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Titles of Poems/ Index to first lines:
It Furthers One To Cross The Great Water
They danced around bouncing lightly on their toes
She was but a sweet young thing
To Be...
You were in a school for little girls...
I loved it when you kissed me like a little girl...
REASON FOR LIVING ON THE EARTH!
“It Furthers One To Cross The Great Water”*
The woman to the dreamer is but a wishing well
To the timid man she is a stormy ocean
To those whom she would give, a joyous lake
And rain to those who take her on emotion
And to the dreamer, a man is but a mirror
To the timid girl, a secret fiery potion,
To those whom he would give, a cosmic swimmer
And energy to those he sets in motion
And when men and women’s souls are free
They are what they ever wish to be
And when two as these come together
They float and fly like wind upon a feather
And grow just like the seasons
And change just like the weather
And to the dreamer this poem is a pillow
To the timid one it is a bed of nails
To those whom I would give it is a secret
And to those who do believe it’s fairytales
To me it's the wind in my sails
1972 *(Title from the I Ching)
Bridge of Sighs
It was just about a day and a night
Since she’d walked out the door,
I had just one thing I was sure of –
I wouldn’t see her anymore.
I was staring through that doorway
Into Eternity,
Coming to terms with the truth,
As it appeared to me.
That was all it took to open up my eyes,
And I started on my way across the bridge of sighs.
There was red paint on the floor yellow on the wall,
They were just the perfect colours for the fall,
By the time November came,
No one knew my name,
That was all it took to make me realize,
No one follows you across the bridge of sighs.
Winter came and rumours flew thick and fast,
Each one much more dazzling than the last,
Until one day in springtime I was sitting on the porch
A friend of hers came by and blew out my torch.
That was all it took, imagine my surprise
And I saw the sun going down along the bridge of sighs.
I have travelled many, many miles since then,
Following my own sweet star,
It’s so good to have a friend
Who always knows just where you are;
She’s got me all wrapped up, in the perfect disguise,
One day we’ll go out walking along the bridge of sighs.
Another “True Life Adventure”
I slaved my guts out every day
A tear is in my eye
My future looks neither bright nor grey
It’s on my death bed I lie
At eighteen years I took a step
Never looking where I went
I was naďve, young, inept
But my mind was already bent
My proverbial foot fell on thin air
And into the chasm I fell
My poor young ones, take great care
Harken to what I tell….
My only thoughts at that age
Were security and sex
I never thought deeply on marriage
Nor thought about the wrecks
Indoctrinated, yes, that’s the word
Yes, that’s what happened to me
If I look at my life it seems absurd
But my eyes weren’t permitted to see
My grandchild sat at my bedside
Adoration in her eyes
She asked of things, I nearly cried
I had to tell her lies
She asked how exciting my life had been
How many songs had I sung
How many people had I seen
Had I seen a violin strung?
I could not tell her the actual truth
I invented exciting tales
Of travels and conquests in my youth
Excuse me, my voice, it fails
I could not tell of hollow dreams
Of pension plan and comfy seat
And yet, in reality it seems
They were the reason for my heart beat
Although I never cared much then
It seems to matter now
That when I’m face to face with God, when!
How can I tell him, how?
That I sacrificed my lucky health
My precious eyesight too
My wonderful senses – more than wealth
And yet, all of that is true
I gave them all up to a cold, hard place
That’s all I ever saw
I encouraged wrinkles to my face
And a choice, I have no more
So the result of my poor life it seems
Is a tired, unhappy man
With no memories, no, not even dreams
You can do better, you can!
You see the final irony of the piece
-this will fill you with distaste –
The pension plan, a malignant disease,
Was the motive for my waste
But yesterday I was hit by a bus
Today I’ll probably die
So you ask, why all the fuss?
Listen, I’ll tell you why….
At sixty five the plan comes true
I could not ask for more
But! (and I hope the significance will terrify you)
I am only sixty four!
- Summer 1966 -
Dig the cradle of the night time
Lie in gentle slumber’s arms
Watch your dreams fulfil your wishes
Revel in god’s given charms
Can I compare love to a candle flame?
its wick integrity
Which, if removed
Love's wax ensures no burning flame can be.
You spoke a little while ago
I fear you said you Love me true,
As tomorrow brings another day
Tomorrow brings another you.
For if we should love a hundred years,
Each second of those years anew
We shall have said, unspokenly,
With new love we loved each other true.
If rain did not how then would sea
Renew herself
Eternally.
She must have given to the sun
A reason for his daily run
A reward which exquisitely plain
Produced the child of nature – Rain
The atmosphere which we partake
Is the bed where sun and sea may slake.
To gestate in no time takes but a second,
Outside good people, be rain wettened.
This child of nature hath the power
To make a dull world green inside an hour,
Which, could we but see, it does
It can effect the same on us.
Here stands the big tree
Its winding branches grew
To commemorate the way
The wind once blew
If by senses man must live
Let himself to nature give,
And she will make good use of him
To satisfy and insect’s whim
And not just five
But senses six there be.
For all but one, these days, can we
See man made replicas abound
But for the sixth none can be found
And so good friends I exhort thee
To give to nature sight and smell
Your ear and touch and taste as well
But of your sixth yourself require
It’s resting place can reach much higher
Than Everest, and deeper too
Where Oceans long cease to be blue
Set it off in one direction
Swaddled not in hesitation
For it must return the longest way
And pass by greed and hate
When it returns quite wet with dew
Its resting place will become you!
1967
Sailing into England
Past the green isle of Wight on blue
Water blue sky
Clouds hang in wisps
Accent dimension three to four
Light grey castle set in green hillside
A clearing, flanked by succulent dark green trees
Accents now to evermore,
Two riders in dark clothing moooove
Across the distance prancing, seagulls
Flap wings, air currents bring good glidings
Above the tidings of the Solent,
Town crowding on the shore
Dull red bright grey stone, two steeples
At opposite ends of the town,
Yachts swerve through the twinkling of the suns verve,
Buoys mark our course to the distant smokestacks
Derricks and cranes and a bright orange flame
Flaps in the high breeze,
The ferry boat makes crackling frenzied foam
The water wakes as we depart,
The sun is blinding silver gold on the water if you stare
But you may look at it and see your patterns dancing there
1969
Growing Pains.
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