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Introduction

THOSE DISTANT SHORES is a continuation of my
travelling tale, covering the period from December 2004 until
around the same time a year later, during which time my whole being
was still filled with the surging energy I carried back with me
from Australia.

 


Life is never
easy for those who return, although I had long become used to that
from my childhood – you’re left in a total spin, the fact that you
have experienced all these amazing things, had all these wonderful
memories and you just can’t share them with anybody. Sure, your
friends and family listen for a while, but they can’t appreciate it
fully. How can they, if they’ve never experienced a similar thing
themselves?

 


It is for that
reason that I’ve dedicated this anthology to those who have come
back home. Keep the memories alive...

 


 


THOSE DISTANT
SHORES

Casting back my
mind

To all those distant shores

To all the other places

That I’ve lived or been before

 


All those
golden beaches

And the black, volcanic sands

And now I’m standing here on stones

Trying to understand

 


Standing,
staring out to Sea

Just the Water, Wind and me

I feel a touch of melancholy

Gazing past the waves

 


Thoughts of
long-forgotten me’s

Burn my mind so vividly

Mixing with, more recently

The man that I’ve become

 


Where have I
been?

Where am I now?

And where to next

I just don’t know

 


The only
thing

Is here and now

So face the Sea

And take a bow...

 


I’ll simply
throw my lot up to the Sun

***

 


TERUG

 Introduction

It was the end
of 2004 and I was back from Australia. I found myself going through
the typical low you get from ‘coming home’ and struggled with the
transition in lifestyles. I’d been a year away and it was a shock.
My departure had been painful in the extreme, leaving good friends
behind, many of them probably forever.

 


And now? Well,
I had to somehow pick up the pieces from where I’d left off so I
visited some old friends while I tried to figure out what to do
next.

 


TERUG (the Flemish word loosely translated as
return) includes all I wrote between coming back from Oz and
driving off onto mainland Europe. Inspired by Faithless, I tried my
hand at writing a few Maxi Jazz-style raps by way of an experiment.
It’s a whole different way of expressing yourself (especially if
you imagine a heavily-dubbed base track looping smokily in the
background).

 


There were some
good times and some bad – a whole lot of water was passing
under the bridge at this time...
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DER, DIR,
DAS

The Beach

The Sun, the Sea, the Sand

A written message

Which I couldn’t understand

I longed to take you by the hand

But now you’re out of reach

 


The
Breeze

The scent, the warm Sea air

That played, caressed

Danced through your hair

And now I see you everywhere

You’ve brought me to my knees

 


So close

I feel you, smell your hair

Turn in my sleep

But you’re not there

Did you ever really care?

Or was I simply strung along?

***

 


 


HOPELESS
ROMANTIC

The scent of
you upon the breeze

For you I’d sail the Seven Seas

Girl, you’ve brought me to my knees

With you I feel as one, at ease

Our time together, such a tease

Ich liebe dich

So darling please

Bitte bitte bitte bitte

Please

Remember me

***

 


 


SAND DOGS

Playing in the
sand

Memories spin and dance

 


But now the
past is washed away

Perhaps I’ve got the chance

 


To grow, move
on, to get my groove on

Feel free, feel Love, to feel romance

 


You captured me
with just one glance

But I was happy to surrender

***

 


 


MASTERING YOUR
OWN DESTINY

Lying with my
head next to a plug socket/ For cancer research you dip your hand
in your pocket/ And other charities keep begging you please/ Won’t
you give some money to help to ease/ The burdens of poverty, pain
and disease/ Of homelessness and cruelties/ Islam says donate a
part of your wealth/ Christianity asks don’t only think about
yourself/ Countless religions and other moral codes/ Try to suggest
a set of ethics/ To live by till you’re old/ Peace on Earth/
Goodwill to Humanity/ So why, when I look/ Is suffering all I see?
Uganda, Rwanda, Sierra Leone/ Bangladesh, Uttar Pradesh, peoples of
the Amazon/ Climate change, leaders deranged/ George W. Bush,
Saddam Hussein/ Sadness, loss, and fear and pain -

 


Pack it in you
Muppets! Life is what we make it/ You can have a Hell or Paradise/
And it’s us that will create it

***

 


 


THE BENCH – for
Sidney & Hilda

Eleven years
difference

I see as I sit on the bench

In a lovely, sheltered spot atop the cliff

Sidney left in ‘76

Hilda in ‘87

They’ll both be flying free now, flying free

 


I think about
those extra years

Beyond the mourning, after tears

Eleven years to have to live alone

After having someone there

To have, to hold, to love, to care

Someone with whom you built and shared your dreams

 


It’s
generalising, yes I know

But the man is normally the first to go

What do you think it’s like to be left behind?

Eleven years is quite a slice

And I wonder what advice

Those ladies left alone would have to give

 


I suppose it’s
just Life’s learning curve

It doesn’t take courage, strength or nerve

All it takes is just the will to live

 


Makes you
wonder...

 


Do women give
much thought to the fact

They’re probably going to outlive their men?

To all the years that follow

And what happens after that?

 


Or do they just
breeze through

Accept their lot?

After all, there’s not an awful lot

They can do

 


It does
make you wonder though

***

 


 


EBB &
FLOW

I haven’t been
poetic for quite some time

And though I feel pathetic I can feel no rhyme

Or reason in my lull, my inability

To string some words together should come easily to me

Normally I am quite prodigious

Because when the inspiration

Comes flowing from my pen

I have a glut which then dries up

And then I’m back to this again

Tut

***

 


 


SUFI
SKINNY-DIPPING

Hope hope
hope

Soap on a rope

There’s nothing in your life that you just can’t cope with

 


Sing sing
sing

About every little thing

Standing naked in the Sun to feel the joy it brings

 


Swim swim
swim

Swim salabim

Lush inside the rock-pool though it’s cold when you get in

 


Swim swim
swim

Spin spin spin

Gyrate, rotate

Turn turn turn

 


Turn turn
turn

When’re we going to learn?

Life’s for living and for giving

Not just for receiving

And if you’re stuck with a God-shaped hole

Then Love is worth believing

***

 


 



DISCONNECTED

The rain comes
down the gutter

Dripper-drip drip

After a Summer’s lightness

Right now the air feels thick

 


And though the
Birds are wheeling

And they’re singing and they’re playing

All this cold and doom and gloom

Don’t make me feel like staying

 


I want to be
off - up, up and away!

I want to tell people I’m leaving today!

But something is keeping me, holding me back

Staying my hand from the wheel and the pack

 


So I’m sitting
here waiting, for what I don’t know

Anticipating the time I can go

I just have to trust that I must wait a while

Let the dust settle, boil the kettle and smile

Be happy with where I’ve been put, and enjoy

The time with my family, comforts and toys

I can write, I can read, I can walk, watch TV

Use my laptop, play golf, go and sit by the Sea

Play my Didge in the garden, drink peppermint tea

 


So yes, lap it
up ‘cos it won’t be forever

And at least I’m inside for the inclement weather

And when the time’s right for my latest endeavour

I’ll know

And go

***

 


 


ROCK & ROLL
ON

I’m suffering
from a total absence

Of creativity

I stare and stare at each blank page

But nothing comes to me

 


Times like this
I find frustrating

Instead of sitting and creating

All I feel I’m doing is waiting

Waiting and anticipating

For things to rock and roll on

***

 


 


THE OLD
VIGILANTIES

A storm of
abuse

Flowed out of the youth

A terribly uncouth young boy

 


Put us all on
edge

As he leapt from the hedge

For scaring us, that was his ploy

 


They’ve no love
for us

And we’ve no love for them

They come to harass us again and again

 


Too young for
the law courts

So until then

We’ll have to employ a plan of our own...

 


This stick’s
not just for walking you know!

***

 


 


FEELING
FAITHLESS IN BRIGHTON

I’m a
transient/ Sitting in a friend’s chair/ Not here, not there not/
Anywhere/ But I drink my tea/ See what I can see/ Through the mists
and the clouds/ Obscuring me...

 


I’m a migrant/
Back in my friend’s town/ To be honest, this place used to get me
down/ But I’m over that now/ I’m cool as a Cat/ And I ask myself/
How I was ever like that?

 


Unbalance,
uneasiness/ Lack of connection/ Stress, duress/ My head’s in a
mess, it’s/ Scary, scary/ Something in the airy/ Nervous, paranoid,
irrationally wary/ It’s getting in my brain/ Driving me insane/
It’s impossible to leave this game...

 


Or so we think/
The drugs, sex and drink/ Bright lights, night life/ All making me
sink/ Got to replace this screaming/ With strength and connection/
Balance, composure/ Opinion and reflection/ Friends all around/
Should lend a sense of protection/ Then time on your own/ Shake off
the dejection/ Oh yeah – all alone/ If that was me/ I’d be/ Like
the Dog who’s got the bone...

 


I’m not a
vagrant/ Though some might call me that/ My home’s wherever I lay
my hat/ Although I don’t wear one/ Normally/ Except in the cold
weather I let my hair fly free/ Maybe with a feather/ To act as an
antenna/ It’ll pick up signals in the air/ Send them flowing down
my hair/ Through my cold, Winter thoughts/ Through my big, thick
skull/ Hazy, lazy/ Monotonous and dull/ Through the smoke, through
the tea/ Through the traffic and TV/ Eventually/ These things will
reach me/ Teach me, remind me/ Of all the things that I’ve
forgotten/ On my way, to rock bottom...

 


A journey/ I
hope never happens again/ How I got here I don’t know/ It all seems
Zen/ But now that I’m aware/ What’s floating in the air/ Will help
me return to the top of the Tree/ It’s encouraging, see/ The
Universe and me/ Everything happening smoothly/ So strike another
one up/ Relax/ And have another cup of tea...

***

 


 


GARP’S
PUBLISHER WAS RIGHT

Since I began
self-examination/ I have lost my imagination/ There’s no
motivation/ No creation/ There’s nothing new/ And all I do/ Is just
regurgitation

 


There’s nothing
new/ Rehash, re-do/ I’ve no inspiration coming to me/ Can’t seem to
see/ Originality/ It’s all closed off/ It’s all dried up/ I need























































































OLD FRIENDS, NEW
FRIENDS














	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	



	












































































































































































































































































































































































CONTI-MENTAL
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