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Foreword

 As a roving geologist I have studied,
and added, in a small way, to the incredible historical story of
our planet. I have seen how rocks, plants and animals have evolved
their wondrous complexities. Even the different races of the Human
species are the results of evolution based on different latitudes
and strengths of sunlight. Yet most people, including myself, were
brought up to believe that some kind of god ‘made us all’. And that
was that: no need to think! So these poems are for you thinking
people, who may have read the million and one lines of evidence
against traditional religion, and yet, still, in your hearts, you
‘would like to see your Mum again.’
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Heart or
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The choice between acting from the head or the heart is a
dilemma that afflicts many of us. Some folk: those normally
reserved and serious, are all ‘head’; while there are others who
‘wear their heart on their sleeve,’ to quote the great Bard. But
such impulses can profoundly affect the way we consider serious
issues. Acting from the heart can imply an impulsive lack of
thought, whilst acting from the head suggests intellectual
consideration. On the other hand, there are some people who, on
important issues, can think with their heart one day and with their
head the next.






Monarchist me,
monarchist you, and monarchists all of us.

We like to love a monarch and all the attendant fuss.

To live above political dirt and strengthen our destinies.

And give us the continuity which history decrees.

Democrat me, democrat
you, and democrats all of us.

I think we require the people’s will, that’s really obvious.

We refuse to bow and scrape before a pack of haughty prats

Whose personal lives and sexual pranks resemble alley cats.

Religious me,
religious you, and religious all of us.

We all require some destiny to make us all virtuous.

To explain our souls and understand why, through the
centuries

Much greater people than ourselves have scars all over their
knees.

Atheist me, atheist
you, and atheists all of us.

The statues, Koran and Bible are pretty ridiculous.

The evidence is in the rocks, and now all can see that we

Are merely another species enjoying its apogee.

‘Quivocal me,
‘quivocal you, ‘quivocal all of us.

Some days our heart will rule the head and come out
religious.

Next day our head is stuffed with the facts and scientific
lists.

As tadpoles’ fins become frogs’ legs: we’re converted
Darwinists.

Pathetic me, pathetic
you, pathetic all of us.

We never take a proper stance and sound quite ludicrous.

We are always Devil’s Advocates and rather cynical.

We’d dearly like to have the faith and swallow the bitter pill.

Which wins for me,
which wins for you, which wins for all of us.

We really want the heart to win, but no, it’s the head that
must.

But we can handle all of this, though we are not the rule.

I rather wish all those teenage louts had been to Sunday
School.


Fairy Land
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The ‘Heart or Head’ conundrum comes to a ‘head’ with
children’s stories which are all wonderfully untrue, but most
children believe them. Some go on believing in fairies and Santa
Claus till they die. Religious stories are the same.






They fed us all with
candlesticks:

Like unsuspecting cuckoo chicks,

We gobbled down our worms and flies,

Our fairy queens and blackbird pies.

Stuffed with dragons,
and filled with knights,

Damsels, maidens, chocolate delights;

Nursery rhymes from history:

Our Fairy Land of fantasy.

And all those fairies
in the wood,

Where Tinker Bell will make us good;

And Santa Claus will come tonight,

If you believe and stay polite.

We learned of gods,
who played their games,

Like Zeus’s thunderbolts of flames;

And tales of Homer and of Thor,

Allah, Buddha, and many more.

They fed us too with
tales of Dark,

Of Apples, Adam and the Ark;

Of ghosts and goblins screaming in;

Of Heaven and Hell, Death and Sin.

And then it dawned
upon us all,

That all were lies both great and small:

No more the glint in Santa’s eye;

No more that sherry and mince pie.

And what we read was
evident:

The Struggle for Enlightenment:

Gods and fairies are in the mind:

The mere inventions of mankind.

Yes, we prefer
reality:

As educated people see.

Ignorance has a hollow ring:

Science will answer everything.

Even ethics:
religion’s spurs,

Are down to Greek philosophers.

We live; we die; there’s nothing more:

No sunset on that heavenly shore.

But, do we really want
to be

Just like an ant or tiresome flea?

And why on earth should we behave

When nothing lies beyond the grave?

So, let’s return to
Fairy Land:

Bury our heads deep in the sand.

That Bliss, which ignorance doth reign

Means: we might see our Mum again.


Going to
Hell
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In 2002, I sent this poem to a local newspaper in answer to
the ‘slings and arrows’ directed at the public by a retired vicar,
who we shall call Les. Needless to say, my poem went
unpublished.






Everyone but Les is
going to Hell,

Hindus, Pagans, Gays, Muslims as well.

Any who disobey the Holy Writ

In the way that Rev interprets it.

His liberal
colleagues, loving and true,

Get the thumbs-down from St Peter too.

Who has the chance of escaping from Hell

When Les or the Devil quotes so well.

And Jesus Christ, were
he now to come back,

Would get the full weight of Leslie’s flak:

‘Mixes with drop-outs, scruffy, erratic,

Looking like a Muslim fanatic.’

But will Les arrive at
those pearly gates

Literally, the way he translates?

Has he followed his rules, so strict and hard,

Or been hoisted with his own petard?

‘Judge not’ is denied
in every letter.

At chucking stones he’s even better.

Sell all you have and give it to the poor?

Not in Ambleside Close for sure.

So join us dear Les on
our road to Hell,

Hindus, Pagans, Gays, Muslims as well.

With love, respect and humility

We’ll club together for your entrance fee of gold.


Ridiculous!
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All religions and gods begin as local ‘cults’ and spread out
before being superseded by new gods and cults. The Duke of
Edinburgh is worshipped in parts of Vanuatu. Will this cult
flourish into a political religion as Islam and Christianity have
done? Ridiculous?


The Duke of Edinburgh
is worshipped now

On a South Pacific isle.

‘That’s both primitive and ridiculous!’

Says our patronising smile.

‘Our God will touch
down with gifts for us all,

If we clear a landing place.

They call our religion a Cargo Cult:

We’re waiting to see his face.’

The Romans and Norse
had myriad gods,

The same as the Hindus now.

A pantheon of chaps and animals,

All bartering for a bow.

Then there’s that god
of the Christians and Jews,

That old ethnic cleansing bloke.

Ordering Lot’s daughter to be abused,

Killing thousands at a stroke.

They all believe their
religion is best;

That others are misinformed.

Even worse than that, the rest of the world

Might have to be chloroformed.

And when one considers
the single god,

There is no reason to gloat.

Those untrue stories and great deceptions,

All forced down their children’s’ throat.

Yes, if you, Paddy,
were born in Iran,

You would be a Muslim now.

And Ali, if you were a Mexican,

You’d make your Catholic vow.

Enlightened souls have
abandoned such texts,

Embracing Darwin as well.

They say there’s a God who has planned our lives,

Since evolving from a
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