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    To the many friends, acquaintances and stimulating thinkers who have elicited a poetic response fro me.

      

    



  	
        
            
            I write no deeper poem
But thought and rhyme
My life's trail to mark
With blazing on the bark
That I might then divine
My shadowed way to home
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​“All bad poetry springs from genuine feeling.” – Oscar Wilde

I am still the little boy wanting one person, maybe me, to understand my soul and hug.

“The memories, even the hard ones now sweetened by time, roiled in his mind as the water did at the bottom of the falls, with big splashes of time suddenly leaping into view. When they washed against the hard surface of reality, they left a bright sheen, a memory of their passing.” –From Echo of the Whip-poor-will (Don Hayward – 2018)

I do not intend the verses below to aspire to, or imitate great or even good poetry. If the reader approaches verse from a literary perspective, I suggest they not bother proceeding further. As the sub-title says, these are the margin notes to my life. I have recorded my thoughts and feelings at various times and from an early age have expressed them in crude verse and rhyme. I have included things here that evoke something in me. Re-reading these makes me re-examine my thoughts, feelings and attitudes and give me a sense of change, if not progress.

Some of the thoughts, attitudes and feelings may not apply now to my thinking. Notes, after all, exist as mere reminders of a special place in a story. We grow and learn as a story develops. In the same way, the male-centric nature of some of this reflects both the times when entitled males were generally ignorant of gender bias and the reality that I intend the male in much of this to be the writer.

My reactions to reading these records will likely escape the reader. Those might become the subject of another verse or two some night when I immerse myself in these and feel melancholy. For now, they remind me of people, places, emotions and circumstance that are important.

I hope that you find these interesting and perhaps, if good at all, they will raise a smile, a thought or a tear. 

I write no deeper poem

But thought and rhyme

My life’s trail to mark

With blazing on the bark

That I might then divine

My shadowed way to home

Versifier

A verse I sought

Reaching for the polyglot

Of the gleaming bowl

A handful of words

Extract

Thrown high upon the wind

To litter the floor

In random clarity

The versifier speaks

In code so free

Easily known

By you and me

The poet so much

Portrays such wit

That their verses make me

Seem like a twit.

Within this memory 

Aspen birch and pine

Blazing October

Colours this heart of mine

Setting feet restless

Upon memory’s road

Visiting places that

Be no more 

But living wild

Within this memory

Words

Words that brush the mind

Birthing images

Thoughts and feelings

Desire for the view

But at the end

May they ignite

Love and caring 

Embracing all the new

The only remembered snippet of my first ever poem, Grade 5. Perhaps not a poem worth remembering, but it was my first.

Nature’s little parachutes

Falling to the ground

Nature’s little parachutes

Making ne’re a sound.

Thanks

I look at the cosmic wonder

In its faithful eternity

And give thanks

At my brief privilege of being

What poets do

There are poets

Who think

Who write

Hyperbolic arc

Where words wander

Into an infinite

Void

Of meaning

In hope

Perhaps

Deriving

Precipitate

Into a glimpse

Of the writer’s being

But then

Perhaps

Some write

Closer loops

Of words

That look

Outward still

To explore

Not the writer’s

But the reader’s soul.

Take the step

There is a place in thought

We dare not go

We feel the unmarked line

Separating all from

Promising light

Or fearful darkness so

We stand on the edge of fear

Feet leaden dead and slow

Courage, courage

Take the step

Feel the wind of freedom

Soar on the uplifting draughts

Of new wonder

And our future fill.

––––––––
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Simple Verse

A dream

I awoke one day

In simpler times

The clang and clash long gone

My thoughts were of food

And fire and love

My heart was full of song.

***
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Gone are the children

Simple pleasures and fun

Carried into adulthood

On times constant run

***
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Memories softly drop

Upon your ken

Rolling up the years

From now, to then.

A writer

I had a thought

To write it down

Life slammed a door

I kicked

Screamed

The door held fast

I turned

To hoe the beans

Returned

Kicked and screamed

I turned

To hoe the peas

Sun set

Returned

Body

Spent and weary

Mind would not still

The door

Stood ajar

Inside

Quill and paper waited

I wrote.

Letter to a friend December 19/68

Now permit me

To take you

Upon my knee

As we sit

Here by the fire

Never mind the

Northeast wind

That plucks

The hydro wires

(Mournfully, of course)

Piling snow in ridges

Listen

As I tell

Tales of man

Woe and victory

Laughter and tears

Dreams and terrors

Woven into

Broadcloth

Many hued

Of infinite

Warp and weft

Change knees

Bank the fire

Breath... slowly now...

And thus

The tale ends

You climb down

From upon my knee

I move

To hold you near

You fade

Into the fire

The flames embrace

As you smile

Soothing

Fading away

Fading... faint

I sigh

In thanks

Aware

Of warm comfort

You have given

Picture and poetry

One grabs the scene

To freeze it still

In perfect line as it had been

Settled there unchanging will

And forever what we see

A place that no longer be

A rhyme explores the essence true

The instant that would then renew

Its perfect hint of what will be

That finds the soul of what we see

And tells its tale to you and me

Verse

Poems run

As logs on the river

Of life

Sliding slick and free

Bobbing in the gentleness

Writhing, twisting groaning

In the rough

Hanging on the shore

And shoal

Jamming in the narrow hardness

Blocking thought and feeling

Building emotion high until the centre cannot hold and break

Dashing free

With finality so bold.

Poetry







Read in joy
























Oh, dear child,






Life






Infinite Intricacy












Seek freedom














Origins








Naming



















We will be free.




















False freedom







Life again













I judge not

Love









Her departing train














Leaving home












Velvet night





So you want to live on Mars?







Sanctuary of the mind


















The humbling flow









Contemplation








Sinusoid of Hope
















Such as she









Diane
















Aurora









Musing girl










Dad One





Dad Two















A father’s gift



















Went to visit Mom in her last hours








Thank you Mother













Ode to Mom

High Falls memories




























The Shunned Suitor











From Old Albert





Let us all
















Wildwood











Your Smile







21-2-72














April is a tease







April is not the cruellest month

















Human arrogance








Hubris







Eclipse

















Flimsy existence









23-8-72

















June ain’t June no more















The Spanish River high summer






Summer High Falls 1964


























Blustery summer day





Autumn One







Autumn Two







December














Wintertime








In nature’s face









Winter Too











Frolic or frown










But the Land
















Sunlight









Birds and beetles















In my yard




























Forest music















Nature sings









Cosmic dance










Day’s last light 







Dreams


















2-4-71


































Morning poem

















Wonderful world











Ace Restaurant – Espanola Ontario 1965





Nurturing sea








Icebergs in Trinity Bay (for a friend there)








For Orangeville and all Libraries, 2024 














Sharp words













Understand our place






























Cleaning chalkboard erasers- memories of the 1950s

SS4B Drury High Falls School

























Old note books


Today’s pottery challenge


















A beautiful new













Our journey







Australian Outback
























In Sunda Straight December 1971









In Alice Springs 2-4-70






























The Northland

























Memories in the heart

(for a friend who had suffered a great loss)









Sonnet for Theresa
















Water’s Laughter






























Toronto 20-4-69






































Dusk from the Sam McBride (1966)













Hand on the wheel









Brandi’s thank you poem for her sailor friends







Ode to a snow-covered parking lot































Barren love









Morning’s kiss








Nature spun






Dance of life







Working class


















Who? Me?





Internet protest








All must fall









Eyes of a cult believer

From “The End of shadows” – Don Hayward 2014






Finally, we see








Welcome














Ode to the Sixties

(Written Jan 1, 1970 in more optimistic times)























































More humility















Reflections On Apollo 11


































Cosmos

























To Vega through clouds









Humans













The others
















Hail to the chief






The End to My Hunting





































Rock cut on Highway 17 from the high school bus





















Meadows of dawn

Meadows of dawn 2








Time Exposure (flowers in the rock)












































Experimental biology





Ripples in the dark

















Thoughts on a damaged washroom wall










Huzza







Coronation 2023






















The horse’s ass






















The origins of the English language

















I’m in a stew








ABM Dialogue






Banshee Blarney













































Drunken spouse






Spaghetti Squash Dinner







Don’t come for dinner

A little dash of Ogden Nash






I know I put it somewhere safe








Ratio – The π pie maker






















Papa and the mouse































The lost spool of thread

















Winter? Who knows?









Winter bear
















Winter leaves in a huff









In light of the scarding moon







Stoned at the Henge








Laying stone




























Geologist, Lime Rick






Alphabet Book






Sheep dog







Ugly beauty





Duty call













Mosquito bite










The Ballad of Cousin Sue

(Or, the not so silent listener)













































Sis

















The Broadcasting Blues


































Overripe bananas








Uncertainty











One too many






A present from Gizmo the cat







Puppy

















For my Usayan friends who always come late to the harvest table.












Reality









Isotopia


























Time










A thing or two



















The reluctant cat in winter











Canadian patriot
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