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OUR VISION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10 Long Meadow Views, Hill Hay Close, Fowey, Cornwall PL23 1ES UK
Email: uni.alli@btinternet.com 

Please enclose, with M.S.S. by post, as appropriate, S.A.E./I.R.C.’s or send them by email. We do not pay and do not run competitions as our purpose is not to satisfy the artistic egos of individuals, so much as to help draw together those with whom we can work creatively towards our common, cooperative ideals.

SUMMER 2018 Editorial
Dear friends, welcome to the 68th issue of our Phoenix. We, now, celebrate our 18th year and hope to successfully re-arise from our ashes for as long as there is breath in our bodies and the sacred breath of the inspiration of the Great Creator Spirit stirs our minds and souls, for it is from that Spirit that our bardic and artistic creations spring, even as our minds and bodies sprang from the mother matrix of life itself. Let us never forget that our skills are a sacred gift from God (or the gods, according to your belief!) but, all too often, my lifetime of observation of diverse scenes around me, these gifts have been corrupted and devalued by the status-fixations and (notably male) ego-delusions of an hierarchical materialistic society that, for instance, “values” art-objects in monetary terms, not according, as such to any intrinsic merit as the name/relative ‘celebrity status’ of the artist. This also affects the sphere of poetry, in which, for lack of any other status title such as CEO, ‘star’ or whatever other initials one adds to one’s name, some add the term ‘poet’ as a status badge in their own universe. This generates multiple further layers of absurdity (as in that comedy by Aristophanes, The Birds, set in Cloud Cuckoo Land) as such sweeping generalisations as someone being a ‘bad’, ‘adequate’, ‘good’, ‘better’ or ‘best’ poet. Of course, all egoists are convinced that they, each, belong at the latter end of that scale of ‘value-judgements’ as conferring a higher status than the former (or commanding a higher fee). Each poem is to be taken on its own merits, according to the reader’s/listener’s tastes, and the quality of each varies in any one person, poetry being something one does rather than is, as, ultimately, we are each, essentially, multifaceted human beings, who are from before and after whatever we do that is transient, even as we each are souls/spirits passing through our diverse and shape-shifting incarnations. I know how much the quality and value of my thoughts and inspirations fluctuates, as for decades I have kept diaries of them all, periodically selecting out, objectively, those I sensed would make an effective poem, play or story, others to be left as seeds to evolve and mature till ready to be born into the light of day, what one might call ‘casting one’s net into the stream of consciousness’ and picking out  the juiciest fish to eat while throwing the ‘small fry’ back to grow bigger, if they will. This is an excellent method of stimulating creativity, spontaneously, far better than artificial intellect constructed ‘exercises’ like ‘today we will write haikai (or a sonnet) and these are the rules’ of some writers’ workshops!
In all this, let us bow in humility that all such thought fishers were spawned by the Great, Creator Spirit. On the other hand, ego-delusionists might say ‘look how clever I am, creating this’ and churn out lyrics that might be merely clichéd and flat, as having their name attached (in extremis, for instance, the Roman Emperor Nero was notorious for such arrogance (in males, too much testosterone?). Indeed, there have been many great and richly gifted poets, who have lived on, in our cultures, for centuries, such as, for example, Shakespeare, Blake and many others, a veritable classic pantheon of cultural heroes and heroines, who never had any need for such ego and status games, in their service of the Nine Muses, as any such acclaim was accorded to them by others without it being sort out. Such is likewise true greatness in spirituality (as with Christ & the Dalai Lama) and politics (in the best sense of that word, as the ‘organisation of society, the polis’.
What matters, in all things, is that we remain ‘true to ourselves’ (as Socrates said) rather than try to live up to any fashionable or trendy image, for the sake of any transient masque of status it might offer!
It is always an excellent exercise in humility to ‘matter-of-factly’ write down a long, chronological list of every single, possible cultural forms and expression that has fed into the swelling river of one’s inspirations as a writer/composer, some of my own beginning in childhood as chapel hymns and Rupert Bear rhymes, graduating later to Shakespeare and Shelley. One realises how ‘derivative’ we are from those gone before, starting with our DNA from our parents and ancestors. The mingling of these many streams stimulates a creative chaos, the very organization of which into coherence so leads to our own identities being forged as we grow and mature. The sources that feed some may be fewer than with others; the fact remains that we owe so much to others, how can we possibly claim to possess what , in the first place, gift to be passed onto others?
It occurs to me that such status and ego corruption of the arts and literature does not arise from out of our ‘cultural heritage’ in itself, as from the general nature of the materialistic society in which we grow, even as religions, of original, purer inspirations, absorb the accretions of pre-existent customs, social structures and prejudices so to be distorted and perverted by them. These values of ego, status & possession in the arts have, thus, been taken from their prevalence in the socio-economy in which they grew, after their initial purer inception from Spirit, even as a pure spring of water, flowing as a stream, can pick up pollution from environments it flows through. How much it does so depends on how much the poet remains detached from sick societies beyond; as a poet. I have, myself, been socially involved as a worker & ‘socialist/eco/pacifist activist’ rather than as a poet, artist & singer, such as I am, also, myself!

Namaste David Allen Stringer
THE PRINCESS & THE PAINTER

Once upon a time, in the far-off land of Yueh, the ‘land of the moon, lived a painter celebrated for the beauty of his paintings and the beauty of his mansion, built of Mountain-cedars, walled inside with the most delicate bamboo screens and inlaid with mosaics of precious & semi-precious gems, as inlaid by his hand. All the loveliest women in the Empire of China in which Yueh was a mountain province loved his paintings and dreamt of meeting and loving the painter who, however, otherwise lived a very lonely, isolated and meditative life, although it was said, he was still young and fairly handsome. One of the daughters of the Emperor of China so desired to have her portrait painted by this painter that the Emperor, only too flattered to have her portrait painted by one so renowned, sent a messenger to him, requesting him to do her portrait and offering him whatever payment he thought fit be it in land with cattle, precious gems or venerated books of Chinas’s sages. The painter, modestly thanking him for his request and as yet uncertain as to what his preferred reward would be, wrote back saying that if the princess could come to stay at his mansion, with a small retinue until the portrait was painted, this would be the best way to do it, as his mansion was so designed as to bring out his greatest skills. The Emperor agreed and the princess came eagerly to the Land of Yueh, and so the portrait was commenced.

The painter worked deftly, but slowly, anxious not to displease the Princess – or the Emperor, and she would sit posing for many hours, happy to be in the presence of this celebrated artist. The more he studied her pose, her face, her eyes, the more he loved and desired her. 
The more she sat gazing steadily at him working, the more she loved and desired him. And yet, in his loneliness and isolation he had become so much the monastic devotee of his art, that he shunned such desire, without wanting to and only spoke between sittings with a slightly tremulous and somewhat gentle courtesy. And yet, she was so beautiful, he thought, and when the portrait was done she would have to go away; he would like to have her there as long as he could. So, his brush strokes became slower; sometimes even they would stop and his gaze, glancing at her to catch a detail, could not turn away again from her face to his ease. These spells of silence grew longer and longer. “When will he tell me he loves me?” the princess thought wistfully, patiently waiting – for him, till in her waiting too, she dreamt and dreamt.

One day, the painting, to their unspoken regret, almost complete, after a long spell of enraptured silence, the painter slowly went over to the princess and as he came near to- almost touching her mute face, he trembled at the sight of her staring eyes! His intense, distant, obsessed, detached stare had frozen her, nay turned into the most beautiful golden statue!
It was late evening and her retinue were all 
asleep. In a daze, he put the last brush strokes to the painting and sat by the easel staring at her in wonder and horror. As he gazed into her sculptured face, the full moon of the Mountains of Yueh shone through the bamboo screens onto her eyes which for a moment lifeless took on the same intense, distant, staring as his own, burning in to him like fire ,a fire that made him feel so cold! Everything was a dream and a voice spoke, hers, so gently, yet coldly: “the image of the desired prevents its attainment/the beauty of the desired imprisons one in dreams of it, /the yearning for the desired freezes one’s very desire and robs it of strength,/the wings of butterflies are pinned by the staring of eyes/ and only the beauty that cannot be alive will be immortal!”

The next morning, the Princess’s attendants were terrified to find both the princess and the painter frozen into beautiful golden statues. The murmured ‘sorcery’, ‘witchcraft’ and fled to the Emperor, who, hearing what they said, at first refused to believe them, until he too came back with them to the Mansion in the Land of Yueh. Weeping for the strange fate that had befallen his favourite daughter and unable to blame the artist, for this too was his fate, he wished to bring the statues back with him: but the statues were inseparable from the ground where they had frozen, so he ordered the mansion to be exorcised of demons and made into a resplendent tomb and a shrine, with its delicate bamboo screens and mosaics of gems. Today, it is said, if you can find the land once called Yueh, and climb a certain mountain of cedars, you may still find what remains of the mansion, with its two staring, loving statues: but do not stare at them, in turn, for (who knows?) their fate could also become yours!
                     IDENTITY

I’ve had enough of your identity cards,

though some are useful too, I must admit,

like when I sign on at the dole, get paid

and here’s my poem, you’ve tagged me, I’m a poet!

“poet”, Russian, he sings, because he is and must

and not because his name throughout times’ mists,

echoed, Bardic, guarantees  the least eternal soul,

from most withheld, a dream for Tantalus!
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
The leaf hung in the sky, a traffic’s pulse

alike absorb his being in their sound, and you

commuting to your place allotted feel an awe

that someone else still dreams as you did once?

Let me be free, I’ve an excuse to roam

that you have not, because I’m ‘different’, come

all need each other, no more myths, I see

in endless faces fled, a common crisis of identity.

                      (Manchester 1967)

            SO MANY MYRIAD LIVES

With so many, myriad lives, even in such a small

                                                                   place,

why should mine be any more important amongst, all 

                                             lives in the human race?

I would not be missed except by a few I know,

when I move faraway or into other dimensions go!

So many stars in the galaxy, yet each has its own

                                                     precious light

that gives itself to the sum-total of the infinite 

                                          Cosmos’s delight;

each light is precious, in itself, is its own

                                         multifaceted gem

that adds its own, small sparkle to our Creator’s 

                                                            diadem;

all I think & speak has its meaning amongst the so 

                                    many troubadours’ words

that have been in their moments, of some value to 

                                             those who them heard:

for ego is but our human delusion,

to be dissolved, its ultimate damnation,

so praise to the Great Spirit for allowing me to 

                                              have, here, been,

however long or briefly, amongst others seen!
                      MEANINGS OF LIFE

Are our lives only meaningful when we have made 

                                                             them so,

or do carry validity, as purposeful souls that must 

                manifest their patterns, wherever they go?

Are we creations from random molecules, during our

                                                   brief mortality,

or do we reincarnate old meanings, wherever we may 

                                        find ourselves to be,

changing variations on similar musical themes 

                                                    forever,

albeit coloured, in their rhythms, by whatever 

                                             worlds we find there?

For I have been in many past lives a bard

(or shaman) of diverse cultures,  in the span of time,

or did I make out of each life’s growths, the strands

from which emerged this life’s current rhyme?

Do we feel fulfilled only where we have our current

                                                          lives made

or can we feel fulfilled in ourselves, wherever we 

                                     have, wandering, strayed?
      THE SPIRITUAL-MATERIAL PULSE

Like the rhythms on a heart-beat monitoring machine

like a landscape of breaking high peaks rising from a

                                                           broad, flat plain,

like the rhythms of music and poetry, with down-beat

                         pauses and emphasised crescendos,

so the force of a life through waiting lulls and 

                                    events’ excitement flows-

which of these the place of the material and the 

                                                          spiritual?

Some sages say that the spiritual is found in moments

                                    of transcendent ecstasy,

coming when a peak rises  when the mountains to us 

                                                                 call,

while on the plains below, men, in everyday survival,

                                                     blinkered dwell,

in constant alternation, as the most attuned cleave

                                                    to the heights,

in cosmic contemplation and introverted meditation,

that ‘tis, on the earth-plane, all souls must learn their

                                                              hard lessons.

in the experiences of everyday, social interaction;

some say that ‘tis events that most matter, while all

                                            lulls are to be endured:

but I suggest it is the reverse, that our lives’ spiritual

           flow is to be, in the endless plains secured!                 

Freewheeling Down the Internet Super Highway

When I was young, I used to roam,

at will, often far away from home,

unfettered by bonds, ties in self and life,

embracing both ecstasy and strife;

now I am too old so to freewheel,

in body as I can, sooner, more tired feel

till I found the Super Highway of the Internet, 

so many near and far, there, to meet,

even if only in a Virtual Reality,

through our wifi, as then as freely,

even more so, as hitherto unknown worlds beckon

as I, here, was once wont to be  elsewhere begone,
                  A  FRAGMENT
 The only time is NOW!

The NOWS of yesterday are no more 

and become as ungraspable spectres;

the NOWS of tomorrow are but promises & potential

some never or rarely to be realised;

for anything to be of value, it has to be made NOW!

David Allen Stringer
Poems, Songs, Chants and Prayers

Cornish poems of, by, for and around the River Fowey, in roughly chronological order, from 1962 to 2012 

by David Allen Stringer

A PHOENIX PUBLICATION No 2
Palace Printers, Lostwithiel. 64 Pages, now available from us at our address at £3.50 Inc. Postage

Cheques payable to the Universal Alliance and postal orders to the author.

               Light Years

A 15-skin Camberwell carrot

Harvests its rocks.  Our guru quacks.

Born-yesterday absorption isn’t hardy –

We can’t pin faith to sensations

So knuckle under his longheadedness.

Libational ritual is demolishing

But the hangover will float.

          #Consciousness

Krishna’s velvet gloves have no arousal.

Malfeasance can be blowpiped

With joss.

Our guru is paused

· An outspokenness to his tweet.

Uberous handlings of self-insights

Are not the absolute dominion.

     Bronchitis Litany

Our guru elbows hockle

From the chrome butterfly –

Rears his peepers to tub-thump.

Voluptuousness’ clout

On a nymphet muse of good-life,

Entails a punt on the lotto.

      Krishna Show

Our guru’s peacocky 

Polka-dotting veneer

In his Vivienne Westwood spiked heels.

Enlightenment teeters

On a kicking-off universe,

Millisecond of the pre-frazzled.

We unthank

Relevant energy’s gimbal.

                    Christopher Barnes

77 Lonsdale Court, Jesmond, Newcastle, NE23HF, UK. Email: d1420243@yahoo.co.uk 
Stopping at Mrs Cooper’s house

Was on my way home.

Mrs Cooper read books, had a dog

Called Darwin. She was not the norm.

Wore pretty skirts and spoke well.

Not many people spoke to her

Though, and she was a protestant

To boot, whatever that means.

We would speak of nothing in particular

But it meant more than the words.

Behind me was the beck where the

Hard kids gathered, their laughter

Like as if released from a dungeon.

I looked forward to Mrs Cooper’s house.

It had a softness, no edges… once she

Gave me a peach from her tree.

I ate it there and then.

Desperate for

Fruit, for the sweet taste of it

In my life.

They hated that I stood there, brazen,

Speaking with the enemy.

Picking up the fist sized rocks, aiming

Them just right, once I walked on alone.

Hatred is a lone creature and still

It mystifies me.

Once, only once, she hugged me.

Apropos of nothing.

No words came to us, standing there.

But we both knew what the hug was for.

And how long it would have to last me
             My angel 

Is called Violet. Yes , its a her 

What do you take me for .. 

She is a tea time angel pops up 

At 4 o clock with crumpets. 

She has perfect teeth but wont let 

On the name of her dentist. 

She likes the words cameraderie, vermicelli 

Cornucopia, Samarkand. 

She didnt go to college , stayed at home 

And keeps a pet wolf . 

Regarding men there have been shenannikins. 

She has a house in the Wicklow hills and an 

Apartment in Brooklyn. South side. 

She resembles an oasis , on a good day 

On a bad day she just resembles. 

She sits on top of buses , wears Mary Quant , 

Greek sandals, smokes pot. 

Says i am just back from everywhere , and 

How is himself today ? Really .. 

Well we'll have to see about THAT. 

She is a personal friend of Adam Adamant. 

She says I need a good rest and writing poems 

Can be curable. 

When she laughs I think of eagles. 

When I laugh she thinks of a white horse 

Running in and out of the waves. 

My angel is in the Resistance even when 

There is no war. 

My angel taught me how to swear. 

She eats cream horns. 

My angel swears a lot. Praise be. 

My angel swears a lot.
        Bad lads 

Women always prefer them, 

The bad lads. 

Michael had a winning smile, 

A charisma , a wink 

A line in chat. Been in clink 

So many times , and yet we spoke 

Up for him. Always. 

His brother Robert the same , taller 

No one messed with him. 

A cool cookie, leather jacket 

Took life in his stride. Other 

Peoples lives.  (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)
Sat next to them in school. 

Was proud to. 

But the solemn eyed lad who 

Does his homework , goes to mass..? 

We avoid. Want none of him. 

He is the marrying kind , the comes home 

Early, the easy to second guess ..you know

What hes thinking and he thinks 

More of the weather than sex. 

He is called Hubert or Ronald. 

You have been drunk more than him. 

But the bad lads who never ring or call.. 

You welcome the heartache as if its 

A right. As lovers they are swine 

But you think its your fault. 

They know how to rob daylight itself, 

They drink whisky . Never cry. 

You lie at their feet as if you are charmed. 

You bleed for them time and again. 

The women who love the bad lads 

Stand at bus stops . And weep.

       The Match 

Because o.k. lets face it 

Life is a match. 

You know it and I know it. 

And where you sit depends how it goes. 

And – you never get to pick your own team. 

And so much depends on the colours of your scarf. 

(None of this is by choice – you think it is, but no.)
You get taller as you go through each turnstile , and , yes the crush gets easier to bear. 

Your mam still waves you off , but she’s in injury time now and the old man well – he never really got a 
                                                               game. 

Always on the bench – banging on about the class 
                                                           system. 

You know it and I know it. 

And sometimes –you think you’re the star player – 
                                                but it doesn’t last. 

Your boots get old and heavy and your haircut
                                                    wrong , so
They transfer you for a younger prettier model. Live to regret it 

Won’t she – mark my words. 

And they do. Mark you. And hold you back , and spit and shout and make out that all your best footwork is behind you. 

That’s all they know. 

You know they’re wrong and I know. 

And you still see the same lads doing what they did twenty years ago – some are in the better seats now – but some are in the gutter. 

And sometimes you want to scream – to say how it should have gone – who
should have come on at half time and who got carried off – its all fucking wrong. 

Who are you ? anyway ?? 

OO are ya , OO are ya .. 

You know it and I know it. 

And the whole thing hangs on the toss of a coin – as to how it goes 

And if it goes at all - ; and that’s how it is. 

Stood outside the ground. 

Most of us. 

Trying to get a ticket for our own lives.
                 Miss Atlas 

I remember they got rid of her , the nuns. 

Miss Atlas , the gym teacher. 

In that way that nuns have that is both vicious 

And holy. 

Overnight , she was gone. 

Nor was she asked to leave , just found 

Her bag packed in the hall 

On St. Swithins day . Tipping it down 

And a nun with an umbrella ,watching. 

The word was , her dress sense was poor 

But a tad lewd, a whisker provocational. 

A reluctance to wear flat shoes , shabby 

Clothes that spoke of a rich but tasteless 

Background. Unthinkable. 

Her appearance at mass six days a week 

Not seven.... asking for trouble. 

Her cat being called Limbo as a joke. 

Her calling the priest by his real name. 

That suggestion of a Spanish comb in her
Hair one Whit Sunday. 

All these were trotted out to justify 

Her going , and all a pack of lies. 

It was her liking for women that did for her. 

The way she always looked twice, 

Did her buttons up slowly in front of them. 

Wasn’t afraid to stretch out on the grass 

Next to one. 

Wanted one to like her more than sugar. 

Wanted to surprise one with a secret look 

And if the end of the world should come 

To be with one whose soul she could 

Cling to and who would cling to her 

With not a word. 

This terrible need and hunger 

Were her crime. 

And overnight she was gone. 

And now we had Miss. Burton with 

Her plumber hubby and two kids. 

And her bow legs and holidays in
Abergavenny. And salvation is ours , 

Praise the Lord, halley fuckin luya. 

On St Swithins day , they say it will 

Rain for forty days and nights now. 

And us with no umbrella. 

Or chance of one.
       Dogs in the snow 

Are wild. Full of dreams 

And riddles and conundrums 

And words over run by sausages. 

This white dog that has come overnight 

To play with them 

Is just the best ever , he has paws 

That spiral and crumble in the air. 

He lets you run into and under him 

And when he melts he laughs. 

His heart whispers in the dogs ear 

And promises that today the world 

Is born anew and will be ruled by dogs 

Who love everyone. 

You can hide from people under his 

White generous skin , and when you bark 

The sound sends him into the trees 

Sometimes you lick him as he lands , 

Sometimes not. 

Dogs and snow are equal warriors , in
Beauty and in their held breath 

They stand transfixed in the day 

Right on the edge of the world. 

Because a dog has seen snow , the 

World continues to turn. 

Because he has let you see snow 

With him. 

You continue.
Helen Burke

Email: ph.hobbit@tiscali.co.uk 

Halcyon

Reflected lightwaves pulsing up the bankside

in concentric pullulation

unmasks Earth element’s seeming solidity

as hallucination...

If Crone Yule

can be persuaded, as today,

to cease from squall,

She’ll

by merely

lifting Her veil

a perfect world reveal

uncanny

still.

This halcyon day

hardly counts a day at all,

but an eight hour dusk,

a day all limenal,

and by

on jewel-wing

appearing

the fisher-king

itself upon the time

sets a seal,

approval

granting.

Implacably placid

the lake is on its best

behaviour,

Impressionist

in its faithful mimicry

nary a smear

in its facsimile 

symmetry

the barest departure

from dogwood blaze, whisping sky,

cedar tiers,
save the tiny vapour trail

given a wavy flicking tail

all the better this sperm to propel
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across the surface silken blue

du lac (December 18th 2017)
           Seagull Constellation

seagull constellation’s

soaring scintillation

before the backdrop of the winter wood

robin-plumage tinted

colours subtle, hinted

where the trees all now stand nude

 by the winds stripped bare,

yet not despoiled are

they entirely of tone or hue or colour

where summer is a shout

and spring a giddy rout

winter’s shades are duller

it boasts but in a whisper

until the frost flays crisper

with its cutting dazzle

and fallen leaves turn hoar

then crispen all the more

and our senses frazzle

Beyond

WE ARE from the World of Light

WE ARE of the World of Light

yet in this World of Shadows

are detained,

in the Mire of Shadows

lie chained.

Fleet are we, all movement-

yet here are restrained,

we are of Boundlessness-

are here yet bound: (continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
must endure the grinding mill

of the turning wheel of days,

under these lightless skies

try to keep our hearts ablaze

with their true nature incandescent.

Our predicament-

we’re caught up in what we aren’t,

lie under an edict of banishment

to somewhere we don’t belong,

under this burden staggering,

wailing the exiles’ song

the one about Zion...

holding out

for so rare a day as this-

when the dawn’s music rouses us 

and fair winds fill the sails

of the Ship of Light:

O then Earth wears a resemblance

to our true abode,

and thus our tenure

can be endured-

and from the heights we can see

earth translucent and shining water

together in the cloudy

horizon of their lovemaking

their disparate elements

 blur and blend:

there is where we are rooted

that point which in this reality

we cannot find.

Our Home

lies at the horizon 

that which can never be reached

in this confine,

a shore where we can never put in,

that can never but by absence

be tasted, or known,

but is always and in all ways

beyond.

Because we are unsane

Because we are unsane

we celebrate

the darkest time,

the Crone’s reign,

She who yet engenders

The Pure Maiden

who receives

the Principle of Light’s

visitation,

in Her turn containing

the Mother,

whose suffering

is Light’s parturition.
Because we are crippled

we dance,

and if our movements therefore lack

the easy grace of doe or buck

flowing like water over every obstacle,

then with the buffoon’s caperings

must we be contented.

Because we are in agony

we laugh

as laughs the Principle of Light

to the World Tree nailed,

between the red moon

and the white sun reared.
Dean Carter

8  Dairy Flats, Coldharbour, Sherborne, Dorset DT9 4AQ Email: ahiahel@live.com for “Sound Baths” see www.centreforpuresound.org 
                  PHONE SEX

My mother always put on a posh voice when she answered the phone

unless it was his sister

Your sister is on the phone she would say.

His face would light up 

like at no other time

and he would run out to the phone.

Grab the phone and put his hand straight down his 
                                                                 pants.

Big smile on his face

He never put his hand down his pants when he talked to anybody else.

Guess he really loved his sister.

                  POLLACK

The young Polish girl on the beach told the same story to the young man she had just told to the polish 
                                                                     girl 

the only difference being that she told her in Polish.

All I heard was the pepperoni and the salami but it was enough.

The clouds have rolled in from the sea now

and I get up to go.

Just as well I have no desire to hear that story again

In English 

or Polish

Pepperoni and Salami
         REBORN

I am just a man

not an honest man

not a particularly good man

I drink

I fornicate

I do very little

but every day I have a hope

that I can change

I can become that butterfly

I can bring something

so great to the world

that everybody will accept it

so you see that is why I write

and that is why I can never become a Christian

as much as I want to believe that 

that guy died on the cross to save the world from sin

to give everybody the chance to start again

as each new day starts I believe I really can be 
                                                      different

but know most days will end in the same ultimate
                                                          fashion

so it is a circle 

one that cannot be broken

not for a man 

or a god

ENOUGH

look 

there it is

it is everywhere

but nobody looks too much

me I look

and sometimes I see

and I can feel it too.

The birds sing in Cantonese

a certain woman has a certain sweetness

the swirling white helicopters that 

come from the lollipop flowers

sweep the garden

and all seems right with the world

just for a little bit

but it is

enough

            A LOOK

I wonder what people see

when they look into my eyes

Love

Fear

insanity

an idiot

A possible murderer

They try to escape

but I hold them in for as long as I can

I don't know why

perhaps it is  so I know I am alive.
      ACCORDING TO

I went into the coffee shop

the guy took my order

and asked my name. 
I looked at his name tag

it was Luke

Between us we have half the gospels I told him

He told me the coffee would be at the end. 

No religious conversations today
                        FREE WILL

I sat in the café 

nursing one of those drunk twice in one day 
                                                             hangovers 

watching all the people talking about who knows 
                                                                    what 

watching clouds roll by as I run one lip against the 
                                                                     other.

As I left 

I wondered why I shaved my beard off 

then I remembered 

free will is not all it is cracked up to be. 

KNOW THYSELFI walk past two young women sat on the floor one looks at me and says He is not a very nice man. I say me I am lovely. She doesn't reply but I think she may know me better than I know myself DOPPELGANGERI had to die so I could be reborn that part of me is dead forever now. He will never come back can't say I liked him much filled with self doubt and pity searching for excuses and settling for an easy life. No I'm glad to be shot of him now I can truly be who I want to be. Hang on who is that knocking on the door.
       SNOW ON TREES

A long snake sits on top of bark 
the sun casts a shadow on another tree,

it looks like a man with roots for legs and arms

running as fast as he can

If I grew roots from my toes

and planted myself in the earth

I could stay here 

too forever

right now

this is the only place I want to be

ROAD TO NOWHERE

I ride the tube all day 

to murder time, 

get off at stops I have never been. 

The tube starts to sing to for me 

it knows I am a lonely man.

I get off at white city but it isn't white and I realize I have been here before 

a long time ago. 

The sun comes out at three it makes me feel better about me having my sunglasses with me.
If anybody asked me what they were doing on my head I could have said I was an optimist which of course I am not 

I get back on the tube try to find somewhere new but I have been to so many places 

the woman across from me has a reinforced gusset in
                                                              her jeans 

it unsettles me. I start to feel like a strange homer 

or the wandering Jew 

no need of an arrival. 

I go into a church light a candle for my mother 

it is more than I ever did for her while she was alive.

I get on a bus for a change then walk until I drop

people walk over me or think I am drunk so I decide 
                                               to get up 

and continue the journey to nowhere.
Marc Carver

          TEN GREEN BOTTLES

I have wine bottles holding up my bed

I don't know why I have so many

the things that now hold me up  in life 

are the things that could of so easily 

pulled me down
Marc Carver 
Email: kronski669@yahoo.co.uk 

                      Lydia Regenerated.

I am sitting in the beautiful garden of our country house. The roses here are in bloom, their fragrance heavy on the still summer air. This is the twelfth year of my marriage to Henry, and I am still certain that my marriage is the happiest of any that I know of. Henry has retired from his previous profession, and devotes himself entirely to research and literature.

This garden, with its rose beds and fountains, we planned together. Henry had it made as a gift to me, and I love to sit here! The paths are of small sea-shells, bordered with pebbles from my favourite beach. I am a happy woman: I was not always so fortunate.

My early recollections are marred by the memory of a dreadful London slum dwelling. It was dark and cramped. The coal fire smoked whenever the wind changed, so that soot covered everything. The fat, hard-faced, woman who gave me food from time to time, also beat me if I annoyed her. She called me by many names, but never by my own, so that in time I nearly forgot who I was. The cold, dark house had a dank backyard behind it where rats scuttled through the rubbish which lay stinking, there. The woman had a cat, but the rats were huge, and the tabby cat was so often kicked by the fat woman that it was too intimidated to attack such large, fierce beasts.

My bed was a heap of old coats and soiled rugs, in a corner of the kitchen. There was a stove but my corner was too far from it to feel any its meagre warmth. Cold from the damp floor seeped though my motley bed and chilled me so that I coughed incessantly. My plate, when I was fed, all too rarely, was cracked and dirty. 

Nance, the old woman, was mean with food ‘Five shillin’ a week don’t buy luxury!’ she said. Her breath smelled of gin and of the clay pipe that she always held between her teeth ‘Your Pa don’t want you’ she told me, ‘and your ma’s dead. You ain’t wanted. Make yer mind up to it my girl!’

Nance told me that my only chance in life was to stand on a street corner, in a year or two, when I was old enough, offering my body, for sixpence, to any man who passed by. ‘You’ll scrub up well enough, when ye’re older’ she told me. I was scared.

Somewhere, deep down in my memory was the recollection of a sunlit garden around an elegant house; a woman laughing; the scent of lavender on clean linen, and the sparkle of silver and crystal on white damask; and a man’s gentle voice. The notes of a piano haunted me as did white hands busy with embroidery. I could not pin down these memories, but I knew that they were a part of me, and that I was a part of them. They comforted me when I was particularly miserable.

The day that the miracle happened was as hard as any other day; a crust and dripping for breakfast and Nance’s coarse voice and brutal feet as she kicked out and shouted at me, the cat fleeing her booted toe. Soon after her wheezing clock had struck ten, there came a heavy knocking on the door of the house. Nance ordered me to stay hidden at the back of the kitchen and went to answer the door. I heard her voice, wheedling and whining; she seemed to be trying to convince someone that she was alone. I crept out of my corner and edged towards the sound of voices. The kitchen door was suddenly thrust wide open and the day-light streamed in on me as never before!

Nance tried to hide me behind her ragged skirts, but the man caught sight of me and cried ‘Miss Lydia! Come here!’ Suddenly, I recalled that this was my own name, and I slipped out from behind Nance, my hair dirty and matted, my old dress greasy and torn. My cold hand was clasped tightly to my mouth: I was almost too scared to breathe, and could not speak for the fear that I felt, and the embarrassment of knowing how dirty and unkempt I had become.

The man bent down and gathered me into his arms, ‘Miss Lydia’ he said ‘What has this evil woman done to you?’ And angrily he threw a handful of coins at Nance, who grovelled to grasp at the glint of gold, pouncing on the coins lustfully: no doubt she could already taste the gin they would buy! 
I was put into a carriage, and we rumbled off into the distance. I must have slept, for when the carriage stopped it was night. We were at the door of a great house. I was lifted gently from the carriage and taken inside, where I was washed and dressed in clean clothes, and my hair, also washed, was brushed and made tidy. I was given some tasty food and then I was placed in a comfortable bed so soft and with clean white sheets. I thought that I had died and that this was paradise and at every turn I was addressed as Miss Lydia.

Next day when I awoke and a maid came to dress me I learned that this beautiful house belonged to a gentleman who my father had appointed as my guardian. The housekeeper took me to the drawing room, where the man who had rescued me was standing by the window. I saw that he was much younger than I had thought. He explained that following the death of my mother my father, who had loved her greatly, had taken a position as a lawyer in India, in order to try to escape from his grief. 

My father had arranged for me to be properly cared for, and had left enough money for this purpose. This had been embezzled, and I had been turned over to Nance, who, for a pittance, had kept a roof over my head. My father, far off in India, knew nothing of this. When he became ill, and realized that, from the nature of his disease, he was about to die, he had written a letter to his good friend, Mr Charles Dickens, asking him to find me and place me with a proper guardian, who would protect me and also safeguard my inheritance. Mr. Dickens had chosen my kind rescuer, Henry FitzSimmons, a solicitor. He stood before me now, in this beautiful drawing room, promising me ‘I will protect you, Lydia’ he said ‘I will care for you and I will invest wisely whatever of your inheritance we can retrieve, so that you will never be in want! You will be safe here,’

And I was safe. I was well fed, well dressed, my education was provided for: my life was pleasant, in beautiful surroundings and I was happy.

When I reached sixteen years of age, I was confirmed in our lovely old parish church. A few days later Henry FitzSimmons spoke to me again, about my future. We were comfortable and affectionate together by this time and agreed very well. ‘Lydia,’ he said ‘please will you look into the mirror there, and tell me, what do you see?’ I looked ‘Why, I see myself’ I said. ‘Indeed, you do. You see Lydia, a very beautiful young lady. But tell me, do you see my future wife?’ he asked.

I looked again. I could. I did. And so, ‘Yes, if you please!’ I said.

We were married. My white confirmation gown of flowered silk which Henry had given me made a fitting wedding dress with a wreath of orange blossom and myrtle for my hair. My kind Henry gave me diamond drops for my ears and diamond rings for my fingers to make up, he told me, for the terrible deprivations I had suffered.

We gave dinner parties and I again saw the glint of silver and the flashing of fine crystal on damask; and I heard the piano played again but this time by my loving husband. Henry’s friend, Mr Dickens, often visited us, and wished to use my life story for one of his books. I could remember about Nance and her dark and dismal house: I allowed him to use it, and to put my story, somewhat changed, into his book.

I am still here and still happy, free to walk in the beautiful rose garden made for me. Henry and I still love each other; he cares for me as I for him and so I am truly free from the prospect of destitution and prostitution. Yes! Indeed, I have been re-born!
Vaughan Williams on Theme of Thomas Tallis.

Music such as this

so English, blithe,

and beautiful it is,

singing of Cotswold

trees and streams,

light moving over Severn,

running to the sea.

High hills and starry sky,

and fields that fold

around them, ploughed

or pasture land. And inns

where lights stream out

across the dark, and

men can drink and sing

as English boys and men 

forever have sung, at the plough

or in the Parish Church:

times change, some keep the skill,

maintain old fashions fresh

and old songs singing still.

See how the moon on Crickley

rises now. Traffic will come

and go: Crickley rises still,

and Daglingworth and Itlay

nestle, cosy, under hill.

All this the music speaks

for he who wrote lived near -

Down Ampney is not far!

So in respect, just drop a tear

for Tallis and Vaughan Williams 

who with well tuned English arts

wrote such glorious music

from their loving English hearts! 

From their singing, English, hearts!
            Dragon  Power

The Dragon of Wales is scarlet-red,

and England’s Dragon silver-white;

above Egyptian pyramids there flies

a golden Dragon, wonderful and old.

I have sometimes heard it said –

and seen it happen, in broad daylight –

that these great creatures sometimes rise,

their strong and scaly dragon-wings unfold:

the silver-white She-Dragon

of our green and ancient English land

takes wonderful and legendary flight

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

the golden Dragon rises from the sand,

                 (continued over page)
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majestic, and arrayed in shining light,

flies to meet her, an emissary;

the He-Dragon, red and bright, of Wales

rises from his place on Snowdon’s height,

and wings his way to meet the Regal pair

with whom there’s magic work to do.

So, over many hills and dales,

these Dragons voyage in their Royal flight,

and, dancing over England’s lambent air,

join all their Dragon-skills to make Peace now!

         CONSOLAMENTUM

         We stand. Clockwise.

          a candle burning;

          not all of us are wise,

          to know the turning.

          We wander back in time,

          remembering life,

          in such a softer clime,

          our spirits burning.

          Burning! The candle

          is our minds, not wise,

          but always daring

          to seek for Truth among

          the hidden learning.

          We move. Clockwise;

          not all of us are wise

          to know the saying,

          to wander down the years,

          remember praying,

          in caves where candles burn;

          in fields where prayers turn

          while we are burning!
Consolamentum was the only rite of the Church of the Good Christians, also known as Cathars.   
‘As Pants the Hart’

Oh for those cooling springs,

waters of Paradise, 

dews of heaven!

That once so briefly glimpsed.

forever hold the mind,

the soul too, perhaps,

I love the solace of green,

dim places, under trees,

and sometimes gently yearn

to be in some small cell

with books and music,

live alone with God

and find the hidden glory –

that’s another story!

Search earnestly for rest,

clamber, somehow, to where

the brightest spirits dwell,

‘and a few lilies blow’*

and where all storms are stilled.

This is not reasoned thought:

driven by the mad world

and its atrocities

how shall we find God’s springs

of unencumbered Peace!
         The Amanuensis.

I have sung for you, 

lover of trees and wild places;

have done all that I can do,

waiting; and writing what you say 

is what you wish me to.

I have sung of oaks and pines,

of violets, buttercups,

primroses, greeting Spring 

with twice ten thousand blooms.

But still you hide away, 

keeping the basis

of our arrangement 

a secret from me,

while I wait to hear the lines

you will dictate.

This is no irksome task,

It brings its own reward -

I may bask in the sunshine, 

that warmed you, writing hard,

in that glass study, on the roof

in Italy, so long ago;

so, weaving, in the web and woof

of rhyme and season, word and phrase,

in golden sunlight pass my days.
Sylvia Audrey Charlewood

Email: bscharlewood@btinternet.com 
Biography: Now in my 81st year, I wrote my first, two-line, poem when aged around 3 years. I have gone on struggling since then. I have books of poems on Amazon -via Create Space, a novelette about King Richard III, and I write short stories, which I hope to publish before I am 'called home', to steal a phrase from another poet. Unable now to work in my garden, I still enjoy it, and am able to attend my place of worship. My family and friends are very dear to me and I very much enjoy being a member of the Richard III Society- if there was a Charles II Society, I would join that, too; I am also a member of the Keats Shelley Memorial Association -and still trying to get to Rome!
Spirit of Winter

There comes a time, time, time again,

When Spirit Winter starts to shine, shine, shine – 

It hits a peak when our dear Sun is low,

and latticed in the trees,

tho’ still can cast a ruddy glow, on all our 

                                       celebrating faces.

This must be the time when I can hold your hand,

to share the warmth of your dear soul,

and dive into our pool of mindful thoughts,

when suddenly they’re held together,

with such a fire that’s borrowed from our distant 
                                                          sun.

Within this pool I feel there is a rising tide

of winter’s Spirit, when  all our people greet 

                                                    each other

in their friendly smiles, and sometimes reach out 

                                                        arms

to close a warm embrace, and even kiss a friend,

and share the inward glow that often rises.

This winter season we can celebrate around a 

                                                                fire,

beneath  the star-flung spacious sky, 

and drink some hotted Punch to amplify the 

                                                      feeling,

while  sharing food to resonate the glow

and dancing like the Shiva in the Cosmic show.

This special Solstice time there must become a point

when time stands still, while earth retains her juice

to serve again the seeds we later sow,

a time to pause, not quite for sorrow

but for the quiet meditation on tomorrow.

There comes a time, time, time again,

When Spirit Winter starts to shine, shine, shine - - -

It hits a peak when our dear Sun is low,

and latticed in the trees,

tho’ still can cast a glow on our celebrating faces.

            SPIRITUAL UNITY

How now can I avoid the thought

when floating ecstasy rewards

my climaxing in love?

The wonder is this blissful feeling

is also shared with my dear wife?

I do believe this crucial climax

is a blessing and a gift from God;

and more than this, it gives a glimpse

that spiritual unity exists,

to bring us all the harmony and peace we always 

                                                       crave.

Love may be expressed in many ways

from Being to Being both spiritually and bodily;
but human beings have this special gift

to exercise through Consiousness,

and well beyond the need for touch.

So thus we all can share this pleasure,

for in essence we are but spiritual beings,

and all our loves must be this fountainhead,

that like a fall of light must make this sparkling 

                                                      shower,

the wedding of our souls with this our Cosmic

                                                      Universe.

Here I may reflect upon this latter word, Universe,

the meaning being “Bending towards the Unity”,
a simple underlying theme,

like an airship floating into space.

    And Death Shall be Transcendence

That death could strike no signal to the soul,

about the gateway slowly opening,

to glimpse the dark descent

into a softly shadowy passage,

where the Angel reaches for one’s cooling hand

to gently guide one down the way

towards another kind of life.

Each year the body has the power

to reconstruct itself again to let the older self be 

                                                             shed,

like the crystal skin of the awakening moth,

feeling at last the warming sun, he stirs
and breaks into a different kind of life.

One may ask what kind of life is in store?

Will there be the unfettered freedom

to which our hearts and souls aspire,

or will we simply carry there the cares and sorrows

of our earth-bound lives?

All this assumes the attributes of mind or personality

will somehow be transposed into the soul,

and there by keep some semblance of the self

to travel weightless through the shadowy divide,

therein to find a heavenly glade, or paradise.

And therein, in peaceful solitude,

await the tender guidance of one’s guardian Angel,

towards a carefully suited body - - -

or, if enlightened, start the lengthy course

of training to become , yourself, a novice Angel.

Jeffrey Gale

16 Whiteley Avenue, Totnes, Devon TQ9 5PQ

Email: Jeffrey@worldpeacegardens.net.org 

See: www.worldpeacegardens.net.org 

                Portrait in Time

This tree and I are here together

sharing our selves in this gentle space

contemplating the grass and clouds

reflecting the peace that is here to be found.

Silently we communicate

One with the other in wordless joy

one with the earth, the sky, each other

here in this moment of endless time.

One is rooted the other is still

And here we both are, but one will leave,

and the other will stay to hold the peace,

while the one who leaves will carry it forth.  
     What is love and where is it found?

Can it be dug from stony ground

by determined fingers where it lingers

beneath a crust of disregard?

(continued over page)
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Can it be plucked from a low hanging bough,

fruit of devotion, or found

in the ocean caught in a net of need,

Or grown from a seed planted in the heart?

Or is there another way to seek it

Does it peek from behind shy eyelids

Afraid of being too bold, and told

To look elsewhere?

To discover love is to uncover it,

raking away dead leaves of discontent

Straightening bent bits of hope dangling

from a rope of despair of finding love 

anywhere, yet the seeking continues.

Love is a warm place, a kind face a comfort

to children lost in a forest of discontent, 

disconnected from themselves and others.

Love is a smile that welcomes, a song that soothes, 

a hand that holds, a kiss that says "I love you."

Love is born in a place in the heart

That starts with a sense of being one,

of knowing that we are all of a oneness.

Love begins with me, and ends as I

all together gathered in the heart of love.
        Living Light

Light, beautiful light

beckoning clockless birds

who seek their mates

telling time by the beams

lengthening the days

that inexorably bring spring

closer and closer.

At two I stood in my crib 

reaching for the light. 

Each morning still its power 

fills me, wakens in me

the urge to be, to do, 

to live in this moment

of light and seek my joy.

Even as I gaze my eyes

take in the lengthening light.

I let it fill me and overflow

into the day, taking me with it.

One day I will dissolve in it

melding with the joy within me,

becoming one with the light.
        Images of Summer

The lake reflects the sky,

serenely showing puffy clouds

as they drift by. In the garden

flowers nod to one another.  
Swaying gently in a light breeze

they speak conversationally.

Bees buzz from one to another,

troubadours repeating tales.

Sounds of summer weave a tapestry

stitching a story old as forever

and new as each moment of now. 

The lake reflects eternity in a day
         Guaranteed

The sun will reveal itself 

over the rim of planet earth ascending

assuming no clouds interfere.

Leaves will fall in autumn

come forth in May or April, depending

as Dandelions appear.

People who were born will die

new souls will take their places attending

to business as usual never fear.

The heavenly firmament 

will glow with twinkling stars, befriending

those of us who use their guidance, here.
          As I Woke Up

As I woke up this morning

I knew my sleep was done,

I looked out of the window

and saw the morning sun.

I saw the skies of azure,

the trees of lovely green,

the sight I saw was filled with light

as bright as could be seen.

I sat and gazed upon it

this morning I could see

and thanked the day aborning

that it was given me.

I thanked the Lord in Heaven

I thanked the angels too

I prayed for all my kinfolk

and friends so kind and true

I asked to be of service 

however I might be,

I smiled and blessed the moment

to know that I was free.

I rose into the morning

and moved along my way;

how wonderful it was to be

alive and me this day.

Tasha Halpert

Email: Tashahal@gmail.com
     MATH CLASS

Back of the class
last desk before the wall

hide in the rear and hope

the teacher doesn't see me

or call my name

school by the numbers

and numbers scare

too many numbers

that only confuse

algebra=  x=y

why

what for

so cower in the back

hunker down

blend into the woodwork

struggle squirm

math makes misery

give me literature

words I understand

numbers only numb

stare at the board

what does it all mean

eyes glaze

hope the bell rings 

watch the blackboard clock

tick tock   tick tock

the bell finally goes off

music to my ears

mad scramble

dash to the door

the torture over

it just didn't add up.

THE WAY THE WORLD WORKS

I don't understand

the way the world works

its twists and

its turnings 

its faults and its yearnings

its blue sky

so beautiful yet

too often black

its light and its shadows

its fire and its water

opposites attracting

at the same time contracting

the world is a mystery

spins with me 

without me

some bad and some good 

I am part of its whole

notwithstanding its contradictions

the world is a question

with multiple choices

a wild roller coaster

both scary and fun

how exhilarating the experience 

after that first plunge.
Dance of Raindrops

Raindrops 

on the window

fairy bubbles in motion

in rain dance

a dazzling display

they rise and fall

they cross  they join

a ballet

of glistening dancers

unrehearsed 

yet captivating 

I am their audience of one

following each movement

I applaud and

call for more

an encore of raindrops

before the curtain 

closes.
THE SILENT TREATMENT

A man knows

he is in big trouble

when the woman avoids contact

and with a glum stare 

invokes the dreaded "Silent Treatment"

he knows he has to do something 

to make up for his blunder

or else face the wrath of

one angry woman for days and days on end

He does not want to chance it and so

devious as he is, 

comes up with a plan to get off her bad list

he cannot stand the silent treatment

it is worse than water-boarding

so he suggests a concert with her favorite performer

or dinner at an exclusive restaurant

maybe even dancing of all things

she accepts his offer graciously

and conversation slowly starts back up

somewhat strained at first

but gradually returning to normal

the husband is so relieved

he has fixed the problem

a stroke of genius or accidental luck

regardless

all is well again

he is out of the doghouse

which only goes to show

that men are often blithering idiots

who have no social skills

or knowledge of interpersonal relationships

but...

they can be rehabilitated 

by working closely with

smarter women

who understand the power

of saying nothing.
COMMONALITY

We have much in common

our hopes 

our desires (continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
our past

our future

we are held together 

by a common thread

the value of community

a common brotherhood of man

we have in common

dreams for a better life

a brighter tomorrow

a common aspiration for 

improvement in our lives

strengthened by

our common knowledge

we hold universal interests

our human experience

binds us together 

in shared awareness

in glorious communion

man can have more

if we join together

in trust and truth

and use our commonality 

to achieve

uncommon peace.
LITTLE FAT MEN

Little fat men

busting at their belts

standing at the curb

dressed in shiny black

red bandanas tied

around their heads

they look like little Buddhas

they are waiting

all waiting for tomorrow

but for now they just stand

randomly in the little cliques

like any group of men

on street corners

they talk about the weather

compare their strengths

and weaknesses

tomorrow 

they will bid goodbye to all this

they will be going to the country

to a much different environment

than what they have been used to

they have never seen hills so tall

so many scavenging birds

there will be plenty of others 

like them 

a convention of same

a gathering of garbage bags 

at the landfill.
                  RUNAWAYS

"'Ran away, a negro man named Henry; his left eye out, some scars from a dirk on and under his left arm, and much scarred with the whip.'

Twenty-five dollars reward for my man Isaac. He has a scar on his forehead, caused by a blow; and one on his back, made by a shot from a pistol.' "'Ran away, a negro woman and two children. A few days before she went off, I burnt her with a hot iron, on the left side of her face. I tried to make the letter M.' 

"'Ran away, a negro girl called Mary. Has a small scar over her eye, a good many teeth missing, the letter A is branded on her cheek and forehead.'

On and on 

the story goes 

men treated men like livestock

with brands to hold them

to their pens

posted ads and rewards

for their return

hunted like animals

with dogs and guns and whips

these were the few

who chanced escape

the slaves who ran away in fear

afraid of being caught

yet more afraid of staying

they had little choice

yet chanced to run away

their masters mean and cruel who

branded  shot  whipped  collared

still these would not submit

they ran toward the light of freedom

somehow hoping

they could leave behind their shackles 

of shame and abuse 

where did they go

what happened to them in the end

their stories lost in the cobwebs of time

we only know them by these posts

men buying and selling men 

degraded all

all men damaged in the end

shame to those who stood silent

in their suffering

who would not lift a hand

to succour those poor souls

brave enough to run away.
Spontaneous generation, the hypothetical process by which living organisms develop from nonliving matter; also, the archaic theory that utilized this process to explain the origin of life. According to this theory, pieces of cheese and bread wrapped in rags and left in a dark corner, for example, were thus thought to produce mice, because after several weeks there were mice in the rags. Many believed in spontaneous generation because it explained such occurrences as the appearance of maggots on decaying meat.

If all life was spontaneous

and out of nothing grew,

we must admit some accidents

without a brain slipped through


We must be clear and honest

the theory is robust,

stupidity is spontaneous

the examples, clearly us.  
           LONGSUFFERING

Don't you just hate it when

you tell someone you have a certain pain

and they immediately chime in with

oh yeah

I know what you mean

I've got that

only mine is worse

it just takes away from

what you were expecting

wanting the companionship of pity

the praise for enduring such a pain 

the pain was so personal

your excuse 

for feeling sorry for yourself 

which ironically made you feel better

it was your pain

and yours alone

to love and nurture

a reminder of your own stoic courage 

now they have taken even that away
and that leaves you with

guess what

another pain.
EMPTY STOMACHS

In youth it seems

wishes are many,

discouragement

there isn't any

There is no stopping

dreams of youth,

naivete' assumes

dreams will come true

We learn through time

that dreams decline,

realize that life

is cruel sometime

Dreams can come true

in lieu, we're flummoxed,

dreams fill our heads

just not our stomachs.
David Knape 

Email: dknape1969@yahoo.com 
           Deeper

Deeper and deeper I fall
into this world of white.
Last nights eerie moonlight
lit the diamonds under my feet.
Today the world stands still.
Falling, falling, snow.
Falling, falling, like Alice
into a new adventure.
This is an internal exploration.
A meditation in silence.
The world has become virginal,
not a stain, white on white.
Soon I will leave footprints
but for the moment I am ghost.
                 Lone Wolf

In excitement, I mention I’ve booked my trip to 
                                                   Cornwall,
and once again I will be there for the summer 
                                                       solstice. 
Within hours, two people have tried to hitch their 
                                                      waggon,
on to my trip “to keep me company” they say.
I resist the urge to say if I wanted company,
I would invite people who I wanted to spend two 
                                                weeks with.
There is an assumption that alone means lonely.
It’s rarely viewed as a choice, which for me this trip 
                                                               is.
I like to be free to roam as and when I choose.
I love company too but I enjoy time to myself.
If I choose to get up and stare at the stars at 2am, I 
                                                                  do.
If I choose to sleep late and have breakfast for lunch, 
                                                                I do.
I choose the company that I keep and who are 
                                                          precious.
Some have called me a ‘lone wolf’ as if I am a 
                                                   strange thing.
I just smile to show my teeth and howl at the moon.
              REMAKE 

I keep remaking this old house.
Slowly removing the damage
created by the last occupants.
More disaster than DIY glory.
I’ve spent the last few days scraping misplaced grout off old tiles
so they can be refurbished.
Tomorrow a new floor is being laid
so everything has to be moved out.
I have repainted in readiness
so no splashes land on the new.
I’m in a state of exhaustion.
My legs ache from stepladder exercise.
I keep repeating “it will all be worth it”,
and I’m almost convinced.
I look forward to my new creation
and after a rest and sleep
I’m sure I will be smiling.
Alexandria Krysinski 

Email: alexkrysinski@hotmail.co.uk 

        THUMBED DOWN

Still checking for vital signs,

Even though he’d died,

Just the post hadn’t quite arrived,

All hellos and no goodbyes,

You will find on the other side,

Sudden death is not well met!

So just push on through,

There’s so much still to do,

Don’t forget to quietly queue,

When ushered to the next booth,

Where dead letters pile to the roof!

World abandoned travellers,

An evening ended evacuees,

Plucked pearly gate wanderers,

Trade their last oyster cards.

Under after-glow arc lamps,

We bathe until we burn,

Like battery farmed chickens,

Who have forgotten how we ran,

Stationary paper safari pets,

Scrunched up for scraps,

Tossed into broken bone baskets,

Refused entry to Heaven’s elect.

Gabriel’s gargoyles,

Blasted un-earthenware,

Cathedral cast-offs,

Stony silenced prayers,

Finger-puppet putty,

Lodged in Samael’s nails,

Bit and spit far beyond,

Where God’s eye-sight fails.

A rippled glare,

Torch-light tumbling downstairs,

A flicker of recognition,

Pocket lighter erudition,

Less blessed cherubs pegging up their socks,

Pudgy fists stiffing stiffs back inside their box!

              JABBERJACKY

Port man’s toes,

Gout gammon pink,

Slink salmon sleek,

Deeper into his drink,

Riddles wriggle,

On the end of a line,

Being fed to increase,

The length of sentences,

For untold crimes,

We have yet to commit to,

While blood oaths uttered,

Otter offal things down gutters,

Braced crocodile teeth unsheathed,

Snap traps at gutted garters beneath,

Every street from Whitechapel to Soho.
Beware the dagger toff my Liddell one,

The cape that caws the hat that snatches,

Those rub-a-dub birds he has come to stun,

The severed threads in over-egged plot hatches.

A dodged sun reverend,

Pale-faced by Indian summer,

Blows his parson’s nose,

Dreams a child will be a mother,

To the orphans created,

In that Autumn of Terror!
Mark Laing

13, Ethelbert Rd. Canterbury, Kent CT1 3ND

Email: markstick@hotmail.co.uk 

Mark writes: "Thumbed Down" is my imagining of the world beyond as some kind of bureaucratic nightmare, partly inspired by the ongoing refugee crisis sparked by the wars in the Yemen and Syria.

"Jabberjacky" is based on perhaps the most bizarre of the conspiracy theories about the Ripper's identity; that of Lewis Carroll! The Reverend Charles Dodgson may have been many controversial things, but this whimsical notion seems rather too fantastical for my tastes. However, it does I feel make for an entertaining premise for a poem.
          CONFEDERATE MEMORIES
Suddenly everyone is commenting

on the disappearance of those Confederate statues,

and monuments all over the country,

and their removal to cemeteries, small parks,

and non-political areas.

I wonder how many of us are left,

like me, at age eighty-five,

with the memories of my paternal grandmother

as she told me about her father’s advice to his six daughters,

based on his experiences as a Confederate private

from Holly Springs, Mississippi?

(Over the years, listening to contemporaries

describe their Confederate relatives –

all splendid officers, captains to colonels --

I have sometimes wondered if my two great-
                                         grandfathers

were the only privates in the Confederate army –

or maybe just the only ones that survived?)

FAMILY LECTURES
Granddaddy Bond used to tell his girls at mealtimes,

“Eat everything on your plate,

I remember being so hungry we ate acorns

and green corn.”

I never got to meet Granddaddy Bond in person,

but once I tried eating an acorn, in solidarity,

and a nastier, more bitter-tasting  nut

I have never experienced.

Granddaddy Littleton, who lived long enough

for me to call him "Granddaddy Whiskers" in honor

of that magnificent white beard,

never had much to say about the war --

at least, not that I heard about.

          LIVING THE REALITY

Our family has always had close Black friends

and we tried (sometimes we failed)

to share our lives with Black friends

when the signs had separate notes for Blacks and 
                                                      Whites

on drinking fountains

and Black people did not go into restaurants

or God Forbid, bathrooms

where White people were assigned.

              POLITICS

I read many books on the War Between the States,

and was depressed at the wrong-mindedness

of the decision by the South to defend an egregious
                                                                  cause

and at the same time,

the never-ending injustice suffered by the South,

spawned by the resentments brought about 

by the “Reconstruction.”

              CARPET BAGGERS

Lincoln had a plan, you know,

to ease the South back into the nation,

BUT that dumb confused jackass John Wilkes 
                                                   Boothe

shot Lincoln and he died hours later. 

Although it was not he who took over 

and what a mess was made –

things were already bad bad bad

when they sent the carpetbaggers down South

to lie and cheat and steal under legal banners.

(They were called “carpetbaggers”

because they travelled with sturdy hand valises

stitched together from carpets or carpet material.)

    NAMES THAT STUCK FOR YEARS
When I was a child my relatives always referred

to people from the Northern U.S.

as “damnyankees” -- sometimes

"goddamn yankees" if the speaker was really 
                                                  incensed--

and there was a lot of lynching of hapless Black men

in Texas and other Southern States,

reflected today in that march of the KKK 

and those white supremacists

in Charlottesville, Virginia.

AND NOW
They are removing memorials to the Confederate 
                                                            officers –

fine with me.

Wrong cause, wrong politics.
Only one I truly regret is Traveler, Lee’s horse
soldiers

like Granddaddy Bond and Granddaddy Littleton,

were remembered here and there with a statue

that is now being hauled down to shouts and insults.
In the South, unlike the North, where you could buy

your way out of the army,

the story is that all the soldiers were volunteers.

Not true, it seems.  

There was conscription, and some plantation owners

are said to have bought their exemption

                                             from serving.
THE GREAT-GRANDFATHERS

Two Littleton brothers

married two Bond sisters,

stitching the families closely.

Granddaddy Littleton never owned a slave, 

nor did Granddaddy Bond.

They were small farmers and worked their land themselves, 

with an occasional hired hand.

I wonder if they even knew why they were fighting.

Say what you like,

those foot soldiers on both sides

were all kin, and there is nothing,

NOTHING so cruel and unfair to both sides

as the dreadful incivility of a Civil War—

no matter how just the cause.

 

THE DEATHS
I have read

that more men died in the “War between the States”

than in any other war

fought by the United States. 

World War I, World War II, Vietnam . . .

the list keeps adding on,

but the deaths remain unchallenged.. 
            THE BACK OF THE BUS

                              ***Here is a true story for you … Texas, September, 1949.  My freshman year at college.  I had left my tormented home life and was enrolled at Southern Methodist University in Dallas.  I carried with me the dear presence of our maid and my friend, Georgia – a “person of color.”  For Christmas my parents had given me that wonder of wonders, a portable radio.  In this present day of cell phones and iPADS and walkmans and ubiquitous earphones, a transistor radio is an old-fashioned joke, but back then, it was the end-all and be-all of fancy technological  advancement. It was late evening and I was returning to campus from a window-shopping trip to the fancy downtown stores.  I was taking a city bus, my transistor tucked in my purse.  We were traveling through the more elite section of Dallas, and at many of the bus stops black maids, dressed in various neat uniforms, would get on the bus and, by law, move to sit at the very back, on that uncomfortable rough-riding long bench and the two facing triple seats on either side of the aisle.   There were very few people in the “white” forward section of the bus, and one tired-looking  black woman, obviously yearning for a more comfortable ride, sat in one of the last double seats at the back that were considered for “whites only.” 
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page) Suddenly the bus driver stopped the bus, left his place behind the wheel, strode down the aisle to where the woman was sitting and told her brusquely, “You can’t sit here.”  Wordlessly, without protest, the woman rose to her feet and moved to the back of the bus. I saw frozen in my seat.  What could I SAY?  What could I do?  I remembered Georgia, our "black maid whom I had known since I was a child, whom I loved, and how she and I had discussed the inhumanity of the laws enforced culturally and literally on “persons of color.”  I got to my feet and walked, swaying with the movement of the bus and holding on to the metal handgrips on the seats, toward the back of the bus. There was a space in the very center of the long back seat, and I sat down there and took my little transistor out of my purse. Smiling at the stunned black faces around me, I tuned the radio to a country music station and we rode the rest of the way to campus listening to music.   The bus driver said nothing.  The black people looked at me from the corners of their eyes, refusing to return my smile, and said nothing. I really do not know if I made a statement, or if there are people on the bus still alive to remember me, but the memory of myself at that moment gives me great pleasure.  I have the satisfaction that although I was not there to share the struggle for the great changes that were to come, I too did my part.
     BUENOS AIRES TAXI DRIVER


Dusk.  Heavy traffic snorts and snarls.  

Drooping with exhaustion, 

I stagger blindly into the street --

risking life and limb to hail a taxi, any taxi.

I wait . . and wait . . . and at last a battered cab 
                                                   appears.

The driver, a handsome, bearded individual,

asks my destination as I open the car door.

When I tell him, he coolly  names a fee

four times the going rate.

Numbly, I accept, I just want to get home!

As we wheel through the crowded streets, meter off,

I complain mildly of his piratical charge.

Shamelessly he explains he is a capitalist taxi driver

and as a true capitalist takes advantage of circumstances

“Don’t expect a tip,” I warn him crossly.

Buenos Aires drivers love to converse and he tells me

that women become more beautiful at night,

that for him Buenos Aires is a beautiful woman

who comes alive in the evening with her bright lights

and that is why he always drives his taxi after dark . ..

So I forgive him the exorbitant overcharge,

secretly delighted with this buccaneer taxi driver

who is inadvertently a fellow poet,

and as I close the cab door with a smile

he bids me a cheerful “Good evening!” 

and clatters away.
AUTUMN’S SPRING

There is a tree here
that confuses Autumn with Spring.

As yet there are no falling leaves--

everywhere there is an orgy of greens;

the air is crisp as newly decanted potato chips

and as delicious on the tongue.

A palo borracho, the “drunken stick,”

displaced native of thirsty deserts,

leans over the neighbor’s shared garden wall.

Its slender branches reach past fifth floor apartment 
                                            balconies

cradling a plenitude of brilliantly shining leaves

as the tree explodes into glorious bloom,

littering the grass with golden-throated pinwheels

of Dior-pink, five-petalled blossoms

set around a center of sturdy golden pistils—

delirious tree lilies that glow blissfully

against the blue sky and the feathered emerald foliage 


of the two jacarandas.
                MOZART V. CHOPIN

 I sit here drinking coffee, eating oatmeal cookies

and letting the recordings of waltzes,

piano concertos and preludes wash over me,

as I recall how I became addicted to Chopin.

I made the mistake of telling my most intimate friend

that I considered Mozart my favorite classical  

                                                         composer.

My friend fixed me with a penetrating glare from usually gentle brown eyes and coldly informed me,

“You like Chopin.”

“I like Mozart better,” I dared to contradict him.

“No you don’t,” he said calmly.

Mumbling to myself after he left,

I went straight to the Mozart recordings.

The Chopin collection flashed a record at me

and I thought, “Okay, I will listen to sentimental,

romantic, dying Chopin.

I love Mozart, but until the last few years before his death  he was prolific and funny and wrote

the most incredible music.

Chopin, on the other hand, dedicated himself to private concerts and the awareness every time he played a waltz  or a prelude that tuberculosis was going to kill him pretty damn soon.

It certainly gave a unique poignancy to his compositions.

Played his way right into my morbid psyche and sure enough, Chopin’s compositions melt me, soothe me, fill me with joyful melancholy.

I hardly ever listen to Mozart now …

Sue Littleton

Email: mujermaiz@yahoo.com 

PHOENIX NOTICES

1/ The copyright of all of the work published here remains with the authors. 2/ We disclaim all responsibility for any controversial views expressed.

       STARLINGS
A twilight backdrop

Sets the stage of sky

For a murmeration

Of starlings to perform

Their ballet of freedom.

 THE SAXOPHONIST

Breathed blues

His fingers

Evoked memories

The sound

A late lament

In a down-town bar

Where lights were out

And smoke hung low.

   DRECKLY

Many nations believe

They know the meaning of 

The Cornish word ‘directly’

Another school of thought

Is it means ‘later’

Or even ‘much later’

The Spanish consider

They have the answer

With ‘manyana’
While those from India

Understand ‘drechly’
To mean ‘after some time’
In due course

Dear astute reader I’m sure

You will form an opinion.

Lander Hosken

Mother's Day to share everything that you have to say. 

A day to share your heart with mum's, your very best friend. 

You might not like what mum says, 

although in time you do understand why she said it.

Why she cared so much when you handed her the flowers and took her out for lunch. 
If you are a mother and your mother has passed over, 

a day of beautiful memories of all the lovely times that you shared together. 

The times you went shopping together,
the times that you sung and danced together,
the times that you consoled each other,
the times that you walked together along the beach.
The times that you cooked and fed each other.
The times you said, "What would you like to do today mum". 
All of the walks in nature, sharing your hearts. 

All the times you took her on holiday, to the cinema or the theatre.
All the times that you gave her money,
and said, "Buy yourself something that you'd like".  
The days her face lit up when you gave her poetry, music or embroidery. 

The days when you shared oils, essences, and healing therapies.
The days when you laughed in happiness a lot. 
All of those lovely days that were so special to you both, 

because you made it special for your mums. 

Memories that are worth keeping in your hearts.

It wasn't about duty, it was about appreciation. 

Exalting the appreciation of your mum. 

When you've appreciated your mum's special day, 

there are no regrets when she's passed over.

She takes her most treasured memories with her,
from the day that you were born into her life.
Your birth changed everything for your mum.
That's when she became a woman in love with the light of life.

It's wasn't about cards, it was about actions speaker louder than words.
When your actions are in pure intention, your mum knows it in her heart.
When you are true to the principles that mum taught you, she knows.

She knows that you cared for the disabled, she knows how much you loved,
she knows how compassionate you were, even in trying times.
You found the charity in your heart to give.
At the end of the day, you can hold your head up.
Smile, and say, yes, we did it together.
The best of what mum taught me, lives on.

Kim Thomas Email: Walnutstudio@hotmail.com 
PEACE POEMS

SATAN’S LAST DAYS

The savage beast is manic, quite frenzied in his 

                                                         thrust,

He wants the world to perish as nations bite the dust,

With fangs and claws he parries, the peoples’ fate to 

                                                            seal,

He does not want to change his ways, or peacefully 

                                                            to heal

Events Apocalyptic, the sacred scrolls unfold,

And we, the genuine Christians, have only faith to

                                                             hold,

With around us mass-hysteria, the noisy drums of 

                                                                   war

Which drown out human memories of what True life 

                                                                   is for

We shall remain unshaken, true Christians to the end,

(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)

Walk with our Christ together, is there a better friend

Than he whose path is Royal, who will come back to 

                                                                      reign

In peaceful golden plenty, since human means are 

                                                                      vain?

The signs point to the climax, the hour is quite near,

And we who are God’s children have nothing we to 

                                                                       fear,

For mortal bodies perish, they were not made to last,

But the Spirit that’s indwelling in eternity has been 

                                                                     cast.

Our God has much more power, & Satan’s troops are

                                                                         lost,

For Jesus came to rescue and He has paid the cost,

So, patient, we press forward, for God will have His 

                                                                       Way,

Fulfilled will be His promise for a better, brighter 

                                                                     Day.

CREATIVE THINKING

I surf on wispy hopes and dreams,

Through misty visions, so it seems,

I float upon tomorrow’s clouds,

I do not follow blind the crowds,

But then all current wonders real

Were someone’s dream, a taste, a feel,

Of what the future could reveal,

Projections from some inner reel.

For thoughts are things, energies bold,

Don’t let your dreams get stale or old,

But pregnant make with inner aim

Throw all your scoffers into shame

At the new birth, for they’ll applaud

When others value you and laud

What you have done to help mankind,

For those who do not dream are blind,

While you can see with your Third Eye*

And every dream is worth a try,

Don’t let creation pass you by,

Release your thought-birds free to fly!

*Editorial Comment

Even as our beings are essentially triple – Body-Senses with Intellect, Soul with intuition (the intermediary) and Spirit-Body, the Third Eye is the seat within all conscious beings in which dwells the eternal wisdom and knowledge of our Spirit Body. With most of us, initially open at birth, it becomes & remains closed or we are too busy with the messages from our outward physical senses to take notice of what this “still small inner voice” seeks to show us!

THE WARNING BELL

Two wrongs can never make one right,

We need to think instead of fight,

War drives humanity out of mind,

Do not just follow leaders blind.

Listen to conscience, harm no one,

Violence has too much damage done,

The use of arms has led to hell,

Heed, O heed, my warning bell.

There is a greater love above

All human strife, the Power of Love,

It is the medicine we all need

To heal our souls, reborn indeed.

For that did Jesus face the cross,

For Spirit’s triumph, ego’s loss,

That’s whereby Satan knew defeat,

Come with repentance at Christ’s feet.

Not passion-driven, vengeful cry,

Do not let kindness wilt and die,

Not slaves of money or of might,

Come out of darkness into light.

That is the exit, the only Way,

Heed not what others do or say,

We cannot live on hate and fear,

God’s judgement hour is quite near.

Enough of weapons, enough of lies!

Make of this Earth a paradise

In keeping with his Divine Will,

Come now dear heart, be peaceful, still.

To My Protestant & Catholic Brothers in N.Ireland

How can you kill in Jesus’ name

When in God’s eyes you’re all the same,

Forgetting the true God of Love

Who sent on Earth His Holy Dove?

“Love your neighbour as yourself”

You left his teaching on the shelf,

I saw the tears in children’s eyes,

Does this make you brave and wise?

God will count each painful tear

The shock you cause, the woe, the fear,

He will rip off your labels false

For you blaspheme without remorse:

“Protestants”, “Catholics”, acting bad

Violence spreading, going mad,

Do you think this is God’s desire

To kill civilians, set on fire?

He wants your souls transformed and pure-

How long this evil to endure?

You cut yourself from Divine Grace,

Will you dare see Him face to face

With bloodstained hands like Cain cursed?

Of all the crimes that is the worst,

You must this carnage stop and cease,

“Goodwill to men, and on Earth  - -PEACE”.

TO MY ARAB AND JEWISH BROTHERS

How can you maim and bomb and kill

And say that this is Allah’s Will?

Do you thus serve a God of Love?

Are these his orders from above?

Deeds so horrid, raving mad

All in the name of Intifad*?

Are innocent victims to be scored

Because of Zionism you abhorred?

The vicious cycle of shedding blood

Will make both sides sink in the mud,

Are you to prove how just your cause

Like raging beasts with fangs and claws?

“Tooth for tooth and eye for eye”

Will make both Jews and Arabs cry,

To both end toothless, crazed and blind

Through manic rage deranged of mind.

Must you then stoop to tyrant’s deeds,

Espouse his methods? Such evil weeds

Will choke all flowers in your fields

As violence to more violence yields.

You serve not Allah, but Shaitan*
When you destroy his handcraft, Man,

Have you no better way to plead

For social justice, mad indeed?!

For you have taught your kids to hate-

What will, tomorrow, be their fate

In a ruined land that Jesus blessed

When will you let blind vengeance rest?

There is a better way to find

Than fury that makes you both so blind-

It is the way that Jesus taught,

The ways of violence lead to naught.

This fratricidal war must cease

For true forgiveness to bring peace,

No more to scream for “Intekam”*
But serve, obey, the Holy Lamb.

Then both of you will lay down arms,

Abandon war and till your farms,

You both descend from Abraham,

Do not make El Rahim* a sham!

Shalom, Salaam,* you both must serve

And God’s commandments must observe:-

“Thou shalt not kill” is his command,

shed no more blood in Holy Land!

“MY WAYS ARE NOT YOUR WAYS”
“In God we trust” one leader said,

using the injured and the dead,

“We’ll kill for Allah” screamed his foe,

“And, if we die, to heaven go!”

Thus both blasphemed the Holy Name
As they deployed their deadly game,

The God of Love was sad to see:-

“I know neither him nor thee”.

“You have distorted every word

I tried to teach you, morals blurred,

Such acts of violence are not mine,

I only know pure souls divine!

Depart from me, I know thee not,

You have betrayed in deed and rot

The human values you proclaim,

Do not kill others in my name!”

The Earth was hushed in dread and fear

As Heaven’s judgement drew quite near:

“What you have done you will receive,

you’ve made too many people grieve.

By sword you’ve lived, by sword you’ll die,

I am not deaf to human cry,

And every child is my concern,

In your own wrath, consume and burn.”

“What mercy have you shown to men

to plead for mercy, now and then,

when storms arrive sown by your hand

causing distress in every land?

Men don’t plant thistles and reap figs,

The wicked one his own grave digs,

My name is Love, the Good Lord said-

Your stony hearts are hardened, dead.”

“But I have, too, another Name

quite close to Love, nearly the same,

and that is Justice to mankind,

I see it all, I am not blind.

So this is where our ways must part,

Since you heed neither soul nor heart,

But trust in arms and gold and might,

You’ll dwell in darkness, not in Light!”

*NOTES

Intifad = “Holy War”

Shaitan = Satan in Arabic

Intekam = vengeance in Arabic

El Rahim = “The Merciful”, one of the names of God

                       in Arabic

Shalom = Peace in Hebrew

Salaam = Peace in Arabic

(please note the similarities between the two languages being both from one common, ancient, semitic tribal root, when the tribe of Abraham split into the rival tribes of Essau & Jacob (Ishrael)!

DEADLY GAMES

It was just a “game of skill”-

They taught them how to kill,

Parents with no sense or shame

Say “It’s just an electronic game”

Also, “a mere toy gun,

Is only for children’s fun”;

TV crimes are all “good sport”
Though morally they fall short,

Flags, uniforms and parades

Pave the way for deadly raids,

The “game”, now real, brings mega-death,

(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)

Patriotism sinks in its own foul breath,

Torture, kill, increase the score,

What is your technology for?

Should you miss or lose a child

Don’t go sobbing or go wild,

You prepared him well, you see,

Sealed his soul, his destiny,

Dare you still in church to pray,

Will you live in peace some day?

ON THE OTHER SIDE

On the other side of the globe

Are children who laugh, cry, play, are afraid,

Like your own,

There are people who are old and sick,

Like your own.

There are mothers brave who struggle

To feed their young,

Like your own.

There are students who dream,

Dreams of greatness and success,

Like your own,

There is someone sobbing by a coffin,

Like your own.

There are many homeless

Who, they, nothing own,

Who need a bowl of rice

To celebrate Xmas,

But nothing has grown.

Do you sometimes think of them?

Does your heart beat when they die,

A wretched end to a silent cry?

Who pushed them to an early grave?

“Not I!” – “Not I!”
When you go to bed tonight,

Take a heart peep at their cares,

Make a mind sweep, one that shares,

And take a good look

At the other side.

THE ARTS OF PEACE

Wars start in the minds of men,

In the hearts of men should be won

The struggle for peace which then

Will shine like the midday sun.

In the intellect it totters and gropes,

By centuries of conflict bound,

It dashes the cup of high hopes,

Screams a blood-curdling sound.

So come, let us speak to the soul

With the music of pipes and strings

With songs that make men whole,

The crooning of angel’s wings.

Such songs that a mother may sing

To her baby, held in her arms,

The wonder of that tiny god-thing,

Of its innocent, cuddly charms.
Let the Arts speak the message of Peace,

Of Love and a world fraternal,

May God’s miracles never cease

And lift us to worlds eternal!

Emmanuel Petrakis

AHIMSA (HARMLESSNESS)
I shall never kill a “foe”,

Some poor fellow I don’t know

Who lives in some other land,

Firm for peace I’ll make a stand.

Yet oppose what’s evil, wrong,

Armed with truth and love and song,

Seek to  change the “foe” to friend,

Violence, hatred, bring bad end!

I shall stand for what is right,

Spur, in darkness, the God-light,

I shan’t yield to threat or force,

Later to suffer guilt, remorse.

You may jail me, shoot me dead,

I will not by crime be led,

I will never destroy a life,

Forget goodness in the strife.

I will never wreck God’s craft,

Serve war orders, blind and daft

Such promote the Devil’s gain,

No more war, no, never again!

We’ve been led and tricked and fooled,

By the rich and mighty ruled,

I refuse to play their game,

I’m Peace Pilgrim, that’s my name.

I won’t budge and I won’t kill,

Go against God’s Love and Will,

Every man, woman and child

Is his handiwork, however wild.

Love’s my sword and truth my armour,

I’m no killer, but a farmer

Who plants seeds of love instead

Of war mines to make more dead.

I won’t slay on your account

But drink waters from the Fount

Of Eternal Grace and Love,

Serve on Earth our God above
Emmanuel Petrakis
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AVALON REVISITED

And the Holy Grail, an Arthurian Muse by

Peter Geoffrey Paul Thompson
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I give the flavour of this beautiful little booklet by following, here, with the prologue verses

Morgan Le Fay and the Gold Knight

              (Prologue)

Tedious years of Gothic darkness

Fill my hours and fill my days,

Since my lady in her tower

Left me to my lovelorn ways.

Chivalrous and charged with valour,

Cast aside and left to lie,

Broken heart in steely armour,

Thus protected, yet must die

Slowly with each passing winter,

Mournful melancholy there,

A medieval man-at-arms,

Full of love yet full of care.

Once full of strength and courage, gallant,

Courteous, noble to the end,

Wronged by such a faithless beauty,

How can my heart ever mend?

Honour was my code, my creed,

The light of love now dark and drear,

Since my passion was rejected,
This gentleman, this chevalier.

My face it bears a ghostly pallor,

Mirrored in the moonlit lake;

Pale with hunger for my lady

That my heart cannot forsake.

Still her emerald eyes are glowing,

Her  long hair as black as jet,

Oh should I dream a thousand years,

Never doubt I’d love her yet!

          (An imaginary tale)

No one can remember this once honoured member,

alone and discredited, broken I lay;

at foot of the valley where heart may not rally,

and all for the love of dark Morgan le Fay.

And from grace and favour my voice now a quaver,

a croak like a frog at his imminent doom;

my honour was wasted when passion I tasted

and now I’m circled by heartache and gloom.
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)

My red eyes still seek her and life is much bleaker

since Avalon called her away from this land;

alone I remember, this chilly December

now freezes my heart and it tremors my hand.

They called me the gold knight with visions of 

                                                       sunlight,

but the light in her eyes made me waver and stray;

neglecting my duty for marvellous beauty,

yes  all for the love of dark Morgan le Fay.

I was warned that my youth would be stolen forever,

was told by the knights of the table ‘beware!’

and pale by the river I chant in a fever,
with silver usurping my once golden hair.

I would be a singer, a poet and a bringer

of love to my lady, but now scarce can talk;

let my vision beguile her with her face and her smile,

with her ebony hair and her shoulders of chalk.

And would I had the power to climb some high tower

to turreted room where my beloved lay;

then, sobbing I’d kiss her (Oh never to miss her!)

the love of my life, my dark Morgan le Fay.

(so now to let the main saga begin!)

Avalon – The Quest for the Amaranth

I dreamt that in the chocolate earth of Avalon
A flower grew eternally defying death.

The purple petals opened like the soul upon

The brink of rapt redemption in its zealous breath.

No belladonna with clandestine poisoning,

The amaranth, an eloquent beatitude;

Born from poetic vision’s winged leavening;

Imagination’s truth and joy, (sweet gratitude!)

(and so, the saga continues!)

Missadventure
Between turquoise waters and tropical sky

with seagulls, albatrosses flying by

Fuerteventura, isle of adventure and fun

where excitement abounds in sea and sun

where foreign maidens renouncing their ethos

dally with seductive, handsome caballeros

willing to renounce sneaking thoughts of caution

they fling words of warning out into the ocean

while gentle waves caress the sandy shore

mild breezes stroke the ocean evermore

a generous sun with thousand golden rays

embraces brown bodies in secluded bays

At night they dance to pulsating percussion

the music speaks of revelry and passion

All this in the outside world while I

on the floor, helpless as a beetle, alone on my sea blue mattress lie

These vivid scenes in my fevered mind go by

with not one adoring Canarian standing by   

I'm out of commission, in fact, quite off my track

my back went crack and it won't snap back

So I try to think lofty thoughts from my lowly 
                                         vantage point 

and devise strategies to get up, dress, reach the
                                          phone, loo or door

with a spine that's stiff, sore and quite out of joint

At least the doctor tends to chat and linger

when he comes with pills and potions to prod, inject   

                                                          and tinker

Oh well, perhaps those pictures in my mind

surpass reality and leave it far behind!
               Forgiving

To err is human, to forgive divine

Provided the culprit is

banished and famished

finished and punished

tattered and shattered

quite distraught

 Down
             and

      Out

And on weak and shaky legs

with tears for mercy begs

To forgive in such case is fine

in fact, the pleasure is divine

APHORHYMES   - (a new literary genre – aphorisms in rhyme)
Chiaroscuro

History repeats itself

Sublime, humdrum, crass
Post tenebras lux              

Post lux tenebras                        
 (3rd line is the motto for Geneva)   
Truth

The truth will make you free

- at least your mind and spirit

As to the rest of you

In many gentle lands

you tend to suffer for it
          Great Deeds

If you want great deeds
 joy to bring

don't question motives
 whence they spring
Livia Varju
4 Chemin du Repos 1213 Petit Lancy

Genevs, Switzerland

Email: lvarju7@gmail.com 
               Aurora Musicalis
From frozen fjords:  Form follows function*.
Oslo’s Opera transcends emotion
Art and architecture triumph at every junction:
Sloping landscapes sweep in sound and motion.

Every city now builds temples to the heart,
audacious monuments to universal karma, 
passion and prestige, keen metaphors of breathing    art,
bold oracles of song, dance, dreams and drama.

Utzon**, Éliasson*** and Lundevall**** reach heights
as archetypes of Neolithic intimation,
Nordic architects of Northern lights,
stone and crystal masons of ingenious inspiration.

Destiny blessed Kirsten Flagstad with devotion
to Wagnerian roles, today's sopranos scarcely may surpass.
I see Isolde stretching out to me the magic potion:
Cheerfully I toast to her with champagne in my glass!

* motto of the American architect Louis Sullivan (1856-1924)

** Danish architect Jorn Utzon, Sydney Opera House

*** Icelandic architect Olafur Eliasson, built the Harpa 2011 in Reykjavik

**** Norwegian architect Tarald Lundevall built the Oslo Opera 2008
Alfred de Zayas

Email: alfreddezayas@gmail.com 

THE WOMAN WITH NO NAME

Mother of your children (your own mother
Lover, friend, ally, confidante, child, sister
In named countries, she must be hidden
In freedom, she can sing. She carries 
water from wells in villages. Fills refugee camps
Individual/generic(what is her name? Anonymous-
artist's model, secretary, soldier, healer, doctor, nurse
She is a warrior on every home front
Who cleans the baby's diapers when men are absent?
Who is both Warrior's Rest and Healing Balm?
Who dresses wounds of those who choose to hurt?
Who is abused /raped/assaulted? Who needs a SAFE 
                                                               PLACE?
Who is half the human race /half your soul spirit 
                                                          face?
Whose beauty is filmed and sold and framed?
Who endures pain and change? Wisdom of age?
Who gives birth and assists at your ending?
Who lives without a name (except your borrowed 
                                                        /married?
What part of her is in you now/and needs to know?
HOW HALF OUR WORLD IS SHADOW 
         LOVERS, NIGHT & DAY

MY SHADOW WAS STOLEN BY A LARGER 
                                                     LIGHT

Our shadows formed a Union(Light Strikes!)

    IGNORE MOON!(She ignores us..

Was Night created before Day?

       Where does afternoon fit in?

REMOVE ONE MOON BULB FROM OUR SKY
                                                        NIGHT

Sit by the River of Night. Count stars ,falling

    RE-BORN EVERY MORNING=SUN RISE!

Morning deer. Delicate as oil paintings.

    SCRAPING LIGHT FROM STARS(SO NIGHT COULD SEE ITS DARK)

Withdrawal only changes response.

SHE SLEPT BESIDE MOUNTAINS.SHE FELT
                                               HUGE/SECURE.

Life within flowers(a sleeping bouquet)

Circles & Spirals-Spider &the Drowsy Fly.

SLEEP THROUGH THIS-YOUR DREAMS WILL
                                            LIE TO YOU.

True loves add Light(to Illuminate Another..

IF YOU JOURNEY DEEPER INTO NIGHT(you 
                                             become night..

   TIDES RETURN(Moon Chained to Almanacs..

MARRY ME!(Said Time to Infinity!

Night dreams day to sleep .Croons with the sweet of 
                                                                      birds.

Is it the true nature of Night-to hide ?Everything?

Once, stars pierced our Dark. Now, we know, it's
                                           only an historical show..

Each night begins .In Light. Extinguished.

Night is Light/Sedated. Day is Electrically Charged.

DOG DAYS.CAT NIGHTS.PUPPY/PUSSY 
                                             AFTERNOONS.
       The Infinity of the Soul Is Small

TAKE YOUR BODY AS YOUR WORLD

How it can be dissected into tiny pieces

Each of which has a function in association with 
                                                             others

You can expand your body by adding water or air

and the principles only alter by degree

We are as accurate as our measuring devices

Greeks with only eyes posited constellations

which we still acknowledge as astrology

even when our telescopes have expanded star knowledge as astronomy 

The deeper we go-the longer the journey. All 
                                     directions are home.

Now we exhaust alphabets with naming as we find 

new planets, stars, constellations above-and elementary particles within..

Your body is all of these "things" and is also a 
                               process of discovery

Science uses philosophy and poetry to scout 
                                                    possibilities

then experiments for probabilities, with results giving 
                                                            hypotheses

validated further as theories..We are in process .As 
                                                 above, so within.

Now for the New Naming...
Thom World Poet

    IF A LIFETIME IS THIS MOMENT

THEN WE HAVE KNOWN EACH OTHER

long enough to uncover and discover

those parts of us that affirm each other-

The love of books, and film, and fantasies

The joy that friendship brings

The way we finish each other's sentences

The Seasons that we depend upon

Say you are Spring to my Autumn

Say we both hide from white Winters

And shelter from the sun of bright Summers

Then find time to laugh together

As predictions fail weather

And we must read new signs and symbols

to unlock the arcane mysteries of our times

                                                        together.
I am Building a Bird

feather by feather

wing by wing

gravity is failing

levity will win!

you have your guns

i have my wings

to fly above and over 

your killing fields..

does not have to  be huge-

tiny finch whippoorwill, hummingbird

swallow-over your walls

like rain we fall

once you could fly

until you forgot

you were winged like us

Remember your chorus..
BEFORE LAND NEEDED NAMES

THEY HAD SONGS FOR SPACES

Lilt of cadences singing tongues

that described water, land as songs

To be learned in the same way 

as we learn to breathe/then become unconscious

even while repeating breath cycles.

So we dreamed forgetfulness, and lost

both tongue and land and song

And white virus entered seeing only land

Never bothering to listen-to the bush , to the creek 
                                                              water

To slow rivers, taking time downstream

Losing every thing to those who saw only things'

and treated songs as chattels to be owned

Now we must re-learn all we know.
      WHEN YOU SPEAK, LISTEN

"LISTENING IS THE FIRST PRAYER/RESPECT THE SECOND"

And every breath is a prayer, a chant, an affirmation

And every line can be a song lyric, opera, poem

Every thought a balloon, a cloud, a wild pony

Every emotion unfenced, wild, feral, free

Every chance a dance. Every day a chapter

of an unfinished memoir. Of your diary made into a 
                                                              movie

projected holographically in your Uni-Verse nightly

with a backdrop of stars and planets wildly moving in 
                                        excited orbits of energy

All this for FREE! As long as we can see, and hear, 

                                                  listen and respect

Each Other and this only world we wrap ourselves 
                                               around and within

TIME TO SING!
                    UNPOSSESSED

OF COURSE I KEEP MY EYES OPEN

Of course i stop and deeply listen

Of course, i recount to you distilled versions

of each ORIGINAL EXPERIENCE

But i am no servant of the Muse

A willing accomplice of the Shelter of Temporary

                                                           Truths

There is a wider world-ripples  into Butterfly Effects

Stone sinks but water rises. Bird flies but feather 
                                                                falls.

Paradox and oxymorons. Everything has apparent 
                                                   contradictions.

Stacking piles of experiences together-so each 
                                Chapter is Self-Contained.

The Novel of your Life is a Memoir. Autobiography. 

                                        Reflected Black Mirror.
Most will never be written(nor remembered).If 
                                      published-remaindered.

Water is only one element-sometimes we are smoke 
                                             and fire warm

Other times as earthy Falstaffs, we laugh with 
                                                       Francois Villon

Perhaps we may never know why we are alive while 
                                                           we are alive

But it is still better to be alive..unpossessed/
                                                    unpossessing.
   TOP DEALS ON OUTBACK TRIPS

YOU SEE(THE SILENCE IS DEAFENING

when distance is forever/fingers pointing

either to bright blue skies of forever horizons

And then /you hear again-cicadas/birdsong

Rustle in the snouting bushes/creatures that hide and  

                                                                        dig

and curl and bite and snap you to attention. Colors 
                                                                       sharp 

as rock and sun collide. Huge the scale /of ages that 
                                                             accumulated

long before we came/and left/plastics and uranium 
                                                                    mining.

Coal and opals. Littoral skyscrapers. Bright /shining/aluminium towers.  Leave them! Outside another world awaits-of bush and snake and deserts. Rainforests, too-but they are few, and threatened. Go  to where there is no one.

Sit and wait for time to come. She will not. Rippling 
                                              waves of sunshine

Waves of time collide with shorelines. Go to the red 
                                               heart, sand art, Outback

It awaits..

             SOLITARINESS ANON

EACH OF US -AN ALTAR IN OUR HEARTS

Worship if ye will to whatever Goddesses/Gods

Lines of Praise for Being Together

Bonds us more than being apart...

Heart-based swell of smiles. Collected joys.

Assembled like candles for a Greater Light

Whatever joy you have-share it tonight!

For we are Tribe, and Clan, and Friends

Diverse as verse, divergent as Fate

Again we assemble and confer=

a Parliament of Poets!

a Conference of the Birds!
             PEBBLE SOUP

MORNING ENTERS LIKE BURGLAR

I do not know she is there

until the cat calls

LUNCH IS ON MY STOMACH CYCLE

Like a washing machine

It opens when EMPTY

AFTERNOONS SNOOZE SIESTAS

There is only heat and time

and drones in the classroom

SPRING GREENS SHOOT

Like a salad on the lawn

New Enthusiasms!

SUMMER HEAT ROLLS IN

A wave of humidity-

My hair curls, involuntarily

AUTUMN IS A FALLING SEASON

Ask these leaves as they leave home trees

to sleep together on the grass

WINTER IS A FALLOW CROP

Bare bones. Time stops.

Dreams. Sleeps in. Then Sleeps again.

TIME IS ONLY THE TIME IT TAKES

to create. This stops time

and makes it last! Aha !ART!
             LIFE SPRINGS FORWARD

SMALL GREEN SHOOTS RISE TO ATTENTION

Gardens choke with strong vitality of weeds

Cloudy skies hide the possibility of rain

....Before you say you have seen all this before

Consider how new this world is to every child

Fresh hatched with only a tabula rasa eye

To see all green as a fresh dream (with no 
                                          comparisons)

Every blade of grass cuts new air. Everyone feels 
                                        new/refreshed.

There is only life. Each cycle replete. Even when to 
                                                  jaded minds

Even Nature is on repeat repeat. This new Spring 
                           sings original compositions

Listen! I can hear the new grass mowing!
“By 2030, the world is projected to have 41 mega-cities with 10 million inhabitants”

I HAVE LIVED ALL MY LIFE IN (CAPITAL)CITIES

Drift to the cities is an ancient impulse

People wish to be with people

Deserts and small villages for recluses

Stimulation and support exist where people gather

Facilities compound with population numbers

A quantum leap in standards happens when cities 
                                                        stretch

Strip development follows the growth of transport 
                                                   &housing

Mega-cities are then the natural development process

I have lived in capital cities all my life

I am part of the urban ethos. For me, little villages

are failed communities-where the freeway passed by

and left their elders musing about the mythical "good 
                                                           old days"

like the railway..long, long binna gone..

               POETRY OF MUSIC

"IF POETRY DOES NOT HAVE MUSIC-IT IS PROSE"(Ezra Pound)

And if linguistics does not sing

whether in Ebonics or Esperanto

How can it be as Universal as Muse?

Everywhere ,sounds take wings

They sing location like Spirit GPS

Hymns, chants, ululations, choruses

all dance and sway in syllabic waves

You open your voice and butterflies out

Birds sing back. Trees shake .Earth moves

All this the Power of Muse. How can you deny

that music is a wave, too? And words are dolphins 
                                                       within-

sporting and playing with rapture and joy-

Gilbert AND Sullivan, Lennon AND McCartney,

Those Glimmer Twins-they sing harmonies

in a poetry the Muse Glows..Speech as Silver

                                            Music Golden.
               HYMN TO SILENCE

NOW THAT WE HAVE BROKEN UP

(i find i love your absence more..

like a classical score rarely played

that comes alive on Mondays

You suggest and connote without the need for speech
tongue

lick the bowl of morning breakfast.

You are always at my edges

like the sea's horizons kissing in waves

I like the way you play with sounds
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
opening spaces where caves might hide Light

then splitting that Light into spectrums/plectrums of 
                                                         Pink Floyd

You do not need to speak. You have already left

Giving me the gift. This perfect emptiness.
               THE LOST ANT

I FOUND HER

Weaving in strange orbits

Her antennae waving

Seeking other survivors

She had to avoid Boots and Shoes

Chemical Traps, Swatters and all manner

of Extermination Devices.  Her only path 

was in my Winter Garden, and once i was assured

she was not a Fire Ant, i released her Fate

to the Great Goddess of Ants, whose subterranean 
                                                            caves

would protect her once she found her Tribe. She had 
                                                      no name,

no number(One?),no peculiar identifying 
                                               characteristics/

so i could not even tell her gender..Are we not ants?
VIOLATIONS, TRANSGRESSIONS

MINOR VIOLATIONS

Even rivers are temporary

Other planets have histories older than ours

where we can track trace teardrops

now deserts wracked by storms

We send them robots and cameras
EVEN PERMANENCE CHANGES

Rock and marble monuments fall and fail

like walls and borders and wars

You can not blame the elements

for wanting to exist despite us

When we went nuclear, all rules changed
MAGIC IS SPECIFIC&TIME TUNED

Stonehenge decommissioned,

like that capstone of our Great Pyramid removed

Sacred Geometry relies upon attunement/

empathic communication /context/clear connections..

Spells cast once in Light fail in our dancing dark
GET USED TO TIME SCALES OF LARGER DRAGONS

Even Uranus is now considered a planet

We are dots in the Matrix grid/locked

in certainties that soon will be refuted

Tiny ants annoy Emperors with power

This planet and its inherent magic never was 

                                                         ours..

THE MASSAGE THERAPIST’S DAUGHTER

HE COMES WITH ANGRY TEARDROPS

Handwritten pages stained with hurt & pain

Yet he holds his precious daughter with love and 
                                                laughter

She dervish dances up to our stage 

No limits she, as she investigates every electrical 
                                                     outlet

and is barely circumvented by Hot Tamale and her 
                                                loving parent

Some primal joy illuminates her. She is full of 
                                                    laughter

He loves her with a dedication and devotion

while reading of his sorrow ,she is dancing

right up to his microphone .She wants to sing

She steals teardrops from him/replaces them with 
                                             light bulb smiles

Everyone believes this is happening. They gather
                                                   round him

with strength and love and support. The massage 
                                       therapist's daughter

has won-with her joy/she has reclaimed his, once 
                                                             more...
   WE ARE THE DUST OF STARS 

WE WILL RETURN AS DUST

Our Ancestors are part and particle even now

We breathe them in like plastic nano-particles

We breathe them out(but some still stays with us/

which is why we remember elders uncertainly

with parts missing, as if the dust were nine grams
                                                        shorter

weighed after death than before. Dust is more than 
                                                      metaphor

When driving and you skid on dust. When those in 
                                          front spin up dust

When dust storms signal drought, and whirly-
                       whirlies mini tornado past.

When dust obscures vision, and all you see is sand 
                                   and wind driven earth

Dust settles on your car, so you wash it off

Dust settles on your shelves, so you dust it off

Dust settles in your habits, so you change/slowly, like 
                                                        a steamship

And if all there is -is dust /all Empires best re-learn 
                                                                this-

Deserts were once rainforests. Emperors were once 
                                                                slaves...
BUTTERFLY GOLD SHOWERS (an extract)
BUTTERFLY EMPOWERS FLOWERS!

Kiss, caress, sip. Move on.
MOUNTAIN TOP IS LONELY

Plays Jimi Hendrix."Excuse me

while i kiss this guy.."

TREE WHISPERS SECRETS

Root system gossip. Axes are coming!

Pretend to be film extras!
CITY SUCKS AIR&WATER

like an infernal combustion toll road.
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