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Martin Carter (1927-1997)
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I have been writing poetry all my life.



I love the ‘taste’ of words—how they go together, how they sound, how they feel and how they evoke emotions in myself and others. I write because writing completes me, makes me feel whole, balanced and content.

I write to better articulate and understand the world around me.

Even though I pour my heart and soul into every work I compose, most of my poetry is not strictly autobiographical. I write about the human condition: things I may have experienced, or personally witnessed but more often than not, I write about what I ‘see’ looking through the windows of others. I also write about the natural world. There is just so much scope out there.

My poems are like my children—good or bad—whether they convey the messages I intend or not, whether they are understood, whether people like them or not, I love them all the same.

I invite you to Taste my Words and I hope that you will find some delicious morsels here to satisfy your creative appetite.

Lisa Freemantle

BACK TO CONTENTS

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

TASTE MY WORDS


[image: image]


Some of my words are spicy and hot

Others are bland, but most are not

Nibble and tongue each pledge, each text

Your palate knows not what flavour is next

Will it be magic or informative reports?

Or just back and forth utterances of all sorts?

Or declaration of love or frothy remark?

Or thoughts of hate or views both light and dark?

Still... take a big bite, digest and then chew;

Pungent senses explode, exposed for clearer view.

Tangy, salt, sour and bittersweet,

Implications change with every perceptive, 

prospective glance meet

For though meanings are murky

And transform each hour, each day,

Taste my words, won’t you?

Let their flavour show the way

BACK TO CONTENTS

WE ARE WE POETRY INTRODUCTION

The first group of poems in this collection, I have called We are We. These poems speak of the common human experience, shared and understood by all mortals who live on this planet. The first selection by the same name, epitomizes this concept. 
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2nd April 2022



We are we

We exist in infinite variety

shaped by our world, our society 

Molded by our choices 

and shaped by the hands of others,

we are mirrored fragments, 

facets of our fathers and mothers

There are no prescriptive measures, 

or rigid doctrine we must rehearse;

no, our shared human mandate

is simply just living in this universe

We are we

Call us: he, she, they, me

as we grow continuously

we run in our mortal race;

each progressing at our own pace

Some of us push ourselves 

to climb ever higher;

must be stronger, go longer,

keep striving, inspire

Others  though, sit back

sedate, relaxed, calm;

reserved, just observe

with unruffled aplomb 

But whatever we be:

driven or free

we share the same innate plan,

the inner sense; 

that we understand, 

the true essence 

we see 

our naked humanity

for

We are we

BACK TO CONTENTS
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11th February 2021

History stretches forward in time,

touches us on the shoulder and seeps into our skin

We are build-ed chronicles, molded sagas;

preordained re-occurring themes, 

rooted from deep within

Though our life journeys are individual, 

they are in themselves not unique

Recessed thoughts percolate; 

their effects indirect, oblique

For we are a tapestry of long agos, 

here and nows and tomorrows;

woven threads of past joys, 

present stresses and future sorrows

Who we were, who we are 

and who we will be

are all one in the same, actually

They are transected yet connected, 

infected with one another;

we are inexorably linked 

to our inner father, mother, sister, brother

The bonds are inescapable, 

no matter where we turn,

they pull and push 

and these entwining strands yearn

to fabricate, cultivate 

and create a new telling of our joined story: 

past history, future memory compelling

It is an eternally winding and meandering life tale

fed fresh by our present-day trivial detail

So... ensure your knitted fibres remain

moral, just and strong

for it is to future generations 

that they will evermore belong

BACK TO CONTENTS
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24th January 2021

Lend my pen to your eyes;

Eyes open to observe, explore, view

and with discerning perception, bear witness to 

entire life tomes, every chapter, every page

articulated, beautifully written about at every stage;

No myopic vision, do not limit your sight;

Do not stay in the darkness, come into the light

Young, new, old and wise,

please, lend my pen to your eyes

Lend my eyes to your mind;

Mind open to ponder what is seen

and gain understanding of what authentic living means

Every facet, every aspect, every idea, every plan,

be you child, adolescent, woman or man;

Do not limit your awareness or attitude

or accept the random platitude; 

Consider, contemplate all you find;

Please, lend my eyes to your mind 

Lend my mind to your mouth;

Mouth open to express inner ideas and notions, 

every true belief, every genuine emotion;

Be fluent in articulating all manner of thought

Communicate! Some may agree with you ... or not

Do not suffer to be silent, speak, speak aloud!

Let your opinions be known, be confident, be proud

Voice your observations to east, west, north and south,

Please, lend my mind to your mouth 

Lend my mouth to your ears;

Ears open to actively attend and take heed

to every word others say, for their truth kernels, their seed;

For much can be learned when you stop and take note:

knowledge, shared confidences or sweet anecdote

Do not block out voices or ignore the sound, 

for wisdom is gained to one listening all around

Be truly there for the triumphs, be there for the tears,

Please, lend my mouth to your ears

Lend my ears to your hands;

Hands open to applaud what has been heard;

Make every act, every manipulation, the “word” transferred.

Wave, squeeze, hug, shake, handle and hold; 

True faith, true love, true peace; are all gold!

Do not avoid the chance to put a smile on a face

for welcomes are garnered in every embrace;

Let your contributions be felt throughout all lands;

Please, lend my ears to your hands

Lend my hands to your feet;

Feet open to walk to hand-wrought change 

with every step, every stride, extend your range;

Move to souls disenfranchised, poor, alone; 

Tread in the obscure shoes of little renown

Do not saunter past those who have need of your aid;

Help them to not be lost, friendless or afraid.

Yes climb, run, amble, hike to all you would meet;

Please, lend my hands to your feet

Lend my feet to your pen;

Be open, not for honour or award

But for history, to teach others, share and record

Your experiences, awareness and expertise

acumen, insight, opportunities seized;

Lend my feet to your pen, eyes, mind, mouth, ears, hands, feet;

Actively seek your potential so you’ll be complete

for it is in the attempt that you truly grow

and life’s real treasures you’ll come to know

Young, new, old and wise,

Please, lend my pen to your
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