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Introduction
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The lightness of living bird bones balance behind the intention of these poems. That is; to read the messages as foundation for your own freedom in their moments of inspired story and poetic ode. Mostly made with the help of the Facebook poetry prompt group “Prompted Prose” during April’s International Poetry Month 2025, they deal with the task of insight into collective consciousness, the inner child, Gaia’s natural weavings, my life as a poet and early years educator, immortality, the festival of human hope, and of course the eternity of love I’ve been gifted to experience with my darling Chelsea K Vela. In joy and flight my feathered loves, read on... 
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The Bird
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There was a bird stuck in my car,

In a five second moment

I would fix his bones,

Take him to meet the family,

make a nest of our laughter

And the kindle morning sun.

I would heal his hungry blood,

make the wind in the yard

our dancing crying wings,

I would feed him sunflower seeds

from my garden, learn to speak

His language, call him

'Willy Bastion Yeats.'

Early on Sunday’s

Life would pour like honey,

Feed him gold flaked muesli,

And tilt his eye to the curious stars.

And I would

Listen this time,

Listen to his Melbourne dream,

Listen again and live his empire.

I wouldn't want to,

But soon I'd expect him

to inspire us.

And then

I'd set him free

To save the world from this.

And then

when he left

my throne of traditions,

Of time and expectations

I never planned,

I would realise that all I heard

was a skeleton on the wind,

for the sound of the bird was in fact

the window wipers chirping

A kind yet cruel perceptions pose,

Of a 5 second life,

A window...
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The Letter
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Mr Inner Child approached his gold and purple letterbox after a hard day at the lucid dream school. He opened it, went inside his black and red spaceship house, and emptied its contents onto the fishtank coffee table where a circle of mirror fish began. Promptly and without measure, he sighed deeply into his leather couch. The first letter he opened was from his solicitor who worked at the frontal cortex office on main. The main message read; "I regret to inform you that forgetting four parents’ names during the mermaid and sandcastle pickup this evening has deepened the case against your character. If the situation down at the memory office doesn't improve, I'm afraid I will have to forfeit your position to the thought police." He sighed a little and grimaced as a four-foot fire started on his stove. The second letter was an advertisement that had made it past his cryptic "no junk mail please" neon powered blinking sign. And even though the fire began to take over the cupboards and he knew he shouldn't, he read on; "are you 42 and still wearing feathers, ripped jeans and hoodies? Do you want more social respect in your life in order to make a real difference in the world? Try plain clothes today! Free of any possible memory stains and easy to wash clear of any conscious message, they're bound to set your bank account on the executive elevator to the abundant skyscraper of your choice!" He sighed again, heavily this time, and a lamp broke and began to spit lightning bolts, barely missing his dreadlocks.  Mr Inner Child was getting tired now, his arms felt like concrete and the smoke and lightning made him sneeze, cough, and twitch. He was about to let his eyelids fall when he noticed, under the coffee table, that he had missed a letter. He took a long time to reach it and most of the house was a fireball filled with lightning serpents, but once he did, he ripped open the star and moon speckled envelope and read the scribbly, misshaped, chaotically sized message. As he did a kind of blue glow appeared from his heart. Time forgot itself. Fire and smoke crawled back into its own nowness. Power learned to love its sockets again and all the appliances, walls and-the-like sighed and cleaned themselves as if to say " ahem... sorry about that" - for the message itself was simple and from another Inner Child. All it said was; "thank you daddy... miss you..."

#poetryofthesoul #innerchildhealing #IMP2025 #day5
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The Save
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To save the gentle pulses 

of sunrise and tree sway.

To save all the Fibonacci curls

of your ear-cheek arrival smile upon my chest.

To save laughter echoing from our dinner table.

To save remembrance,

To breath back distance 

before getting out of the car rush.

To save the abyss falling dream child

of hope at the waking mind

Aka the cliff edge of the day.

This is the caress of our crystal’s constant,

The next heart beat found home 

in the millionth “I love you,”

The uncurling sage smoke simile

of the new day with you,

The earths central intent

in my poems,

In our poetry

As our life. 
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The Call
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Between the wax of my awaken-ness

And the wane of my 2pm nap;

“Honey” you called to me.

And in the silence of your work absence

The reasons for this

‘in between’ psychic message 

Becomes the doing words of this poem.

And in the silence of your work absence

The bee fractal of our 

together heart angel turns on.

Further, 

Then and there and still now

it glows for us all, 

the possible,

the bridges to vibrations 

like a crystal, and 

it buzzes these conscious

faceted windows to

all the Cancarian

full moons of our home.

It buzzes all the tuning forks

in our love link pathways of when pauses.

It calls from the 3rd eye-heart mandalas 

of our embrace, meaning 

we radiate, we kiss, we love you

the arrival flower time

of our grace...
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The Leaving Place
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I will leave my poems

In the after-fade colours of the lightning.

In the unfurling clock gears dew

of this summer’s flower.

In the quiet sage rested,

birdsong-love-echo of home.

I will leave my poems

With lost swaying hitchhikers,

With houseless foetal whispers,

With parents ripping 

lips and arms away at the school gate.

I will leave my poems 

As the dragon cloud for the child,

As wall-less dream for the peaceful,

As the waterfalls rainbow made of

rock-death and psychic chaos for

the dragonfly’s clear flight path.

I will leave my poems

As yes, a final DMT altogether,

Earth together, orgasm of yes,

All yes;

Yet not yet...
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