stilled in pool, between this haven’s rocks,

Enters one ship, one life, while leaves another!

Ships, mutant in size and shape, but not in intent,

Go back, through many moons of tides and dreams,

And find a crow’s nest, on a furze-haired crag

And see the coracles of the first, bronze age Kelt

Moored, by the creek-heads where, now, bob and lie,

On mud-banks, boats of fibre-glass and nylon neat

And still some of the bent wood of the older way,

Of schooners, luggers, clippers, brigantines

Whose portraits line walls of old taverns where

Might drink departed “salts” of yesteryear,

Raising that ageless seamen’s joke and cheer,

Spinning the yarn of Fowey’s tapestry!

See dragonheaded long-ship of the Dane,

And swanlike beak of sleek-oared, swift trireme,

Oaken, with leathern sails of Amorican,

Beating against the wind to clear cruel rocks,

Watching for coast-guard light, then, wood-fire beacon,

Watching the sky and wind for rain or calm,

Their cargo, ore or clay, dug from old Kernow,

By the Cornish tinners, old as men of this sea!

To see this carnival of figure heads,

Of thrifty trade pass to-and-fro, below,

Each moment as a decade or an epoch,

To have watched houses rising stone-upon-stone,

Carved from the hillside to make steep-stepped terrace

On which they stand, as, stepping, they cut the slope,

Tapping springs from the slate for running water,

The slate that made a rover’s welcome roof!

The people on the highway, now, are different,

Sail in and out, not to ply local trade;

These are the transient tourists here on holiday,*

Upon the sea they gaze, not for work but play!

That is the rub! These can take it or leave it,

Like those who walking, idly survey the Earth;

You have to farm to know all Nature’s aspects!

You have to fish or trade to know sea’s worth!

‘tis best that it’s your own song that you’re singing,

Then, you’ll know yourself an heir to that line unsung

Of Coracles, long-ships, triremes, luggers, galleons,

Of schooners, steamers, coasters and their men!

*Amorican = of Amorica (the “land by the Sea”), one of the C6th Romano-Celtic names for Cornwall/Brittany)

                  TROY TOWN*

A serene nave-like avenue of trees leads past

our thousand year old granite church of its early birth

with its tall-pinnacled tower and bells that resound sweet

all across this sacred landscape of our Cornish earth,

rooted in holy cells of more ancient Celtic Saints

with its stained glass-windows – what modern palette could these paint

and the feeling inside there when we congregate,

as through so many centuries, God’s blessings to celebrate

as the organ’s music all those entering uplifts,

beyond material crafts and forms to beatitude of Christ,

leads down past the square medieval to the Victorian quay,

whence all around us the forested slopes of our estuary we see

enclosing the sheltered waters of wayfarer’s sanctuary,

a gateway through jagged coast’s reef-sharp walls,

since times primeval, where sea-bird chorus loud crescendos

chasing the fish churned up by passing boats’ wakes,

up its ampitheatre hill, streets and alleys walled with stone,

surrounding one with contentment, sculptured in a and of Earth’s bone,

with cosily snuggling houses, roof top rising above roof-top

on hard-won steeply stepped terraces’ buttressed strength, around its top

a circle of tall pines, with their flocks of strident rooks

silhouetted against sky, as if engraved in an old book

all embracing, enfolding its people in a close community

such as in our changing, faceless, world bespeaks timeless security,

its strangely turreted manor house, as from  tales of lands faerie,

with its ornate baroque battlements completes this tranquil picture

rising above the old slate roofs, while in and our their sails

ships and boats of all shapes and sizes,

from dinghies and yachts to cargo-ships and liners

as once it was the back-drop for galleons and schooners

and vessels more ancient still, of many Nations and all aeons,

feeding one’s imagination with dreams of far-off horizons,

as each cosy corner opens out into wider infinite vistas,

self-contained, looking outwards, here, the poet’s & artist’s eye

can dwell on cranny’s detail or fly with birds into the sky,

a place much like a person over centuries matured,

that turns itself within itself to fulfil and find,

yet enriched by traded treasures from near and beyond,

as brought back by its citizens who other worlds explored,

an identity that remains ever unique

(though not unlike others that one might seek

in other ancient inlets, that have through time grown

almost imperceptibly, in other lands I have known

as when sojourning by the Mediterranean Sea,

the dark cypress’s flame, also, here, to see,

vibrant against Summer’s tremulous, azure heat,

near where a fig-tree arches o’er narrow street

and orchids blaze out their colours from ‘gardens-on-crags’,

our tiny “gems of heaven”, for all this let’s God thank!
      LINGER BY THE RIVER (A song from the 1970’s)
Linger by the river as by the one that one loves,

Dream in the love-light of Life’s Cosmic Eye,

Know every movement of her River Life,

Feel every corner of her fertlle Earth body,

Sit silent underneath the starlight,

No need for explanations why you are shy,

Do not hasten away from her too quickly,

As, by that riverside beloved, you linger and stare,

With every longing that in youth and childhood,
With every murmured secret you whispered there, 

With every moment with her in this moonlight,

With every precious vision sat on sea-wild rocks bare,

                          (continued over page)

The dancing Spirits of your joys and sorrows,          (continued from previous page)
Rising like ghosts called back by moon to Life,

Remind you not to forget your beloved

When you depart from this soft riverside;

Forget not the vows you made at your trysting,

Of how you would keep to the Way of Peace,
Given the energies from her Eye’s light a-flowing,

Not till the cycles of her seasons in you cease,

A trysting moon was meant to shine on lovers,

Though it shines on you and your call for love

-when will you come back here with your beloved,

And sit with her as stars shine clear above?

Her eyes met mine a moment in the tavern,

She asked me questions searching of my heart;

I felt drawn to her but my words were clumsy,

Hope to see to see her again, ere I from this river part.
My days are empty and my nights are waking

Because I’ve not got that for which I long,
my eyes are tired, else I would still be wondering
till dawn of New Life ends a moonlit night of wandering.

Many moons ago, now, I’ve returned here lonesome,
Kept company with the ones that haunt the creeks
Of night-time birds and of my own heart’s wishing

For the happiness that despite all my let-downs I seek.

    VOICES OF SPIRIT (at our land near St Veep, in the 1990’s)
I am the Voice of the Spirit of the Land,

I remain when all others have come and gone,

all to remind, should they have ears to  understand

that they are, though transient notes, all parts of my eternal song.

I am the Voice of the Spirit of the Sea,

embracing all souls who e’er shall sail on me

the oft uncharted routes of Eternity

from which all lives shall ever reborn be.

I am the Voice of the Spirit of the Air,

the Creator’s breathe which heals all care

and gives to all life, ever to inspire,

filling the sails of each and all’s desire. 

I am the Voice of the Spirit of Sun-Fire

the Creator Energy that all Life empower,

that tireless surging urge to create, 

that in all that pulses with life vibrates!

I am the Voice of Spirit in all these,

heed me in silence, who all beings frees, 

and invigorates to journey on,

fuelled by fission & fusion of my potent suns.

My voices bid you turn aside

from with whatever you are preoccupied,

to flow at ease with life’s rhythmic tides,

each and all belonging in Creation’s wonders wide!
                                 STAR WALKER

“Seeds grow in darkness, burst forth into light;

so are our beings born into day from night”

St Veep, September, half moon, 4 p.m 1990

Great Spirit, star-walker,

radiant, vibrant pulsation of energy

in Earth and trees and stars,

magical illuminator of our dreams

both waking and sleeping,

bringer of serenity by my so beloved tree-mouthed river, *

my lantern is the moon, the inner light

which is the inner light of all that is light

and the candle of my waking eye

alert with wonder at clear Autumn sky.

I cannot sleep now, I must vigil keep

in this Sacred Spirit hour,

freed from the tasks of survival of the day,

by night uplifted, in the universe to walk

with the Star-Walker

for Spirit-inspired moments precious to the shaman!

All is alive now, vibrant from within,

dark Earth beats its soundless, persistent, rhythms,

the curlew pipes the flute down by mud-bank creek,

like a bird-headed kachina, before dawn’s breaking;

golden flowers in the moonlight, like my poems

blossom in this sanctuary of night where others sleep,

their poems their dreams that they never, in words, write!

I am alone with you, Great Spirit,

you are my soul within,

as my life follows its cycles in this most cherished garden

where the physical always changes, even as does my own body;

but the inner light is constant as the stars

of the Spirit Star-walker.

Earth is born of a star

whence all life’s forms evolved;

I seek, now, for detachment,

ever in Creation’s work involved,

like Elohim on Creation’s seventh day, of Genesis,

the other six too busy with each detail to see the whole!

The night gives us that chance

in the Spirit Spheres to dance

where in the sun we sowed and reaped sweet corn,

eaten with relish, in the night, the seed is born

of the Spirit-corn that feeds Eternal Souls

without whose magical seed none would be whole.

Soon Winter comes; meanwhile this Autumn still

allows us, after harvest, golden days’ quieter hours.

One bird-call is exquisite in this twilight,

as stars give way to pre-dawn on the hills,

a trill, a thrill of music calls all to life,

to rise again with the Sun after night’s chill!

Star-walker smiles, enfolds its mystery

again in veils of blue-to-come in sky,

bids shaman ‘au revoir’, except within,

those hidden powers that ever stir to power

when healing is the need of survival’s hour.

So, do not lose faith, night-walkers of sleepless dreams

for constant is the flow, of life, of tidal streams,

sometimes ebbing to weariness,

sometimes flooding to strength,

where night lifts us above time,

though time still measures toil’s day’s length!

Great Spirit! Star-walker! Thank you for walking with me!

*The River Fowey estuary.

** kachinas – Hopi Indian Spirit deities or ‘angels’.

                        David Allen Stringer
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