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Crayons

Gary Every

When I was learning how to write

I was only right

about half the time.

I would draw a line

down the middle of the page

and write the right half right handed

and the left side left.

This threw my teacher into a rage

and she thought it was a crime.

It gave her a big enough fright

to call my parents one night

so they could give me a good spanking.

I have had lousy penmanship

ever since.

What nobody knows

is that when I am home alone

I scribble with crayons

using only my toes.


Navajo Trucks

Gary Every

Bumper to bumper

in congested cosmopolitan cow town traffic

my nostrils welcome the smell of fresh hay.

The old beat up pickup truck in front of me,

is laden with several bales of hay.

The old engine rumbles as it idles,

small puffs of smoke rising up from the tail pipe

and floating above the city traffic

riding the winds of a faded blue sky,

faded blue the same color as the pickup truck,

little puffs of smoke floating

towards the Kachina Peaks.

I know the truck is Navajo

because of the window decal proudly proclaiming

“Dine”.

The decal word is surrounded by

two eagle feathers arcing upwards,

meeting together in a way that is reminiscent

of the stone at Window Rock.

The last time I visited Window Rock

I paused to pray

at the veterans memorial

honoring all the warriors

who sacrificed their lives

with that great big hole in the stone right behind

as if all those fallen souls

soar through that rock window

directly to the afterworld.

In the congested cosmopolitan cow town

the traffic light turns green

and the vehicles roll forward,

when suddenly,

and without a turn signal,

the faded blue pickup truck turns sharply

veering out of the city

and towards the painted desert

where there are plenty of horses

to eat all that hay.


Heiroglyph Point

Gary Every

I pause to photograph the petroglyph boulders

just off the highway

at a place known as Hieroglyph Point,

taking pictures of those images

not destroyed by vandals;

anthromorphs, deer, sun shields and clan signs.

My car continues to ride the descending road

winding and curvaceous

down to the Salt River Canyon Bridge,

spanning the edge of the Apache Reservation.

My camera strolls along the underside of the red girders.

This sacred place of concrete and steel

has brought me many photographs too;

graffiti images of men in mazes

eagle feathered basketballs,

and black widow spiders spray painted blue

proudly proclaiming clan affiliation.

From the spray paint portrait

vacant eyes stare back at me,

a sullen Indian teenager,

wearing breechclout, moccasins, headband

and upon his chest –

the punk rock anarchy A.

While my shutter clicks,

recording and remembering;

the traffic clacks along the road above

as the bridge stretches across the chasm,

reaching both forward and back.


Telephone Echoes

Gary Every

On a dark and moonless night

when storm clouds hover low,

closing the horizon

like bed sheets tucked in tight to the chin,

I take a sip from my coffee;

hot, black, bitter, and strong,

and stumble in the shadows

searching for a chocolate bar

in a kitchen that is the victim

of a burnt out light bulb;

dark like the Grand Canyon at midnight.

I close my eyes

and the only sounds are inside my head.

Thoughts going drip, drip, drip

like water in the back of a cave.

I sit in the dark

waiting for a telephone which will never ring

because the girl I love

is already dead,

murdered by her own hand.


Hop

Gary Every

In Australia there are fossilized human footprints,

from a family of five who walked the earth

about 43,000 years ago.

There was a swift hunter in the band

whose long lengthy strides

led to calculations

that the aboriginal man

was moving about twenty three miles per hour.

What was most amazing

were the tracks without a pair;

indicating a one legged man or woman -

a single set of foot and toes

who must have moved vast distances

across the Australian outback

one hop at a time.

You have to wonder

how the leg was lost;

maimed, crushed, infected, or birth

and how do you survive such an injury

in an age before medicine.

Most important,

how do you keep up with a nomadic band

filled with Olympic quality sprinters

when you only have one leg?

One hop at a time I imagine

and twirling like a whirling dervish

continuously.


Nests

Gary Every

The eggs are not hatched.

The mother bird is elsewhere.

The smartest woman I know

stares and stares,

taking notes and observations.

She has written two field guide books

about identifying different bird species by nest;

dove, hummingbird, woodpecker,

eagle and even burrowing owl.

This unmarried spinster

is always outdoors, wandering,

discovering nest after nest -

giggling when she finds an egg.

We return to the parked car

and she begins making clucking noises,

scratching her feet in the dirt,

clouds of dust rising up above her knees.

Before I can ask

she motions for silence

and there it is

clicking and clacking noises behind the bushes.

My friend clucks some more,

prances and preens,

kicks up some dust.

A male roadrunner

emerges triumphantly form the bushes,

lizard dangling in his lips,

a gift of unrequited love.


Almost the Way She Stood in the Bathroom with the Door Locked at Two

Lyn Lifshin

tearing my mother up,

making my father climb

to the roof next door,

go thru the motions

of unlocking the door.

He begged and pleaded,

cajoled, coddled, waited.

Somehow they opened

that door as they couldn’t

others deeper inside her

past the blonde beauty

hair, blue eyes that made

me sure she was adopted.

She locked doors in her

head, ran with horses,

men who wouldn’t or

would leave their wives,

lashed out, bruising,

bruised, suing leaves off

the tree, suing the sun

for daring to enter. She

blocked windows, caged

cats, caged herself

behind pounds that hide

her once perfect body.

She puts up bars, double

locks her nightmares,

flings her fists like an

infant cutting the air into

shreds fast as blades of

a fan you can’t tell are

spinning in circles unless

you get too near


Leda’s Girl

Lyn Lifshin

“That’s what everybody calls me,”

she confided when she no longer

cowered, shrank from my gaze.

It’s true, with so much about

her resembling an angel, the

beak did startle, jar. The

wings could have belonged to an

angel, feathers covering where

arms would be from her shoulders

to her calves. White as egg whites.

If I didn’t look higher, I could

imagine her on some Christmas

tree, or near the sundial among

roses in the gardens at Yaddo.

Something about her was as unique

as the space you or I could make

lying in snow. But, like that

space, darkness filled her. “It

started with the rape,” she told me

months after I first saw the feathers

float on foam. “And everything

ended for my mother that night and

in a way, my being created was a

part of her end too. She never sang

or smiled. How could she? I’m a

daily reminder of what shoved the

light away from her face. How could

I hold her without making her shake,

remember being smothered in feathers,

forced into the marsh grass she’d

see after that as grave, even when

I forced my way through, unable to

conceal everything about me I

couldn’t help but hate”


Do You Ever Wonder about the Woman in Alfred Eisentadt’s Photograph “VD, the Kiss”

Lyn Lifshin

the news of the war over.

No 60 years later do you

wonder how she could have

bent backward, kept her

balance in those heels?

Let’s say she is in her 80s

and still remember that

rowdy day, the shots of

liquor and the good news,

how strangers (not worried

about herpes or aids)

clutched and hugged,

smacked lips as if to hold

on to what was sunny

as the day. Did she go on

to have a life of children

with a man who puts up his

feet in dirty socks only

to find out the bloke was

cheating, remember those

arms? Maybe a face she

doesn’t remember held her,

supported her as her own

man never did. And if years

after burying the one she

was relieved not to still

have in her bed, does she

still think of those strong

hands, recall the smell of

his wool navy, lips she raised

her hands as if to say “take me?”

And are they more real than

anything else in her life?


Haven’t You Ever, Like I Have,Wondered, Seeing Alfred Eisenstadt’s Kiss Over and Over

Lyn Lifshin

how that nurse feels

60 years later remembering

the news, August 14 light,

the shot glass filled over

and over on the street. Do

you think she compares

the smooth skin of her

arms to her 85 or 86 year

old elbows and wrists, the

little you can see of her

as it would be from then on.

If she married, and she

probably did, did those

large hands, those strong

arms haunt her through

childbirth and Sundays when

nothing seemed as it should?

Did the remembered taste

of those lips help blur the

colorlessness?


Have You Ever Been Called an “Ugly Step Child” tho Actually You Aren’t Either

Lyn Lifshin

Let’s say it’s the day

after you’ve lost your

whole mail file and

that cat’s puked

in three rooms. It’s

summer but not a

lovely summer with

breezes, blue chicory.

You go to the mirror

(even if you think

you’re ugly, you

probably aren’t a step

child and if you are,

what’s that got to do

with the remark that’s

about something else)

—it’s about what you

care most for and it’s

you you’re a child or

any child you might

have had or thank

goodness you didn’t, is

a mutant, is ugly,

worthless. You might

as well be a priest

who suddenly thinks

this God–stuff is bunk.

It’s late to start some

thing different tho law

or anthropology, what

doesn’t sound better?

But the only revenge

is to make something

out of this nastiness


Have You Ever Finished a Book,

Lyn Lifshin

a lover, a letter and you

think, shit, I left what

matters out? A horse’s

breath taking race? The

afternoon with a lover

when electricity broke

down and the trees silver

turned the afternoon in

to a movie set of rain

drops Astair could have

danced perpendicularly

thru? Have you ever slid

thru a city and then

found if you could have

picked out of the whole

world the one to sit

across for 12 minutes

or four and then you find

he’s just boarded as you

are going thru the gate,

left out as the one I

wanted for the one I

couldn’t get into this

poem


Late Afternoon on Appletree

Lyn Lifshin

have you ever gone back to the same place

to someone and while it clenched you

in its jaws for years, now you can’t

recognize its scent, the shape of fingers?

Somewhere else you’d staggered to

the metro, another’s bed, hardly aware.

But this late August afternoon, the start of

light changing, tiger lilies, the flowers

my mother said meant summer was

done and that last August, that

she was too


Afternoon Again in Apple Trees

Lyn Lifshin

no reading, no book

signing. The cat on

the edge of the bed,

a double for the dead

one. Something, as

August unravels as it

did when my mother

called from the next

room, takes me in

its mouth like the

vole the old cat

shook to numbness.

15 years since my

mother left this house

in purple velvet, I

dream my mother back

and then forget to

light the August 20th

candle as if she hadn’t

held me, caught, as

tied this summer,

even more than the first.

And even with the

cold front bringing

air we could breath in,

what I’m not sure I

can protect, things

like mist in the

emerald branches,

threatens to make me

want to unmake what

I can’t


For Weeks, Dreaming of my Mother

Lyn Lifshin

a relief to not

wait for her death,

for her to fix

what couldn’t happen

moss takes over stone

as she has tho what

she’s come to help

with doesn’t exist

and even the train

she’s got her ticket for

is a mirage. Her

tortured esophagus

has smoothed sleek

in the dream where she

is not slumped in pain

in the back seat

of the car she used to

drive, forgetting her

keys, where she

lived, where she was

going but still planning for

a new stove she will

cook lamb chops for

me on, unreal

as that taut skinned,

perfect face of the daughter

if real should have

been me


Nemesis Caress

Paul Truttman

Power’s furnace

provides courage

many miles removed

from cowardly caress.

In all directions

defiance reigns

rather than diminishes.

Power not always

indicative of might,

merely an acknowledged

universal force —

regardless of form.

No contest

nor master required.

Force need not always

be strongly willed.

An encompassing presence

beyond that known

to intimidate —

seeks its own

nurturing audience.


Looking Ahead

Paul Truttman

Perceptual journeys

are seldom

straight path:

way station to way station

Deadends and crossroads

often appear.

Retreat

to discern wrong turn

acceptable,

but not if giving up

due to non-direction

or when street signs

aren’t provided.

Decisions

measure character

and determine

sincerity of desires.

If strong-willed

and focus positive,

future steps prove

infinitely more superior

to any of the past.


Torment

Paul Truttman

Hours, days, weeks,

years to decades

not asking for assistance

or for professional help.

Torment,

an angry and often

ignorant society

retaliating with punishment

and labels

when finally anguish

explodes as if volcano.

Torment

as key turns

and grill gates slam shut.

Then, only then

speech in defense

of silent years.

Torment,

having experienced

the social nemesis role

naked, exposed,

vulnerable

to more than my own

censure.


A Galactic View 7

Paul Truttman

Within our cores of enlightenment or personal revelation reside a once embraced despair, emotional/psychological trauma, or an act of desperation. But if born enlightened, if never having experienced the need for truth seeking, our core essence has probably aligned itself to cosmic purity. This appears almost vacuumous rather than indicative of universal planet, comet, asteroid awareness. We reside uninterested in anything but self-edification. Hi, Luna Liz again, big sister incarnate to the darkness of non-discovery.

Forty years ago it was written that morality declines as technology advances. Luna Liz has observed moral decline in response to population growth. We can blame technology, inflation, populational growth, even capitalism, but morality and knowledge of ethics, protocol, and social responsibility rest squarely upon the individual. He or she either becomes involved to resist declines in societal values or allows decision-making to be someone else’s. The evidence for choices made is observed through exhibitions of regressive behaviors, plus civilized nations living in fear.

First World moral deprivations today stem from its youthful 1960s into 70s counter-revolution movements in response to the Vietnam War, parental dominance, and apparently a dissatisfaction with educational institutions. Only in hindsight has America, for example, realized that peace and drugs don’t mix, but neither did flowers accompanied by empty slogans.

Did societal fear begin in those days? Perhaps seduced by the era’s Charlie Mansons and “old school” parents losing control of their children? Or is fear the result of seeing late 20th-century youth take over neighborhoods and now entire city districts?

Declining morality starts with attitude, but is expressed through verbal and physical action: pants worn at half moon ( exposing teenage girls to too-soon permissiveness); disrespectful responses to authority, even to peers; and today’s youth to youth-adult sense of entitlement all providing examples of societal complacency. Have you heard the story of the homeowner who wouldn’t join the Neighborhood Watch? One day while at work, his home was burglarized. The response being an angry frustration — toward the very Neighborhood Watch he wouldn’t involve himself with. Only at night was the Watch effective, anyway, but point made.

“Ignorance is bliss” is an old, tired cliché. The ignorant person doesn’t know any better, so the adage still applies. But professing ignorance of what appears before and around is no longer valid. Television, alone, one of the precursors to the modern technological age, prevents our capability to plead ignorance.

What has been given away can often times be retrieved. Diplomacy is needed in this case, though: parent to child, teach to child, even peer to peer. No one person or social institution can individually act alone to restore morality. Regressive, “accept the easiest path” nature has first to be overcome. This requires a national advertising campaign to educate a populace regarding the cost of continued decline versus its adopting a spirit of unification and productive purpose.

Education begins with governments representatives; authority and power accepting that their responsibility is to the present-day welfare and future security of their people — all their people — from the richest to the poorest, from the most contributative to the least.


A Galactic View 8

Paul Truttman

What does a 21st-century eight-year-old boy want for his birthday? Electronics, sporting goods, or toys? What do girls want today? A man dating a single mother of young children is expected to know — or at least ask — if wanting to get to know his date better (not that I’m an authority since I’ve never experienced nor ever will). Hi, I’m Luna Liz, big sister, observing you from the darkside of your frailties. Alone you are not and we all benefit from asking what appear initially to be rather stupid questions.

If the boy or girl, for example, is given electronics, what kind of adult does he or she mature into? Many of today’s young adults are unable to reason or rationalize beyond the needs — or the excesses — of the moment. Many young persons appear impatient, are easily frustrated, do not want to work or pick up after themselves, yet remain addicted to technology’s entertainment, almost as intensely as if partaking in drugs. Do parents create this expectancy or is the service-oriented industrial world merely living within the latest demonic deceit: “Play me, I’ll take care of you”?

Birthday gifts are only one question-“able” example of modernization regressing human spirit. First world human dependency on cosmetics is another. Expectation and indoctrinated instruction — on a cultural level — requires the use of shampoo, conditioner, facial creams, shaving creams, an assorted variety of toothpastes, skin care products, wrinkle removers and …

What happened to basic use of soap — for everything? A person could retire on the product (non-use) savings, alone, ten years ahead of schedule. Let’s not get into the 1001 fancy coffees and breakfast specials needed just to kick start each day.

Today’s luxury seeking is not all by the young. Author Dean Koontz gives an example of wanting again to know an old-style “granny.” Instead, his character is faced with the falsehood of plastic surgery and reconfigurement through liposuction; granny’s divorcing her soul mate, going on singles cruises or jetting to Las Vegas for weekends with her current boyfriend. Is nothing sacred anymore? Are distraction and luxury the new religion?

Wayward grannies and distraught young adults give substance to an Earth increasingly fraught with social and civic unrest. Through sales tax and passenger planes (for the the grannies). If humans aren’t teaching their youth to be fiscally responsible, and granny’s out spending grandpa’s court-awarded retirement income, who’s at the bank securing national futures?

Fortunately, technological advances are an essential part of human evolution. The desire to become luxury-bound or lazy behind their use is not outwardly contagious. Family and social values are still being taught in many homes and in most schools. Earth is not doomed to extinction — yet — behind its investments. But the few, the minority are becoming increasing disruptive. Days of the whole, or collective population, not paying for the sins or negligence of the few are fast becoming history.

The moon is utopian — especially if one is its only occupant — but living in spatial darkness and eternal silence is similar in nature to being an ostrich with its head in sand. There are times when even I, Luna Liz, would like a more involved role in the activities of subjects discussed. Or, for the moment, at least one of the those fancy cups of coffee.


A Galactic View 9

Paul Truttman

Death is the ultimate insult requiring forgiveness. Why should humans be shuffled from one place or realm of existence to another at the whim of supreme beings? Mankind is either forced to depart lands of physical living while still too young to complete rewarding struggles, or they are retired at an old, highly honorable age forced to start over on a “higher” astral plane.

Hi, Luna Liz, again, sitting upon my cosmic seat in the darkness of space and vacuum, observing your scurrying upon some mission or other, weaving in and out of each other’s way. It seems, with variance of effort, merely to hasten the arrival of the above ultimate insult.

Acceptance, of course, by spirit and soul, is assumed by all conscious entities, even if in a limited fate, destiny manner of thinking. This acceptance of thought, however, isn’t part of everyday human situational or relational affairs. Luna Liz has seen decades expended by individuals failing to master a simple — yet temperamentally, emotionally difficult — act of forgiveness. In many cases it is self who is battered the most through feelings of resentment, guilt, remorse, even to the degree of harboring despair and hopelessness. What a loss to an otherwise pleasurable opportunity to just live.

Ego appears to be the greatest enemy to evolution. Its need is indispensable in situations relating directly to survival, but not in everyday social interactions. Ego represents false facade, both external and internal, often burying the spirit of its host beneath arrogant insecurity. Thoughts such as, “I’m okay, it’s everybody and everything else that needs adjusting” only aggravate the subsequent human sense of isolation and alienation.

Eighty percent of future potential and opportunity is negated or clouded by thoughts dwelling upon past insult or painful experiences. Added to this observation is the statistic that only ten percent of human brain is being used in species evolution. Remaining is only aerated intellect. Thought is intended to develop into philosophical reasoning and exchange beyond the self — so as to benefit, as a whole, the conscious collective. But if in pain or blame mode, the species finds itself coveting the final insult of death. Motivation for change is constant, but logical contribution to the embracing of alternative is needed.

Humans may not want to live in utopia, but why chaos? Why strive only for attainment of the ultimate insult? Downcast, hands in pocket, there is to be seen merely a shuffling as if to final destination — from the day of birth — with little to no consideration given to other than one’s own next steps, or meal, or scarce pleasurable interlude.

Lifestyles are cranked out as if there is no tomorrow. The offering of paradise awaits in an afterlife. Yet even death is feared. The final solution empowers — if thinking in terms of longevity rather than an immediate inevitability. Everything for achievers, however, begins (and ends) right now. Everything experienced becomes immediate memory.

Becoming one’s own supreme being is a difficult yet viable concept and actually reduces my master’s workload. “Higher” planes need not be awaited or lived for. Sharing of each other through dignity, courtesy and respect contribute generously to the conciliation of worlds, often to an intensely satisfying forgiveness of mutually embraced balance and harmony.


Tel Aviv Reading

B.Z. Niditch

After lunch

of inquisitive olives

Tel Aviv daylight

has consumed me

by a ripened earth


All Like Nature

B.Z. Niditch

in the garden’s agitation

a village lilac stares

dressed in a desire’s indifference

than all others

by the grey hedge rows

you are reading

“Pale Fire”

across the orange grove

a couple never alone

or going out

play dominos

on their mortal balcony

twin tempests

but trying to appear

in rational silence

your starved eyes

in a cherry bowl

submissively downcast

cluttered with a mountain top

of notes, envelopes, stamps

scattered like footprints

made aware of dusk

by the chills sea wind.


Hockney at West Cost

B.Z. Niditch

Dipping your toes

and fingers by canvas

in the dawn’s torso

shedding caresses

of windjammer waves.

Not puzzled from impasto

or charcoaled labyrinths

an open sea chest

pigmented skeins

form ineffable bubbles.


Sleepwalker Poet

B.Z. Niditch

time mingles

with your own voice

in the empty room

full of furtive secrets

two almond eyes

waken by sunlight

near the blueprints

of your own body.

demanding any life signs

from the long silence

of unspeakable loss

to unlock an unsound night

here in an early chill

you discover dark flashing

from blankets of fever

in as somnambulist dream.

under street lamps

picking the leaves

you crush pebbles of dust

of a nocturnal October

half-glimpsed

in the young frosted morning

you sleep on, sleep on.


Cambridge

B.Z. Niditch

My inky boots

have hushed the shadows

of deep water darkness

near the riverbank

a stranger good wishes me

on Valentine’s Day.

But under the sulfur sky

Cambridge has not recognized me

this transparent late afternoon.

A future lover

lies even to himself

even Mr. Harvard’s face

pale, red-eyed and cold

frowns snow-sick with secrets,

my new watch strap falls

near the parking garage

a Spanish band plays

at first glance

I see my double.


The Edge

B.Z. Niditch

With the breath

of everything green

cicadas surround you

inspecting each random garden

consuming violets

scattering an eye of sunflowers

May’s shadows stare

at outcropping tulips

the sun’s limpid spark

towers over the earth

and here on the river’s edge

by the deliberation of trees

spring appears

out of nowhere.


March 1st

B.Z. Niditch

The endless winter

backfires on dark roads

branches turned silver

saltless brown winds

snap oak trees

roaring with ice

exhaust an absurd March

with secrets of sleep.

Dozen of oven birds

hover over a sorry sky

an auspicious half-moon

exasperates the heavens

each burial of snow

covers a childhood memoir

awakening a visionary night.


Boston Fall

B.Z. Niditch

Feeling rootless,

you gather wood and logs

watching a harvest of students

taking to the Athens

of America,

then you spin around

on your blue bicycle

with an offhand modesty.

Discovering dangerous leaps

you feel the recent rain,

quoting Thoreau

from the city landscape,

wondering if the warm sun

will make you forget

the yellow and red autumn

breathing toward the day.


Azrael

B.Z. Niditch

This errata time

of night with night

which moves the darkness

and questions snow

kissing the forehead

with an echo’s quote

only the river speaks

in riddled no and yes.

Excused from the morning

the deathless angel

expressed remorse

when the train passes over

the thousand years

and a seagull

out of nowhere’s window

jets by

oddly on the bourse.

At Ford’s Theatre

each century’s lines

between Lincoln, Chaplin

and Chaliapin

the widow spider swells

and no one knows

the orphic note

except a lost anonymous Bosch.

We hate the mien

of painted suffering

where the assassin stands

before a visionary’s screen

and green lineaments

traces of our own ghosts’ lament

distance camps of oedipal abandonment.


Diary of Emergence

B.Z. Niditch

Summer, where the August heat wishes us well through treacherous seas. It is transparent blue, the Atlantic as I write Thursday on this page. The boat of my spirit sails over in the morning’s gleam of the sun. The sky folds down preparing for the ripening of the day. I’m splashing near the shore, wishing this diary a long life.


Searching for Allende’s Grave

B.Z. Niditch

Justice

in the bristling rain

on a bedsheet

of civil guards

the nickel and copper mines

have closed

to make the ascent

into the mottled showers

which keep

their spotted madness

outside the acid reflection

of the torturer’s modern furniture.

The generals are fine

like the ex-Nazi crutches

out of a bum field

my foreign body

is a rib of irritant

and the pigeon

lands on the bourgeois

wedding party.


Givers and Receivers

B.Z. Niditch

In the world there are givers and receivers. Givers can be in charity, in love, in protection, shelter, creativity, and genius.

Receivers can take in the gifts that the givers offer.

It is only different for genius to be with receivers if they receive the genius. It is grace by unmerited favor that genius can give everything to the receivers.

Whatever greatness and originality in the world has been secured by suffering, the receiver can only imagine. But it is solely by imagination that the genius can exist alone until he must expect nothing in return.

The charitable, the lover, the protector expect to receive back from their recipients, but only the genius can hope to receive even when it seems hopeless — the anticipation of art, of future achievement keeps the genius alive.


Ideas

B.Z. Niditch

197. What one loves for, one lives for.

198. Aphorists seek to maximize life.

199. No one can comfort a genius excpet his God.

200. Language is the measure of all civilizations.

201. Homer, Milton, and Borges… the poet who looks lonely on angels will go blind.

202. Art is the translations of good intentions.

203. Character and genius do not go together; that is the trouble with chosen people.

204. One cannot imagine Mozart in Hell, or Salieri in Heaven.

205. Even saints are full of complaints.

206. The wonderful miracle of Chekov, is that although he goes on and on, we want to go with him on and on.

207. One can read Kafka only when one is young and imaginative; Dickens only when one is young and naive; Tolstoy when one is young and idealistic; and Dostoevsky when one is young and melancholy.


Venice

Margaret Boles

Lost, inside myself,

I want to view

The interior of a soul

My soul, your soul,

Guggenheim’s soul!

Art on the wall

Is almost reflected

In the pattern on a tile

Or flagstone in the garden

Where sculptures question

Inexorably.

She bought Art of her time,

Guggenheim —

Immortalising them here in Venice,

Where soul and psyche struggle

To reach the ends of their earth, my earth

Unearthed in a Venice

Of rippling floors in San Marco

I pause to read like a magic eye

Mystery and magic of this Art

As names, Kandinsky, Delauney

Severini (Sea equals dancer)

Struggle to attach themselves to art

As arias have reached

To fix themselves

To musical composer and opera story.

Chagall’s picture looks

Back at Russia, forward to Auschwitz

While Mondrian, Malevich

Bring to mind, rhythm, balance, form

While the sea evokes

A cranium in my mind,

Before I enter a room of

And dribbled paint

Painting of emotions,

The inside of a head,

The interior of a soul.


Balls Bouncing Blue and Green!

Margaret Boles

I can a spade, a spade.

Whereas you are the past master

Of the metaphorical dance,

The butterfly that flits from

Flower to flower lighting

On niceties of nuances of meaning

When I, we, need you

To turn should into would,

To turn would into will.


A Pen from a Friend

Margaret Boles

A pen from a friend

Black Ink to write luck

Into my exams, into my poems

into my life—new life

up in a puff

of Christmas smoke.


Re-Invention

Margaret Boles

New Hope, new Life,

Fading, evaporating

In a puff of Christmas smoke

I reach out, trying to grasp

My dream, realise

I have to be determined

Not to let this dream

Waft away on a wisp

Of whimsy.


Norton’s Books

Margaret Boles

‘You must be good to books’,

A maxim learnt from mother

And yet, a book uncornered

Would seem like a friend unclaimed

A friendship sterile, quite above my touch

That dog-eared companion.

The well-thumbed tome,

Bears witness to a valued friendship

Something more than that which

The outside world looks on,

My well-thumbed time and I,

We share a common soul!


Nothing, Blissful Nothing!

Margaret Boles

Usually one just sits

And they can’t get at you

As you are busy

Doing nothing…
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