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Oh, Minstrel
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Oh, minstrel, raise us from our lowly state,

Turn our minds from corruption and using others,

And lift us from our moral morass, carry us higher

On the journey of poetry to a purer state,

Through the gate where wicked watchers stand,

Arms-folded, blocking aspirants at the threshold to keep

The inner sanctum free from the unselected and innovative.

Four in the morning, I wake, wondering when

We will ever be friends again, trust each other.

I see what you really are now, a snake, they say,

But I never saw that, a chameleon, ever-changing,

Waiting to pounce they say, I see that now.

Moths beat on my window distracting thoughts from you,

Flowers in my garden unseen in the night,

Nodding in their beds as breezes blow, heads tucked in

On branches, unseen birds, silent now.

Ready for morning noise, inside I rest,

Grief throes come, but I stay in to look out, warm and safe

From cold and outside danger, wild winds start to rise,

Roaring fires send flames reaching into the dark chimney,

Find nothing to hold as light from the window

Stretches into the garden, but finds nothing,

Lies there, flat upon quiet ground.

I reached out to offer you success and fame

But found nothing to hold, your mind was bent

On living with losers in an old-fashioned way;

Racing round bars, one so young lives in the past!
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It’s not just sight, not just sound, but a package

You get all at once, wait for a constructive blast.

The world flipped and now it's upside down;

It’s overturned and upside down, will we right it?

Oh thank you for a nice gift from this period.

I knew it through poems and songs

But find again some very violent passages

About how we act to each other, lifting ourselves up.

Like an artist such as we with the right to achieve

Our own creativeness, grotesque especially

That we enter and stay on the scene of the whole world.

He was so right, congratulations for comic songs

And poems and thank you for taking us up, into orbit,

Next to the rising star, Venus of the morning.
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Between End and Start

[image: ]


In the time of beginnings, after one phase of life,

Through the period of change and chaos, ready to be picked up,

Carried by destiny after great effort and struggle, getting nothing going,

We think of friends who didn't try,

They stopped at the gate of safety, and did not pass this way,

Out into the wilderness of uncertainty, not knowing,

Into fear of future and life, laid aside for boldness, unbounded,

Daring and doing, not looking in shop windows and posing.

It’s inter stellar, it’s traversing the unexplored land

To a new point, where we leap into the abyss of the unknown,

Unaware if we are any good, not accepted by the gate keepers,

Rebuffed, then ignored or occasionally told we had it wrong.

A future pathway lies at your feet, which will bring happiness,

Success and a change in your life, let go and move out.

There are the ones who fail to stride into the wilderness

To reach fame and fate on the other side, failure of heart,

Taking the wrong way, not going out into the desert.

I wanted you to come home little kinky, to face the way to the future,

Forge into wilderness and wasteland looking in the unknown

For treasure of new meaning, but disco music was too loud to hear the call.

You walked back to security of the dark, receding past of quaint words and music,

And you fell back into the abyss of the old dark, dated days of fads

Fast-forgotten, disintegrating into history.

Little published and unsettling news that helped you distance

Myself from a destructive partnership and

Being dragged into a negative situation, leave small town stars to themselves.

Comes a cool wind of recognition, rising us over a rainbow bridge, looking down,

From a magic metro, see stood at a bus stop, those who rejected our offers to fly.
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Through Two Rocks
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Facing danger invigorates us, as over white-water rapids some soar,

Those faced with serious challenges should stay alert, take precautions,

Keep going forward to emerge from the other side.

Once danger is passed, it clears the senses and strengthen the spirit.

Surviving a crisis reinvigorates, sharpens our eyes and minds, like a wolf’s,

For future challenges.

It is reckless to seek danger, but to shrink from it is critical for inner development,

Crucial it causes fear, respond to dangerous conditions most effectively

Are those who build an inner place of calm in chaos,

A stable centre keeps one rooted in the moment, alert and focused.

Courage springs from focused attention and the brave willingness

To take moments of peril to its core, reshape and transform it,

Find fame in the high hills. Thunder sounds unexpectedly,

Brings first fear then sharpened vision.

A brush with danger barely avoided,

An escape from a violent confrontation arouses every nerve in the body,

A brief wave of panic, but when passed, the first reaction

Softens into heightened awareness.

The same occurs with other types of shock like loss

Of job, death of a loved one; firing adrenalin, pushing fear out for courage.

We used to sit under a drooping tree by the fast-flowing river,

Boys excited by popular music of our youth,

Not realising when we grow, we will have to cross.
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An Astronaut Calls
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Withstand coming challenges, your future could be bright,

Leaving Earth for higher places brings vertigo and fear,

Fly soon, if you think too long anxiety moves in,

Fear of heights, fear of future, open spaces, crowded places,

Enchain you, stop movement, restrain growth.

The worst behind, you can gain strength, force on and achieve.

One forceful, charismatic, and honest, leading by example,

Unafraid to delegate to others, a dashing, magnetic personality,

Carrying authority naturally, striking at the world with swiftness and grace.

A critical element of the future, lack of balance, harmony and integrity.

Animation suspended till a decision is made, then waving arms

We advance, alert to opening ways, prepared to lose no more days,

Get up now ready to soar, straight past the Moon to Venus.

Take that golden road, through ups and downs for many a mile,

With a smile, over deepest abyss, on a damp and foggy night.
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The Moon and Judgement
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Through delusion to realisation, at Midnight, I sit considering your name,

I forgot to polish my armour, as you put me down, I look through my cards,

Thinking like a young man, oh so lively and witty, but bodies change.

I had to look away, when you smiled so sweetly.

I realised how much younger you are, and it pierced me through,

I thought I was a gunslinger, but down I went,

I had to look away, when you entered the bar,

How could I dare think you might care.

Money is what young girls want, pain is what older men get.

They like the older man, but gold gives him glitter.

The Moon smiles from above; I draw the curtains, gently hold

The birthday card you sent, to touch me,

I keep your locket under my pillow, the love like treading

Through a wood of toadstools, trying to not breathe spores,

They cast from under the cap, light weight they blow to new ground.

I feel rain pouring inside, from the milkman's early whistle,

To the owl’s solitary hoot, I look in my mirror,

Wonder why I did not see,

Thought myself a hero, down to the ground I fell,

Shot by a young, beautiful one,

I should have known better.

Step over fallen trees in the forest, like me prone and alone,

Unlike me, not self-inflicted,

Too little ground and too much blow, it’s not naïve to need,

I thought I was your helper,

You rose, walked away to trail over the top of a hill,

A summit facing the sky, steep and tall it stood,

Now illuminated by the rising Moon.

The suffering soul might not in clouds of obscurity,

See it winding like a silver thread,

I should try to stop the sea, hold onto wind,

That takes you off your feet to better days, on a bottom line that roars.

I trod amongst tigers, walked with wolves, resolution in the face of danger,

Clear-eyed assessment of situation, the means of success,

Assess the results of past efforts and you know what to expect.

Like giving up smoking, drugs or drink, I lost the cover

Protecting me from the world’s worst prying eyes,

In a deceptive light from the Moon I trod,

Steps unsteady, till reality passed judgement.
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Many overlooked this marvel, a symphony of poems,

Lying on a bookshop table, in the side all alone,

It rested, no one came or saw, un-opened,

It had never been smiled on by the Sun,

Nor read by loving and interested eyes,

Its pages still joined, I took it home, cleaned dust from damp pages,

Wiped the clammy covers clean, and it is now a treasure

Read for pleasure and the transcendent journey it can take us on,

If we, open to its magic and depth, ascend to a higher plane,

So I imbibed it, read it in evening light.

When night comes, I dream and travel solo in my room

Listening to recitals and symphonies whilst writing

Tormented thoughts of adolescence, skewed emotions, angst and fear,

Absolutely addicted to music of the afternoon, sharing with living gods.

Sweet memories of passing into sleep with this poem in my thoughts

And how dreams are lifted from nightmares,

Fear haunts them, as words blend within my drifting,

Lifting my consciousness on a sumptuous sortie

Over unreal fields and mountains of my mind,

A marvel of transport on suave Summer evenings blessed.

I returned to adolescence, adoring walking where I used to play,

Wrote these words in sand at the edge of mother ocean;

A hymn to the love that created many new lives,

The fashion yet to boom, but this took us away,

As we are prepared to live and preserved to do so,

And filled with memories.

We communicate with the whole universe,

An invisible world and transported; that is as if it were now.

It recalled my first teenage love, memories to the present day.

Truly-a-classic poem, mellow like Autumn evenings,

Of another dimension sent, I have all those stories in verse,

Which I turn to when sad or low,

Even when we act in concert in certain states of thought

And in a poem go to higher places, from lower commercial levels,

The soul of humanity ever pulses through.

We sat at home, reading King Alfred's Jewel

Which lifted us out of our sorrow. That's why I wrote it dear one.

Come close, I want to recite to cheer you.

This is the rebirth of the hero at the darkest time,

To keep the Logos from extinction.
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Hiding from the Prize, from the light, you put patches of powder on your eyes

Not power, close the glow of Sunlight over yonder hills,

Keeping you safe from fear of future times,

Try to take the cup from a frightening world, that seems to crack as you look,

Closed down letting no one in; just keep control and look out

At distant planets across the universe, a deep gap between us as space,

No beeps nor signals cross, light alone, reaches us,

To suppressed emotions, no heartbeats or happy sighs arrive at my ears.

With young eyes, I wouldn't have seen this, you would have been a mystery.

So sad to see a young one stall, start to fall; you will one day rise, I hope,

See morning sunlight reflect in your eyes, pound a path outside,

Making strident steps to follow, to trek towards the hill,

As all your fantasies form into gold,

Change from illusory mist to steps to the goal, so still,

Not to search but hide, from deep inside you peep, as a fox from its den.

The story continues not exciting, then suddenly outside near the barn,

Fireworks start, and crackers tickle the nerves; will it set the place on fire?

There are some more exciting events till it ends and a solid story be performed

Without using litters of theatre blood, unrealistic action scenes,

Otherwise, I shall only watch the eerie night sky in the future and,

Corrupted women leave toys beneath the statue of their latest media-created idol.

I waited patiently for her to do her work, to be what she should be,

Not playing with life running from her childhood, but she had closed down

And could not hear, turned to the wall, heard not my offer of artwork,

Ran from me to the desolate pit, so out of the mud and dirt

I set my feet, to a rock, making my steps secure.

There were new words in my mouth, a hymn of praise,

My new book all done by me, selling well, wanting her to join,

But giddily goes clubbing again. Many will see and fear what lies within,

But cannot look at it straight. Oh, what a sad waste,

You are hiding from light and life in the solace of self-destruction,

Too deep to reach, a bottomless well where only hurts, like stagnant water wait

With thickening mind, made dense by avoidance,

The lady lost her footing, chosen to be a star, preferred the bar.

All style and image over substance? Seeking the ribald past to live in

As she is meant to, on the old road away from the goal.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Fading Flame
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Like a flash in the night, she came from the blue sky delivered no artwork

But ethereal experiences, and as quickly as she came she went.

I stand here in darkness with a lantern lit, not hoping now she might again appear,

Draw for me and leave off posing for childish selfies, when she could have been unique

Some young minds think they are stars in the little world of clubs

And powder, Instagram and posing; not realising it is failure,

Following the herd round the woods, not to some special and significant villa

With the happiness and sense of achievement it gives, but bony gums of ancient ones

Trying to chew tough meat, and like you spend time on easy trials.

Follow the flame, take strides to yonder hills where gold waits within,

I'm on a poetic journey, part of the path I follow, with energy and conviction.

Seduced by the material world, physical pleasures and escapism,

Lust and obsession with love and drugs, living in a cage of pleasure and diversion.

Oh, what you could have been if only you had trusted me,

Not tried to control, too distant to reach, not even beeps or light cross our space.

You never close your eyes to sleep for fear of what you will see, only lights

And laughing at clubs, set you free, into chains of drink and drugs, you flee
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How were we supposed to get together when we didn't know each other?

I'm sorry, Lady of the Stairs, never reply to Facebook messages, no cares,

Wrapped-up in self, open up or be alone. We tried to unite,

Hidden bits of character, broke it down and all interesting talk

On art and music was on the surface, slipped and slid away on a shiny surface,

We didn't delve deep to know each other.

I didn't know you and was in love with a reflection from inside me

Not the real you, imaginative projection.

The flames of love casting shifting shadows on the wall

Deceived us to understand, or overcome clashes of outlook and behaviour,

While you spread a gap around, a castle is protected by moat,

A sea separates different continents, only fliers can travel. No one gets through.

You closed down to protect yourself after young-life upsets left scars,

Two types united by misunderstanding each other, over a gap, too wide to cross.

We danced in rain, foolish, your mother said, then laughed

As she remembered her days.

I tried to redirect you to positive ends, as my moving mind made verse.
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The simplest of life's dignities, cast asunder, denied a voice is a cruel and tragic

Travesty in solitary lonelinesses, a blunder, to tell time, do nothing about it,

But decline and die, while age destroys necessity,

And all the strivings of youth go giddily failing.

Who can rebel, when the decline is within not without, or apply will to challenge;

Invisible age, works inside, sends silent whispers, wiping fresh-faced youth away.

It changed after death, in poetry immortalised, from reading old words wrapped,

Such sad decline. I played this on my smart phone at a neon lit roadside cafe

On a dark, quiet isolated road in a rural town: it fitted the atmosphere perfectly,

Like I was in real war-light, settling the Wasteland, no retrocrush on an old love,

Who still oozes elegance, brought me back to this.

I'm grateful I grew listening to these words.

One of the most beautiful, heart breaking verses I ever read,

It perfectly changes lonely moods without wine or dope,

We get hope, sailing to new, positive moods, waving bye-bye to negative forces.

How hale the mind, loving, laughing, crying and jesting in joy and light

Till new tomorrows arrive rushing on, then youth and manhood fall

Into the mysterious maze no one mentions, no eyes can pierce,

Hopes and superstitions reign, but send only shudders up the back,

No views or sights to a mind protected by barriers.

Hail, the man who once stood tall in solid belief and worth,

Always remember that, if torpor reigns, is living hell,

Youth wrinkles slowly, fades surely. For, once he was, now he is,

The same man inside, but outside changes and declines, droops, drops, slow into the pit. A man of the world, a lover, believer, rich once poor, not a lost hero, but standing tall.

Popular heroes do drugs, so follow the herd, style and image sell them,

Talent trembles in the wings, surface skaters of no substance, retro rock chic,

Image without depth, shallow like the image in a mirage, become role models:

Get the right gear, go girl, not an It girl, a was girl gone wrong,

Taking the wrong road to the bottom, on the floor to fade.

There was envy and hatred amongst literary friends and colleagues,

Don’t let them pull you back or chain you down.

Ignore their advances and negativity, move on from the past.

This has caused stress, anxiety and hurt and all you can do is move on to success.

Surround yourself with positive people to raise you up to where you should be.

So shun those who try to lead you from the way,

Smirk at the dated degenerate crew that mesmerises you,

You attacked my work when I wished to help,

Envy placed patches on their eyes, held them back.

Like a shining winged raven you passed closed-eyed,

Through the sun, straight but back to night.

My Facebook post half an hour ago,

In old-age, minutes are steps to the grave.
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When thunder, hits the light the backyard will blast bright

It will only last a second, a beautiful sight, I must reckon,

But when snow, hits the ground it makes no sound, soft it lands,

So still it lies, snowman in the front yard like the one on my Christmas card.

When the hot sun, burns the skin lying on the beach,

As my beautiful woman swims in the wavy ocean,

A love potion of sight, when autumn comes,

Quickly sweeping coloured leaves, they fall, nights get chilly.

Raking and burning them is a chore, yet the world is beautiful

On mellow eves, flames show pictures, don't choke, keep out of smoke.

I start singing my favourite song and the weather, getting nasty,

Stay in to wait out the storm, standing in rain, dripping to the ground is unhealthy.

Those torn tongues send out secret words unseen from the shadows,

Whispering winds from the shaded woods, so others look in distaste

At your invented pose, turn askance at behaviour untrue.

I called a fortune-telling lady, to expose a secret foe

Tracing them back to dim shadows where my enemy brews and growls

From cauldrons of envy and hate to bring them into the shrivelling light,

Where they lose their power. Letters from wizards we read,

See spells to conjure better weather, waft us higher.

The betrayal hurt my heart. I felt my stomach drop, as I realized the truth.

It was my own fault; I knew I couldn't trust her; she overrated herself,

Out of her depth, competed from envy, my deepest fears realised

I feel only emptiness but prepared to launch on my hot wings.

You could not find daylight, but stood in the shadow of the doorway,

Not making a name, going forwards and back,

Just waiting obscurely, unseen by fate or by fame.
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Love In Haste
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Love in haste, swiftly fell in fractures, left doubt to take us down,

Will you talk or ignore me? Under your mask move mysterious methods,

Unsettled woman, constant changer, hiding your real self so I could not see your worth. When the veil fell there stood a trendy degenerate, a girl of the time,

Trotting behind pied pipers corrupting youth and abusing them.

Love in a daze, falling, turning, not knowing where I am or when you will speak,

I live in a time of tinsel, of ice and of mist,

Making me put fears into words, such meaningful poems.

Brought home lessons from life that taught me how sweet,

How poignant romance can be, with its simple glad gestures.

Judge wisely, not rashly nor obeying decadent prescriptions

From troubadours of poisoned wind and air,

You turned from my voice to vaunt passing clouds,

Matchwood houses blown in the storm, reel and rock, too weak to stand.

I read this to my girlfriend, on an evening of dinner, laughter, quietly astroll

Hand in hand through the park in an autumn of starlight,

Prophetic leaves falling from near-sleeping trees,

We sat on a bench, her head on my supporting shoulder,

As magnetic stars see seek alignments so true, I recited close to her ear,

So winds could not subdue whispered words, lifting lines set to soar

Into her soul gently placed, on thoughts thoroughly paced.

An uncanny quality as an animal expressing emotion’s uncanny,

A sense of an urgency making a connection with us.

I felt millions of years their evolution’s expression.

Simple, profound, in the moments unites us,

We walk linked we live, a bond born in the abyss,

Baked by the sun, and by rainwater cooled.
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When you need to see her again, can't wait to hear her voice

Talk to her again, share interests once more, look for a future,

Feeling what we do when together, we drew closer the longer apart.

Talk for hours yet still fascinate the other, that excited, pleasing,

Feeling inside, livening weary hearts that here it goes again,

Chiming pleasantly, like a moderate church bell, falling in love,

You can't stop; it's not easy, telling you to go from my door, dear,

Be on your weary way, so stop to smell roses growing in the sun,

Beaming beauty back, to the great light.

Shade is sad, it's a feeling, like a mistake, called unreason,

I leave self-hate run from an open grave, you won't suspend me

By invisible strings over a hole in the ground,

Never lay my head on a block to be cut or chopped.

Souls are more alive with death of flesh, released they soar evermore.

Because of God's grace it's easy to walk away from streams babbling with death,
It has nothing to do with my own mortal strength, it's a feeling,
Power wrapped up and dropped from heaven,

No one will suspend me from invisible threads, over the abyss of eternal night,

Nor tie me tight, pinned to the ground like large Gulliver,

Who astonished small people, finding something new.

It's not easy, telling you to go and be on your way,

I start reciting when I smell roses in the garden growing.

It's a feeling, I've known, no other mistake, so will leave pride behind,

And run from an open grave with no Summer rain. I reckon,

I'm still able to remain as cool as an open door

In a gentle breeze during long scorching weather, without sunshine,

I can manage to flourish even in lengthy gloomy Winter.

Without your sweet smile, life is a long lonely ordeal, with no mercy.

I teeter to fall in Autumn of my life and view it through a glass of tears,

The highest joys and deepest sorrows, time has moved fast to tomorrows,

Grasping a golden ring, a love that can make us sing,

Poems of transcendent delight, dreaming of a place to call home,

But seeking beauty wherever I roam, green trees, white flowers, red roses

And all the blooming beautiful flora across our land as colours of life,

Fragrances flutter across the land, glorious rainbows, fire in the sky

And the quiet of the stars singing unheard music to the earth.

Rain washing the old away, wipes fears for many years, looking deep inside,

Finally find the truth lies hidden deeply within.

I thought I wanted true love, but life taught me m

More complete than what I thought I wanted,

Only the surface world was touched; a pure love unconditional

And with a deep abiding understanding of stories and secrets.

We accrue, from living and loving as life's lessons we learned,

Insecurity led me to create false impressions of position and fame, or stature.

Paying too much attention to external appearances

Stifled grace of movement and bearing, are far more important.

All lives have their charmed moments this is the mellow mood induced:

We're transported by the spell of wine, overcome sometimes by negative effects,

Stay awake; in pleasant moments,

Though kindness, humour and grace bring charm into lives,

Avoid overindulgence, follow fame, fortune for your worth,

Simplicity, dignity, honour and transcendence?

Seek a sign from outside, few material goods don't be sad.

A certain amount of apprehension is natural, sincerity,

Very valuable between friends. Joy and peace of simply giving.

Don't seek someone true, one day, eyes closed, it finds you.
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