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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 30 Euros Beyond £25 ($45 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.
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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.
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SUMMER 2014 Editorial
On Freeing The Self- & Other Suppressed Springs of Creativity

This latest issue of our Phoenix has been delayed by the fact that recently we went away for a few day’s break away up in the Yorkshire Dales, one which proved for me to be so stimulating for the Muse that it “released the springs of Creativity” in the linked saga series of poems which I include in this issue, one from which it is not enough to extract bits, as this destroys the context of its continuity.

Most of our accustomed activities, requiring the firm control of intellect are definitely left-hand brained: but the inspirations of Art and poetry are largely intuitive or right-hand brained, though guided and shaped by the former. This explains why the former preoccupations, in predominating, tend to block the flow of the latter, such that, for balance, one must alternate between Yang action & Yin Meditation,

between the eye’s focus on the outer & the inner!

When we each release the springs of our creativity,

everyone of us can be our own Phoenix!

Every Space Left Blank, a Potential Creative Space

In Nature, we observe that, given any odd patch of ‘waste ground’ ,our Creatrix Mother fills it with seeds, bird, animal or wind-borne or dormant of an evolving variety of random flowers, shrubs & trees till it is resplendent with new, beautiful life in due season, and so it can be with ourselves, unless we are in a depressed, weed-killed state of mind, as every moment is precious and time-&-space hangs heavily,

in total silence, unless,  of course, one does not rush, 

as so many do, our modern world to full up that void with all too easily available distractions of TV & Video-screens, canned music and other media!
Similarly, an unexpected situation so stimulates, as in entering into hitherto unexplored places and faces, as on holiday, away from all accustomed routines, as on our break, this time in a 1630 holiday cottage near the historic Bronte country of Haworth, with trips into the nearby city of Leeds, to visit friends and family, a city we left 25 years ago, now so much changed, an even more frenzied part of an ever-sprawling and all-consuming conurbation. Even the transient experience of staying overnight in a Motorway Service Station proved a stimulus for the Muse. It was so good to retreat back into the green garden in the hills, after navigating the urban clutter and noise far away below, in my ancestral land that has so changed since how it was so long ago! 
It had been as if the Springs of the Muse had run dry – till then. 
Many years ago, when I was a child, in a mining village, on the industrial-waste scarred of outskirts of Sheffield, wandering I came upon a wasteland amongst the waste-heaps, covered with a graveyard of industrial machinery of World-War II junk, dumped there ready for re-smelting in the steel-mills (alas most of them now closed, causing wide-spread unemployment), and it discovered a beautiful spring and stream, that must have flowed there for centuries when the land had been woodland or farmland, erupting and gushing anew from the grey clay, and spreading from around it, was an exquisite, jewel-like oasis of wild flowers, even as hardy plants and then birch trees, seeds borne birds and wind, slowly re-colonised the seemingly barren heaps, Mother Nature left alone, with a blank space, restoring itself, though many years later, I discovered, briefly revisiting my roots, that this regeneration had been brutally terminated by the greed of industrial man, when the area became the site of motorways, expressways & sprawling estates.
Thus, the secret of rediscovering the inner, child-like springs of Creativity is that one must follow the wisdom of the Tao-Te-Ching, “leave well alone” and cultivate compassionate detachment, not only from the world around one, but also from one’s own life, while remaining ever aware of all the patterns taking place there to our outward senses, albeit the emotions and experiences of involvement might stimulate the ideas, even as a grain of sand stimulates a pearl when it irritates the sensitive membrane of an oyster.

Also, going away from the place where one has made one’s belonging, one appreciates all the more sharply

both where one explores and one’s home, another vital stimulus of creative thought, poetry or art, using the available plethora of data one experiences as an artist use them for the colours of a painting, but does not let them overwhelm him or her, as all are but fragments of One Universal Oneness, as we realize when we gaze beyond wherever we be.  In this, we must be ever mindful of what Buddha called “the illusion of the Maya” whereby we, when in blinkers of narrow lives, mistake the fragments of Creation  and our lives for the essence of their Creator, though, each fragment could the key to perceiving  that greater Creation, if one but look beyond it!
It does not need a lot of stimuli to give one one’s inspiration. The Sheffield poet, Ebenezer Elliot of the 1840’s & 50’s, the anti-Cornlaw and Chartist activist, as owner of his own iron foundry, saw his first vision of the Divine Cosmos and Creation in one solitary dandelion, growing, in moistened dust, in an old cracked and rusting iron pan in the yard of his father’s iron smelter in the grimy polluted slums of Rotherham Masboro!

Any crack in or question of your reality, whatever your way of living, could be the necessary stimulus for the release of your own inner Creativity!
Namaste David Allen Stringer 
A WEEK OF FAR-AWAY ADVENTURES

AT STRENSHAM SERVICES

“To be in any place, surrounded by trees

feels like a good place to be

upon our lives’ frenzied journeys,

restful, there in endless becoming, just to be!”

Service stations, on busy motorways,

ringed by the traffic silencing shelter of trees,

in early morning light, can be welcome oases

in the frenzied movement, in our too fast speeding 

                                                               world

before we are back into travelling’s chaos hurled

of our own momentum, to further destinations,

a transient and brief respite, a welcome salvation,

detached from all our usual activities

that fill our day with so many distractions.

Am I becoming a Motorway Service Station Buddha or seeking the welcome many voices and faces of our

                                                      massed humanity

whose calls are in  its voices, an urge to embrace the

                                                            strange,

glimpsed in these fragile words, as we across wider

                                                      worlds range,

through the window of one’s encapsulating vehicle

amongst so many others hurtling on the Motorway?

Somehow we become unaware of those many

vibrations of those myriad emanations there

retreating into ourselves: thus humanity roars on

unwittingly towards its planetary destruction!
Creation’s miracle is but one step away,

from these tarmac, brick and concrete walls,

wherever one, waking lets one thoughts stray

out into a garden or green shrub & tree groves,

for are not we all of it’s Creator, the children

all we need out eyes to see and ears to hear

the bird song in its surviving woods above all 

                                noise so harmonious, clear?

It seems such a strange blindness to be of this 

                                                  unaware

when Earthly paradise could be found almost

                                                    anywhere!

IN OLDER AGE

When our world, in older age shrinks, that is okay

so long as what it shrinks to be the best we have,

as one precious, vibrant living gem of beauty,

whatever other lesser treasures we have gained, but

                                                    no longer have,

thatm within ourselves, we know to be true, with our

                                                     beloved

or in our nurtured garden, hidden in the hills or wood

as the same spring of Love, of Christ or one’s poetry,

even as the all-touching light of one powerful star

as beams out through the infinite cosmos near & far,

so long as we keep a centre, the wider cycle remains

as spheres of  transcendent truth, beyond all past 

                                                human joys and pains

even as one complete moment of Samadhi, ecstasy

gives one all we need for an unfailing creativity!

OUR WALLED GARDEN UPON CRAGS

(Thinking of Eric’s cottage garden in Oakworth)

You have your walled, self-made paradise garden on

                                                                 far crags,

above a Yorkshire dale, which I so loved;

we have our own hedged paradise garden on this crag

above near a stone Cornish Seaport, our most

                                                              beloved;

there are many such fortresses of beauty all across

                                                  our Mother Earth,

and each, like a poem, has its own unique worth,

our sanctuary, where we belong, have created our

                                                     own lives

while beyond this, without such gardens, below,

                         so many, in chaos & clutter, strive;

these are all gateways up to Heaven, through which

                                   may pass our world,

are all fruits of Creation’s Eden, whence wider

                                      cosmos is beheld, 

hilltop shrines of the Muses where so many

                                      nesting birds sing

and joy, to ear and eye, can never to us fail to bring!

THE WORTH VALLEY

Of gritstone built, upon gritstone crags,
houses rise like crags on terraces, on slopes,

all clad in trees from rivers to heights

between gritstone walled fields from deep dells

                                                         to skies

where power tumbles down in streams that once 

                                                      turned looms

in once populous mills: to be these are fortresses

of my ancient, ancestral Yorkshire, Brigantine, 

                                                       Saxon, Dane-

where so many towns now change, these still the 

                                                    same remain!

Here its so friendly & welcoming tongues

where both native and traveller can feel they belong

while wild birds sing on the wild-grass leigh

whence everyone a magnificent vista can see,

as the rising sun its beauty, light & shade, highlights

and the observing poet-bard relishes its delights!

Keighley Town or “outside the romantic illusion”

“The landscape of the land of my ancestral roots

has become a place of all the many ghosts

of all I have, here, known, in my previous decades beloved,

in my memory their gritstone-built graveyard,

womb become a tomb”
But a mile or so below the green and craggy hill

where one finds beatitude in Nature as in Heaven still

we descend into the town, as into Hell

where so many swarming ‘urbanised souls’ in Estates

                                                                 dwell-

oh go back up into the still wild crags

back the older worlds that one so cherishes!

David Allen Stringer

“A Tree of Heaven in a Micro Paradise garden”

At Rushey Hall, a cottage of gritstone,

dated to 1630, upon Oakworth’s rugged ridge-bone

upon a sheltered leigh, above the oak-wooded vale

such beatitude to uplift could one never fail,

its garden perched between wild-grass hilltop pasture

and wooded slopes down to the river, where, in 

                     thoughts, unmarred beauties enrapture

birds gathering to sing on cherry & cedar tree,

a pair of doves, butterflies, sparrows, blackbirds all

before my eyes, beneath the encladding wisteria

as each signals to the other with a joyous call,

a framed image of paradise all to my eyes so close to

                                                                       see

my spirit and soul uplifting, above the crags, into the 

                                                                       sky

an ideally ordered cameo, both domesticated and 

                                                                    wild

where one’s imagination plays like a running-

                                                 free happy child - -

ROOTS

Roots in the Earth and roots like trees on crags,

such is my sense of belonging, in my once home,

                                                        native land

reaching up to the sky and horizons far beyond

whence sprang and grew my diverse ancestors,

all Celt, Dane and Saxon, with their cultivated cotes

climbing up from wild streams to their dry-stone 

                                                 walled fortresses-

how could the passing, transient stranger ever, here,

                                                              belong

where these hills resound to their ancient, barddic

                                                             saga-song?

“Gardens Within Gardens”

Spheres within spheres, infinite concentric circles

of gardens from the microcosmos

of the garden of poems within one’s soul

to the myriad star-flowered gardens of the macrosmic

                                                                      whole,

each one enclosed by its own hedges, trees,

our personally tended garden, our own intimate

                                                      paradise,

on the green hill within the encircling towns, rivers &

                                                                   hills

each one in its own dimension one enthrals-

do we, also, need to go beyond, our personal 

                                            gardens’ inner spheres

to embrace Creation’s wider, ever unfolding vistas?

Often not so. but one still has on to go

to where the garden of life which beyond all our own

                                                        valleys flows,

on imagination’s wing, as of the song bird that one

                                                               delights,

higher into open skies, by cycles of days and nights!

Contentent is - -

wherever each has made their life

away from this chaotic world’s trouble and strife;

our home is now far away, even as this is another’s

                                                            home,

when back to their own valleys come!

Everything else seems of yesterday,

because it is good to there come after adventures 

                                                                away,

all of us born of one common human nation,

in every place where we are, in our whole Earth’s

                                           green, wondrous Creation!  

SOME FOLK

seem to be restless, fresh vistas to view

to range and explore across this whole wide Earth,

to ever proactive in making changes anew

to make every moment different, a gem of 

                                            unexpected worth,

while others seem meant to be ever contented

to till their own small corner of field,

living in the same place throughout all their lives,

for their own stake in it to habitually strive;

the catalysts for social transformation have always

                                               been the former,

the leaven in the cultural loaf, so to enrich the 

                                         routines of the latter,

was not Jesus Christ, himself the son of man,

                 without a shelter to a lay his head-

but without his errant evangel, where we would we

                                         now be instead?

And so it is with everyone, who has gone away from

                                                    the crowd

of habituated citizens,  who have so many visions

                                 in their journeys received!

A LANDSCAPE FULL OF MEMORIES

(for Joan, Arnold, Jeff and others I knew near here)

Let fond memories lie in peace,

of past faces, people and old stone houses,

upon, around these hills, from yesteryear

who, long ago, were to me beloved or dear,

for even as the houses grew from the rock with

                                      which they were built,

so we rise from the Earth, to be carried back to it,

except in our memories, made alive, in recalled

                                              anecdotes,

their, now, Spirit beings, like Heathcliffe’s ghost

                                            for Isabel floats,*

in yon eternal sky as encompasses ageless crags,

for as long as we, ourselves, live, shall, alive,

                                                  speak to us,

saying, also, move on, be glad that we once met,

share sweet moments, but without regret

and stand still as strong as your ancestral roots

from which new growth of fresh flowers and trees

                                                     shoots!

*Reference the Bronte Novel, Wuthering Heights

THE VALUE OF WORDS

What would be the value of one’s words

about how one feels, and knows, values or sees,

if no one hear them, borne away on one’s death’s

                                              eternal breeze

even as they came from the Great Spirit, as it to

                                   one, in a poem, calls,

cameos of many changed & changing worlds,

when that beyond into unsure choices was hurled,

an urban chaos shunned, so as to complete one’s 

                                                               own world,

like an old-world painting on one’s hilltop cottage 

                                                                     wall,

ensuring the fulfilment of a life’s precious moments,

in meditation’s “idleness”, so upliftingly spent,

gifts of the Nine Muses, wings to us, from above lent,

that, like a still dew in silence, like this garden’s

                                                        bird-song fall-

where are the former tribal hearths, now, for this

                                                         land’s sagas?

As unless read & heard, how can they have fulfilled

                                                        their purpose?

“God, the father, our Creator and the sun its messiah, the all empowering Holy Spirit”

“To soak in every precious moment, in a good-to-be-place, even as one must cherish every moment of one’s life, so to full it with our Creator’s Grace!”

“The poet is always there, beneath one’s  outward, social skin, awakened, when we can, into such meditation, go back within.”
Where could be the life-force’s heart upon these 

                                                open, craggy hills,

turning old Yorkshire looms of wool-weaving mills,

without the rain from grey, all-enshrouding skies

between long sunny days when Nature delights the 

                                                                    eyes?

I came to see these hills, but could not walk far-

yet what matters most is that one senses the essence 

                                                          of their feel,

from within a small garden, whose stone walls were

                                       hewn from this craggy hill!

SPAM

In Chinese Zen and Tao, the truth is best glimpsed

in a simple bamboo against an infinite sky,

not as the myriad bamboos in a forest;

so is the mind clearest, with an uncluttered eye!

But in our modern world that clear screen is

                                                        Spammed

with a chilled chaos of trivia, media and chat-shows,

a million faces on face-book and all & every moment 

                                                        crammed

with adverts and data, us ensnaring in the illusion

                               of Maya, fragments & transience

and each gem is buried in a heap of treasure,

as we live bereft of any inner lasting treasure,

so many words till they become meaningless,

beyond all perceptions of lies and truthfulness,

so cleave to silence, so as the Creator’s music hear,

as the song of a small bird, for the poet, eternally 

                                                                  clear

in all its multiple, symphonic nuances,

where Heaven’s Spirit breezes our souls caress!

Viking Ancestral Blood me Calls On These Ancient Hills

I retreat into towering crags on these wild hills

in this, my ancestral land where my Viking (as

                                   Brigantine ancestry calls*

but, also, feel the urge to venture forth into wider

                                                  plains beyond

these rooted sanctuaries in which one ever stands,

invoking the restless Spirit of warrior bards within

                                                  my poet’s soul,

so to explore, embrace and adventure out into 

                                                life’s greater whole

for contentment in one place was never my lot,

loving so to travel far, across many lands and seas

to find my horde and enrich my tribal halls

with encounters, with many challenges never forgot-

the valley beyond me beckons to seek out pastures

                                                                   new,

still strong in the mental will, though older and not

                                              so strong in thew!

*The Stringer clan are descendants of a Fulk Stangror, a Viking who came over with the Norman armies in 1066 and acquired a small estate near Nottingham, this part of England having been thickly settled by Danes two or three centuries previously.
CENTRIFUGAL- CENTRIPETAL

“Be Still, in a still centre of the circles of all spheres

and all will come to you, more clearly seen,  from beyond”
The urge to roam, restless and centrifugal

causes one to spin out of one’s core, with outward

                                                        energies,

with speed, along many highways into unforeseeable

                                                         dimensions,

but must be counter-balanced by an urge to settle,

                                               centred, centripetal.

“There are two souls within on breast, and each

                  seeks to separate one from the other”*

even as one needs to go within to balance up each 

                                               embracing the other;

this modern world is, often, too centrifugal, 

                                     disconcertingly into chaos:

yet, there is only One Creation in which all living

                              forms take their random chance

to find their harmonious places in an infinite Cosmic

                                                            Dance!

And thus one’s being alternates

between two pulls, when younger, it gyrates

out into unknown places where it seeks what it

                                                     might enrich

but withdraws into a central, essential core, to

                          keep what one can ever cherish

even as ancient trees need strong roots

whence, in due season, when fade brief fragile

                               delights, newer growth shoots!

*From Faust by Goethe.

The Illusion of the Peaceful Ways of Life of the Hills

It was good to find the old stone craggy dales villages

blessed with the greenery of wild hills serene,

but these are reminiscent of lost yesteryears

for, now, a far different world, below here, is seen

with most people sucked into cancerously-growing

                      conurbations (continued over page)
(continued from previous page)

estates, traffic grid-lock sprawling around, 

                                                    everywhere

all entrapping who are drawn  into their tentacles

whence there can be but a brief escape there!

Upon the these hills, on green crags in cottage of 

                                                         old stone

are romantic memories of a life most have known

in long-ago decades past , till one ventures into

those polluting, Earth-consuming urban sprawls

where, now, almost everyone is a denizen enthralled!
VIEW

Ours is not the only “heavenly view”,

over our Mother Earth myriad wondrous green land

                                                            and sky-scapes,

though it be the one we helped make and best knew,

everywhere these keyholes whereby we can escape

from daily toils of survival, into Heaven’s gardens,

even as there are a myriad eyes

through which to see the Cosmos’s wonder

as there are on the Heavenly peacock’s tail,

to them seek out and find the purpose of our live’s

                                                   saga and trail;

if one can be fulfilled by one such view,

then Samadhi’s ecstasy one can know

even as God sent everyone of us the means to view*

Its face and manifest glory in every Creation to show,

if only we could such visions fully appreciate,

as the opening into Heaven-on-Earth’s gate!
On Seeking To Repair Fragmented Families

How can one put the world we, around us, see

back to what it once was and should still be

when all others involved have their sight lost

of each, so long-ago “Paradise Lost”,

that unity of the clan family

of what I, the heir, to its tradition be

when brothers, sisters and others have become too 

                                                   privatised

and such non-communication grown long-

                                                  accustomed?

It is far more than being aware

of where everyone is, what they do physically

and however much the mutual knowledge is there

it does not mean that we are closer emotionally-

as no more do most of us, in our journeys, foregather

-what once was precious seems now to have ceased 

                                                          to matter!
Fringe Dwellers or the “Inside Outsiders”

I have always lived on the edge, in all senses of that

                                                            word,

in body, mind & soul, when I was since born;

I’ve on the very edge of village, suburb, city lived,

facing both ways, between contrasting gold & black

                                                        worlds torn*

in chaos where window-eyes looked out across the

                                                             road

upon wild, open woods and fields, while looking 

                                                             back

whence I was taken, into concrete, tarmac and brick 

                                                              tangled

like the lives therein walled in, into dark, noisy

                                        mills  down the track;

in the first, I roamed free, the Greater Creation to see,

fat from the crowds, within my dreams, Nature’s

                                                         truths to see,

yet had to enter into and bear the urban clutter

so as to earn a monetary survival wage,

understanding those spheres opposed, as I matured

                                                         and aged,

a contrast by most humans lost sight of, in

                                materialism’s urban blinkers!
When We Find Ourselves in Heaven 

do we feel we need to earn such a paradise,

when nowhere can be fully meaningful

unless we have helped make it as it is,

however jumbled, hard-edged or beautiful

even as the most supreme bliss

comes from the consummation of one’s own

                                         passion’s desires,

like the urge of God & Goddess, on toil made

                                       its own smelting fires,

it is in so creating that one fully awakens

beyond the potential of each transient glimpse;

one’s home is that of one’s own creating

and thus our greatest happiness to us brings;

this society of screen voyeurs must be, for most,

                                      this ever lacking,

prompting us to ever seek fresh kicks, to fill

        ennui’s vacuum, within oneself aching,

hence this multi-media with all its chaos of data

in which we lose sight of our essential core

that needs no extras it to compliment

as ‘tis here within the Great Spirit us endless 

                         treasures of creativity lent!

On Leaving the 1630 Holiday Cottage at Oakworth

“Poetry’s Spring flows, with it’s zen-moments of revelation, till these are complete, with many chances for meditaion”
You must leave where you have been, for a time so

                                                                    fleet,

like you have never ever been there,

as spick and span and with all complete,

but glad that you have briefly been there;

so tis when you have vacated a life,

whatever there happened, through sun or rain, thru 

                                                       joys and strife,

all affairs in order, all the debris cleared away

in readiness for another visitor’s stay,

if incarnated, but don’t forget to leave your name in

                                                     the visitors’ book,

like an epitaph on a gravestone  by the track,

when it comes your appointed turn to leave

for you may never be here again

upon your Muses’s hills, above life’s endless plain-

thus this, of us, our God, the proprietor, asks

that we may finish our transient tasks

David Allen Stringer
       I WONDER HOW
I wonder

how you turned

the water of those jars

into the finest wine

in the banquet
I wonder

how you saved your disciples

in the trembling boat

on that sea of fierce storm

making the winds and waves

obey your rebuking command

to be completely calm!

I wonder

how you walked on that lake

among the strong waves

and high winds

to rescue Peter

and help him back into the boat!
I wonder

how out of compassion

you soothed the hunger

of those huge crowds of people

who followed you

into the lonely mountains

east of the lake of Galilee

with just

five small loaves of bread

and two small fish!

I wonder

how you reached out your hand

and touching that man

you wiped out his leprosy

with just a decree “Be clean!”

I wonder

how you made that crippled man

from Bethesda in Jerusalem walk
again after long thirty eight years

with but a command!

I wonder 

how you opened

that blind man’s eyes

spitting on the ground,

making some mud with your saliva,

putting it on his eyes

and asking him to go

and wash his eyes

in the Pool of Siloam!

I wonder

how you raised Lazarus

from his grave that day

with just a 

loud call of command!

I wonder

how –

THE FILLING OF VACUUM

“Walk in the Spirit,

and ye shall not fulfil the lust of the flesh.”

                        (A)

On finding unwanted shrubs and wild weeds,

thorny bushes, creepers and dense mimosa
on my vast piece of unused land

I cleaned and removed

all those unwanted things

with some wage-earners one day

and left it behind in glee.

After two years

when I went there I found

the place turned more dense

with all those useless things again,

and this time I found

countless scorpions, snakes, wasps,

wild spiders, mosquitoes and centipedes.

Then that man came

and advised me not to leave the land

unused and unyielded any longer,

but to dig a well,

plant and grow some profitable plants

or till and sow some good useful seeds

to fill the vulnerable vacuum.

                       (B)

On finding my tenant quarrel and fight

With  my fond and gentle neighbours

I asked him to evict my house,

which he did, at last,
after quarrelling with me.

And after his leaving

I cleaned the room

and left it vacant for over a year.

One day, getting some nauseating smell

from inside I opened the doors and windows-

and, O God, I found

the room filled with cobwebs

and the carcass of a black cat,

b-e-h-e-a-d-e-d, lying on the floor!

Then that man came

and purified all my house and the entire plot

with his incantations weird, basil leaves,

incense and sprinkled waters

to drive the evil spirits away;

and finally, he advised me not to keep

the room empty, vacant and occupied any longer,
but to find and keep a better tenant there - -

to fill the vulnerable vacuum.

                     (C) 

Today, I’ve learnt well the art

of filling the vacuum of my breast

with light

the moment dark is hurled out of it,

that the mischievous gloom can never slip bacl

therein – to conquer!         Mandal Bijoy Beg
   SATYAMEVA JAYATE
Truth, you knocked at my poor door

Last night and I let you enter,

You brought me a bright star

Which I took with thanks and did adore.

You folded me in your arms lovingly

And them kissed me on the forehead,
In tears my eyes turned red

For I got joy triumphant and lively.

I got all around a fragrance weird

I was encircled by a strange light

I could hear a music sweet

And to open the star me you asked.

O! O! I obeyed you as an obedient child

And got “Satyameva Jayate” smiling inside!*

*Satyameva Jayate – Sanskrit for “Truth alone

triumphs”

              MY HOBBY

In the journey of my life

Varied people I like to collect,

Their looks, nature, qualities,

Queerness, uniqueness and intellect.
I enjoy talking to people,

I want to know their pains,

Likes, dislikes, cares, mirth,

Desires, views, ideas and stains.

I see, speak, listen and smell

And thus much wealth I gather,

Which gives me both joy and pain

And enriches my mind’s coffer.

My hobby adds spice to my life,

He ever pinches me to rise,

He stirs me in my solitude

And makes me worldly-wise.

Life is a vast, vast, vast

Ocean of knowledge, I am

A student of life and I

Do desire to dip and swim

   TO THE EAGLE

Remember that day –
How that tortoise grumbled 

Against his lowly life

Seeing the countless fowls

Enjoying themselves in the air;

How he craved to get up

Into the sky to soar?

Remember that day –

You were resting

On that rock

And how the tortoise offered 

You all the treasures of the sea

If he would be taught to fly?

Remember that day –
How you declined the task,
How you declined the task,
How you tried to make

Him conceive it was absurd

And not possible practically,

But you agreed go try

Being pressed and pressed 

By his requests and assurances?

Remember that day –

How taking him 

To a great height

You loosed your claws

To bid the fool to fly

If ever he could –

And how he fell upon that rock

And was to pieces dashed?

WHEN I WILL BECOME A FATHER

When I will become a father

I will lay my bare baby-daughter prone

On my chest and teach: “Say, Mother,

Say, say my Sweet – ABC LMN.”

When I will become a father

I’ll pray my wife after kissing on her eye:

“Don’t buy saree this month, rather

give me that money some books to buy.”
When I will become a father

In dark I’ll to myself murmur:

“For your babe’s marriage money gather,

don’t drink, save for a flat for future..”
Mandal Bijoy Beg

HOLI The Home of Letters, 106 Santoshi Vihar,

Meherapalli, Canal Rd. Laxmisagar PO

Buddheshwari, Bhubaneswar- 75006 INDIA

Email: mbb.ed.pub@gmail.com

Our Father’s Love

Imagine that acorn heart,
That we nurture and nurse,

Imagine the look, the touch, the trust,

Of the new born babe.

Imagine that super-charged

None judgemental love:

The dove taking flight,

Crossing the rainbow coloured sky,

In the arc and embrace

Of love saturated light:

The gift of life!

That is the gift to your child

Throughout its life.

Now to imagine God’s all embracing

None judgemental love:his trust, his divine touch

Add infinity,

Add eternity,

To the equation,

The elation!

The very essence of elation.

Take the rigour out of religion,
The cold draught out of dogma,

Know the passion,

Feel the compassion:

Fear not the judgement,

Only the feeling of being unworthy:

Of his trust not worthy.

The trust is not letting the lesson turn to dust.

Then none are forgotten,

No waste, no lost trace,

Nothing, nothing lost.

Everything, everything,

Ever begotten:

Never forgotten.

It is the collective heart of humanity

In full flower,

It is the image made real,

It is the collective will to heal,

It is the - - -Real.

      Christ’s Admonition

“Love your enemy.”
Why?

Reduce it to the personal.

Expand it to the eternal.

The answer is there,

If we but dare.

    The Gift

When the beloved dies

Silence must be your domain,

Indifference to all outside concern:

Your sole role is to discern;

No indulgence of painful soul rift:

Discern, discern, the gift.

Isolated island, rock-like and removed,

No thought, no seeking for relief, seeking no 

                                                      relief

Only the silence of the grieved, of your grief
No self-pity for this stateless state

Yours and yours alone,

The inherited estate

Sorrow must not be fought,

This gift has been clearly bought

No escape-escape is foul breathed fate,

A lowly company one should not tolerate,

Not contemplate.

The beloved must sear the soul,

And so allow for state of grace,

For the rift to slowly close,

And so the gift,

In all its agonising beauty,

In all its cataclysmic torment.

And so endurance is recommended,

Everything must be open,

· - Emptied 

Do not avoid the void,

Ask it not to be swift,

And so, and so

The gift.

   Men do grim things

Men do grim things,
Create cellars underground:

No love there to be found.

In the past they planned

For our future;

They planned for

Our future destruction:

Mutual, of course!

So some satisfaction

In our enemy’s demise.

But don’t just yet close your eyes,

That scenario is only in pause.
It only takes a change in the wind

For men to once again become grim.

Men do grim things:

Create cellars underground:

Places where you can hear no sound;

Their own version of lost and found:

Though these ‘lost’ are rarely found.

They are the universal ache in the nether 

                                                  regions

Of the human soul.

They are the nightmare,

Those forever lost lives out there;

The collective psychic scar,

Mortal man’s very own black star

Created not by her. But by him,

His thing - -

Men do grim things.

    White Heat

I must live in,

I must breathe in

White heat.

Infamy and injustice,

Must, must!

Be met with 

Incandescence,
White heat!

The standard must be raised

Stirling and stirring standards

Maintained

There must be no defeat,

Moral  cowardice not tolerate,

Virtue triumphant celebrated.

Desmond Brogan

joes@joes.karoo.co.uk

                 ANGELS

When I was still

the angels would come

we would dance together

arm in arm,

as I would watch their long hair and smiles

Then they would want to take me with them

and I wanted to go

I really did

but something would not let me go.

I was anchored to the earth of the world

it could not let me go.

       DO THEE BIDDING

I see a man in a pin striped suit wearing a bowler hat 

He has been crucified to a cross mid way through hailing a cab 

and running for it 

His legs are astride one arm in the air showing his expensive watch. 

The other is lower behind him umbrella in hand 

They are at ten to four 

I can't see the nails but I hope they are rusty 

The top arm is nailed below 

the bottom arm above.

He is frozen 

no expression on his face 

stopped in motion

he will never get that cab home.

                      PRICELESS

I have a strong desire to storm through the front
                                                               door 

hopefully the engineer will be there putting in our
                                              new broadband. 

"Ah ha I have caught you with another man 
                                                          again."

The look on his face would surely be

PRICELESS.
Marc Carver

Kronski669@yahoo.co.uk

                  LOVE!

The love is an amazing feeling

It is all the accomplished existence

The desire of the desire of the other

Reveal in its beauty

This noble passion of humanity

Of two beings connected

By a pressure of eternity    

      SPACE FRIENDSHIP

The friendship is the moment

The moment of the moment

Moment of the present

Front present, during, after time
SCENTS

Scents the summer

Meadow with the coloured flowers

Woman exposed to atomic radiation by daylight

Engraved memories 

Of a scented face

That I liked

The time of a smile and a suggestive approach

Vanilla scents

The spirit which capsizes

For this dream of otherness

Who points out my humanity

To be man is reality!

FEMININITY

The man needs femininity

Sap of love which opens its eyes

And its heart exults

The man needs femininity

Overflowing life which challenges it

And which creates its freedom

Guy Crequie
53, rue Auguste Renoir, 692 Venissieux, France

Email: guy.crequie@wanadoo.fr

http://guycrequie@blogspot.com

   The Child Inside 
Inside us are the children 
who we used to be, 
who never grew up 
despite maturity 

We can't outgrow childhood 
yearn to be free, 
age of our innocence 
and joyful discovery 

If truth were uncovered 
we would likely agree, 
the child that we were 
is still there currently 

That child is your true self 
though hidden away, 
let the child come out 
every so often to play. 
David Knape dknape1969@yahoo.com
    Around My Home

Around my home,
trinkets of past encounters,
gifts, love letters, jewellery.
None are of huge monetary value
but emotionally each is priceless.
Some are memories of travels,
little pieces that remind me
of my adventures abroad. 
The ring on my left hand
was made and bought in Cornwall,
my spiritual home.
The ring on my right hand,
the last gift from my mother.
It is decorated with Welsh  gold
which is no longer mined
and set with piece of amethyst,
my favourite gem stone.
Scattered around the room
are photographs of people I love.
Some who I will not see again in this life
but who still live inside my heart.
On the walls are pieces of my art,
in the spare room many more.
Moments in time captured on canvass,
abstract images of internal landscapes.
Trinkets, memorabilia, bits and pieces
from a life well lived.
I will gather more and lose more
until eventually I leave this world
and at some car boot sale
or in some charity shop, someone will say,
I like that, I wonder where it came from.
Every trinket has a storey,
what stories will your trinkets tell? 
     Oh Silver Birch I love thee
even though you steal my breath,
itch my eyes and block my nose.
You are a thing of beauty.
Even your pollen laden catkins
that cover my paths and enter my home.
Each year you release your fertility
and I suffer until this time is over.
You are as nature intended
as am I, so the dance continues
in sickness and in health
Until death do us part.

Alexandria Krysinski 
alexkrysinski@hotmail.co.uk 

               CONDUCT

Our behaviour towards people

Should be polite and simple

it makes people glad

Abstain him from becoming sad

If behaviour is calm and quiet

our work go on right

politeness is over all behaviour

brings one close and near

rudeness in nature of folk

breaks our closeness and friendly task

our work suffer in absence of politeness.

help and sweetness.

In absence of good behaviour fact is away,

our work stop, like dark in the day

sweetness increases our courage,

energy for performance,

comes from storage.

All are affected from polite nature,

help in performance, of duty and of creature.

It is way to obtain something fast

good behaviour and hard labour
makes people good neighbour

Soft feelings and high thinking

brings relation to close linking.

Dr Mohd. Shakil Kidwai

Reader in chemistry, Department of Chemistry L.B.S. (PG) College, Gonda (UP) India

COLOURFUL METAPHORS

Lost my way,

When the sun set its heart on dying,

Old heroes fading behind,

Shades stolen from baby blues crying,

A song of the South,

Green with envy,

At those not proud,
From overseas grafters,

“0nesy” sized good for pod all,

couch potato farmers!

Gun-grey hoody combat fatigues,

Biro-blue tattoos instead of sleeves,

See red raw recruits to an urban army,

Black hole soled boot-boys of a Western tsunami.

Coming into range of marmalade orange flames,

Shreds of human decency exchanged for silver shame

Judas goat trip traps across gilded scaffolding masts.

Sink-estate Calvary a maze of primrose paths.

Warm of a golden dawn’s rise,
Staged by magician magpies,

Malignant superstition in high definition,

Swastika azure, ivory and crimson.

Mark Laing

13A Ethelbert Road, Canterbury, Kent CT1 3ND

Email: markstick@hotmail.co.uk

Mark writes : “Colourful Metaphors is my comment on the worrying rise popularity of the far-right parties in this country. At the recent local council elections most of the people on offer to the electorate had policies that were openly hostile to people not deemed to be part of the indigenous population. Such xenophobic tendencies are historically rampant in periods of economic downturns, and fascism is always ready to step into the power vacuum generated in such situations. So my work is a warning and a hope that people will see through the miasma of such petty hatreds and unite to fight for a freer and fairer future for all the inhabitants of our global village.”
Phoenix Notices

1/The copyright of all work published remains with the authors. 2/We are not to be held responsible for any controversial views herein expressed – in the event of disagreement, please contact the authors.

           Heart of Stone
A stone it knows no anguish, no great grief,

Nor any small, no pang of pain at all;

It is itself, as hard and round and brief

As any object can be- that may fall

Upon the earth, discarded, great to small;

As are eroded mountain-tops beneath

The busybody, blithering foot-fall

Of men and women clinging to belief

That they will never need to lay a wreath

Upon the grave of loves they can’t recall

Without a tear – a stone needs no relief

From such great loss – it can but build a wall

With other stones, unfeeling, small and mean –

My heart is not a stone- my grief is green.
           What is a Mother?

What is a Mother, Mater, Mama, Mum?

What metaphor can best describe the role

That is the being from which all have come,

Providing succour for a new-born soul;

No entity of Mammon is this Ma,

No Mummified Egyptian in a cask,

No Muted Maid enthralled to Master Pa,

Not any sort of Mummer in a Mask;

She is the SHE that rules with silken touch,

The fertile flesh from which new voices speakm

The Queen that Bees all buzz about so much

To bring their honey home – for which they seek

As Mother’s Sons and Daughters, Bees that hum

In Hives and Lives they Live – Blessed by a Mum!

           Mother-Heart
When you’re small and the world is a wonder

Of days and nights and homes and houses,

And friends and foes and Fathers of Thunder,

And learning men and mice – not mousse;

When you are young and learning a lesson

With each passing hour, a new thing to know;

Like where it’s safe to make a new mess on

The world that is yours, that grown-ups can’t go;

Whether you’re Four or whether you’re Forty,

There is a place that forever is yours, 

Whether you’re good or whether you’re naughty,
Where love first was and forever outpours;

Yes, this is the heart of the mother that gave you

The knowledge of Love and the means that will save 

                                                                        You!

Steve Langley

8 Milton Rd. Swinton M27 9SF

Email: Sorol8008@gmail.com

 In the Republic of the Self

At night I sleep with 

the wakefulness of death,

the body of time,

with its secrets of earth, with

its arsenal of dreams, 

where the morning of unknown

blood is like seed in a handsome

glove, fertilising the rivers of derelict

stone, irrigating the streets 

in giant black clouds of terrestrial rain.

I store away food of longing, air 

of mountains, water of burning clothes.

I try on forests of ill-fitting wood.

I smuggle in money of wings, deserts

of incurable oil.   I sit in cities

of consciousness, rooms of complete

recognition, attics of magnificent gold.

I swim at the bottom of a fearless lake,

where the sea of vision is redeemed by

thunderous gales, lightening

of incomprehensible wind.  I die in the

republic of the self, with humans

of silent prayer, driven by remedies

of dawn and night, where each home is

furnished with diseases, infected with

serums of light; and blue as meat

of breath is the love of truth, clearly told.
The Sun Haunts my Hours

The sun haunts my hours,

holding on to the merits

of civilisation like dogs with

shining torches, in pity 

of blindness, in pity of tongues,

seeing in water

with clouds of innocent voices.

Mystic of silence, blue as the soul

of rivers, louder than trees 

of music, you 

dream of morning and become light.

In sickness, in death, in a forest 

of worlds, you lie naked with creation,

but what tremor leaks on your sword of hands?

What sewer brightens the magic on your sneering lip?

What berry twists the burden of your smile?

What burning sound

fondles the breath of your choking thighs?

I touch your aching sore, stained with vomit,

your wings of expanding snow,

consumed by soiled dances, ignorant flames,

while the lover 

of extinction sips

quietly on the nipple of your dark veined breast
.

In Rags of Music

In rags of music, 

in drunkenness of air, 

the human of cities

is braced with clocks

and sea, and everywhere

is happiness

and everywhere is rain.

Shrinking from the grammar of love, 

I find on the roof of time, on

the terrace of stars, a song

of gold voices, a chaos of voids.

Blinder than a trumpet of silent

burns, I stop

and listen to the colour of light.

I walk among pictures of immense

sound.  The street

is louder than a string of words.

On a statue of winding melodies,

I see Instruments of profound decay.

I sit down by the river of turbulence

and bow to each player who 

approaches me with brilliant tunes.
       I Stand on the Spot

I stand on the spot 

of hell, with burning 

tongue, with grotesque

horns, and the shadow

of myself is like a country

consumed by messengers  of fire.

Strolling past the sun, I ignore

the memory of light, and the 

moon of winter

I smell with decomposing hands.

Great clouds of smoke I unleash

like spirits of water, like rats  of flame, 

like spawn of trembling graves.

Rivers of snow I see flow past the

creator of exhausted machines.

Crouched in huts of air, I imagine

souls of a cathedral, blood 

of a silent blaze.  Ghastly meals 

I serve with grains of fire, bread

of broken

forks, dreamers of dead religions.
          Morning in Soho

The sun scream of light

is like a cow

offering milk to graves.

I hear music and laughter

in bays of air.

On deserted streets I see

wind of flowering children

set fire to ghosts of wood.

In avenues of sky 

I see echoes of a failed star.

In silent bars

I see dances of perfect flame.

Across the river I know even

blood is not glad of wounds.

The heart is a wanderer.

Drunkenly murmuring 

is the soul of my empty glass.

Asleep in the gutter

is a God of breathless kings.

Investigation of the Soul

Indefinitely, I rouse the blood of matter

with continents of opaque light.

Across eternity I draw a flame of wells.

I describe in salt of rinds, in bread of ash,

the profound tumour of existence.

Plaything of destiny, I sink with the 

sun like hordes 

of time, like flesh of mouthless words.

I see a flight of angels with religious 

names, but at 

my door the sound of trodden wings.

Scorching my eyes on blood of fabulous

wealth, I walk inland,

on ploughs of stone, on carpet of endless

corruption, on sleepers of broken tracks.

Harder it is to see, the glorious plain sun-

light, the motionless breeze, 

but like a servant of great wounds, I am 

both healer and healed. 

Never is earth more resistant, more willing to yield.
In the White Garden

In the white garden, 

sleep is like wolves of colour,

attacking light with 

terrible fervour, absurd flames.

Behind a lake of hedges

is a medieval wall, where

hungry old men sit around immense

bowls of fish, drinking the wine

of love and silence, deserts and sea.

I sit in a vision of music and blood.

I kneel on ground

of enormous pain and suffering.

I lie beside a stream of perfection.

Roots of existence I grasp like a man

trying to outlive the flood of time.
The rotten worm, squirming in pale,

singlet, with scum of poetic voices,

is not proud of silence,

and only gardener’s of death know

the food of time is not lighter than wells.
of lame and wounded trees,

living in huts of water,

in huts of stone and visionary glass.

disgraced by families of wind, (More over page)
In my Diary of Regeneration

Early night: I read 

a gruesome entry

in my diary of regeneration

and the blind song is like a curtain

on the page of time.

I pick out a morning and the sun

beats earth’s temple with sick

of rusted leaves and each

soul is a tiny child wasted with love.

I write on the face of death and each

word is silent and lost.  I collect the 

dust of vision,

and it is bluer than Gods of solitude,

higher than altitudes of air. 

I fall down the drain of light, where

the darkness 

of hope is all the body smells, rising

above the shadows on

which broken water in readiness waits.
Pictures of Delirium

I walk through the pasture

of my soul and 

it is dark and giddy with flames.

I close my eyes in a sea of dust.

I read the sun of my 

desert in a library of dead words.

I burn the void of existence with

beasts of music and light.

I descend on the skeleton of wounds.

Armed with supernatural diseases,

I fight off the images

of which I was once fully possessed
When the Redness of the Sea

When the redness of the sea 

is no more than appalling mist,

I describe the love of death with 

my only child, a brave young man, 

to whom eternity is ravaged

by fearful marches, inner wars.

In shining uniform, with rings 

of silver wishes, I know he wears

the boots of destiny and carries the

gun of time, stolen from enemies

of obscure weddings, obscene crimes.
Austin McCarron

38 Glennie Road, London SE17 0LY

Email: mccarron.ahc@live.co.uk
PS – Editors Note: Our apologies – due to our word programme going awry in the last Spring issue of our Phoenix, one of Austin’s poems ended up with the name of the previous poet, i.e. the one entitled “Red like Plums in Water”!

REDEMPTION SONG
Words are wine, words are roses

Loneliness the thorn

That stabs the soul

And writes in blood along the page,

‘All life’s a stage’?

Yet my life’s a monologue

A soliloquy spinning, whirling in thin air

In whispering spirals curling up

To the clouds which frown and

Drown the pages in the blues of tears and fears,

Fear and loneliness blot out stars and suns

Loneliness is the eclipse of all

You are solitary, the only one,

Yet poems speak of the heights of passion

I only want to a helping hand,

Yet my pen remains 

My one true friend

Without whom my loneliness
Would be a wilderness without end

Thank you for being there just now

I did not have to wait long for you

O friend of life! – no longer gagged

You turn on the tap of my fountain of words

That sprinkle roses or stem the blood

I feel complete, replete and have plenty
For with poetry, your cup is never empty!

A poetry book’s an elastoplast

Poetry’s a pair of pliers, a corkscrew or lathe

The tools of my craft which help me to breathe

A ballast in the stormy seas

A lonely soliloquy maybe

That speaks volumes about life and you and me.

Poetry’s the drumbeat

That steadies heart and soul

A flight from fear

When pen and paper are near

Poetry is a psychiatric nurse

Just open the page of a book of verse

All of human life is there

There you’ll find a heart laid bare

Your experience, after all wasn’t rare

It’s universal

The anthem of the common man

And in writing it, you resurrect yourself

And enter the Promised Land.

Spondees, trochees, couplets that rhyme
The Hunchback that is you

Transcends his misery with holy chimes

For whom the bell tolls, it tolls for thee

You’ll find forgiveness in poetry

Stroke your clitoris with a big, fat pen

The creative juices will flow on to the page,

For ‘pen’ is the Latin derivation of ‘penis’,

A song of Solomon, musky perfume, lavender 

ad sage,

An opium dream, the fruit of paradise

For the lonely middle-aged,

And escape when you’re locked

In dark anxiety’s nasty cage!

BOB MARLEY

After visiting the junk shop
That early January afternoon 2011,
I came home and threw away

The pricey antique cigarette tin

I’d bought there last year 

And put my roll-ups

In my new Bob Marley ciggy tin.

I looked at the photos on the tin

Of his happy, handsome face

And long, dark dreadlocks –

One photo of him smiling, one singing

And the other photo – playing the guitar

And he sang to me from heaven;

“I still mean it!

No woman, no cry,

Lively up yourself,
And don’t be a drag,

Doo doo de dum,

You gotta lively up yourself

For reggae is another bag;

One love and don’t worry about anything!”

At the bottom of the picture on the tin

The Jamaican flag was flying

In balmy, tropical breeze and beneath it

Were 3 bright brush strokes of colour,

Electric red, yellow and green

The national flag colours

And his smile was radiant and soft

As it toffee was melting all over his tongue

And he’d just seen something W0NDERFUL  - -

I’ve been sad and depressed for years.
2011 I’ll throw away the antique me

Hoist my flag and be of good cheer

See the world in a different way

Dance to a new joyful song.

RING OUT THE OLD, RING IN THE NEW!

WITH THE FAIRIES!

They threw hot burning oil

At the cheek of my ego

And my skin burnt until

A small flap of skin

Barely hid the bone,

Which they threw at the pet dog

Of their arrogance to chew

And then abandon near

Their garden weeds,

And even the garden weeds
Ragged and grey were

Bloated with pride

That dismal day,

Muzzy with drizzle

That later turned

As autumn rain –

But a pixie landed

There from neverland

And bore holes in my

Cheek bone and his 

Magic fingers

Scooped the middle out,

And he polished it till it shone

Then brought it to his lips

And on his pixie flute

He played this little song

And a gust of wind

With these words sang long:

“Never let the giants

trample over you

though their words are like

cudgels and their

scornful laugher – pain,

drink a cup of magic rain,

open your mouth,

let it cool your parched throat

and imagine them in hell

where all the big heads dwell

who ate tiny people

and spat out their bones

for at the end of the rainbow

you’ll find a home

with the fairy folk

who play tunes

on pipes of polished bone –

and you’ll look down

on those damned from

the fairy castle in heaven

where all who suffered

get the GOLD that is their leaven.”

At this, my cheeks smarted no more

And my confidence fed by the dream

Was finally restored

And suddenly I heard the whistle 

Of a bird and perceived

A regal and rosy autumn dawn

I continued with my steps 

And faltered no more –

I swore I saw a pixie

0n a marigold’s petal on my lawn

And so I smiled victoriously

For I knew I had a friend

That turns tables on sorrow

And broken hearts always mends

(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)

So always give the fairy folk
An ear to lend

For their ancient charms never fail

All souls in distress

They’ll fill your grieving heart

With love and tenderness
Till you find peace and rest

And the fairy wine of HAPPINESS!

                 AFRICAN BEAUTY
(translated from  “Les Boubous” by Blaise Cendrars from the collection ‘Feuilles de Route’,  by Angela Morkos)

O! The African beauties you encounter in the outskirts of the village where the stalls of cotton traders are found
No other women in the world have such distinction, such nobility, such carriage and style, elegance, nonchalance, refinement, cleanliness and hygiene, health and optimism, un-selfconsciousness, youth or taste

Even the aristocratic English lady during her morning stroll through Hyde Park

Or the Spanish beauty who wanders through the balmy Sunday dusk
Nor Pincio’s ancient Roman lass

Or the comeliest peasant girls of Hungary and Armenia

Nor the graceful Russian princess passing by on the steamer over the River Neva

Or the exquisite Chinese girl floating past on a boat banked by lilies

Nor the glamorous typists of New York

Nor the most Parisiennne of Parisiennes
I pray to God that throughout my life these superbly beautiful African forms I have seen will always glide past in my mind’s eye-

Each lock of their hair is a small tress of equal length oiled and shining in the sun

On the crown of their head they wear a small leather or ivory decoration held in place by silken threads or small chains of luxury pearls

This hairdressing takes years of work and they will spend a lifetime arranging and re-arranging their beautiful hair

Rows of tiny gold coins pierce their ears

Some have tinctured incisions on their face under the eyes or around their neck and all the women wear the most artistically applied make-up
Their hands are covered in rings and bracelets like queens and all of them varnish their nails and decorate the palms of their hands with Henna or paint

Heavy silver bracelets tinkle on their slender ankles and their toes sparkle with jewelled rings

They paint their heels a deep, bright blue

The women wear brightly woven tunics, varying in length, one over the other. The tunics are colourful and differing in the embroidery and pattern of the textiles and the whole effect composes an unbelievably beautiful portrait of self-assured and confident women of fashion. Blood-orange, blue golc and white are the predominant colours.

They wear leather and textile belts and heavy gold necklaces

Others wear celestial turbans

Their most strong and precious asset is their impeccable flashing, white teeth which they polish and care for like the brass of a luxury yacht
They glide along like exotic and slender bird of paradise

But I am bereft of words to describe the suppleness of their gracious, lithe bodies which reflect their unaffected charm and allure.

NO NAME

I woke up with the feeling of his love between my thighs and smoothed out the wrinkles in the sheet that his lovely body had made and suddenly my fingers touched – IT! – a strand of long, black, crinkly hair that I recognised as Elizabeth’s and with this strand of hair, an avalanche of frozen memories that I’d stored unconsciously came cascading, tumbling down to bury my new found confidence I had found – the first serious relationship I’d had since my divorce.

It all seemed to fall into place as I touched the wiry strand of long, black hair- memories of stolen infatuated glances, cryptic comments from Elizabeth and gushing praises from Hugh about her career abilities. Humph! It wasn’t just her capability at her job he admired. I started to hyperventilate as I lay there frozen with emotional pain. Our lovemaking had been so wonderful and his leaving me to go to work, so gentle – and now to be left with the evidence of betrayal! My eyes narrowed as I began to formulate a plan and smiled to myself cruelly as I brushed away the hair into the waste paper basket by the bed. Then I found another hair on the corner of the pillowslip! My world was coming to an end. SHE wouldn’t get away with this - - - -The phone rang;

“Hi! It’s Hugh. Fancy meeting me at Zaranoff’s for dinner this evening. A few of us are going down there after work so I thought you’d like to join us.” His voice now made me feel confused and sick. “O.K. honey, I’ll see you there this evening.” I managed to spit out: “What time?”

“6 o’clock” “O.K. Er, will Liz be there too?”
“Yes! I mean, we, why? Why do you ask?”

“O nothing – just wondered who’d be coming along.”

“I’ll see you at Zaranoff’s then.”

He’d been a true saviour. I’d developed a drink problem after my divorce and we’d been through heaven and hell together till he took me to A.A.. He’d seen me through thick and thin and now that I was cured he’d even proposed to me. I looked at my sapphire engagement ring and wrenched it from my finger. I’d make some excuse this evening about not wearing it. I looked at my watch. It was 12.30 p.m. and so the shops would be shut for lunch. But by the time I’d got washed and dressed the shop I had in mind to go to would be open and all would be well - -  It was now approaching 6 o’clock as I got off the bus near Zaranoff’s continental restaurant. Through the glass window pain I could see him with his arm round her waist. Before, I was so confident and would have thought this was a gallant gesture towards an unaccompanied and unattached woman. Now I knew better and would seize the moment ---
“Hey, steady on with that wine, Veronica!” said Hugh putting his hand on my umpteenth glass of red Chateauneuf du Pape.

“It’s O.K. dear. I’m O.K..” I slurred.

“Look, what’s the matter with you? I thought you’d got over all this. Elizabeth was telling me at work today”

I flipped. I reached out across the table, my arm knocking over several empty wine bottles and glasses and I grabbed a swatch of Elizabeth’s long, black crinkly hair. I stood up and yanked it with all my might till she screamed. Hugh stood up opposite me and next to the wailing Elizabeth and tried to pull my fist away and in doing this he knocked the table and its entire contents over with a mighty crash. The restaurant manager came striding over looking thunderous and Hugh tried to placate him. As Hugh tried to calm the manager, I socked Elizabeth in the jaw and she swayed and steadied herself by the bar.
“You bitch! You thieving whore!” I yelled running to the bar counter and spitting at her. 

And then it dawned on Elizabeth what was going on. A gleam appeared in her slanty, blue eyes and she laughed at me as she tried to regain her footing. “Don’t you laugh at me, you bitch.” I croaked Our office party started to take sides egging the two of us on.
“You little fool” she said. “I’ve known Hugh since I was at junior school and right through secondary school to university. He’s just slumming with you, you little half-caste.”

I felt that and blushed to the roots of my hair, feeling vulnerable. Then I remembered my plan of action before the cow could humiliate me further. I quickly stooped and tore off one of my new gold stiletto-heeled sandals which I had bought that afternoon especially for my revenge, and lunged it at her heart -  - -
There was blood all over  -I could hear screams and see Hugh’s drawn, white face locked in an expression of utter horror. Then I heard the wailing of police sirens as a warm hand grabbed mine, just as I was beginning to feel whoosy.

“Come this way, luv. They’re not worth it. Not worth the ground you stand on.”

I looked up to meet the face of the Portuguese waiter who would often serve us there. He led m to a secret door in the panelling on the wall, hidden behind a Chinese-style painted screen. He unlocked the door and I entered a room full of weary-looking foreign people, playing chess, feeding their babies or just sitting staring into blankness. “This is where the manager’s illegal immigrant black market workforce live.  We’ll get you a new identity, a new passport and help you escape to safety in South America.”
I collapsed into his strong chest and hugged him tight. My new Saviour!

“And will you come with me, Pedro? Please? I can’t do this alone! Let’s leave this miserable wet country. They’ve never made me feel at home here even though I was born here. Did you hear that Elizabeth?! You’ll get the same treatment if you stay here. The streets aren’’t  paved with gold! I’m telling you!”

I laid low for a few weeks in the secret room and saw Pedro on his breaks in his long ,arduous working days until one morning ,through the window I could see the van draw up - - Someone got out and blew a few times on a tin whistle as if it were a special signal.
Pedro burst into the secret room, grabbed my hand and leading me to the window, opened it and held me up and the whistle blower heaved me through the window into the street. No one said a word about anything to me about this and I did just what they said. My mind was full of imaginary scenes of starting  new life in sunny Rio de Janeiro and forgetting the past. Little  did I know what was in store - - -

I am now a sex-worker, along with the other poor homeless women or other women who have stooped to this way of life. In my case I was threatened at gun-point in the van by two masked men with Eastern European accents.
I don’t know anyone anymore. I’ve forgotten about Hugh and Elizabeth. That episode is just a pinprick now to me. I live under the threat of arrest for murder and as I sit on the floorboards of my ‘bed of nails’ I continuously trace my name in the dust in the floor. I can’t find a person to fit the name -  - - -
Angela Morkos
32 St Mary’s Mount, Station Rd. Cottingham, Hull

East Yorks HU16 4LQ

Email; angela.morkos@yahoo.co.uk

      SPRING





In wet season

When breeze blew

And clouds roared

The season disguised

And breeze changed into a hurricane

If autumn overruled

Then never be frightened.

Saving yourself 

From gazing eyes of people

With slowly steps

You keep on walking

On path of my heart

And abide in it.

Then all autumns 

And storms will stop

In wet season

New buds will spring up.

         SNOWY VALE

Air is buzzing like a honey-bee

Let me write your name on each tree.

Snow is freezing, breeze is very cool

Everything seemed under nature’s rule.

Cold water is dribbling drop by drop

Even soul is quivering at this top.

But your name is running life in me

My heart is throbbing if you can see.

It is anxious and rushing blood

The emotions flared and rushed as flood.

The leaves trembled to fall down snow

To clean their bodies, your name to glow.

I will write your name on each one

And I will blaze brightly in the sun.

Just your name will remain in this vale

Not to be erased in sun or hail. 
Hamza Hassan Sheikh

P.O. Box No40 GPO Dera Ismail Khan, NWFP

Pakistan Email: sardar_hamza@hotmail.com

WHEN YOU WORRY ABOUT YOUR CARES
When you worry about your cares,
When you say goodbye to a worrisome day
And don't know exactly
If your boat will arrive tomorrow,
When the merciless winds disquiet your soul,
It is difficult to believe in dry land.
When the turbulent waves
Do n ot throw me overboard,
When you don't need to place on alert,
You may sleep peacefully at last.
Let the radiant spring embrace you
And make you joyful and happy!
I MISS YOU
I look pensively at the bay.
It is raining...
I cannot be without you,
I miss you...
White noisy sea gulls
Rush around the waves.
How difficult to be alone
With my sad thoughts.
I still don't understand
Why we cannot be together...
WHAT ARE YOU SINGING ABOUT, 
FURIOUS TEMPEST?
What are you singing about, furious tempest,
When you capsize the ships standing at anchor,
And strike a frightful fear into everyone?
Wild symphony of rain and wind
With lightning and thunder!
Our life is within a hairbreadth of death....
Standing before the madness of blind power
Withstand the element, and learn how to survive!

A DOG BARKS RELUCTANTLY AT THE MOON
A dog barks reluctantly at the moon.
I try to fall asleep, but I cannot,
Because the dog barks continuously...
Why can't he even fall asleep? 
Maybe it is too cold outdoors in January.
I open the door and invite the dog into the house to warm up.
Let us sleep together until daybreak, and tomorrow
Our mood will be considerably better!

A HOT AFTERNOON
When a hot afternoon comes
I lay in the chaise lounge
And look at the trees or gaze into a radiant sky
Hearing the monotonous song of cicadas!
I feel the warmth of hot gentle sun
And take pleasure in the blissful moments!
Light, warmth, silence, nothing moves...
I wish I were in my endless dream!

AS A LAST LEAF OF SAD AUTUMN I FALL
TO YOUR FEET SILENTLY
As a last leaf of sad autumn
I fall to your feet silently.
I don't care about public opinion,
I don't care about salacious gossip,
I was made by God from another kind of clay,
I hate scandal in and of itself.
I remember spring in blossom,
And I keep those miraculous moments
In my memory when I gazed
Into your luxurious eyes!
I know that the stem of the leaf
Is not perpetual,
And that time is severe!
All my life I dreamed to meet you again,
And now you may press
To your heart the yellow leaf...


A CRIMSON FLOWER TOOK SHELTER
NEAR THE GATE IN A FENCE
A crimson flower took shelter
Near the gate in a fence.
His frail sprout
Is wet after the cold rain.
I cannot find the proper words to describe
How he tries to see the light of day
Among the chilling wind!
Is it possible that one fine day
He will be in blossom,
Is it possible that a passer-by will find him,
Snuggle up to him and put him into a wreath?
But the hope is in vain, you cannot see the dawn!
A crimson flower took shelter
Near the gate in a fence.
His frail sprout is broken,
And petals are withered... 


THE MILKY WAY
The Milky Way looks in the dark sky
Like a wonderful waterfall,
What a beautiful picture
For surprised eyes!
I am ready to gaze endlessly
At the magic light of the stars
And wonder infinitely
Who has created this miracle?


I WALK IN THE DEWY MEADOW
DURING THE EARLY MORNING
I walk in the dewy meadow
During the early morning
To visit my bosom friend
Who lives in the old village.
We have a bit of chat,
Then we take our guns,
To go hunting for wood grouses,
And return home.
Sitting peacefully
And drinking "Stolichnaya" vodka,
We talk about the weather and myriad topics,
As usual when you meet a Russian soul...


I HAVE A REST IN A DESOLATE SUMMERHOUSE
I have a rest in a desolate summerhouse
Breathing a scent of the withered wild roses.
We look very seldom at the starry sky
In our bustling life!
Everyday-life is our destiny,
We cannot solve these damned eternal questions!
So, what is the matter, how to live?
We simply exist, and that will be the end of it!
We cannot count all the stars,
We don't know, how vast our universe?
Many sages tried to create
The model of the universe without success.
I have a rest in a desolate summerhouse
And gaze at the twinkling heavenly bodies.
My eyes are tired,
And the trace of eternity lost forever...
I REMEMBER STILL THAT MOIST SAND
I cannot forget on that seashore
The fresh tracks of your bare feet...
I keep in my mind how a lazy wave
Erases tirelessly your footsteps.
But I still hope
That your love will never fade,
And your footprints will stay
Once and for all on that seashore!
OLD WOMAN
She looks tired ironing the folds on a bed sheet.
Her life was never sweet,
She knows the price of bitterness!
She irons the creases one by one,
But they play hide-and-seek with her
And appear again on the other side of the bed sheet!
I look sadly at this old woman.
Nobody cares about her.
The wrinkles of life, enfeebled body, old age...
Such a familiar theme for us...
           WILD GRASSES
How many times we were trampled,
How many times we were burned,
Sometimes we were torn apart,
Nevertheless, we are still alive!
The rapid water washed us away,
The herds trampled on us,
But the strong tribe of grasses
Was not discourage and repeated:
It doesn't matter!
The furious winds swept us away,
We were frozen in winter time,
But we came alive every spring
And knew that it was forever!
We grew up not for amusement,
Not for pleasure of someone's eyes,
We are the crux of the matter,
We are the wild grasses,
We will never die!
       INVISIBLE TIME
Invisible time crawls slowly...
Somebody has sown the seeds here,
And now you see the dense forest!
Some day the grasses were in blossom,
The heavy bumblebees hummed everywhere,
But the poison of time kills everything slowly.
Once the child moved rapidly here,
Not thinking about grey hair and wrinkles...
Oh, how fragile is the ice of life,
Oh, time, how you kill outright!
©Adolf P. Shvedchikov, PhD, LittD (RUSSIA)
International Poet of Merit
4317 Petit Avenue, Encino CA 91436-3516, USA
E-mail:  adolfps@gmail.com
Bridget The Magnificent, Ferocious (Kind Of) Hunter Of Hedgehogs!

My wife has a little Yorkshire Terrier called Bridget

and I have just started taking her out at night for a
                                                                       walk

with my terrier dog Juju around the block without 
                                                                      leads

when it’s nice and quiet and everyone is tucked up in
                                                                       bed.
We live close to a Nature Reserve and we have
                                                              absolutely

loads of Hedgehogs roaming around the place after 
                                                                       dark,

busily gardening in the wee-hours, eating slugs and 
                                                                       snails

and generally helping to keep things nice and tidy for 
                                                                    us all.

They are comical little things indeed, I love to see
                                                                     them,

anyway Bridget’s discovered them and they are 

                                                                 perfect

for her as they do not run away (They curl up into a
                                                                   ball!)

and they are not aggressive unless you’re an earth 
                                                                   worm.

She is now becoming quite an expert on the subject,

she stalks the green of the Common, following scent
                                                                     trails

until finally she finds one, then she shouts the ‘Battle
                                                                         Cry!’

and runs almost up to it, keeping a foot away. (Just in 
                                                                     case!)

Where she proceeds to growl and bark and generally

tell the creature off for a good minute or two until 
                                                                      Juju

comes over to see what all the fuss is about, sniffs 
                                                                     once

then turns away bored with a ‘Whatever’ look upon
                                                                  her face,

then job done, Bridget goes off to find herself another
                                                                        one.

     Starlings and House Sparrows 

When in was a young boy growing up

in Skewen and Neath in South Wales

that’s all we really had around us,

except for the odd Jackdaw and Magpie.

I mean in the streets where we lived,

right on our doorstep or rooftop really.

They would happily live amongst us

in noisy, crowded terraced streets.

I often used to think of them in terms

of ‘Poor Man’s Birds’ the Sparrow’s

especially I would call ‘Dole Canaries.’

I remember hearing them chirping away

each morning way on high above me

in Pendrill Street as I walked to school.

I would look up and see the rooftops

littered with both Starlings and Sparrows

and they would still be there busy

in the afternoon when I returned home.

Then time went on and I became a adult,

moved away and forgot all about them

until I moved into my new home.

(The best house I’ve ever lived in!)

Now they are everywhere once again,

there’s a tribe of them out in the garden,

a pair of Sparrows nest in the roof eaves

at the back corner of our family home 

and we have gangs of noisy Starlings 

shouting from the chimney some days.

It’s lovely, especially since both species

are sadly in decline, my life is far richer

because of these characters and I know it.

      With Squirrel

She is upstairs in bed 

‘With Squirrel’

as I stand beneath her 

in the kitchen

writing this down.

8 weeks on Wednesday

and today it’s Tuesday

the 1st of April, 2014.

Ah, this is certainly

no ‘April Fool’s’

but a blessed gift of nature.

The worry and stress

over the next 7 months

will be worth it.

The sleepless nights

that come after that,

well, they will just have 

to be gotten through.

For she is upstairs right now

‘With Squirrel’

making a baby

from bits of us two.

How Very Wonderful!
Colour To The Toolbox

That’s the beauty of art,

every mood is relevant

and adds colour to the toolbox
Paul Tristram

1 Hunkin Close, Truro, Cornwall TR` 3SD

Email: craddlegap@hotmail.com

THE ROLLING SEA (Song)

Lord, the world is spinning restlessly

But  it’s the only place I want to be;
People never seem to learn

That the rolling tide must turn,

Learn a lesson from the rolling sea.

Be yourself be graceful and free,

For that is how we were all meant to be;

You go to work till half past five,

And try to tell me your alive,

Learn a lesson from the rolling sea.

When you leave your grimy factory,

You’ll be on the road to victory;

Can’t you see that you have been

Like a well-kept oiled machine?

Learn a lesson from the rolling sea.

Move and feel and laugh and love and be,

What you really are is fine by me;

When you’ve got something to say

Don’t turn and look the other way,

Learn a lesson from the rolling sea.

Away with artificiality,

Life is ever moving mystery;
Don’t be ashamed of what you are,

It’s better than pretence by far,

Learn a lesson from the rolling sea.

           The Grey Wagtail

Great poets through the centuries have seen

Your fragile beauty, bidding them arise

To greet the day in rapturous surprise.

The song, the sight of you has ever been

A parable of the yearning soul.

Sweet yellow breast of simple arcing flight!

You woo my gross encumbrance to delight

With promise of that rapt imagined whole.

You also taunt the poet’s aching heart.

To see in you the architect of love,

Where truth and beauty meet the skies above,

Is it wise indeed, our flight to chart,

As, from my leaden, sad sepulchral fall,
I rise to realms long lost, from death’s dark shawl?

               LADYBIRD

Without you, dear ladybird, there is no God – 

And should you fall from summer leaf to sod,

All karmic law would succour and conspire

Beyond your pain, and give you new attire

In fresher, finer life beyond that death –

And thus I speak of God, with every breath.

Without you, dear ladybird, there is no God –

For God is all; and if, dear one, you fall

And soulless turn to some eternal dust,

Then God be lessened – no man could entrust

His heat to such uncaring to befall

The simple scarlet creature in its prime –

And thus the ladybird is God sublime.

RUBAIYAT TO THE HUMAN RACE

How fleeting human life, how frail the flesh.
How trivial fame, and every selfish wish,

How poor is he who builds his mansion here,

When all such treasure turns to worthless ash.

How common human sin, how weak the will.

How candidly misfortune casts its spell.

How sad it is, with dreams still unattained

When aged men hear winter’s solemn call.

How marvellously bright the buoyant soul!

How subtly the angels we recall.

How memorable to move the monstrous rock

When hope is but the place at which we fell.

How lovely are these oranges so fresh.

How gorgeous in the patient purple dish.

How beautifully children find their way,

When groping through each generation’s trash.

How rare is knowledge of the higher kind.
How great when truth speaks out, its own to tend.

How fine the poet’s impulse to create,

When he takes dear inspiration’s hand.

Peter Geoffrey Paul Thompson
115 Green Lane, St Albans, Herts. AL3 6HC

     Fear of 'Going insane'
I believe/pray/hope/feel
    that by the time
    you finish reading this
    poem(?) you will know what I mean
by "living with the fear of 'Going insane'".

There is no better time to write this than now
    so as the Ring-Leader-On-High doth say
    "Here we go!"--

Having committed myself to a mental institution    
    for the third and God (whatever you wish
    to call that) -willing Final time
    twenty years ago,
    the demons of That still live with me,
    in my chest, finger-tips, bones,
    and make there home
    somewhere in the center of my mind.

Having believed my self to be "god"
    thrice over
    in rainy weather, in sunshine,
    in times of drought,
    in times ever-unending
    and just beginning in the "Now",
it was duly-put, and duly-done that
    I should take refuge
    for a while at least
    in a home for the mentally "ill"
    and for a while (and actually to this day)
    take The Blue Pill (mine-an antidepressant)
    not The Red.

And to this day, even in this moment,
    where we take time to speak and share our woes,
    and sorrow, and even joys extreme,
    the odd, off-handed sublime of that
    does not escape my consciousness
    but for single, fleeting instants:
        in a hot tub,
        at an open mic, reading, speaking or just plain-old
                              (continued over page)

               (continued from previous page)

 making things up, or singing with friends.

So what I need/must tell you
    in this particular instant,
        those of you who have walked
        in footsteps tangential to mine
        and to those who have not,
Is you do not know 
        (but by the end of this I hope 
            (see the above litany of hopes/prayers, etc. 
                         for my feelings about that)
        just how much effort it takes
    to live and make accord with those demons.
        (or perhaps you have just not yet
         been diagnosed???)

They haunt you:
    in times of stress, duress, loneliness and longing -

    Have I thought too much?
    Do I have a reason to go on?
    Am I losing my mind?

And when I was younger and less practiced at The Art of It
    (living with said-demons that is)
    I would curl down low with a bottle or pipe
        joint or pill or tab,
    but now that I am older and more at ease
        (no, "ease" does not accurately describe it
            (will get to that in a moment))
    I seek peace
        in "doing what I must".
    
"Must" to keep sane,
        to keep "right minded"
        to bend not break
        to ebb and flow - "go with it"
    instead of lose myself in "another"
        (as was my way of it then),
Is
    LIVE WITH them
        and not AGAINST
    "Be courageous! Be honest! Be bold! Just do not Let Go!"

But the effort, the Effort, the EFFORT,
    it takes to ward them off,
    hold my fingers crossed above my heart,
        play hide-and-seek with them,
        (rather than turn away)
Is
    simply put - exhausting.

In times of trouble,
    it is the worse:
        (for personal note see)
        divorce-lost wife, kids, and home;
        lost job-money, income, places, and friends;
        face-who am I? what am I? And why do I race
            from one thing to another?

Perhaps, you have such times?

Is it not true that all men and women do?

But for the "chemically-" or "stress-" unbalanced
    it is worse.
    They have not recourse
        to such simple things
        as the wet-nurses of peace, harmony, nor
        easements of grace, and bliss.

To live with the "Fear of 'Going insane'"

               TAKES WORK.
Sometimes, it feels as if
    it is a job unto itself.
    (Tho none have e'er 
         made a profession of it:-)!).

Read a poet,
look at a painter's work,
listen to a symphony by Beethoven, Mahler,
    or read a book (say Goethe or Hesse or Gibran)
    and you will know what it is like to (Oh! Blake, too. Definitely him,
        (Marriage of Heaven and Hell - a truly sublime joke
            to us!))
and you will know what it means
    to teeter on the brink
    of
    "the insane".

Parting words?
Compassion. Compassion. Compassion.
Let it hum away in you 
    like The-Bee-that-Buzzes-but-Never-Lands
    for yourself, if you be one such as I,
    or to those others around you who struggle
        with demons such as these.
For you, Oh, Great Majority,
    are less perturbed by them than we,
    and we truly would much prefer to seek refuge in you,
        than Buddha, Tao, Allah, God or Yahweh,
Compassion. Compassion. Compassion.
Compassion. Compassion. Compassion.
Compassion. Compassion. Compassion.
and more Compassion still.

Forgive us our way of things,
    we seek Peace, Love, and Harmony
    just as do you,
Yet, have a little imp (tho ours be not childish,
        but to varying degrees of wickedness
            do claim)
In them we seek to make some distance
    between ourselves
and our fears

of Ever Going Insane Again.
I believe in Dragons
Not because I have to,

nor am foolish,

nor insane,

but rather I have seen

the rain come down

and not known why.

I believe in Dragons

because I have seen

the sun rise

in the mornings

I worked thru night

and laughed to myself about it.
Dragons...because even at this age

(46) I still do not

know why the flowers bloom

nor birds sing,

nor people hang on to things.
Like "love", like "longing",

like "suffering"

and things of light-

little red spider that crawls

on my knee when I am smoking.
Yes, I, for one, believe in Dragons.

'Cause when the wakefulness

has all run out

and the rain stopped

I will still not
know why I rose

from bed this morning.
Poems just are what they are

and people, too:

The Confoundedest things

I have ever known.
And tho' they may or may not

tip The Scales

on the side of value

for a human life

they are just as well

let go of.

See them flying off

where the words

and our eyes meet!
Dreams of finer things

I do not know,

yet still I
believe in Dragons.
If my crime be that I cared too much
Then SO BE IT!!!

And The Voice said -"


When will you realize


no one wants anything from you?"

So let it be now!

Not a single person, nor iota


demanding anything.

Only then does


the Guilt Trip end, and The Joy-ney REALLY Begin!

Over last several weeks


I became addicted to my pain,


then in the excursion of my folks,


taking a five hour drive


to do what i could walk in 10 minutes


yet had no bread.

Get me medicine, they did,


and I not only as she


my mother put it "feel better"


but "AM better".

Ready to take on the world again,


not my griefs,


nor sallow, hollow cough,


but a place


where I can help my fellow man,


find a place,


a space,


for their words their songs.

Come,


uncover the song!

Like late-at-night messages


from friend-to-friend


nothing grand in that,


only


only


a few hours from now


the sun will rise


where I am,

but this poem will be long gone.

You owe nothing


for giving,


for giving,

But give it A Way


anyway.

To be a reservoir


we must be able to empty our self


out
                   (continued over page)

         (continued from previous page)
and then rain-song-word-poem


can fill us up again.

Only when the guilt trip ends,


does the Real Joy-Ney Begin.

Freedom is not an end,

And Yes! There ARE Such Things as a Free Lunch,


because I would give you everything I have


for nothing,


for nothing,

For Nodding off in your supper at day's end,


means nothing to me.

fin...?...?...?

Good Morning! Welcome Home, Sun!
                 Where do I begin? 

Where do I begin


to say 


all the things I want to


on this hallowed eve


December 24th, 2013


at 4:50 PM, Austin, Texas time?

I want to tell you 


all the things on my mind:


writing a poem to last the years,


love, peace, and good cheer,


the Idea that struck me yesterday


      - that though I may not want



to be here



that is not the REAL ISSUE



rather it is That 



I AM here



so do 



I really want to spin my time



not wanting to be here



or take the High Road



and Want 



to be here



by sheer strength of will?

So many thoughts, 


so many emotions,


and they all lead me back 


to this Reality of mine:


I am here on One 


day of Christmas eve


but I also


am here on One Day of Christmas Eve


200 hundred years aft 


and as well 2 years hence.

So much is to be said about "Love" and "Loss"


and as well of "Grief" and "Gain"


and they are all for me 


only valid so much


as I speak honestly and true.

Indeed, Truth is Beauty and as well


while it can be 


as sweet as Christmas candy


or prune bread


it can also be as reckless and fretful


as things unkind, like human frailty


and blindness turned 


to our Good Neighbors.

I write to you now, and though, tomorrow


you will be reconciling God, Mankind,


and Santa Claus, tonight


as you sip your wine, or eggnog,


or ale or water,


and break the Good Bread of Love, Family,


bretrotheds and not-,


humble yourself a bit, just a little,


to think on these things:

If all the world were gone,



and you were truly alone,



would you not 



create man- and woman- kind



out of the dust 



or embers of your own soul?


If you were silently listening to the wind,



or the leaves tumbling by



or the distant roar of trucks and sirens,



would not a bit of your ears



be turned to God, and Truth,



and Beauty 



by no matter 



what name



you called it or she or he?

I am not forlorn, 


though the sweat drips


from under my arms,


as I write this,

only the work I do on this Xmas eve


2013.
And in the days, that come, new year/new orbit


about the sun,


gather all of your strength


and lift any brethren that you see



or hear.

For if we are anything,


we are NOT alone.

Peace, wealth (of Love, not material goods),


fortune (of faith and good graces to help



any and all in need),

Faith, in nothing else if not yourself.

Stronger arms and hands than mine,


are at work here,

and they tell it like it is.

           God is not the goal, but Goodness is.

Seek out the righteous, 


but as well, the ignoble in breed,


and tame not thine restless heart


for it is as natural as a seed



falling from a tree.


Perhaps even The Tree

if truth be told.

So if it be 


You are Awakening to some grander power


than your own (The Sun)

Or


Are casting off the Dream Stuff 


that it is to be born


a Man or Woman (The Moon and Sleep)

Love is Only The Beginning,

And cutting the strings of your attachment to it

Are the Wild Weed of Grass blowing in the breeze.

This will all still be here tomorrow,


even though you may not.

So as the hours toll, 


and the church bells ring,


listen attentively,


hold out your hand,


offer supplication,


and gather those given to you in.

We are merry.

We are grand.

We are loving

We are kind

only in so much

as We allow ourselves to be Divine.

Graces and ALL Gods bounty to you,

on this day, as all the rest.

Speed thee to Thy Wishes,


and Let All The Peace


within your Chest out.

I am so in love with you,


that I


can only get rest


once I have finished 

giving you everything I've got.

I could not wait for Death
I could not wait for Death

until I lived in Paradise.

So I trust all men and women


to do the right thing


and that part of myself


that would exist for Love.

I could not wait for Death


to live without formfulness


and so I cast myself out


beyond this mortal flesh


into the Sea of Mindlessness.

And there upon I see the purpose


for fish and net,


hook and line


pier and pole,


and feel the Good of it all.

I could not wait for Death,


to impatient for all of that:


humdrudgery and the like,


the cast-about by what I thought


and felt, seeking Cause where


in fact there ne'er e'er were one at all.

I sit. I am. I love. I spell out the very fabric


of my love so that it extends


into the living and the dead.

What place, what state, what being

and with whom do you wish to spin


your life?

But all. But All. But ALL!

I feel the little thought bubbles of each of us,

see them float (there on the couch,


there at a desk or bench,

there in line or "caught" in traffic.

Oh, the Absurdity of all this Waiting!).

Stepped thru the Doorway of Life


before and after Birth/Death


to Being the way I want to be:


Free, not as in lunch, 


but as in given-without-strings.


Thus is agape.

I know 


there is no single part of me that contains it all, 


nor is there a whole


which mimely fashions 


parallels to peace.

But the semblance, the rectitude,


of no longer killing time.

I embrace Eternity even in its infinitesimal nature.

How Now passes me? I do not know.
             (continued over page)

             (continued from previous page)
Why I rose from the Darkness beneath my covers?

I do not know.

But this I do know.

I could not wait for Death to love being in Paradise.

How do you want to spin your life


into the Fabric of Eternity?

Trust EVERYONE!

Give ALL a way!

Be peace.

Laugh Hardly and without ANY restraint.

And CARE!

Oh, care so much your bones break!

They were never really yours to begin with.

Peace - one soul to another.

In the Endless See of an I that never dies


nor lives, but

from a You like you

lifting his eyes up to see what is on


The Other Side of the Mountain.

Scott Vanya
Scott Vanya's Website - Dedicated to the Proliferation of Unconditional Love
Scott Vanya's Audio Playlist on the Open Mics Austin website
                                  Scott Vanya 

                             scottvanya@hotmail.com

           LADY ON A BICYCLE

Lady on a bicycle

Where do you come from,

Where do you go,

No one seems to know.

You ride along the cycle trail,

Just as the sun begins to pale.

One moment you are there, then you’re gone,

Graceful and elegant, just like a swan.

    Meditation – What is the world?

Worlds beyond worlds,
Universes beyond universes,

Light beyond light.

Time beyond time.

Trace the history

Of the Universe back,

And discover an

Amazing fact!

That what is above

Became reflected below;

The merest pale reflection

Of the Heavenly Host;

Father, Son and Holy Ghost.

MEDITATION and BENEDICTION ON THE MYSTERY OF CROSS

Blessed be thy sacred head
             which bore the crown of thorns,

Blessed be thy sacred side

           which bore the soldier’s spear,
Blessed be thy sacred feet

          which bore the crucifixion nail,

Blessed be thy sacred body

          which bore the flagellation,

Blessed be thy sacred blood

         which was shed for our contrition.

          BENEDICTION

Blessed be God in his kingdom,

Blessed be God in his Foundation,

Blessed be God in his majesty,

Blessed be God in his glory,

Blessed be God in his Beauty,

Blessed be God in his Justice,

Blessed be God in his Love,

Blessed be God in his Peace,

Blessed be God in his Wisdom,

Blessed be God in his Supremacy.

Richard Lionel Watson

Of Fowey, Cornwall.

Richard’s interests are: The Arts, the Spiritual, 

trees, countryside & singing in the church choir.

SWALLOW’S HOLME

Her tiny eyes bored into him with beady detachment. “Welcome to Swallows’ Holme”. Her tone was fixed and practiced, her lipless mouth pressed into a straight, faint smile, Adrian wanted to retreat, look for another Bed and Breakfast but they had been driving for over forty minutes and Rani was clearly exhausted from the day as he watched her hitch their one-year old on her hip and drag herself up the pathway onto the flight of three garden steps.
“Thank you,” muttered Adrian as he carried the haversacks into the house. “We’ll stay for the night.” He caught the old, thin woman eye his wife and child. 
“Pretty little baby,” came the chirp. Rani beamed. “Thank you. Her name’s Tara.” “Pretty little baby,” once more the bag of bones parroted, this time her chirp relatively high-pitched, her beady eyes wide and unblinking. Adrian scanned the house and inwardly shuddered. It was cosy, in an elderly, feminine way. The drapes were soft faded pink with rose motifs. The wall to wall carpeting was thick, woollen and cream coloured. The sofas were beige and vases of white tulips decorated the corners of the walls.

“Will you be up for breakfast?” enquired the old thing, her pointed, hooked nose suddenly glaringly obvious under the fluorescent light.

Adrian almost flinched as she edged closer. Her  blue-veined skeletal hands stuck out from beneath her long-sleeved white cardigan and he noticed with a slight repulsion the painfully twisted, gnarled shape of her long fingers that seemed to be in perpetual grip of plain air.
Maybe she was arthritic, he thought dismissively. Her neck was of crushed  paper in texture, chicken-scrawny, reed thin, ready to snap. He lingered on her eyes as she stared at Tara. They were small and aged, but unblinking, glassy and unusually alert.

“Yes”, Rani replied eagerly. “We’ll stay for breakfast.” “Crispy bacon and scrambled eggs with toast and tea or coffee.”  There was a brittleness in her voice like her bones.

“Sounds perfect!”  Rani exclaimed gratefully. She shifted Tara on the other side of her hip. Adrian followed the darting eyes. They were still on Tara. “Are we ready to go up, Adrian? Adrian!  Adrian took a sharp breath.

“Yes, you were rude. You couldn’t get your eyes off her. And yes, she has a name; Mrs Holmes - -I think” Rani sounded unsure. Adrian placed a dirty diaper into a carrier bag, tied it up and dumped it in the bathroom bin. Rani proceeded to clean Tara. “You didn’t think she looked weird?” “She’s old, Adrian,” sighed Rani, placing a clean diaper under Tara’s bottom, “and probably medicated”. Once done, Rani kissed her baby and unzipped her haversack, pulling out a towel, a shampoo and soap. “Where’s my box of oils?”  she rummaged through the bag again and lifted a small sandalwood box containing a selection of essential and body oils. She carried them everywhere. “For tonight, I will blend lavender with rose. Will that be all right with Tara? She’ll sleep in a minute.” “You go ahead, sweetheart. Enjoy your bath. Tara will take care of her daddy!”  Adrian winked cheekily and pecked his wife on the lips. Rani disappeared into the bathroom and he heard her run the water. Tara gurgled and grinned at Adrian. He bent and placed his nose delicately on his daughter’s. She was as beautiful as her mother. It was a windswept evening and charcoal grey clouds billowed about in their mutant forms and shapes. The new moon, slender and horned, hung silently among the moving shadows of the sky. Suddenly, something drew his attention below the church graveyard. Swooping in flights from the rows of trees surrounding the tombstones, a black wave of swallows first in tens then twenties circled symmetrically around the church steeple. Then, like fighter planes, they flew up and down in whirlpools around the neighbouring rooftops, the street lamps and finally hovered in a whirring motion like a twister outside the bedroom window from which Adrian was peering.
Instantaneously, Adrian shut the window and drew in the drapes. He picked up Tara and rocked her gently yet nervously. His heart raced.
Seconds later, he jolted. There was a rap on the window pane. With slight trepidation melded with curiosity, he rose to his feet, chiding himself for feeling afraid. The drapes parted. Before him, perched on the outside sill was a swallow, its glass-smooth miniature eyes probing deep into his alarmed gaze as its beak tap --tap—tapped persistently against the barrier. Adrian stumbled backwards with Tara still in his arms.
Soon another bird landed, then another and another - -till the entire window was covered with a carpet of swallows’ wings beating furiously, menacingly, their eyes, glowering a yellowish flicker against the darkening skies. From their beaks, there seemed to escape incoherent incantations, ululations of despair that seeped entry into his frightened soul.

Adrian’s legs almost buckled underneath him as a he stood transfixed at the unearthly spectacle.

He wanted to call out to Rani, to pack and leave now but a cry caught in his dry throat as the confused cacophony rose to an even higher pitch. By now, he was pressing against the wall at the other end of the room clutching his baby close to his chest, protecting her from this hellish rendition of shadow intrusions. His blood slowed as he listened to a familiar, sinister, repetitive  chorus  - “Pretty little baby,” tap – tap –tap. “Pretty little baby” ,tap – tap – tap,  Tightening his grip on Tara, Adrian thundered, 
“Go away! Go away! You will not have her!”

“Adrian!” There was a hush and the bathroom door flung open with Rani standing wet, wrapped in a towel, her face screwed up into a scowl. “Adrian!”

Adrian swung around, his face bleach – white.

“The - - the b-birds” was all he could manage.

Rani’s annoyance deepened. “What on earth!? Give me the baby!” forcibly grabbing the child from his quivering arms. “What’s the matter with you? Can’t a new mother have a bath in peace?

Oh Adrian!”  Lowering his head, Adrian mumbled an apology, his eyes slowly retreating from the window. Nothing, plain blank emptiness mockingly met his gaze.

Adrian refused to join his wife for breakfast, preferring instead to just pack the haversacks and leave. He could hear female voices though – Rani’s over the top exclamations of praise for the crispy bacon and well –scrambled eggs and the old woman one’s high-pitched thank-yous that sent a chill down his spine. 
(continued over page)
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There was something not right about her, about Swallows’ Holme. After a shower, he got dressed and carried the haversacks down, hurrying past the dining room where Rani was seated sipping hot coffee. He paused and leaned back and peered into the doorway.

“Where’s Tara?” “In the lounge with Mrs Holmes. She’s ever so sweet the baby. She’s offered to make you a late breakfast”

Adrian did not wait to hear the rest. He charged into the lounge and physically wrestled his daughter from the bony arms. “Oh dear, oh my”
Mrs Holmes squeaked. There was a snigger in that squeak. “Pretty little baby, pretty little baby”

Adrian halted, inched closer to those small beady eyes till he was a breath away from her dusty face. I seemed as though there was sand collected finely in the lines of her wrinkles.

“Shut up” snarled threateningly. “Shut up!

“That was rude, oh Adrian” Rani searched her haversack. She could do with some lavender oil on her temples. “You left my sandalwood box behind, Adrian!” “I did not. I packed everything. I’m not driving back.” “That box was a family heirloom, sweetheart. Please, we must get it back. Tara will inherit it one day.”

Adrian walked up the garden steps with a sense of dread weighing heavily on his legs. He pressed the doorbell and waited. He pressed again and waited. For a third time he pressed but no one answered the door. The drapes to the lounge window were parted an Adrian leaned to the right and peered. There she was- all long, thin, dry white skeleton in intense slumber on the rocking chair. Her face was worn and her lips seem to have disappeared into a stretch of a single line. The pile of bones stirred as she eased further into the chair. Her long skirt raised slightly above her ankles as she lifted them to rest on the footstool. It was then Adrian moaned, horrified. A pair of scrawny, sterile-white claws exposed themselves obscenely beneath her skirt. That was no human feet! Those were swallows’ claws! Not losing a moment, he raced down the steps. The morning sunshine darkened and he heard the flutter of wings. Looking up, he saw a flight of swallows angled towards his direction. There must have been hundreds of them!
“Rub, Adrian!” screamed Rani as she lowered the car window and stuck her head out. “Run!”

closing back down the window, she scrambled to the driver’s seat, her hands firmly in the steering wheel, ready to go. The swallows swooped in circles above Adrian as he thrashed his arms  around smacking some into the ground. He cringed at the sounds of dull thuds and mushy crunch as his shoes stepped on the birds on his way. Strangely, the sky cleared and the black cloud of swallows had manoeuvred in a new direction, this, heading towards the car.

Adrian sped towards his family. The swallows began tapping the windows and top of the car. They glared at Rani with their yellowish hypnotic grip as they tapped hard against the windscreen. Rani belted out lung- flung curses. Tara was now wailing. Adrian was just yards away and as he opened the door, he slid through the narrow gap, praying to minimise the number of birds flying in. As he slammed the door shut, a few heads of swallows crunched and cracked and fell at his trembling feet. Their crystal clear eyes were still open, their bloodied heads still twitching and their loose feathers attempting feebly to flap. 

“Ugh!” Rani gasped, revving up the engine. “We need a new car.” And she drove them away, far from Swallows’ Holme.

The old bird whistled and hummed as she sipped her cup of tea and tucked into a slice of sponge cake. In her left hand was a bundle of rich, black baby curls. Beautiful hair, she smiled to herself, sniffing the delicate scent before taking another sip of tea. Pretty little baby, she twittered silently - - before facing her feathered friends that were spread in every space of the lounge, their wings, vibrating in anticipation.

“She’s ours now. We have her hair.”

And the swallows flapped and clapped their wings in gleeful unison as they rose and flew in and around and out of the Holme, soaring and sweeping across the summer skies above the church graveyard in merry, merry hope.

Jacqueline A. Zacharias
8 Ferry Farm Close, Naburn, North Yorkshire YO19 4SA U.K.
    BIRD SOUL JAZZ BUTTERFLY

Flip wing acrobatic/short life expired

Brief beauty ballet. Bright .Bounteous.

Bird bounces lawn hunting sharp beak Zen

Pecking @propositions like a black Supreme Court 
                                                                   judge

Hung harvests. Green children. Rosa. Malcolm.  

                                                Martin. Chapters

Buried in Mississippi mud. Shotgun shacks. Burning 
                                                   crucifixations.

White robes. dark deeds. Who hides by flame and 
                                         fire of night burnings?

Then-branches/whips/shackles/hung branches. 

                                       Swing, brother. Soft, sister.

June 19th-and it took Texas a full year to share full
                                                            Freedom!

Swamp frogs croak in hidden waters. Black snake 
                                                                    waits.

Steps behind you remind you/were not the first
nor the last seeker freedom/Underground Railroad

Spirituals. Chants. Responses. Sung together .Shared 
                                                      like suffering

Bird. Jazz. Beauty. Soul. Butterflies.
   AFTER LIFE- ANOTHER LIFE?

SNAKE SKIN SHED/LIZARD TALE

Eye see road kill-collective souls?

or light in eyes extinguished/infinity sandwiches

What happens when we leave this room(to be
                                                             forgotten)?

Reincarnation?-to come back in another skin

to fill this room with variant/vagrant dimensions?-or 
                                                               oblivion?

Dust & bones, vestigial flesh attaching?

Went down to those Catacombs in Rome

where monks in cowls and habits stand @attention

while their flesh rots till, bare boned

they could be stacked in piles again. Even then,

a grinning skull has no light

Time decays us. Our little life

a coracle belief in an ocean of doubt.

An island. White flag. Surrender. Relief.
   BIRDS I LOVE GENERIC

you cannot distinguish-peace dove still a pigeon

dust coat a camouflage

not starling in their black clouds

nor solo solitary hawk

more that squawk of seagulls 

pecking at your goat shores

Sparrows in their tiny prayers

tiny dive-bombings for food

They affirm our common pursuits-

to endure. So when you praise the threatened eagle

or boost aggressive hawk

My sympathies with each ugly vulture

eating road kill, wearing funereal black coat

Service their collective ritual

as they gather round each corpse

They consume what we produce-

like sparrow, pigeon, seagull hosts
        HANAMI@SAKURA

You cannot eat these cherry blossoms-yet blossoms
                                         fall and are imbibed

You cannot put a price tag on a pilgrimage-yet trees are banks of accruing value

From Fukoka to Tokyo to Sapporo-plum flowers
                                                                  bloom

Jungle crow corvids shake and strip their branches
                                                                      bare

Perhaps seeking the blue flower of Novalis, people 
                                           picnic with nihonshu

They sit near these 1000 year old trees in bloom

They imbibe a ritual seasonal /ancient

Dr Seuss's 'THE LORAX" poeticised for children

Environmentalists point out the"natural capital" of 
                                                                       trees

We feel better in natural surroundings-seek waterfalls 
                                                              and forests

Healing happens among wildflowers/bright , diverse
                                                            and brilliant

It is the difference between store-bought and 
                                           feral/plastic and paper

There are no guarantees that any tree will survive our 
                                                            occupation

Sit in their temporary shade and dream of elders

Trees are (seasonally)listening...

     LIGHT GLOBES

factory flowers fade

wild flowers RIOT!

youth is how age

measures limits

sunflowers and solar cells

stand like wind towers/ towards their source

without clouds(suffering)

no rain(tears!)

answers proliferate-

why?

night mists/do not convince

warrior sunlight

 

age, lust, death, dust-

your change of clothes!

to grow deep/i left shallow

on the surface

between us(depths)

within us(depths)

we invest in each other

with deep interest

slept through life times

saved by life lines

OPEN DOORS

GO ON

We are on a journey-

inside, around, above, below, within..

before you leave-

take your pasts with you!
APRIL SHOWERS WILL BRING MAY FLOWERS

As the Darling Buds of May bring forth gardens

Night rains replenish drought arts/sunlight souls

starved for harmonies, drink in Light as bee to flower

Green abundance and bright blue skies, sunshine 
                                                                   calm

manifesting connection between all human ,animal,  

            plant worlds (continued over page)
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Cetacean and mammalian align in a conscious co-
                          creating evolutionary process

All dreams align in transparent harmonics, with Muse 
                                  and music as sound tracks

All that you wish for manifests. Life links with 
                                 like/aligns with happiness

When you wake up from this dream, it is time to
                                                       begin again..
           KRONOS OR GRAVITAS

In your counted time-what did you do?-Muse?

Draw? Paint? Dream? Reflect? Create? Make anew?

In carrying your bodhi weight, how did you fly-

Imagination? Levity? Floating? Glide?

Between moments-when Significance was on
                                                               Holiday

how did you distract yourself? Art? Film? Sculpture? 

                                                                Travel?

Reading? Writing? What wings drew you out of 
                                                 ponderous dull

and found you new ways to find old paths? How are 
                                                          you  Now

as distinct from Zen? And when your time has 
                                                                    passed-

how would you best like to be remembered?

By what you owned or made? Thought? or felt?

Via associations profound or truths illumined?

What makes you new? When being Old
will no longer do.. Chrysalis-how do you fly?

Or Must you wait -to become -a butterfly?
              ENCHANTMENT

Once, sky sang in voices of birds

You could read clouds as signs

Rain was a blessing/floods a curse

All had a primitive and effective magic. We were 
                                                                 linked

No difference between fleeing buck and arrow hunt

Blessings, Release. Benediction by Springs, from
                                                                 which 

Goddesses and Goodness flowed. Gods were
                                     Lightning/Storm-cloud.

Their vagaries our Destinies. You could Petition with
                                            song & instrument

and your execution might be halted(@the whim of 
                                                           the wind 

or Damocles Sword. Links between Worlds kept us 
                                                                Aware 

of Overlords and Under Worlds/Subterranean and 
                                                            Superior.

Bones and rings, cups and children in Wells
                                                   (propitiation)

Mountaintops where frozen children offered to warm 
                                                     Ceres/Demeter

Blood Sacrifices Ancient as Deserts, Modern as 
                           Drones, Patrol & Disrupt Peace.

We can still hypnotize -ourselves, media, children, 

                                  adolescents, "education"

We are still seduced-bling, fashion, Muse, Fame, 

                                               America's Got Talent!

We still awaken to Nervous Thunder, when Weather 
                                                            will not obey 

and Chemtrails do not explain hailstones and Broken

                                                                Palaces..
FULL COLOUR CODING TRANSMISSION

EVERY SHAKRA HAS A DOMINANT COLOR

used for clearing our energy centers. Visualize
                                                               laughter

it shakes and wobbles fate and death from skin flap
                                                                    borders

Some send violet rays-others magenta

Gold sunshine, bright yellow speech song

Green rainforest frogs, grey fog soothing 

Shades, shapes, goodwill, affection accruing

for healing is a power-filled harmony /wave of
                                                            energies

that cleanse ,affirm, ignite, consolidate and build

upon the DNA helix code of octave doctors

So when Prime Dingo ails, tribe licks wounds

to better clear their Source Code for new Trans-
                                                           Missions

Lifetimes take life times to resolve, re-align, return to 
                                                   point of power

This is why so many sent so many different shades, 

                                    tones, shapes and colors

All of all of these reconstitute his courage

for today in transit lounge, tomorrow-another astral 
                                                               airport!
HOW DO YOU SEPARATE LIFE FROM ART?

(28 Pieces Of Street Art That Cleverly Interact With Their Surroundings - Street art is usually meant to disrupt its environment and to capture our attention)

By framing it. Selling it. Keeping it locked away. 

                                        Price tags and precious.

If you let art go free, she will fly out of the Gallery 
                                        space and roost in a tree 

or on a wall for awhile. or on a statue with the white 
                                                   poop of pigeons

You can add extra art to a room/by opening your 
                                                      eye's windows

Let art be free-and it will reward your world 
                                                            endlessly-

like a kite, dancing  even when stringed. Or some 
                                                                  ritual

made to draw attention to how rituals draw attention .

Tea ceremony. Smudging. Sufi dancing. Opening art 

can be tricky-as contents tend to settle over time.

Art may have forgotten she is free! Laying dormant 
                                                           for so long 

She may find it hard to think outside the box-or draw
                                                     outside the lines

Best to let your art lead you-anywhere is good. Leaving where you were to arrive @a magical spot-just like the old spot-but magical

It is the way we choose to see things makes them so.
Thom World Poet worldpoet@rocketmail.com
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