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OUR VISION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

AUTUMN 2018 Editorial
 “Spiegel im Spiegel” or The Dream of the Pink Faerie Horse

“Spiegel im Spiegel” (‘Mirror in Mirror’ is one of my favourite orchestral pieces in which images form in the mind as in a dream, only to dissolve to be replaced by continuous further images, as in the spirit of Pirandello’s “Life is a Dream” in which, as soon as anything or anyone comes into being, it starts to fade back into the past (except those life-changing moments that transform one’s life and stick in one’s ‘stream of consciousness’ forever). We all know that crystals can never form in constantly flowing water, that it is only in a stilled pool of reflection that they can do so! Poetic inspirations come and go in one’s thoughts like such images (or fish swimming in a stream unless caught) and it strikes me that the prime motive behind the urge to a written poem is to somehow hold onto these otherwise transient intuitions before they vanish. The other reference is to a serene dream I had, at 18, in London, when unsure as to the future,  I glimpsed it as an infinite dark, still and misty ocean on which floated a radiant carpet of flowering lotuses, across which I must venture, safely, mounted on the back of a glowing, beckoning pink, faerie horse. Maybe the oracle of this was that, in all things, especially things creative, I must follow, in my unknowing, my nose or intuitions rather than any intellectual will. My third thought about one motivation poetry lies in a brief verse that came at a time of a rapid collapse of hitherto unquestioned religious belief, to me, in London that same winter of 1962, as follows:
The worst nihilism is painted,

ornate with endless imagery:

in Ancient Egypt narrowness of life

at least had a little meaning  - -

but, here, we are rescuing rags from strife

and new hope of life from each womb,
worn out with cares of childbirth

and can say we have at least

rediscovered a little meaning!

Were the first two lines an early comment on our now ever more unceasingly unspiritual materialist culture with its egotistic, mocking veneer of cultural/technological cleverness? That is as it may be, but what is cogent here is that it suggests another role of poetry/the arts as being to ‘rescue rags from strife’ (as well as sing peons to our Creator-Creatrix whence are born our creative gifts whereby that strife can be healed and re-harmonized!). Perhaps one can say that true poetry of the soul is born from the crucibles of collective or individual existential crises.
Thus, each poem or painting is an attempt to render immortal that which is mortal (yes, even if one, oneself, always recalls it, it must disintegrate ‘to this world’, once, as soon as each of us must ‘pass to spirit’, like the view over this town and river from the beautiful garden of the house we no longer live in, that garden, now destroyed by ‘developers’ (who ever put money before respect for life and creation), like those old, sepia photographs of my grandmothers, now part of my personal shrine, alongside the Angels, like the accumulated, often second-hand volumes of the collected works of classical poets and philosophers of the last 100’s (and 1,000’s) of years from world-wide cultures, most of them read at one stage or another of my journey, companions who helped me on my way along the routes of our pilgrimages. starting when I was a child, with my Welsh grandmothers’ well-worn Palgrave’s Golden Treasury of Verse. She was a chapel-organist and Spiritualist.  A long-grown tree with deep roots will better survive passing storms and ever put out fresh green shoots, once each crisis has been weathered. It is thus, that, to my mind, our Phoenix ought, ideally, to be, likewise, something of lasting value to be cherished, as in the older tradition, rather than the ersatz transient pleasure of the moment (or ‘just another literary journal’ to air some otherwise isolated individual poet’s ego!). With all the rapid fire media bombarding us (I prefer to avoid most of it) that shoots out flashes of ersatz instant pleasures and distractions as rapidly as a machine-gun scatters bullets, is it any wonder that ‘culture’ has become as transient as a flash flood in a desert, when what we need & crave is a gentler, more continuously flowing river (or a deeper, cooler, everlasting well or spring (both within & outside us?)
To get back to the time of year, after a prolonged Summer of man-made climate-catastrophe induced heat and drought that has starved all but the more deep-rooted plants of food and water, as we are, here, coming into our 17th Autumn issue, I would add that it would be best if the fruits of our labours that we have to, here, share, as at a Church Harvest Festival, were nourishing and inspiring to each other, with a view to broadcasting fertile seeds for seasons to come in whoever’s psyche these might take root, even as those seeds came to me when I was younger, almost imperceptibly, as in the dreams I began this editorial with! But let us, also, be wary when we letting such influences come into us, with so many messages coming in from outside, we need to screen some out! 
As in the fairy tale of Sleeping Beauty, the  first six ‘witches’ who ‘cast their spells’ on the princess were good ones who wished her the most beautiful things, whereas the last was a wicked one, who cursed her with a hundred year’s sleep! Yes, we must ‘go with the flow’ to catch the best ‘fish’, but always remain awake and alert as to what is coming (as I was not)!

Namaste David Allen Stringer
WHY WRITE?

(for Mary, in Blackburn, Autumn 1967)

(one) to keep one’s dreams

from swimming away down streams

of life’ increasing business (a net)

(two) to mingle one’s dreams

as rain and sun with earth,

breaking out new life (a plough)

(three) to make a highway

of oneself to follow the way

of enlightenment (a staff)

(four) to build a garden

wherein to find sanctuary,

planted with your kisses (my hands)

(five) when the Holy Fire

of revolution comes down there,

it melts those walls of innocence (your cunt

vibrant

           as the pulse

                              of dawn and sunset

                                                             that the hands

                              of the city’s darkness cannot

grasp in return – a sad face so

unlike your kisses!)

(six) the Buddha held up the flower,

the Word felt the ebb of its power,

having lead me to the inner door (an eye)

(seven) he who hungers

cannot eat his own anger

nor cast his pain into a river

of fantasies, unless

desire become like Goya’s dread madness,

laying waste all but the numb,

for those who aren’t and alert-Napalm!

(eight) the Word, it seems, goes on and on,

lost its beginnings, the act, inspired stays undone,

the Word is hollow, on the run (a shadow)

leaving me

                  and you, so close yet

beyond the night-walls of my sorrow.

(nine) sadness down the streams 

must flow, sun, stars and still more dreams,

unto the sea, the past where wisdom  broods

                                             (nets hang torn)
(ten) the fishermen have braved the storm

though some have perished there,

a flower awaits (your eyes me warm

and an aged woman’s stare (this town)

the clock ticks yet another hour,

words grow in concrete, bit no flowers

tortured by softness of your kisses,

my blood again inside me roars
                      (words merely whimper)

I am the storm, I am the calm,

a god entranced by his own psalm,

a child that never willed no harm,

a leaf in the breeze of your forgiveness,

you, who speaks through my love’s kiss

and someday soon, a sword, a furnace-

hot, the poem is

what we make it

and no more

than what we are (a void,

a virgin’s blood,

an animal

beyond the pale

of the social cliché,

hunting still,

afraid,

is image vibrant rich as 

ochre-red, black and brown of cave-painting,

the magic rite 

that sped the arrow on its flight,

the thought,

the act,

in eerie silence 

of the cave of being;

till I come back into this

room of today, to your waiting eyes,

the freshness

of loveliness

liberated (the net,

the stream at one

in Revolution!)

“No bird has the heart to sing in a thicket of questions” –Rene Char (late Autumn 1967)

dharma birds dance

their apotheosis

in my nightmares

that flit across 

the white drum of my face

(blood drum)

beneath your hand’s 

soothing shadow

(feel numb

for you’re not here now)

and what to tell?

A surreal bell 

of a funeral breaks

like flakes

of shattered wings

in city-smutted sky

-too calm! Please come!

dharma-melancholy, I’m a bum,

as eye tramps

picking thought-fragments

in a dream of street-lamps

that must ever over-

reach their power, 
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fuse for ever,

cease to flower!

 And where then will be you

and I? Shall we be stars

in each other’s arms

like last night? Or - - -

wheearrareewheee e eeee eye

wind howhowohowels in my

night of missing you,

day’s throbbing green blue

gives me light

thus to write

only, setting 

sun seemingly withholding

paradise whose ghos-

tly white boat we await*

like it’s our love’s tomorrow

of which I feel unsure,

you become the rose

of this poemboatsail,

where I can sing

but do nothing 

right now, about what I

see is wrong; this 

Western Cult of prickles,

cuntless understanding

finds apotheosis

in my spasmodic 

nightmare-fire,

in the darkness-desire

to dream in one suicidal music –

chord of insomnia

and die,

crying your name because

you are so gentle to me 

and because

I am weary of this ‘because,

because’ torturing  the blood-drum

                         ever since

                         wide seas

                         wooed me

                         into be-

                         yondness!

Your kiss hangs 
bird on wind

in my  mind-sky

deathless.

*A Reference to Celtic mythology where, on dying, a person is take over the sea at sunset, in a white boat to Avalon, the apple-islands of Paradise in the West, beyond our mortal reach. This fascination with this theme of (successive) deaths – and rebirths seems to stem back to when I was in London, at 19, during which time I composed a ballet (for a ballerina I loved) about the successive ‘deaths’ of childhood, youth, then first loves and so on through life’s stages!

“By a lone tree left on slum-cleared urban wasteland in Leeds (for Pat Lewin, 1971)

“Don’t you see, we’ve rediscovered Eden, in a wild, loning tree”

We seek the flowers

in the wilderness

and find them growing

from within ourselves.

Bodies are flowers

though we make machines of

them, our minds

derelict with pasts,

that build up secure

walls that all fell down,

wander the debris,

see what we missed before,

pick garlands in the moon – 

of twee, children’s finds,

alone we pick them,

when kisses silence words;

this, our life within

that even laughter with friends

does not set free!

A lone guardian tree

shelters as many 

angels as a forest”

When kissed silence words,

such wondrous sounds are heard,

among the debris
and un-reaped full grasses,

letting grow our fullness

from inner wilderness!

In wilderness, trees,

flowers, struggle, as never

in our first green field - -

take whatever you find,

in its simplicity

is its own sweet perfection!

When hope’s planned gardens

decay, seek there amongst

the weeds for what you’d treasure  - -

hands held in the moon,

with coarse stalks, interweave

magical crowns of love,
daisy chains of children,

in a land still their own!

(These three poems were taken from my 1975 published collection, Ecstasies and Exorcisms)

David Allen Stringer

Lesson

I visualized in a dream that night,

the night I can’t remember now, I’m afraid,

engrossed in an intimate chat with the woman

the beauteous lustre of whose eyes always charmed me,

appearing into our privacy a bright phenomenon

looking a god hazy and indistinct,

his eyes intent on hers.

I watched, mesmerized and silent, the phenomenon

take away the beauteous lustre off her eyes

and her silently let him take it away.

He rose and with him disappeared

the sprightliness of her young soul.

Disappointed and chagrined at watching her losing

the beauteous lustre of her eyes I so loved,

I visualized myself demanding of the godly phenomenon

‘Why did you do so?’ and averring ‘It’s certainly a cruelty

on your part to the mortal kind we are!’

A-smile, the phenomenon said ‘Cruelty befits man, frailty itself.

Beauty is to me but a tinsel

and time has come now to throw it away

before it rusts and rots.

Dr Bhaskar Roy Barman

bhaskarroybarman@rediffmail.com;bhaskarroybarman@yahoo,com
Kolkata address:

A-3/F-2 Khadim’s Bidyakut Abasan

Narayanpur (Middle)  PO: R/Gopalpur Kolkata 700 136 India
            Johns proposal 

He was disappointed I had no 

Hotpants , but said he would overlook 

That this time. 

Still he would like to marry me in 

Spite of that. 

We sat in his car till 3 in the morning, 

The dance had been mega boring 

It was something to do. 

Finally they came looking for us 

His mother and all. 

His elder brother who thought i 

Was a slapper from the city. 

Only good girls come from the country. 

His friend from Doncaster who'd tried it on. 

His weeping mother ruled by the tyrant father. 

The father said i must be gone by first light 

But could crouch or lie on the sofa until then. 

The sofa was the dogs so this proved tricky. 

The house smelt of an iron will and the
Need for hot pants. 

One week later he came to my home 

Brought my picture back and the single 

Sugar sugar that I’d lent him. 

He took back the proposal, all 

The heat of the moment, unintentional. 

Now he had been warned about my type. 

His mother said i would want him to go places. 

His father said i would want. 

His boss at the milk marketing said 

I would always attract men and trouble. 

In the cut of my smile he could see my downfall. 

So he took back the word , but the proposal 

Lingered in his heart. He could taste it. 

I was the blue mountain that had cost 

Him everything. By losing me he knew i 

Would always be with him. 

He left us some extra milk to show 

There was no ill feeling
        Mam’s hats 

From the fifties , the hats 

We’re all one shape, amorphous 

Often of fur , wedding hats sometimes 

Blue , sometimes flowers on. 

Brought out in a blue moon 

Placed on the head to bring what .. 

To say this is a special day , I have 

Meaning and purpose in life 

You have no cause to laugh at me. 

Worn with the best warm coat. 

All the sisters vying with each other 

To turn the most heads. 

Mam wore hers with class, dignity, even 

Hope if dad was at the pub. 

Dad wore a cap to work and a different cap 

For best , to greet me in. 

When Mam died I found the hats , piled 

Neatly as if one big hat for a last huge 

Wedding. A fur extravaganza of some

Event to come. 

Not a wedding , not a funeral she said. 

Can’t describe it really , she said. 

But you’ll know it when it comes.
              MAMS HUGS

Mams hugs 
Were few and far between. 
Farm folk , they weren’t given to sudden 
Outbursts of hugging. 
The lineage of hugging must be lengthy 

And spontaneous. 

I never saw her and my father hug , not once, 

Nor even a hand hold – except on that 

Last visit – when they gripped hands so tight 

They left white knuckled marks. 

And she bent low over him , the words 

I could not catch. Just a blackbird singing 

Outside the window just below. 

“I’m down in the dip “ dad said – after she had 

Gone. “And you must not follow , but stay down Cherry Blossom lane. “ 

And myself and the hugs??
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Only the one , as I recall. 

When I came back from Greece, and the seas so rough they thought us drowned. 

Then – a sudden unexpected hug , outside the old pantry , almost to break bones – and then 

Breaking off as though it never happened. 

And myself making her a ham sandwich , with mustard , and smiling fit to burst.
          GIRDLES
 Saying no 

Not as if it was something you learned 

More a part of your Catholic fibre. 

To say no. 

To life, to happiness and all of that. 

To say no to your left breast being touched 

To your right breast being touched. 

To any part of you being desired. 

To your feet being fondled. 

To your girdle being removed. 

God is big on girdles. Loves them. 

They are the drawbridge of salvation, 

The elixir of no hope. 

Angels wear girdles, pink ones with wings. 

Saints wear girdles, no two are the same. 

My mother’s girdles were big as a circus, 

The one she bought me held men and breath 

At bay. The colour of custard, the size 

Of a flea . Once on it stayed on 

For the whole of college.
A boyfriend got his hand trapped , was never 

The same again. Had to learn to write 

With his other hand. 

Oh yeah god is big on girdles. 

And bras ? Don’t get me started . 

The only good bra is a beige bra.. 

Means sure as fuck you wont get laid. 

Saying no comes so natural , even in your dreams 

You shout it from the rooftops. 

Don’t touch. This is contagious. 

Dont’ touch. Back off. Don’t touch

                     Seagull 

When i am a seagull i shall send for you 

And our life will begin again. 

I will be one with the outstretched arms of the
                                                            sea 

There will be no need to hide only to fly 

When i am a seagull i shall send for you. 

And you will know me by my flying 

My soul the horizon, my heart a thousand
                                                      waves. 

I will be all Gull 

Flying into the dawn and only you to call my
                                                         name. 

All of this just a memory. 

Only the feel of our wings. 

Touching the sky. 

The blue beneath, the blue above. 

And only you to know my name when comes 
                                                     that day. 

Light of heart and light of soul. 

When i am a seagull . 

I shall send for you.

 The Gypsies Card School 

In the street , nothing is happening 

Except 40 gypsies are playing cards. 

And drinking. 

So, its just an ordinary Sunday in Melbourne Street. 

Six trotting horses are standing outside the pub – 

Piebald, white and shaggy. 

No women are present – 

(busy cooking bacon back at Jimmy’s place). 

Two kids black as ink are playing with tyres. 

The last round of “Shaking Hands with the Devil” 

Are being played out right where we 

Park the car. 

“It’ll Bring You Luck , Missus.” 

Hats are pulled well down, 

Parka’s and fleeces and checked shirts 

And clenched surnames, are being painted over. 

“Can you keep an eye on the horse’s, mister ??” 

“Do you like dogs ? Do you want to buy a good one ??” 

We sit on the wall and feed an apple to the horse – 

The dark one outside our gate. 

The sun is shining in my eyes, so I can’t properly see 
                                                                 the faces. 

The faces are being painted over. 

A boy admires my watch – could he give me a tenner 
                                                            for it and he’ll 

Throw in some manure and a round of drinks 

For myself and the big fella. 

There’s his hand on it – he spits on the palm, 

Welds it to mine. 

When the trotting starts after the cards 

The street is like Ben Hur and Rome – 

Two big men, the same checked shirt, fight it out 

To the death. We are the Christians, but as yet, 

I see no lions. 

The noise is rising all the way up to the trees and 
                                    across the rooftops. 

A man puts a dog’s stringy lead in my hand. 

He tells me the dogs name – but the words are so fast 
                                          and furious – 

Like fruit being thrown at the fair. 

It doesn’t matter – the dog has no need of a name. 

The chariots depart, the horses are gone – the men 
                                                         are away. 

The last horse rounds the pub corner – the boy who 
                                                             rides him 

Admires his new watch – on his wrist it glints in what is left of the day.
Not cut out for it 

Me and work? 

Not cut out for it ...never was. 

Early days as a waitress 

I emptied a whole fish into a woman’s lap. 

Luckily she was American, laughed it off. 

Working at the bread counter, I gave 

Everyone double change.. 

They loved me. I was popular. 

Packing dates I was so slow, they 

Brought me in a hammock 

To keep the ear wigs company. 

You do know about the ear wigs ? 

Then logging the response in case 

World war three declared , .. 

Apparently you aren’t supposed 

To let the Russians know. 

Working for the telephone mob 

I actually got death threats. 

The girl employed to train me
Helen Burke

Ph.hobbit@tiscali.co.uk 

Maiden April 

Every year

She makes us wait,

but this year

more than ever...

 

... to make

her entrance (breathless, 

a little flustered)-

grander, more theatrical,

She made us wait.

 

Only a week has gone

since on Her last day Venusian

the transformation began

and the chestnut’s new torches

were first lit in pilgrim procession;

 

now see their outfanned

handspan

in that tender green

that is Hers alone.

 

Avrille

the verdant,

Maiden

soon to get

pregnant

with the sun,

and all the glad hills shouting

parturition’s shape. 

  

Her blush

colours the cherry

with daylong dawn,

 

Bride white

Her cosmetics paint

the visage stern

of the blackthorn Crone.

 

Her yearly miracle

pulling off,

the summons from the tomb:

‘Come forth!’

not once only, but

time 

after time

after

 

young is She

 ever

though

more ancient than

any reckoning of days

though

than any reckoning of days

more ancient

 

She is ever young

 

more ancient though

than any reckoning of days

 

ever 

young

 is She

 

Mist Lifting
 
Amazing

watching

Water Earth Sky

coming from nothing,

from a nothing

Form

coming into being,

Form

-ing.

Watching

Form

form.

 

From amorphousness

emerging distinctness;

from indistinctness, incoherence,

things now coalesce;

out of a blur

things come into focus-

into focus

come

things-
 

Heron’s serene

silent sailing,

wheeling rooks

clamouring,

neon-blur

Kingfisher’s

Bowshot
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surface-skimming,

Swan’s surreal

sound-effect winging

an amorous ritual

pursuing

fathomlessly ancient,

and six dewspun webs,

perfect,

that a gate

ornament.

 

Out of a canvas of blankness

colour emerging-

what a blessing!

And from the fog’s densest thicket

where nothing continues to be seen

bells pealing,

still-unconquered Sol,

it being His day,

honouring.

 

Now the fog’s lifted clear

a world is revealed

of morning-bright colour

that’s almost surreal,

in its dew-sharp clarity

preternatural.

 

Why do we search for other worlds

when we’ve truly yet to discover our own?

 

Maia-

in the reign

of your moon

it truly can be said:

 

All glad things are alive,

 

All alive things are glad.

 

Of Another Order
In

this

saturated

atmosphere

weird trees rear

up 

as if out of nowhere.

 

Lower arms still laden

with coinage of copper-

but upper limbs bare-

the beeches, where

from a single perched chorister

a cataract of song

can be heard to down-pour

seemingly of, or from,

another Order,

an Order other,

another universe entire;

 

feeding into and sustaining

freshening and purifying

rendering ever Virgin, ever pure,

Nature here

 

however endlessly by 

the grubby mind of Man

besmirched, 

mired,

violated,

pawed over.

Visual Music
Slow down

the scattered sun-grain

signals, winking,

that on the blue lake dance-

I’m willing to bet

what you’d get

would be a passage from

a lute suite by Weiss

or a Byrd motet;

 

while the cabbage-white’s semaphore

will be annotating the score

of an incendiary solo

by Jimi or Django.

 

Trace out the alphabet

transcribed by 

the red damselfly

in its looping flight

and you’ll know Angeltongue,

the Language of  Light.

 

While through the shallow glades

and glooms they flit,

thus are lit, unlit,

the bank-hugging fry sing

a Gospel natural,

living.

 

While the jewel in the crown

of the languid afternoon

is the flashing sapphire badge

blazoned on air

by the flight

of the kingfisher.
Spring offensive
 He was crucified

on the wire

drowned

in the mire

limbs scattered

to the air

entrails devoured

by fire

offensive indeed

a Spring 

that would such sacrifice

require

 

rooted in suffering

all its burgeoning

its blossoming

watered by agonies

its progeny

on hecatombs 

feeding 

21st March 2018, centenary of the Ludendorf offensive on the Western Front
Dean Carter

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

I always thought the world owed me a living 

then finally one day I got caught 

but it can't catch me I thought 

but in the end my luck ran out 

or so I thought 

but eventually it led me to all the answers and to the 
                                                                  truth 

It took time 

but in the end I got there.

            ROTHKO

I sat in that Rothko chapel 

and I knew I was as close to God as I could ever get 

the closest to seeing him through those paintings of 
                                                   nothingness 

the deafening sound of silence

time almost stopping 

god has no need of time 

and through those paintings I could feel it slowing and stopping 

black on black 

a blue black 

a grey black 

a cross hidden

all led me to the same place

a universe of nothing

     NOT A HAIKU

A young woman gave me a smile

it was enough

enough to do another day

with hope 

in this  big heart of mine

     OLD BANGER

I don't like my women young

I like them old

like an old car

I like some dents in them 

some knocks and scars.
TIME FOR A QUICK ONE

I started to drink

waiting for my life to begin

now it is nearly over 

I wonder where it went

I must have missed it.

      MINE

I move my finger tips 

across the breast 

smoother than a rose petal 

rippling like a gentle stream 

a jelly caught trembling silver and red in the moonlight 

my tips bleed sense 

my print left behind to say it was me the stealing one 

that left nothing behind 

but three little words

these are mine.
WILL HE NEVER SHUT UP 

I sat down and started writing 

don't really know why 

just knew I wanted it out of me 

but again I didn't know what it was 

but afterwards I felt better even now 

when I know what it is  

I still feel better and so I go on
*************

I walked to the big aviary in the park

you could hear the noise of all those beautiful birds from miles away.

I walked right up to them

then as if they all hold just one voice 

they stopped singing and were perfectly quiet.

I don't know what they saw that so scared them

there was nobody else there but me

but they didn't make a sound.

                    UGLY

I went into the golden dragon in Chinatown

got a table for one

and ordered some food 

but all the Chinese people got served before me.

I started to get hungry when six boxes of dim sum

made its way to a Chinese family

steam rolling off the top.

Their young boy kept staring at me.

Hey kid I know I am ugly I wanted to shout at him

but instead I winked a couple of times

Then I noticed the Chinese man with his wife staring 
                                       at me

thinking I was winking at him.

I gave him a smile 

and he looked away.

A SECRET

We are all fools 

wandering around 

doing things for no real reason  (cont. Over page)

(continued from previous page)
crashing off each other like snooker balls 

hoping one day we may do something of brilliance 

so everybody can say how great we are 

only to realize 

how unimportant it is to be recognised by others 

even of greatness. 

But on we go 

trying to grasp onto that passing cloud 

looking for something 

trying to find something 

but the secret is 

it is never quite what we thought it to be.

               FOOL

My words are underlined by hatred

just under the surface 

but holding them up to the light

their foundation

contempt

their tune

scorn

however much I would want them to be about love

where I see it

how I feel it

and even doves could come down 

and fly off with one word at a time

all attached to each other like a kite

trumpets blowing.

I really, really don't feel it
Marc Carver

Email: kronski669@yahoo.co.uk 

           My Frog Prince

There are many frogs in my garden and I believe they are all “common” frogs; they are not so common as they used to be, but doing well in my patch of less than perfectly tilled English soil!

This frog was different. I found it under the strawberry plants, while looking for ripe berries. As I began to feel under the nets – we have so many birds, that we net the strawberries, just until the last pickings, when we let the garden birds have their feast – for the ripe strawberries, which I wanted for a summer dessert.

Firstly, the frog did not hide, nor did it hop away: it just sat and looked at me. I noticed its eyes. They were not the usual rather cold looking eyes that frogs generally have. This frog had golden eyes, which seemed warm. Looking a little longer, I felt that there was expression in these eyes – they were glowing and sort of wishful.

I put my hand down, near to the frog; instead of hopping away, it hopped onto my hand. I lifted it gently, cupped in my hand. The eyes still held me – they were not the eyes of a frog – they were appealing. They were almost beseeching. It looked to me as though the frog needed something, yet I could not see any hurt toes, he wasn’t caught up in the net – nothing seemed wrong at all. Yet I did feel sorry for those beseeching eyes.

So I gently kissed the top of the frog’s head. The eyes changed. They gradually became black, and sparkling.

Black, curling hair began to appear around the frog’s face – which was also changing.

In my hand I now held a miniature portrait of a man in old fashioned dress, with a fine black moustache and long black, curling hair.

Then, with no fuss at all, there he was. A tall, slim gentleman, dressed in a sober black coat, of finest woollen stuff, with lace at the cuffs and lace at the throat.

His shoes were buckled, and perfectly suited to walking in a garden. I realised that this frog had become King Charles the Second!

I bobbed a curtsey and said “Your Majesty!”

He swept off the wide brimmed hat that he wore, and bowed, “making a leg” “Thank you, ma’am” he said “I really appreciate your kindness, I was feeling quite dampened of spirit.” and he kissed the hand that I was still holding out.

I was speechless, but I smiled and looked into those warm, sparkling black eyes, and felt lost in them.

“May I walk with you in this pleasant garden?” asked His Majesty.” Of course – but we haven’t weeded it!” I said. “Oh, dear lady, frogs like weeds!” He told me, laughing, and offered me his arm. So I walked up the path, from the strawberry beds, to where the pond is, and where the frogs meet each Spring. 

“Ah! Water!” said the King “and a fountain – how charming.” I wondered if perhaps I was being deceived by some naughty spirit, but His Majesty seemed genuinely interested in how the fountain worked – I explained that the pump is powered by electricity. “Wonderful. How much I could have done in the Park, had I had the benefit of electricity! It was not really discovered that electricity could be made, until long after my lifetime” said His Majesty. We sat on the bench by the pond, under the branches of the Ceanothus, which was just coming into flower. “That is a pretty shrub” he said “How do you call it? I do not recall seeing it before”. I explained that it had been brought to Britain from abroad, and that this variety is called “Gloire de Versailles”. “Ah! Yes - Versailles, my cousin Louis’ place. It is now very grand, I am told.” said my companion – and he really did feel companionable – a really nice man – someone, I thought, who I could get very fond of….

We sat in the garden, talking of flowers and trees and birds – he knew a great deal more than I did on all those subjects – until I thought that I should offer him some refreshment. But he declined – “No, I thank you, dear lady, but I must be gone – I am needed elsewhere – such is life! But I have enjoyed meeting with you.” His eyes shone at me, very sweetly, very enticingly, and for a moment I thought of asking if I could go with him, to wherever it was he was off to. He bent down, put a finger under my chin, and kissed me, very gently, full on my lips, and he was gone, leaving just the whisper of the tune to ‘A frog he would a-wooing go, Hey- ho said Rowley’

I am very careful of all my common frogs now – and I beg you to take care of them, too, where ever you find them, because, well, you never know who they may really be.

I am just going off down to the strawberry bed, to look for another frog with golden eyes….
Richard III ; Last Chivalric King of England.

The White Rose Blooms!

The White Rose is not dead.

A royal rose, stained red

on Bosworth field,

yet still it would not yield

but did most gloriously wield

the sword, and stood

bravely at bay

upon that day.

A Rose of Justice and of law;

a Rose of faithful love.

We see your white rose

on a statue, strewn,

at Leicester, where 

your bones are borne.

Rose of innocence,

not stained with blood;

a Rose not understood,

that laboured always 

for the Country’s good.

Rose stained by taint -

 Ills that were not your sin:

yet you did not faint,

but gallantly you stood

to fight for Royal blood.

Last Rose of Chivalry!

We see your fame now blooms

and we strew roses, 

white, upon your tomb!
    His Bones

So fragile. Spine askew,

skull broken; wounded.

Frail bones, slender,

almost feminine  -

yet this was a king,

a mighty warrior,

determined against pain.

Living, he ruled justly,

was beneficent.

This is no

piteous corpse:

these bones speak valour;

discomfort, nobly borne.

Handsomest present

 in King Edward’s hall

a lady said.

Beauty being

in the eye of 

the beholder,

these frail bones

move the emotions- 

amazement, pity.

Even love.
      Epitaph For A King.

Your were kingly, valiant; we found your bones –

‘Richard’s Army’ they called us

when we raised the funds to find you.

Some would deny you: we know you for a man

who had to rule to save a country,

make decisions – not always easy ones

but mostly just: more so in fact

than other kings that we have known.

Now we have found your bones

they should be re-interred, respectfully,

according to your faith; but men are greedy

and money’s to be made. It seems obscene

to ring pounds from your very bones!

So fragile were they – even delicate -

to carry such a true and valiant heart,

and with a spine that gave you pain

yet never halted you, a brave Plantagenet!

Just, fair and regal, men spoke well of you-

until your death in combat – 

killed in cold blood to suit a base-born thug.

Monks laid you in a quiet grave

with hasty, chaste simplicity. 

But those who loved truth found you then,

you who deserved respect: and yet it will now be

the ‘Church of England’, not the Church of Rome

that lays your bones to rest again, 

arranges your last home. 

Your soul, we know, is free

and lives perpetually: ‘your army’ will now do our 
                                                        best

to serve you loyally, and sanctify your rest,

Richard Plantagenet!
    Loyauté Me Lie

Loyalty binds me to my God,

Now and when I’m under sod.
Loyalty binds me to my wife

Who is more precious than my life.

Loyalty binds me to our love-

A very blessing from Above.

Loyalty binds me to our son,

He whose life is just begun.

Loyalty binds me to my friends,

with whom I share all goodly ends.

Loyalty binds me to this Land,

Which I defend with heart and hand.

(continued over the page)
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Loyalty binds me to my crown,

Which I’ll not cravenly lay down.

And still, Loyalty binds me.
     Richard The White Rose

White Rose, dyed red on Redesmere field,

still you maintained your golden heart,

leaving no weeping wife behind,

or son, for whom you wept to part

your saving grace of loyalty

and sense of justice, nobly borne –

to England you swore fealty,

and took the burden of a crown.

We never had a king more just:

we hold your memory dear.

for you had taught us how to trust.

The Tudor taught us how to fear.

Rest now in peace, oh brave White Rose!

You’re honoured in a sacred place;

you brought the broom branch to a close

but did so with a kingly grace.

We pray for you, our fair White Rose –

may there be peace and joy for you,

that you in Heaven may repose,

finding wife and children too.

We’ll bring whites roses, all in bloom,

and lay them on your solemn tomb.
Sylvia Audrey Charlewood
Email: bscharlewood@btinternet.com 
Sylvia writes: Now in my 81st year, I wrote my first, two-line, poem when aged around 3 years. I have gone on struggling since then. I have books of poems on Amazon -via Create Space, a novelette about King Richard III, and I write short stories, which I hope to publish before I am 'called home', to steal a phrase from another poet. Unable now to work in my garden, I still enjoy it, and am able to attend my place of worship. I very much enjoy being a member of the Richard III Society- if there was a Charles II Society, I would join that, too; I am also a member of the Keats Shelley Memorial Association. -
THE LIGHT OF CAMELOT

By Pamela Constantine

Published by Firebird Press Q.Q. Press (Collections)

York House, 15 Argyle Terrace, Isle of Bute

PA20 0BD Scotland, UK ISBN 1-903203-082

£3.50 32 pages, a chronological sketch of the saga of the Arthurian Camelot in 28 poems – by mail order.
Other Firebird Press publications of Pamela Constantine include: The Cornerstone, mystic poems for modern times – UK £2, Europe £2.50, other £3.50, Children of the Wise One, the adventure of 2 orphans, a children’s book (same prices)

Valley of Wings, a Miscellany of poems, prose & song lyrics- UK £3.00 Europe £3.50, beyond £4

The Celtic Collection of the Pleiades UK£4, Europe £3.50 other and Orfeo’s Tale, retold in verse by Amorata Chatterton UK £2, Europe £2.50/£3.50.
So now to a brief selection from the poems –

                   PAUPERS
Man slumbers on the sidewalk

And though his spirit pants

Is cynical and paupered from

The self of high Romance.

But still I see the castle,

The brotherhood of knights

And the star that stands o’er Camelot,

The brightest of all lights.

Still its radiance travels

To touch Man’s sleeping heart,

Desiring their divided realm

Shall no more stand apart;

Its filmy presence haloes

The true and seeking mind,

With every stirring spirit

Itself is intertwined

Till in united splendour

All who are strong and true

Shall find their way to Camelot

And pledge themselves anew;

For in the secret ardour 
Of every human soul

The holy light of Camelot

Is birthplace, route and goal.

  THE KNIGHT FROM CARBONEK

I knew a knight from Carbonek
Could cure the world’s distresses,

Whose armour like a royal rose

Outshone his raven tresses,

Whose shield of power was true-designed

With hearts for pales and fesses.

When all was dim upon the earth

And monk and maid were sad

He travelled down to Camelot

In blood-red armour clad;

And none could emulate the knight

Whose name was Galahad.

His was the heart that beat for Love

When the sun of life burnt low,

And filled the siege of destiny

With Love’s own afterglow;

But after him, the kingdom fell

Like the knights to winter snow.

I knew a knight from Carbonek

Who is waiting yet for Man

To share the glory of the Grail

In a new and holy span
And win the final joust for Love

As only honour can.

His heart is beating in your heart,

His sword is yours to wield,

His purity is the strength to which

All enemies must yield;

And his the spirit in all men

By which the world is healed.

Pamela Constantine

The Lodge, 11 Shannon Way, King’s Park, Pevensey Bay Road, Eastbourne BN23 6UA

           Earth Eternal Spirit

Hear me, hear me cries our Earth! 

My voices are many, do you not hear the distant calls

of many animals and birds as they die for the lack of 
                                                                 forage, 

of insects too, their familiar drones and calls grow 
                                                                  fainter. 
What must you do to stem the tide of powerful 
                                                           machines

that multiply with devastating ease, 

all having a special tonic breath, 

like fierce black dragons breathing fire, 

whose energies are drawn from deeply settled
                                                            mantles, 

will their appetites ever be restrained?

You people, ask yourselves – what can I do to stem 
                                                               the tide, 

to let the good earth breathe well again?

to save the dying species and restore a reasonable
                                                                 climate. 

One needs to ask oneself, especially ones deeper self 

“What must I do, what can I do?

Surely there must be something, however, small, that 
                                                                 I can do?”

Once, poorer Nations less mechanised, 

have in twenty years become the most advanced in
                                                            wealth;

And now have raced ahead to build their
                                      overcrowded cities, 

where millions catch their breath in masks, 

their Corporate master need to feed their greed, 

while they grow fatter, if disillusioned, 

they amply demonstrate the myth that happiness 
                                                 means wealth. 
It seems the human mind has certain flaws, 

the greatest you may argue is this insatiable desire for
                                                                more …

The good Earth looks on in curios lament, saying: - 

“Beware the mind whose cravings must eventually
                                                             destroy you, 

not me, whose beautiful face may change, but not my 
                                                                         Life!

For my food is ultimately Cosmic”

You may wish to save me, but first you need to save
                                                                yourselves! 
Breathe of Life

The day the plants and trees do breathe again, 

they love the sun and draw down deep, 

to suck the sap to make a magic alchemy with air &
                                                                   sun, 

creating a kind of music in such colours

that you or I can dream on. 

If life is breath then may I walk with trees

and flowers down a scented way, 

to join this breathing chorus from plant to plant, tree 
                                                                  to tree, 

to sing their songs, while Blackbirds break the air! 

Now I wonder how they do transform such rainbow  

                                                                colours

into such rapturous songs our best Composers find so 
                                                        marvelous, 

and yet find much too variable to mimic. 

Hear their songs to know how Nature holds

such secrets of creation, so bold to leave our minds

not blank, but thirsty for her sounds and scents, 

to make a poem or painting not wanting in its beauty. 

Our alchemy of transformation can build from tiny
                                                                   sparks, 

while taking deeper breaths, can whip them into 
                                                                   flames, 

and from these secrets thoughts or moods we make

the forms and colours of our paintings, poems and
                                                                 stories. 

May mind and heart join forces with my soul, 

to forge the shape, rhythm or colour of this poem, 

being itself a hyme of thankfulness

to all the living, moving, exuberant scenes this Nature has to give, 

let me embrace you as the lover that you are. 
     Spring Storm, in Lyme-Regis

Now one feels the wild wind – like beast

that’s longing to escape, 

hurling itself against this shuttered house

with such ferocity, I fear to breach my door …

Still, this is life, a need to step outside 

my cosy boundaries into this fearful fray, 

though the gale slaps my face, 

she whips my cap away, 

this cold stimulation starts a rigor in my mind

that too much sloth has dulled. 

Bent low to cut the storm 

she tears my clothes and draws my cloak

high into the roaring air, swirling and flying up, 

just loving a new-found freedom. 

Mindfully, I wonder how the sea can be in such a 
                                                              storm, 

so turning, let this wind thrust me down the hill

to see the spray pounding up up the cliffs in 
                                              demented fury!

While breathless, my mind responds profoundly
(continued over page)
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to this glorious gale, and if the stream allows, 

I’ll fight my weaving way back home, 

to flop down by the fire, and write a poem. 

Earth’s mantle has ways of snatching you up

to shake you like a rag-doll, 

sometimes a blessing, sometimes a disaster, always a 
                                                                   thrill; 

the unpredictability of life is what I love, you too?           
             The Breathing Sea

Do you love to breathe with the sea?

Revive some ancient memories within, 

asleep in the swell and fall of intimate waters, 

quietly moving in the bladderack of briney air. 

While walking by the sea, 

It’s all in me to let emerge these strange longings, 

to see them in the sparkling dance across the waves, 

and in the steady swell and the fall of wayward tides, 

there is the lung of truth inside ourselves. 

Just like you and me the sea has moods;

while now she sleeps this blissful hours serene, 

there’ll be a time not far away, 

when innocent rippling’s will change to crashin
                                                    foam! 
In you, in me the change will come, 

startling like a rising tempest churned within, 

we must fight to calm our problematic minds, 

or let these problems fall away when sun beams out, 

and peace returns to shine on grateful waves. 
Must we go down to the sea to meet ourselves?

For there must be the seeds of all our lives

that like our moods will change each day

from deep azure, to green then grey. 

Deep down we know she has it all this sea …

she loves the moon and rises when she’s full 

Is this the whim of gravity held into elipticall paths, 

or yet another mystery of consciousness that we are 
                                                                   part. 

Meanwhile, let’s all breathe deeply by the sea. 
                   The Hawk 




Slow in the watchful sky, this Hawk rotates, 

Mindful in the gleaming eye of a vole,

how I envy that so careless windblown freedom, 

within the slightest tilt of wing or feather, 

he gathers the air to his mind, always ready. 

His giddy range can see the greenly detailed land;

Let me enter that mind to feel the air’s embrace, 

always stroking his body in myriad fine-tuned senses, 

he’s bathed and cleaned within the gate that we may 
                                                           fear! 

Look how this stern eye holds freedom, 

captures the world in awe without concern, 

except perhaps for a fearful prey, 

whose tiny life is swiftly snatched away! 
Oh hanging Hawk, can you be the guardian of Gods 
                                                                  secrets, 

Can you know the freedom of Being

we earthbound creatures crave?

Just let me enter your mindful mind this while, 

to sense the nature of my body is less than air, 

whose spiritual essence can also join you in your 
                                                               flight. 
Where, I wonder do you alight at night?

Must there be some rocky cleft high upon a windy 
                                                                cliff, 

or spare upon a branch of that majestic Redwood. 

While there do you dream of juicy voles, 

or fierce fights with a pitching jealous rival?
Jeffrey Gale

16 Whiteley Avenue, Totnes, Devon TQ9 5PQ

Email: Jeffrey@worldpeacegardens.net.org 

See: www.worldpeacegardens.net.org 
                    Magic Mirrors

Magic of sunlight and clouds above,
magic of loveliness glistening there,

mirror of beauty above and below,

which is real, which the reflection and where?

Bright to my sight the sun in the sky

dances the wavelets to a pretty tune

played by the breeze on a branch of leaves

gently recalling the sweetness of summer noon.

My mind the mirror of all my past

reflects my life as  one long day

stretching forever in timelessness

summer in winter is only a thought away.

         Mobius Time

The end is the beginning

the beginning is the end, 

and the circle goes around and around.

The mobius strip

 is an endless trip

between the sky and the ground.

Beginning with the end,

the end must begin, 

And take us all around again,

The finale is the start

 of a new form of art

as the opening lines make plain. 

As the end comes in view

the beginning will too

for as we discover the return

it's all about knowing

and eventually showing

just what it is we all have to learn.

And when we are done

It's nice if we've had fun

Or if not that at least we have grown

For a trip around the moon

ends either late or soon

with the harvest of the seeds we have sown.
                  Fruit

I harvest the fruit of my mind and heart

and use it to feed my soul

the poems I write are part of my plan

to make the entire world whole.

The seeds in the fruit will grow into more, 

as the world goes around the sun. 

and the love they spread makes a helpful way

to see ourselves as one.

My little seeds and your little seeds

will grow in the best of light

and others will join their energy 

to set this world aright.

As we play the parts we are given to play,

the work that is needed is done.

With patience we weave, we plant or bake

our way around the sun.
          Guaranteed

The sun will reveal itself 

over the rim of planet earth ascending

assuming no clouds interfere.

Leaves will fall in autumn

come forth in May or April, depending

as Dandelions appear.

People who were born will die

new souls will take their places attending

to business as usual never fear.

The heavenly firmament 

will glow with twinkling stars, befriending

those of us who use their guidance, here.

            Life After Life

After this life where will I go? 

What will I do when not in this place

will I be me with another face?

what will I know?

Will I remember anything

of what I've learned or what I did?

Will I remember secrets hid

or words to sing?

The cycles of time go round and round,

taking us where we need to go,

Teaching us what we need to know,

and where it's found.

One day I hope I'll learn to sing

the notes that open every door

to show me all that went before,

and everything.

I will be patient until I know

whatever it is that sets me free

to join the All eternally

and then I'll go.
            The Joy in Cooking

My Fannie Farmer's is spotted and stained,

its spine is patched with sticky tape.

There’s many a book in better shape

yet none with joy ingrained.

The joy of a friend long gone from life,

a special friend for whom I pray

"With love and drippings," she wrote that day

when I was another’s wife.

Days of the past where have they gone

Melted, dissolved and vanished now

And what remains is the when and how

Of recipes made and done.

Yet joy is evident whenever I will

turn to the pages tattered and torn

for my memories are not outworn

and bring me comfort still
Tasha Halpert
Email: Tashahal@gmail.com   
           Reading Richard

He’s looking forward to oblivion

Having peeled and peeled the onion

And found there’s nothing there


But more onion.

So he’ll stay right on the track

On and on no turning back.

It’s oblivion or nothing.
         Since then

I think you should know

I fell in love

with the girls in the window

of Ann Summers’ shop.

Oh, such joys they dispense

through my ogle. 

They don’t stop

stirring feelings so intense

buzzy-wuzzy long and strong.

It’s good old-fashioned sense

bring it on, bring it on.

But it’s how to get from flirting

To doing some inserting

Is the problem to be solved.
Sketch of the Day Tuesday 30/01/’18

Daubs on the horizon,

an impressionist masterpiece

hitting the eye

as ships translate into islands.

An archipelago, 

sometimes snow-capped,

appears and goes

as we tack together

towards oblivion.

Krakatoa. 
(continued over page)
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You will fill in the gaps.

Explore, connect the dots

build on it.
Gordon Hoyles

 In Walton-on-the-Naze, Essex

Email: gordywordy@icloud.com 

Also See https://www.gordonhoyles.com 
       A LOVE POEM

If I could be an astronaut

For just one minute

If I could be a universe explorer

For just one hour

If I could be given the chance

To travel through Time

For ever and ever

All I would want to do

Is find the special place

For me and you.

Lander Hosken
    WEST TEXAS RHAPSODY

Where the road runs out of pavement

and the sun decides to set

you know you've reached West Texas

'bout as West as you can get

Ain't nothing left to see no more

run off the Atlas map

but you can see forever

it's the horizon that attracts 

Where devil winds keep blowin' 

and the grass ain't never wet

cows survive on dust and cactus

greener grass they'd best forget

Texas drought is our new normal

bein' on the desert edge

don't be countin' on a thunderstorm

dusty winds are sooner met

Yet them horse heads keep on noddin'

pump jacks givin' oil a lift

between them bob wire fences

the rich get ever rich

But it don't make no difference

I'm still one lucky sonofabitch

my heart belongs to Texas 

it's as good as it can get.
TWO CARDINALS

A red Cardinal

comes to my yard each morning

he is an exclamation point of cheer

in dull grass that has not yet recovered

from the harsh winter

he hunts and pecks

the grain I leave

then jumps up to the bird bath

to take a long slow drink

washing down the seed

he brings his wife along

who eats separately a distance off

she is the color of the ground

so blends into the scenery

she is the cautious one

the steady one he has learned to trust

to hear the slightest sound

which means they instantly take wing

like most marriages

they co-exist

each different but equals

each interesting in their own way

they say do not anthropomorphize

but we cannot help but think

there is more to this union

than just the urge to mate and nest

the primeval urge of DNA

we imagine they are coupled

by common interests

by their appreciation of each other

and like most marriages

by the sharing of

their abiding Cardinal love.

RAILROAD BRIDGE

Railroad bridge

relic from the past

still there

precariously hanging on

the old bridge now insulted 

with flood debris and trash

it shows its age and dereliction

rusted iron

broken down

rotting

now only memories hang

from its girders 

all that's left of tracks 

that ran from piney woods

to prairie

fierce locomotives once

clattered across the bridge

hauling freight and customers

people waved

proud to see trains coming

happy to hear their whistles

announcing commerce

signaling progress

the bridge so sad and neglected

lost out here in the woods

overgrown and unnoticed

plastic bags hang from it

like white flags

saying I surrender

all the glory of trains and bridges 

are gone forever 

no more mighty roar of smoke 

no more clamor of chugging wheels

no more red cabooses

covered in trumpet vines

and all but forgotten

the bridge is now 

a bridge to nowhere

not needed 

no longer used

now all it spans is silence

whispers from the past

the bridge remains

a  rusty reminder 

of what used to be

a time

when the country 

like ourselves

was young and full of promise.
   SCHOOL SHOOTER

15 seconds of short-lived fame

is what the shooter gets

he uses social media

and prowls the internet

the sting of sad rejection

is the clue that usually fits

peers in pressure cooker schools 

he's trying to impress

invariably the shooter

is turned off and then he gets

more terms of isolation

respect is even less
and so the shooter plans a plot

inflict the maximum of deaths

and the media covers it wall to wall

fame's achieved in retrospect

yet in the end there is no joy

only futures never met

the sad ending begs the question

why the shooter, why the deaths
for in the sordid aftermath

we've come now to expect

no one saw the obvious signs

that left such sad regrets

now in these modern times of ours 

the lesson of this fame

is obscured by all the fingers

pointing out who is to blame

in the end it is not fault to find

but love and caring more

the lure of fame only inflames

what we've seen so many times before.

PLASTIC FLAMINGO

I saw one today

one of those plastic pink Flamingos

people put out in their yards

to give a tropical look

but this one was faded out

blistered by the summer sun

and looked sickly and confused

stuck in the brittle ground

its head looking down for water

the abandoned Flamingo

was turning yellow

stuck in hardened ground

it tilted to one side

it could not fly

it could not migrate 

with metal legs

and plastic wings

it will never fly away to

cool soothing waters

or know the fun of wading

in a refreshing pond

cars drive by 

but pity lingers

the poor Flamingo

a bird so out of place

an ornament without the joy

of air beneath its wings.

  WATER

Water wiggles

its way down the creek

like a drunken sailor

it weaves in and out

slips on rocks

slides down slopes

hurtles toward

that which it cannot see

it has no idea 

where it is going

never letting up on

its quest for finding home

its never ending search

it staggers

onward 

toward the sea.
David Knape

Email: dknape1969@yahoo.com 

         And The Wind Blows

I walk my dogs in the fields barely dressed for 
                                                     sunshine.

The wind has become forceful but I do not care.

I’m enjoying the chill on my skin and the breeze 
                                blowing through my hair.

The feeling of cool is a delicious almost forgotten 
                                                     memory.

The grass is dry and as broken as political promises.

Maybe the rain will come, maybe it won’t.

The only sound is the wind, all else is peace.

Beyond these fields is war, displacement and 
                                                         sadness.

I will not bring that here to this precious moment.

I will live the wind licking at my skin.

Watch the singular bird dart across the sky.

Enjoy watching my dog run without the weight of 
                                                             heat.

These are the moments that feed our spirit.

Lift our wings so we can soar with the birds.

Here and now, is all that we really have.
Alexandria Krysinski

Email; alexkrysinski@hotmail.co.uk
TEXAS MEMORIES FROM BUENOS AIRES

 Blue Northers come skimming down from Canada

skipping over those flat plains between HERE and THERE

with knife-sharp winds so cold 

you think you are having

laser surgery 

the day after  you have lolled around

in shirtsleeves and shorts and eighty degree weather
                                            the day before.

The caliche (that's white dirt that won't grow 
                                                       anything 

but junipers and prickly pear cactus--)

forms arroyos and hillsides that spew a mist of 
                                               juniper pollen,

a smoky swirl and whirl

that infiltrates filtrates into your eyes and nose and 
                                                               lungs

and brings you whining and wheezing
                                              to your knees.

Hot. Omigod, it is so HOT!

The sun is playing burning jazz notes

that iron you smooth and flat as a laundered sheet

if you dare to go outside.

You skitter and skip from shade to shade—

signs on poles, the occasional tree --

from one air-conditioned area to another,

and once inside your own domain

pray the AC continues to function.

My upstairs bedroom had a lovely floor vent

that poured cool air upward

until the day I woke from a soothing nap

and discovered my shaggy little dog

had fallen happily asleep on the vent,

leaving me to stew in my own juices.
            ARCTIC CONVOY

(as told to me by the person who lived it)

My watch.  

No fog tonight, and for the first time

I could see the stars spread across the heavens

in all their splendor.

 We were sailing near Murmansk, 

and we had been lucky, no damage to our ship;

the sleek U-boats had taken their torpedoes elsewhere

and the enemy aircraft had been grounded by the weather.

It had been a hellish day of destruction, of bombs

and foundered ships, and I reflected

that we had been very fortunate.

Suddenly I saw something unusual in the water,

a series of small ruby red lights drifting gently past,

as if repeating the celestial pattern of the stars.

Curious, I leaned over the rail 

and turned my powerful flashlight 

onto the sea below.

Riding the waves were the dead bodies of fellow mariners

from some hapless ship,

each wearing his life jacket 

with the small battery-powered red light

on one shoulder to aid in his impossible rescue

from those merciless icy waters.

It had been a relatively easy death, I suppose.

there are worse ways to die on a torpedoed ship--

and a man could survive only fifteen minutes in that
                                                         arctic sea--

if that.

As my light caught the reflection of those open eyes,

fixed in an eternally sightless gaze on nothing,

as I watched the little red lights drifting away from
                                                                    me

on the current

that would finally carry them to the depths of this 
                                                             ancient sea,

I knew that I would always remember

always those blind eyes reflecting the stars

and the little red lights drifting,

drifting past me.
Sue Littleton

Email: mujermaiz@yahoo.com 
        SIRIUS DOUBTS
United states have never lacked,

Cards in their favour stacked,

Press ganged every man Jack,

Into services they then hack,

In pursuit of sacred code to crack,

Divide Pi in the sky try and track,

Sleeping god said to lie in silver trapped.

A dark webbed grove,

Where wolves fear to roam,

Fairground won fish-tank,

Our alleged forefathers call home.

Fallen angels or alien trout,

No more a leap of faith,

Than our inner ape will out!

It’s all just a question of degree,

According to so-called free masonry,

Yet priests and kings since long ago,

Keep themselves above and underlings below,

Immortal treachery seeds tyrant’s wet dreams,

Burst the banks flood their pyramid schemes,

Fleeced Argonauts know every Pharaoh is their foe!

Scrolled in charcoaled parables and bad blood texts,

Wag jackal tales and squirming serpents are Set,

To rise like Poseidon armed with refinanced tridents,

Heaven scorching fire breathing dragon rockets,

Reclaim the waves from beyond watery graves,

Howling hurricanes make the wind swept their 
                                                            slaves.

What if warlords wait still stationed on Mars,

Brawl across this planet ours like another bar?

Tripod tanked and triple filtered by rank,

We dead hop-heads expelled from their flanks?

Limited edition box-set action figure space cadets,

Flimsy futile resistance fighters die-cast Martian 
                                                           pets!

Though the hour of Horus maybe upon us,

We seek the dawn of soon reborn Osiris,

To bury Hydra’s one hundred sprung guns,

Blast to Hades forever those sons of gums!
Mark Laing

13a Ethelbert Rd. Canterbury, Kent CT1 3ND

Email: markstick@hotmail.co.uk 

Mark writes: Hi David -  also I am very excited as my own band “Creep” are due to play their first gig in November in Welwyn Garden city. That well known hotbed of political turmoil and rebellion, ahem! Please find attached my latest poem to be considered for inclusion in your exemplary publication. “Sirius Doubts”-inspired by recently reading a fascinating book “the Sirius Mystery” by Robert Temple that I found in a second hand bookshop during the “dog days” of Summer spookily enough! Anyway, its a cut above the usual ancient aliens kind of stuff and one line actually gave the late great genius Robert Anton Wilson the title of his own master work “Cosmic Trigger” Kind regards Mark Laing.
TWO CHILDREN…

I have stayed with a lot of people, over the years, at our place. And, some day, I was going through old 
                                                    stuff, pictures, 

letters, notes... And I see a photo I don’t know who 

were in the picture, and who left it. It stands 

there in my hands like an accursed thing, 

an outcast, or a sacrifice to the 

unknown spirit. I stare at it, 

and still it doesn’t bear 

any resemblance 

to anyone,  to any  of 

the people who have shared the place with me, but it must have been left by any one of the ten or so people or families I have stayed with. It is the shadow I have always thought is in the rooms, and a prophet and countless medium spirits said 

there were two children in the rooms. I could see the 

two children, and the rest of the photo seems 

spoiled with dirty, smudgy, moth eaten in 

places, and dusty. There is the rich girl, 

she is unhappy, and I mean to ask 

her why, but I can’t ask  her. I don’t know 

how to talk  to spiritual beings. She is tanned under a white dress with spaghetti straps. It’s obvious she is 
                                                          bored with her 

richness, and then, there is a poor boy. Guilty? 

Doubt? Yet -it’s a face that echoes that of 

a poor child. The two children gaze on 

the camera’s foci, bored because 

they have no idea what melancholy is, and 

the rest of the photo seems spoiled. I have been staring at the spoiled spaces for some time now, and then I start seeing forms imaging. 

I am seeing a baby. I look again, and yes there is a 
                                                                   baby,

like images on a dirty window, dusty window panes, 

like two children’s handprints, as if the baby was 

delivering priestly blessings. But, I know this 

isn’t a pure baby, a pure spirit, that I am 

seeing. I realize in my poem’s title I should have included this baby, this child 

who sees, who knows, an imp, a little demon (are they the same?), a mischievous child. This is the baby that 
                                                                         has 

blanketed me with shadows I didn’t  know. The baby’s arms points to places in the sky where stars 

should have been. His face stands straight up like he 

is trying to give the wind something to dry its hands 
                                                                      on.

This is the boy who had turned into the arms 

of a mothering  sleep, in this house

CHILD TO CHILD
The time ahead of them

Was of little choice

A thing passed from child 

To child to child
STOLEN FROM DEATH

There was this time when I was strong.

Full of life, I tried everything headlong.

When life was rapturously true

Days when I used to rush through,

Life’s unending beautiful adventures.

I remember years ago when we went.

To lands beyond for daring ventures.
(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
And it was this other day when I woke up ill, and so very tired. My legs couldn’t move no matter how harder I tried to make them do so. I couldn’t sit on my haunches. All of my right side was useless, stricken, like a dried branch of a tree. I couldn’t take food with my hands but could only grovel on my stomach and guzzle like an old dog. I couldn’t swallow anything hard. I was now surviving on watery food, sometimes being spoon-fed like an  infant.
Days when the tragedy befell me,

I used to spend the whole day crying.

Why had God let these troubles find me?

Why me? The fury I had, why me?

Against those able to enjoy-

All those enjoyful of life’s magic.

Another day I just wanted to die.

It was early in the morning when my son had gone to the shops to buy us our food. I didn’t want to be trouble anymore so I took a razor blade, cut both my wrist’s veins that I could bleed to death silently. I don’t know how I managed it. As if by cue, my son returned earlier than I thought, but I had bled terribly so bad.
I didn’t wish to die anymore, no.

Begging of another go at life again.

That I might enjoy, being lost, moments,

Those are the thoughts that I still remember,

As my son and friend rushed me.

To the lazer’s house that I be treated,

And be stolen from death like a leap year.

It was this other day when I woke up from this sleep. Through the window I could peep at the sun’s lingers filtering everyday, each new morning, as if there is no end to it all. I really wanted to live from that day onwards enjoying every small and every big moment until when I would, with satisfaction, close my eyes for the last time.
THE LIVING ROOM

The living room that is not
Reserved for the living

A sacrificial pedestal for the unliving:

Abstract paintings, unused chessboard, expensive picture frames; a lot without photos in them, one with a very old photo, one with her photo, one with an unknown girl, framed inside it…it’s a picture frame. The unknown girl is praying, in a prayer, like as if before prayer. Garden Eden isn’t that, did they pray in garden Eden, it’s not a question. Plastic plants, liquor cabinets; with unopened bottles, maturing beer… And wine. A calendar from long ago, counting life backwards, or is it time, backwards? What time is it? Nearby a pot of sand, in it, a frozen wax candle, as if a bird was trying to pick out its own heart, with its own dead beak: death, dead, die. Did she? And in the dead form, she is my mom. My mom who is still alive

Death, dead, die….
Death’s waters

In her religion they cooked food using water sipped after cleaning her body. They couldn’t stay (the mourning woman of our street) for the food, to eat her. And, her family was supplying endless foods to us but there was no one left to eat her. It was witch’s food. It had been cooked using the witch’s waters. The place became an unwanted or unappreciated restaurant in a ghost city

The living room is still

Its contents do not move

Make sounds, they do not

A door

There is only one door: a back door into it or out of it; into the living room. There is no front door. Had there ever been a front door? He sees where it should have been. There is a glass door. He walks to it. It is the light from the mirror, which collects him in, into the landscape of this room. He presses his face against the glass of it, all that unrealized potential. He tries to open the glass door, but it is locked. He thought of breaking it, with his body, for broken glass predicts change, necessarily not beneficial, but he thought better of it. So, he doesn’t break it. He will keep the glass mirror, for glass generally indicates a strong psychic or intuitive ability

He goes back to get the keys

He goes back to unlock it, but it is already unlocked

There must be another lock on the outside, he thinks
The unused chessboard

He retires back into the room. He sits on the wasted grey sofa. He sleeps on a couch right across the sofa he is sitting on, smaller for his long frame, so nights he sleeps on bended knees. His blankets and clothing rests on this couch, like left over dreams. He takes the chessboard, on top of the drawers, opens it. He populates it with ponies on the back lines, and the others (horses, bishops, castles, a queen, a king, these; always competing in the hashed silence like cotton, at the back row) 

Today he puts them on the front 

On the opposing side, he leaves that space open. He is playing checkmate against himself. He jumps the pony, taught (thought) better of it, and he returns it back. He remembers; it’s the horse that should jump around. Horses…

So, he lets one of his horses jump…it’s a long, long leap. It lands well beyond her characters…, playing her things out of the game 
He waits

When the silence starts dominating, he looks at the mirror door, the glass doors where a door should have been, was...
Do tears make moaning sounds?

The face on the window, dissolving, reconstituting, he doesn’t like the look of the thing that looks back at him. It overwhelms his ability to tell her to play her move.  Cold, eternal, eyes of black marble: tears trying to appear. Do tears make moaning sounds, howling out a glossolalia over her death?

This living room was empty with a swarm of relatives, a month ago. His father, with tears in his eyes, said, the light has taken her. He meant, he now thinks, what he meant was, nothing is more orderly than nothing
Is nothing more orderly than nothing?

We are always tied down to eye-blink half lives, unsure of who or how to hold hard 

There is no outside world, only a mirror…and the outside. He is inside washed-out time; phantom wind inflates the outside, which is not there, perhaps; a slow shadow, passing 

And an unseen silhouette, on his mind, obstructs him 
He reverts his eyes, back onto the chessboard 

She has played her hand…no, no, no…it’s a move…he tells himself 

This is not crazy eight 

He sits back on the vehicle of his imaginations( an imagination, a mind where draught has given way to illusion), seeing her skip a couple of gears with her castle, accelerate with the bishop, lose control with the pony as it lands square feet beside his queen: checkmate! She is smiling, smirking at him, her smile stinking him like a newborn’s first wound, or the shock of birth. He stares at her smile again, it’s a life 

It is life 

It belongs to the outside, rubbing out the blooded outside air… She sets out to stop the air outside from hemorrhaging berries, or blood… not with words!

With her smile, of course! 
Not with words

When she was here with him she would talk and talk, and it’s now amazing that with so many words in her being, she hasn’t set one free. Why not make use of her key (words) to utter nothing: to soften this myth machine in him, anger, the bull brute cry, bonfire as this azure, or maybe a spatula; a wedge to be woven in

Now she is saying to ask questions and she will participate, and he says to her:

I can’t get through the glass

He cannot leave this room, this house…this room  

He has taken time further inland; to sew lives’ boats, thoughts’ ships, and feelings’ vessels. Everything floats: rugs, tables, chairs- and so do his dreams, dry fields of corn, dry riverbeds in the draught year of 1992 

1992, that’s when he met her
2002:

He no longer leaves the living room: only for ablutions, not for bathing. He doesn’t bath anymore, for a month. There is a toilet, off this living room 

He packed his shelves with non perishables, ready to eat foods. 

He barely eats 

He is shallow, sallow; like the skinny, yellow sheaves of wheat sprouting inside the sun deprived damp granaries, lacking in character, self interested 

He is trapped  

He leaves the chessboard alone, unused, on the wasted grey sofa

Mbira music?
He fishes his old Mbira instrument among his stuff on the couch, a warped thing. Now it has only three out of seven, of its keys left on the upper row. And two middle keys on the lower row. He touches the upper keys with his fingertips, puffs of dust rose off its gourd inlaid belly, dusty sounds- it’s a strange primitive melody that’s rivering out of the keys, and then he deepens it with the lower two deep keys. He feels, with each touch of the keys, as if he is drawing circles on top of the river’s waters

The forked shadow of music, an echo, a decaying interval, a blue shift delayed, as he jumps those empty places were other keys should have

Her space, in his life, is like those empty places, creating silent silences

And when the last note dies, silence rules

Talking silences, musical silences?

The silence’s music finds him shoring up against a loss, a loss that isn’t there

He is dying!

He is dying himself, and inside him, he feels that quick, sour blackness, but the edges are worn out so finely, that he has got a hole in him that whistles clean 

There is no outside, only inside, a mirror

………… 

Rooms

Looms  

Walls

Holes 

Mirror

To eat glass, he dreamt, in the previous night he was eating glass

Mirror

To dream you eat glass signals vulnerability, confusion, frailty

Mirror

            … talking of 24/7 dwarf-dark undertones

Mirror…

How do you explain death’s heat to the world! 

Mirror…  

playing to death’s gallery
December’s last breath of

December’s sun, like us

is beyond our boundary’s stiff netting

Towards the sun’s fast setting

We mark time together

as we dip our toes

into Friday’s evening

(continued over page)

(continued from previous page)
Night time is a beckoning glance

trying to beat the clock

as it turns into dusk

In the final heat fanned

by the last of the sun

Casting shadows of wagging tails

Shadows of no complexion

Night yawns in the expanse of stars

dims and quells

Electing this quite night

impatient death furious and scoffing

at my refusal to go with him

His hunger is a brush fire

Says my death is down the

little dirty road, a bit down

Promising me that he will be back

very soon for me

Life is too technical for me

Wandering through my casual

brain’s day trading

a score tricks on my brain.

Trying to learn how not to die

half knowing, half not 

knowing how

to catch it before it tells me

to try to cancel it

But still leaving upto this face

a face without a name

The strongest one among us

has to raise his string

An imaginary string hallowed by absence

above all of our reach

for us to get past the scales

that don’t asks anyone permission

and accompany the frightened children.
Tendai R.Mwanaka

Email: mwanaka@yahoo.com 

BIO NOTE  I was born in the remote eastern highlands district of Nyanga, Zimbabwe, in Mapfurira village, grew up there and did my primary, secondary, and high school in that area. Left Nyanga for Chitungwiza city in 1994, and I started exploring writing that year, when I was barely twenty. I have also worked in the sales and marketing field for over 8 years, and have a graduate diploma in marketing (GradSaim). I have stayed in South Africa for two and half years, but I am now back in Zimbabwe, where I stay in Chitungwiza city.  My first book to be published, VOICES FROM EXILE, a collection of poetry on  Zimbabwe’s political situation and exile in South Africa was published by Lapwing publications, Northern Ireland in 2010. VOICES FROM EXILE I would like to interest you to buy my poetry collection VOICES FROM EXILE that was published by Lapwing publications, Northern Ireland (September 2010) For author signed copies please get in touch with me on my email address: mwanaka@yahoo.com. Each copy will be 10 pounds plus postage of 3 pounds. You can also purchase directly from the publisher Lapwing Press can be contacted at:1 Ballysillan Drive, Belfast BT14 8HQ UK email: lapwingpoetry@ntlworld.com  Website: http://www.freewebs.com.lapwingpoetry/ 

ALSO SOME MORE POEMS CAN BE READ ON THE LINK BELOW

http://books.google.co.za/books?id=vaVnGAtSvz0C&lpg=PP1&ots=-RGMTXEW5i&dq=tendai%20mwanaka&pg=PA9#v=onepage&q&f=false 

KEYS IN THE RIVER: Notes from a Modern Chimurenga, a novel of interlinked stories that deals with life in modern day Zimbabwe’s soul was published by Savant books and publications, USA 2012. A book of creative non-fiction pieces, ZIMBABWE: THE BLAME GAME, was published by Langaa RPCIG( Cameroon 2013), a poetry collection entitled PLAYING TO LOVE’S GALLERY will be published by DIP PRESS(USA, 2014), a novel entitled, A DARK ENERGY will be published by Aignos publishing company( USA, 2014). Poetry books: Revolution, Logbook written by a drifter, and Voices from exile, were both short listed by the Erbecce press poetry prize in 2012, 2011, and 2009 respectively, another poetry book entitled Pearls of awareness was short listed for the Twoz creations chapbook prize (2012).. I was nominated for the Pushcart twice, 2008, 2010, commended for the Dalro prize 2008, work has been translated into French and Spanish. I was nominated and attended The Caine African writing workshop, 2012. Published over  250 pieces of short stories, essays, memoirs, poems and photographic/visual art in over 150 magazines, journals, and anthologies in the countries all over the world. I am also a musician and sound artist with a number of songs and sound recordings playing on internet music places like Radio Airplay, Soundcloud... This year I have been a contributor to several anthologies, WE WILL SURVIVE; They all have one common theme, and that is Gloria Gaynor's hit "I Will Survive."

this is a wonderful book of hopeful stories ... Not just hopeful, but personal stories of survivors. Each individual was touched in some way by the song." amzn.to/1e8oUTX.

SPLINTERS OF A MIRAGE DAWN: migrant poetry anthology, here:

http://www.poetsprintery.co.za/index.php/news-events/220-splinters-of-a-mirage-dawn-an-anthology-of-migrant-poetry-of-south-africa,

FOR RHINO IN A SHRINKING WORLD, here: http://rhinoanthology.wordpress.com/,

THERE IS NO CHERELA IN ZIMBABWE,

http://aignospublishing.blogspot.com/2013/04/there-is-no-cholera-in-zimbabwe-makings.html
    STEVE SNEYD – PASSED TO SPIRIT

On 22 Jun 2018, at 12:52, Stephanie Bowgett <stephaniebowgett@aol.com> wrote:
Ah, Steve, of the Newgate beard; of the deep growl and pints of cider; the only poet we know who resigned from the British Haiku society (the only one we knew who was ever in it); the man who knew a lot about everything; who trespassed to see Robin Hood’s grave; and wasn’t he a priest of Scientology? Two memories of Steve stand out: a report of a poetry competition in West Coast the Glasgow-based poetry magazine, about a science fiction poetry convention, where the prize was won by an auld guy, called Sneyd - (and that was in the 1990s, he always did look weathered). And once I introduced him to a visitor to the Albert, This is Steve Sneyd, he’s from another planet. Instantly he answered, Yes, Fuller’s Earth….  Feel free to share this with others. John
20 March 1941-13 June 2018.
I am sorry to have to tell you that our friend Steve passed away on Wednesday. He collapsed in Huddersfield and was taken to Calderdale Royal Hospital where he was diagnosed with emphysema. He sadly did not recover.  Steve was a regular audience member at The Albert and read there several times over the years. He was Huddersfield's most widely published poet and a well known and loved performer in the town for at least half a century.He was very kind and encouraging to me personally and interviewed me on local radio one Remembrance Sunday in the early nineties. He was extraordinarily knowledgeable about local history and gave my history-mad son, Joth, a copy of his beautiful hand-drawn and written leaflet about the history of Castle Hill and discussed it with him even though Jonathan was only eight at the time. He was also memorably part of an irreverent Albert interview for the Sunday Telegraph in one of the periodical "Poetry is the new rock and roll" frenzies. The reporter kept saying to me, "He looks famous, should I have heard of him?" which was a bit rich as he didn't know who Ted Hughes was! We all know who Steve Sneyd was and how lucky we are to have known him.
The link below is to an obituary and an earlier interview with Steve in the International Times. http://internationaltimes.it/steve-sneyd/ 

PLEASE FOLLOW ALL THE SUCCESSIVE LINKS And these will lead you via the International Times interview to many of Steve’s poems, publications and collections plus a comprehensive biography etc
PHOENIX NOTICES

1/The copyright of all work appearing in our magazine remains with the authors.

2/ We are not to be held responsible for any controversial views appearing in our pages – in the event of any disagreement contact the authors.

Haikai- Birds At The End Of Day. 

And after the storm

A single white dove flying 

Through the rainbow's arc. 

One moment in time 

White gulls fly on sudden wings 

From a bare brown field. 

Low across the mud

A dark speeding kingfisher 

Bright plumage hidden. 

Geese in formation 

Flying over throbbing trains

Silence on their wings. 

A single lapwing 

Crosses the wide motorway 

See how high it flies. 

Somewhere beyond reeds 

Tall and rustling in light breeze 

The bellbeat of swans. 

Out of a grey sky

The gulls are heading homeward

To their river roost. 

Sunset sand becomes 

A dappled shibori cloth 

Appliqued with gulls. 
Two darkening doves 
Until the last of the sun 

Shimmers on their necks. 

A sudden spectre

Hushing through the night's stillness

Barn owl ghosting past. 

Most lonely of all 

An owl's cry echoing through 

The gathering dark. 

Richard Stewart

'Valezina', 112, Westerfield Road, Ipswich, IP4 2 XW. Email: rgsvalezina@hotmail.co.uk 
    TO PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

They say you were ungodly atheist,

I see your soul as holy vivid light,

Too advanced for priest’s prevarication.

A soul high-born for gossamer delight.

I know you found a sacredness within you-

Beyond the heinous chains of chanting monk.

If you were flamboyant, then God bless you.

Your rich heart’s treasure was not lost, nor sunk

Beneath the oceans’ cold and dark displeasure –

The peacock flaunts is feathers in the sun;
(continued over page)
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The world enthralled to see the brilliant colours –

Sweet poetry so magically spun.

And when you hurt another, there was reason-

Her sad death ever spoke of all your grace.

For genius must maim but for a season –

Then light a candle for the human race.

  Sonnet To High Poetic Inspiration

Sing, elusive power, spread your wings;

Be pure and strong and from the source of all

Shine forth in truth and love, answer the call

Of mankind’s yearning, rapture ever brings
The fruit of highest poesy, he sings

Whose heart is honest, to entrance, enthral

The very angels, nevermore to fall,

Rising and crested with the crown of kings

Too beautiful to name, such royalty

Is written in the stars and heaven blest;

The soul kneels to receive sublimity.

The gift be granted, at my own behest

As, gliding on the wings of ecstasy

I usher in God’s greatness as my guest.

  Flight from Effigy

Society makes liars of us all.

Born gasping for homeland air

We fall into the moral prison-house;

The creeds that take us, unaware.

I jumped through circles to be good,
Like some silk-sequinned fool,

Like some uncertain mouse

And obeying every rule,

Believing they knew better;

Saying what they wished to hear, 

Blindly to the letter;

Beneath an ermine monk-like hood,

Like penitent at school –

A child bereft of cheer.

But nothing succours to save the truth

Found in the heart and nature’s lair,

Until you cast away each fetter

In the Coming Flood.

For water bursts the dams they made,

It gushes home and unafraid,

As so the heart must burst the banks

Of all that hold it, spurning thanks

Of those who regiment our feeling

And see that we ‘obey’,
Oh run, dear heart!

Escape the pain,

The cold restriction, find again

The natural rivulet of life.

Be yourself and you will see,
The God within no effigy.

Peter Geoffrey Paul Thompson

17 Walmer Close, Collier Row, Romford, Essex RM7 8QH

PRAYER TO OUR MOTHER EARTH

You, who brought me into the world of light,
 I cannot tear myself away from you 
now that I have become a small being.     
Like roots in the deep of trees forging upwards,
I dig into your flesh in a final embrace.
Embrace me back, hide me in your ancient lap
with enormous love consuming to the bone,
nourish me, put me to sleep with cool milk of 
                                                 forgetting
dissolve the chain of cells, be merciful,
when opening my closed eyelids to new heavens,
let me be born again in your immense arms,
let me be bathed by the ocean of restless souls
as you are by the tides of the sea.
And knowing the law, let me accept patiently, silently
the destiny you allot to me, your son.
In your kneading hands and ever new forms
let me confess to you: the body also is immortal,
and as a weak young shoot hide me in your clods.
Take care of me now and forever. 

PRAYER OF THE FOREST       

(After a sign on environmental protection)
Lord of the Earth, Man, who comes this way,
don’t lift your hand against my trees;
on freezing cold winter nights
I am your protecting fireplace.

On a hot summer noon
I am shadow covering your terrace,
you quench your thirst with my fruit,
your garden is full of my flowers.

Even dead, my body serves you:
the pillars holding up your house,
the top of your table set for a meal,
the chair you sit on – are all me!

The bed made up, guardian of your dreams
where your tired body comes to rest,
spicy nest of beautiful love,
Eden from where no one will drive you out.

The threshold where you start your way,
the open gate that awaits your return,
the wood of your crib and your coffin …
I am with you on your path in life and death
as your faithful servant – 
and without pay, I will be 
the carved cross on your grave
preserving your vanished name …

So don’t raise your hand against me!

   RESURRECTION
The sun shines also under the earth,
as under wings of a hen,
the Earth, this big egg, is ripening
from seed to resurrection.
The seed bursts, our Earth with crust of bone, 
our grave of rock, opens into the void
and all live beings it buried,
animals and humans,
rise, break through the open gate,
stepping across death
which falls on its knees
in the blinding arrows of light.
The high mountains begin to throb
and above the silent grave of rock
 trumpets of leafy trees ring out
the great miracle of the end of the world.
Tibor Tollas

Translated by Livia Varju
OF SERPENT BORN

This month of August 2018, my novel, Of Serpent Born has been published! It is a Young Adult Fiction but adults are welcome to read it! Here’s a blurb;-

Of Serpent Born tells the tale of a sixteen-year old girl who through pain and trauma, discovers her matrilineal roots and its bloodline to the ancient semi-divine beings, the Nagas. It also deals with the relationship between humans and the need for us to live symbiotically with nature.
Thank you very much again for your continued support and faith in my creative spirit. And hopefully, you might enjoy the book!

Details: Title: Of Serpent Born

Author: J.Zacharias 

Publisher: Ragged Bears Ltd.

ISBN: 978185714427
The book can be bought online or it can be ordered in bookshops (support bookshops)

W.H.Smith is selling it online currently.

Thank you! Jacqueline Zacharias.
(of Naburn, near York)
                          In Cornwall.

The stream, springing from the hillside, ran gurgling down the narrow valley towards the beach as they do, in this area. Along its banks grew violets and native yellow irises; as they do, here in Cornwall. The stream didn’t run straight down, for it threaded a weaving line around the rocks and hammocks, finding its way to where, far down on the sand’s edge, it spread out, joining the sea in the tiny, keyhole shaped cove.

Near the spring’s source was a village: that is if three cottages and a telephone box can be called a village! A path led over the cliffs to a larger village about a mile away, and someone had placed a wooden bench near to the spring, where anyone could sit down and admire the view down the valley and across the cove. The beautiful scene certainly deserved admiration. 

Beside the telephone box and the cottages there was a tin hut painted green, which served as a shop. The shop sold postage stamps, and as there was a pillar box nearby, the shop acted for a post office.   

A grey-haired elderly lady, who trotted about in a very sprightly fashion, was the shopkeeper, and served as post-mistress. She knew everyone in the community and in the villages and farms around, and everybody knew she was honest, for they’d known her all their lives, so they left packages and letters with her, confident that they’d be safe. People also asked her about local friends and events because when she wasn’t in her shop, she took her basket, packed with necessities like tea, sugar and butter, to sell at farms and villages nearby. Of course there were shops in the villages, but she liked to hear the news and the latest gossip, so that she’d something to tell her customers.

Every week the newspaper van arrived, and a pile of papers was dumped at the green tin shop; everyone around came to buy papers and discuss the news with families and friends. When the papers were properly read, they were used as curl papers, firelighters, spills, and even toilet paper so that not a scrap was ever wasted.

As a girl, the shopkeeper had played hopscotch with the local girls and cricket in the road with her brothers and the lads from the cottages.

But they all grew up: her older brother and two of the cottage boys were killed in the ‘Great War’ and her other brother left for the City seeking work. He wrote regularly at first, but then his letters became infrequent; he married and then the letters stopped completely. The girls married the cottage lads or boys from the village over the cliff, where there were always dances on a Saturday evening in the village hall.

The lady in the tin shop was never allowed to go dancing when she was young because she had to work at home, or in the shop, so she never did meet anyone to marry. With her friends married and mostly moved away, and strangers in the cottages, she was alone now. 

Looking back, she often dreamed of when her mother looked after the shop while her father went out in his fishing boat; when she and her brothers went to school over the cliff, and spent their holiday time playing cricket or football on the road.

When summer came and the tourist season began people sometimes found the hamlet above the cove; then she’d pop out of her green tin shop and greet them, and welcome them to her village Just as if it were a grand attraction. For to her it was exactly that: she felt that she was welcoming strangers into heaven.  She had lived here for more than seventy years and each day had brought her beauty and wonder even if she was alone.
(continued over page)
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For the stream still gurgled on its way down to the cove, and flowers bloomed along its banks and larks sang overhead; sometimes she could watch seals courting at the cove’s mouth. Pink thrift grew on the cliff, if she cared to walk there, and when ships passed beyond the cove she felt real excitement as she wondered where they were bound. 

With the wind in the right direction, she could hear the children playing in the school yard, where she’d played as a girl; sometimes she caught the sound of them singing hymns and she joined in the well-known tunes. These were sounds that she loved as much as the crashing of breakers or the shifting sound of shingle on the shore.

One day a couple walked along the road. At the sound of their unfamiliar footsteps, the lady popped out of the door of her green tin shop and greeted them:  ‘Hello, my ’andsome!’ she cried ‘You and your young lady are welcome!’ The young man shook her hand and thanked her, while his wife smiled. The lady invited them into her shop and they stepped inside, where there was a decided smell of mouse. They inspected the faded post cards on her display carousel, there being nothing that they needed.

Surprisingly nimble for her obviously advanced years, the lady had a small table, two stools, a teapot and two china mugs set out in a trice: ‘You’ll be having tea!’ she said. Trapped, they sat drinking the tea poured from her big brown-glazed teapot and listening as she talked of her life ‘In them days.’ with her parents, and her brothers and how ‘There was never a dull moment’ when she and her brothers were young. 

The young couple were happy to listen, for she made everything interesting, and it was clear that she was lonely. She spoke about the brother who died on the Somme and of the brother who’d left to look for a new life; she told of her school days and the friends she had made then. 

The lady was obviously an acute observer of everything around her, but mostly she spoke of her home, the beauty of the valley and the daily wonder of the sea. She spoke rapturously of the stream, the wild flowers and the cove, showing her love for this enchanting place. They saw that it was this perception of beauty that fed her and sustained her. 

When they had drained the teapot, and the old
lady had run out of topics, they left her and her 
green tin shop, promising her that they would return.

They kept their promise: a year or so later they found the little, twisty road to the telephone box and cottages, still there, as were the pillar box and the green tin shop. When they walked to the shop door, it was padlocked. Spider webs draped the windows: the door obviously hadn’t been opened for ages. Sadly, the young couple walked away, following the stream which still ran bubbling down the valley, fringed with wild yellow irises and ferns, down to the beach, where they sat down on the sea smoothed rocks above the tide line, and stared out to sea.

The young woman was sad because the green tin shop was locked and the old lady who had been the shopkeeper was not there. Her husband told her not sorrow for the lady, for he said that now she would be reunited with her lost family. As they watched the waves, he said ‘She’ll have never a dull moment again now!’ His young wife cuddled up to his side saying ‘Yes, and she will see the seals doing their mating dance and looking like mermaids, out there between the headlands!’ 

After a little while they got up, and walked back up the valley, beside the stream to the telephone box and the seat. ‘We won’t come here again, now that she’s gone.’ said the young woman.’ And her husband nodded sadly and said ‘No, there’s nobody now to have tea with us, or to tell us stories.’

Sylvia Audrey Charlewood

THEY ARE HERE 

they are here
last week
in a doctor's office
i picked up a magazine
dedicated solely
to selling military hardware
it did not refer to
soldiers
ever
it referred to warriors only
with a capital W
as if they are holy
or proper
or somehow beyond common
citizens or soldiers

they are here
yesterday on the ny times
sir friedman posted a clunking fairly tale 
saying two thousand and nine was
"without any major wars or world-shaking political or geopolitical disruptions"
i posted a reply saying
his article was no more grounded in reality
than a doctor sues nursery rhyme
they deleted it

they are here
last night on public television
was a show
about multitasking
technology
the web
mobile technology
and an old hippie pointed out
that
around the turn of the twentieth century
newcomers to new york
complained of feeling electricity in the air
and in the nineteen sixties
people complained things were changing
too fast

they are here
also on the show
they revealed studies
showing even the best and the brightest
at the best and brightest colleges
did poorly on tests
when multitasking
though the students were certain
they did well

they are here
it's not that children's brains won't develop
to be very good at multitasking
they will
over time
evolve to be very good at holding multiple
lines of thoughts
in their heads
and in their mobile devices
they surely will
have focus
as they flit from task to task

they are here
and it's not that the warriors
won't at first attack
only who
they are told to attack
they will
for they
are here
too
and it's not that new york is bad
or television is bad
or computers are bad
inherently bad
they are not
it's how they are being used
they are here
it is not a luddite at this keyboard
i spend my days
designing user interfaces
conferencing through webex
accessing computers from remote desktops
running alpha versions of software
on virtual machines
so as to avoid
corrupting my registry
i am here
with them
and they
own me
as they own the warriors
and the user interfaces
and the mobile devices
and the airwaves
and the virtual servers
and what they blithely refer to as
change

they are here
and they own it
television could have been a source of enlightenment
instead it is used
as the greatest form of mass mind control ever devised
not so much the idiot box as the marketing box
the computer is a slave machine
i have been chained to it for years
for decades 
in the software industry
we are here with them
and they
are here
too
our children
have been taken away from us
as they sit on the living room floor
as they sit in front of the computer
as they text and chat and talk and sext
whatever values we pretend to instill
are subverted
diverted by the box
by the message
buy, buy, buy, buy 
we can never get enough

they are here
people go to school for thirty years
to learn
how to make your kids by
just another version
of donnie darko's
hungry, hungry, hungry hippos
they are here
and we feel regret
regret
just like donnie
when we don't get our
hungry, hungry droids 
our hungry, hungry wii games
our hungry, hungry computers
(continued over page)
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our hungry, hungry shoes
our hungry, hungry cars
our hungry, hungry flat screens
wide screens
big screens
high definition screens

they are here
in the long run
it will all work out
but the run can be long
very, very long
just like cormac's
road
and in the meantime

they are here
selling our souls
stealing our souls
selling our souls back to us
the airman
who pilots a predator
from a base somewhere in America
kills people all day long
and goes home to dinner with his wife and kids
says
that everything is okay
as long as he puts god first
everything
is
okay
they are here
and it would be oh so nice
if they were alien
but they are human
all
too
human
                      Jason Crowson
An Unpaused Hour

Nine tings chase sanity.

Our guru twiddles

A crow’s sequined wings.

Passions jump off wheezes,

Dashed at the holdall’s flames.

Breath-sucks gyrate the room.

Bar 64

A Jagger-lipped ox

Smirks in its float-bowl.

The lampstand’s crimsoning.

“Quirks,” underbreaths our tiddly guru,

“Aren’t without their suns”.

Breakfast Ritual

Our guru tub-thumps Ouija learning

Into an atom that coggles.

The rubber shark’s dulceting 

“Mack The Knife”.

The Ground Of Being’s egohood

Watusi’s tailwards.

High-muckety, we TLC our sanctified protocols.

Financial Break, No Cheques

This megacosm flumps –

An undisplayable apparition.

We’re diluted by marvelment.

The journey’s butt is an oblivion-fresh

String-puppet butterfly

That coaxes dust

In the attic of our mind fuzz.

Our guru belches –

A pixie’s stage whisper.

The Mediator’s Art

You’ve unfolded these Vanity Fair bodies

Spanning into destiny’s lap.

Poppycock has no improving.

Thighs of our guru’s apostles

Shall be gunked

By Dolly, the sponge-puff mermaid.

Xanadu’s here, well-earthed.

Christopher Barnes

77 Lonsdale Court, Jesmond, Newcastle, NE23HF, UK. Email: d14024304@yahoo.co.uk 
         LIGHT & SHADOW

PAINT TODAY IN BOLDER COLORS

Even shadows need a home

Light will always be followed

by a thin outline on the ground

which changes as we walk, and talk

and reach out for a cooler truth.

Sun may come, but we are moon /star creatures, too

Shadow knows, and waits, and changes(as we change

Will never be as substantial as we need

Rely on shadow? It was always meant to

                                       follow/fallow

in the harvest and the grain. You cannot eat shadows

Light always remains.

                          SENSE 8
SENSE 8 IS BEYOND THE VISIBLE SPECTRA

You can intuit and extend your aura

You can leap into synchronicities

You can deep water the dolphins

Wave white water whales in space

Beach the broken ship wrecked sailors

You can see the sea extend(indefinitely)

You can uncage your horizon eyes

You can unlock your ears of sounds

And let silence return...Moving in waves...

JUST TO BE IN THIS WORLD

Grateful as a bird/whose borrowed wings are time

Etched in tattoos on Sacred Skin. See! that nose-
                                                   pierced sky?

That body modified mountain? Those horned clouds?

Earth is always subject to Modifications. She quakes 
                                                 and shakes us off

like a Sacred Hoop Dancer. Rises Tsunami tides to 
                                                          wave us away

Just to be in this world is a gift. Call it Sense 8

BODY

YOUR BODY.MY BODY

BODHI BUDDHA..BOY BUDDY WISDOM

NET OF SENSES.SENSE&SENSIBILITY.

HOLES IN MY SKIN.NOSE, EYES. EARS. 

                                             SWEAT GLANDS

HOLES IN THE SKIES.WHERE RAIN TRICKLES
                                                                       IN.
THE MAKING OF LOVE IS THE CREATION OF PEACE

TO ADD TO THE FLOWER OF THIS WORLD/GRACE&GOODNESS

Grandeur is the blooming in this Season of Delight

This is the Way We Grow-Seed to Plant/Tree to 
                                                          World Tree

SOMEONE TOOK MY NAME/&USED IT AS THEIR OWN

I could not complain(Nothing is Original)

And when my name returned/I found that it had 
                                                        changed

Nothing wrong with change! So i changed my name 
                                                              again..

YOU CARRY YOUR GARDEN /ON YR SHOULDERS/IN YOUR HEART

It grows as you grow. Bright &Brilliant. Deep & 

                                                             Dark.

As a Forest takes you in/You lose all roads and tracks

You lose direction/cannot find your way back..

This is the Beauty Way. The Pleasure of All Green

To get lost within..Garden Dreams..
DRAGGING THE PAST LIKE A FISHING NET, CATCHING WATER & RELEASING AIR
WARNING!  SOFT LANGUAGE!  SENSUOUS RILLS.SIBILANT SOUNDS.

ROUNDED VOWELS.CONSONANTAL CONSOLATIONS.

WORDS THAT WOUND.SOUNDS THAT HEAL.

BOTH FIND SCARS THAT ARE REAL..

All Heaven Breaks out! Scattered clouds. Uncounted dewdrops. Existential echoes. Explosive silences.

PATIENCE! in the hungry hollow. Eyes horizon. Ears acoustics. Auricle echo. Seashell Chamber. Nautilus.

WORD IS HEARD. Remembered. Forgotten. Revived. Reincarnated. Taking Shape & Form & Consequence

This is Elemental Shape Shifting.

I WAS A DREAM CLOUD SOUP IN A CUP.My cup spilled. Clouds fell out. I fell to Earth (like David Bowie)

Now that he has gone-i return-to the iCloud.

TIME GOT ALARMED&LEFT US ALONE DREAMING TOGETHER.

Clock got up and turned on the SNOOZE button.


Every One wanted Two of Everything.

All the NOs! pretended ignorance. Breakfast bananas.

Bright Bulging Bulgarian Yogurt Soup.

THERE IS ONLY EVER THIS-A door. An ear. A window. Turning of a wave.

The Norman Mailer. The Borges. Lorca. Neruda. The Van Morrison. Eric Burdon.

Turning of tides. Opening of eyes. The WAY and the WAY IN is also the WAY OUT(again!


EMPATHY OVER ENTROPY.ENTHUSIASM OVER CYNICISM. All that ever was/will be again

Always/Ever/Aum-i strain the tea of ease/for Medieval herb thoughts

I drag the creek for bodies of moon memories..
I WANT TO KNOW-HOW DO I GROW? What limits stop Death? What to expect/Tomorrow?

In my new skin/alive and enlivening/Brimful of brain/bubble and squeak

The incorrigible and the restless. The dog's breakfast. The cat's miaow. The rat's revenge. The snakes skipped ship

The day i lived again...

INSIDE THE MIRROR(Outside the Cafe..The teardrop. Sweat stains. The Titan. The Unitarian. The shipwreck. The haircut. The tourniquet. The tournament.

The Seed. The Tree. The Plant. The IMAX. The Bukowski. The Mary Oliver. The Rumi. The Kabir. The Rudyard Kipling. The Robert Louis Stevenson.

The "SOMETHING HAPPENED!"-Then it happened again. The Paradox. The Parabola. The Parachute. The Promised Pool of Perfection. The Photograph.

The Epistle. The Euphrates. The stairwell. The staircase. The Ark. The Two of Every Memory..Repeating..

OUTSIDE THE CAGE-We grow wild and wider. We enlarge ourselves. Like caged birds become battalions of butterflies when released

And all Nursery Plants return to Jungle Origins. Contemplating Depths-is all that was. ceding to 
         SOUNDS OF SPACE
WHAT WILL BE..

EACH CELESTIAL BODY EMITS VIBRATIONS

as we do, smaller, but still connected.
We say that space is silent

but we intuitively hear "the music of the spheres"-
                                                           relate to 

the war of Mars or the love of Venus. Ask Gustaf 
                                                              Holst!

Ask every space-rock explorer of sonic landscapes.
(continued over page)
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Ask GONG and Hawkwind and Steve Hillag
Ask The Invisible Opera Company of Tibet.

Every eye in the sky, every space warrior

Every moon orbiting singing bowl 

has tone and tune and meaning.

We came from space, and to space we are returning...

(The Sounds Of Jupiter - Beautiful Haunting Interstellar sounds from the Gas Giant
There may be no sound in space but there are plenty of radio waves. These waves can be converted into…

youtube.com)
THERE IS AN ALTAR IN YOUR ART

THAT IS WHERE YOU GO TO GLOW

To build beauty with butterfly wings

as temporary as twilight. Go, pilgrim!-

to where harmonies await/in colors, shapes, and 
                                                              forms

as yet unknown to you. Explore beyond Borders, 

                                                     barriers and walls.

Daub your worlds with Visions and with Splendor! New is waiting to be borne!

Fresh! is moist upon her lips! Be Bold! Brave! Beautiful! Seek

what is as yet only a hint  of tinted daylight/reflected moonlight/blinking star fire!

The ways of Light are many and so various. 

Every song has chant, essence, meaning, chorus

Those silent echoes await your start.
ACTIVATE YOUR ART!
     LAUGHING GHOST

EYE CARRY MY GHOSTS WITH ME

(You can not see them-unless you can-

Then we will share them(a common language.

Even these words mean different things to different 
                                                              people

There are specific people we have known 

Some of whom are dead. This binds us-

not because of the quality of the departed/more for 
                                                      that final fact-

they are gone, and only live when we choose to focus 
                                                 and remember

(That is most certainly not enough for me!
 I CHOOSE LIFE IN EVERY MOMENT!
Not some mad exuberance of brilliant poseurs-more the rattle and hum of daily doings

Each relationship afloat in a context of shared 
                               meanings. If i die, forget me.

I will have been wrong about immortality(again).This 
                                                      past life & my next.

All those future lives, still unexpressed. Line by line, this fishing twine unwinds.

It makes a Net that shares data in its flow .
It is who we know animates.

The air of influences that we breathe in common. These words. This bridge. 

All those rivers of souls beneath us. And around.
THIS WRAP AROUND WORLD WE LIVE WITHIN

 ART IS A DOORWAY THROUGH WHICH WE PASS

Life @the entrance, death just sand and silences

Womb view round belly into stick figure squares &
                                                                 rectangles

Schedules, plans, contracts, duties, dogma, boxes, 

                                                                     coffins

PAINT YOUR WAY OUT OF THE BOX, BANKSY!/ Ai Wei Wei!

Uniform knows that art glows when he is not looking

Scampers in with a frame to lodge on Gallery Walls

Spray-paints wonders on all mural outdoor walls!
THERE ARE THOSE WHO PAINT THE FLOWERS

from the snatched gardens in their minds-others use the visions of their inner eyes

Eye like  the David Hockney/Jeffrey Smart hyper-
                                                          realisms

Paint me refineries/toll-ways/offices and prisons

THIS IS THE WORLD WE LIVE WITHIN!

Van Gogh had flowers-Monet Givenchy

We have post-industrial oppressive violations of feng 
                                                                     shui

No wonder TRANSFORMERS/AVENGERS destroy 
                                                             our skyline

Inside our hearts, we long for roundness of Gaia
                                                           Womb

So when i hear that Jeffrey Smart has died

i hear the paintings on my garage wall cry
      THE WOMAN WITH NO NAME

Mother of your children (your own mother
Lover, friend, ally, confidante, child ,sister
In named countries, she must be hidden
In freedom, she can sing. She carries 
water from wells in villages. Fills refugee camps
Individual/generic(what is her name? Anonymous-
artist's model, secretary, soldier, healer, doctor, nurse
She is a warrior on every home front
Who cleans the baby's diapers when men are absent?
Who is both Warrior's Rest and Healing Balm?
Who dresses wounds of those who choose to hurt?
Who is abused /raped/assaulted? 
Who needs a SAFE PLACE?
Who is half the human race /half your soul spirit 
                                                                    face?
Whose beauty is filmed and sold and framed?
Who endures pain and change? Wisdom of age?
Who gives birth and assists at your ending?
Who lives without a name (except your borrowed 
/married?
What part of her is in you now/and needs to know?
HOW HALF OUR WORLD IS SHADOW 
Thom World Poet worldpoet@rocketmail.com
For full details of Thom’s life, work & videos see: thomworldpoet@blogspot.com
PAGE  
1

