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    Dedicated to the ‘Isolationist’: 





Those who generally feel somewhat adrift 


Those who perhaps feel they are something ‘other’ 


Those who don’t always believe in what is seen, heard, taught or disclosed 


Those who are of a deep & introspective nature 


Those who occasionally like to stick two fingers up at the external world 


Those who are inwardly travelling Time. 





In Appreciation. Always. 





J J Ginty 
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I DREAM WITHIN THEIR DREAMS
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I dream

I dream

I drown

I drown

With the untold

Countless paramours

Of old gentleman ghoul

& old lady fiend

Who fly above

Over Time

Who

Looking down

Into the black paralysis

See me drown

Within their dreams.
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BEAST
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O gusty wind upon shadowy mountain

I belong here, with you, nowhere

In desolation

In primal communion

Everywhere – an elixir in kindred blood

I feel it alone – only here

Lonely? – never!

Great moon

By you, I roar, I tear ... upon savage fold

So frail, so tender

The antelope

Hunted

I chase

To meet their death

Of this, I partake

‘til the break in my fast

To conquer nothing

but to slake the drought in my blood.

These mountainous pastures

Where I rule,

for now,

It is only for now

Here, this moment ...

Possessed, spellbound

under your supernatural shadow

of moonlight

Where you & I are one/the same:

Same hunger, the same ... – irrevocable

In the end, I guess, I hope (no, pray),

that one day, in You,

I am freed.
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AERIALS
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Dream leaders supreme

Fraught with frozen heat

Pulsing pain

Delusion dashed

The transparent hedonism

––––––––
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Oh, it lacks, this earthly paradise

It’s unending summer fair

Full of the flower, & the song, of those

Who grant to us the aerials of Plenty:

Hosts of ravishing wings

––––––––
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Eaters of bone & soul

––––––––
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The passions they bestow

Like a plague avalanche, sweet

Bitter their faces bleed, mutilations

Peeling & dripping onto their feet

Running from the flying wings of Paradise

––––––––
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The earthly leaders of Famine.
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FOOTSOLES (INTO THE TWILIGHT)
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Chasing my own fugitive footsoles

across the paltry pastures on into the twilight

of my own indifference on over the borders

which appear to snuff out the noise

of the murmuring sleeping birds

I feel their weighted eyes & folded wings

in the shadows, sleeping,

tho somehow watching over me

thinking again about life’s sick philosophies

Watching, engrossed,

as all the engorged herds of frantic

babbling ghosts are being chased

all about me

by the lofty featureless Sandman

He is so blank, he is so struck & stuck

& tacked to the dead men who

are naturally cupped & chained

to the dream-men who have stolen

& are humping all of their stolen gifts

& dreams;

As I ride with these steely crooked phantoms

to ride onwards

to the head ... to The Crown –

to The Crown!

To see who will be crowned

To iron out the whole earthborn family

And to see all those who will shut down & burn

between these sleepy borders

which’ll be roasting beyond the climes of Hell

in the Infernos at the impassable gorge

Where the Rulers will be emptying their Royal

accounts & affairs from under the noses

of their dying hungry domains –

The Sovereignties –

Where the Commoners & all of their families’

families’ famished souls shall remain

ever earthborn,

waiting & waiting & waiting & ...

Waiting to break out from beneath

the white sandstone, limb by limb,

From under the tyranny

of this confused & savage noise.
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SACRAMENT
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November

portentous

melancholia

interned

beneath

stained glass

shivering

sunbeam

shines

vernal days

in the cold

tomb

of mourn

Solemn,

penetrating

Righteous ceremonious canticle

God-hearted, timorous &

Disgraced

by shameful

mortal powers

Enslaved

in error

– Mistakenly

Nailed to the brilliance

upon high

shining

Over sacramentalism’s altar

where some priest

Is praying

For

My

Soul

?
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