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Inexorably - The Journey That We
Know An Open Beck Of Flow

 


‘less is more’ and the door, I
can’t ignore

open energy that pour

ripping off summer’s door

to openly reveal

all that autumn will
conceal

 


strength and energy

harboured winter’s memory

on a golden spool

 


the sense that we are seasons’
tool

to follow now the rule

of autumn’s endless
spool:

 


we tidy away

when the light has left our
play

 


and harbour a new course

for
springtime’s freshest force

is in the nature of
terrain

to make of the exotic
plain

 


a simple golden rule

to bed again in winter’s
pool

of stillness and despair

when life is threadbare

and free

from all exuded memory

 


winter, cause of your
ascension

the brand new growing of
intention

where we freely resurrect

what we did not ‘in the least
expect’

 


A sobering of sorts

with whom the sun
cavorts!

 


The squealing energy

No longer fancy free

Indeterminably

Last moments that I see

Release their memory

 


What had the heart to
disincline

A further hope

A further chime

The syncing rhyme for me

Drifts now endlessly

 


And I am caught between

All that hope I once turned
green

 


I know no passage true

I simply release you

So weary of your ways

The simple moment just a
haze

 


So weary of your lies

The element no longer
tries

It simply can ignore

What you thought there
before

 


Deception in your wake

A future
dissipate

 


Deception was for me

A life of drudgery

And I am all undone

For now I rest just with the
sun

 


A sense of everything

Starts its life now to
bring

A taller sense of you

Raising up to start anew

 


In the moment of my
dwelling

What is left of former
telling

What could you really wish to
see

That magnified the life in
me?

 


What had a moment to
define

Syncing rhyme you caught your
prime

Lower on the boughs of
time

What is now left to sign

What gives you the edge
define

When whittled grey and
true

The draughtsman came upon
you

 


Are you searching still for
me

Endless moment busy bee

Used up your eternity

Humming free

Grey the hair and still the
tree

Echo left and echo flee

Birds that sing in memory

 


Are you weary of my heart

The desperate ways new memory
start

Are you weary that I knew

Enough to hold your tongue so
blue

Are you weary when you
know

All the old that enter
flow

Wizened heart of long ago

What is left of you to
show?

 


Are you age beyond your
time

Are you still so anodyne

Are you really all that
cool

Now you play nobody’s
fool

 


Are you really now just
there

Whispered life of
atmosphere

Did you really just turn
grey

By what moves your heart
today

 


Are you steady on your
feet

Did you leap so long, so
fleet

Another century to meet

What is it your mind’s eye
greet?

 


What is it you whispered
true

(powerful journeys once
accrue)

 


Wizened heart that once you
grew

High above your spirit
flew

Echoed life that once
renew

How you always soldiered
through

 


Changing fortune of time

Here now - a life shrine

 


It seems so little now to
me

The shape shift change
reality

The barking dogs of
destiny

Ever closer - further see

 


The speckled Jewel upon my
brow

The simple source that I know
how

The simple thing I see

Is Just Reality

 


The talk of endless days

The prattle mist that always
sways

An element of sea

‘Nearer now my god to
me’

 


The sense that worshipped
time

No longer has to define

What an element despair

The whispered longing through the
air

 


The sense of shrewd
collude

The sense of moments could
exude

The sense I barely knew

 


All of that now hit you

 


The sense of fortune told for
bold

The sense of memories now
cold

The sense I never knew

 


What really hit you

 


The sense an object of
despair

To catch a spirit and
repair

But I’m no longer laughing
there

Here a moment that now
wear

No longer heavy on my
soul

 


What brought to you a singing
bowl

What smelt of earth burnt crisp and
whole

What was the sense to you

That let all things renew

 


I never now allowed you
to

Pretend as if you knew

What I was coming through

 


The sense of life already
done

The sense of time already
spun

‘The old one’ I thought

A sense of life and
nought

With which my spirit to
cavort

 


The sense of opportunity

The sense of the rune of
me

The sense I could divine

A different ebb of time

 


I know my spirit now
align

With what is my true sense
design

I opened up in time

The haze and smoke a sign

 


Before the winter time

The fruits that ready in their
prime

What life had promised to
define

 


A harvest season will

Cause my heart a deepest
thrill

 


Forgive and new

The life you love

To see echo free

Simplistically

Know

All way open flow

 


Inexorably

The journey that we know

An open beck of flow

 


From the ashes that you
came,

I move you further yet
again

To winter plain and true

When golden autumn life
accrue

 


From whence

A screeching, cawing
sense

The time, a source of
recompense…

 


From whence, whence

did you flow

all the knowledge you now
show

 


From whence, whence

did you show

all the sense of your own
soul

 


From whence, whence

did you know

all of life aglow

 


the shadow that you know

the shadow that you grow

the sense of presence that now
flow

 


From whence, whence

whence

did you ever get your
sense?

 


The recompense

a simple sense

 


I wrote a journey of a
book

the simple sense that life now
took

another luck

another pluck

another duck for me

the swing of life’s own
rotary

 


what could I ever now
avow

of what I thought that I’d got
now

when sense of
sensibilities

in the moment inexorably
flees

and I am left to see

the magic of a time set
free

 


the bells that tolled

the fresh air fold

into a godly loom:

autumn coming now so soon

 


a mirror reflect a loom

it is harvest boon

 


A change of circumstance

(a different form of
dance)

 


I had no words to
sacrifice

a further life

what would you wish me to
begin

what lurched with life a soul to
sing

what was hidden in my
wing

when my body now can
bring

performance offering?

 


What was told gravely from my
heart

when the sun now bright my
start

 


What was told gravely from the
past

a sacred moment now to
last

what was told, truth in
sacrifice

what makes winter splice and
dice

with chance…

 


A change of circumstance

 


What to do?

(The explorer resurrect in
you)

 


What would you resurrect for my own
end

what is the truth you sought to
fend

when battles lost in dust
append

what you thought and hoped to
send

 


What gave the rustle in the
trees

brand new hope and brand new
breeze

what were those moments such as
these

to call upon a heart life
squeeze

 


What did you really wish to
do

when all around life resounds
anew

 


in you

The figure of your queue

(What to do?)

 


A halo over you

(the light renew)

 


What to do with what you
said?

What to do - a creaky bed

all that lost its resonance
said:

 


‘Back to bed -

just rest your head’

 


but I was stirring in my
groans

all of life a creaking
owns

all of sums own treasure
zones

when we start with growing
cones

 


wisdom sense of
‘time-done-spew’

a simple sense that talk
anew:

 


the epic that now conjure
you

(and the wind blew and
blew

a halo over you)

 


The outside world
connection

(a
journey’s recollection)

 


On my journey’s
recompense

what was much that made no
sense

simple talk of recompense

are you sitting (boldly) on the
fence

simple sound and voice
profusion

simple choice and energy
fusion

 


do you see what’s meant to
be:

voice of structured
harmony?

 


And the wind blew colder
still

autumn augur such a
thrill

leaves that blow on window
sill

if I will, if I will

have an appetite to fill

all of my own doing

with a sense of wealth
accruing

 


steady on my joints

the flow of simple knowledge
points

in one direction

the outside world
connection

 


Ever more ever more

Hope adore

 


Strength of former
reflection

Strength of hope’s direction

Are we weary to

start a life anew

 


the knowledge that now
brew

an adventurer of you

and chilled to suffering the
core

(of what won’t do just no
more)

 


just no more

just no more

but the open door

we oft ignore

what am I now waiting for

nothing further to
implore

scrubbed the crease of autumn’s
floor

 


no more labour to implore

pistons humming to the
door

ever further my own shore

ever wider my own store

ever more ever more

hope adore

 


Register yesterday

(flee away)

 


I knew a sense of

recompense when

time stood like a fence

and guarded this moment
hence

this moment hence

the simple whence of

turn

when all the new collate to
burn

 


and rustling sweetly

autumn came so neatly

to advise

‘see how you circumcise

see how you spiel away

see how you barely
register

(what’s left of)
yesterday’

 


Collation in my heart

the self-deceptive part

had made a brand new
start

 


Blossom Spring in coldness
bring

a simple hymn

 


I lived with lives that open
told

where a love grew gentle
bold

where a heart no longer
fold

but reach out through the
cold

and anoint the very gold

with water rushing
through

 


I am Spring’s eternal hope in
you

and as the cold wind blew

I knew autumn could begin
anew

with clearing out what we could
do

to bring our lives fresh and
new

to the point I told you
to

 


‘Blossom Spring reveal your
wondering’

 


see, I blossom still

by my own will

 


a simple hymn and memory
start

a simple joy that reach my
heart

that knows each journey
spent

gave now such fresh air
vent

 


from whence

from whence

you knew

 


all colours golden

life renew

 


I was weary on my way

‘no more iceland now’ I
say

 


‘no more weary thoughts
congested’

all the burden now arrested and
tested

by my will:

see, I blossom still

 


that is my solution

absolution

 


why would my journey reach the
end

what was left now to
defend

protector of what I can’t
mend?

 


Here and now a truth
godsend

in the wend of my own
field

in the end of my own
yield

 


in the source of my own
flowing

see the energy now
showing

it is all that I am
knowing

 


it is all that I now see

twinkle mass of mystery

and the snow lay on the
ground

perma-frost was all
around

 


mountain of my
institution

preserved now in my
restitution

that is my solution

(total
absolution)

 


my choice, my voice:

a simple joyce

 


why would such able bones
declare

‘we will never now go
there?’

 


why would such able bones
decide

‘here with death we won’t collide?’

 


why would such able mind now
say

‘enough (your) tinkering of
yesterday’

 


why would an able body do

exactly what it choose
to?

 


why would you disappear my
friend

when you are nearly at the
end?

 


my choice - my voice:

a simple joyce

 


a simple way to go

(afloat in flow)

 


I converted you to see

a myriad choice of
history

but the mystery that
unfold:

 


you are strong and blue and
bold

and the water seeped right
through

all you hoped and planned to
do

 


drowned to life and wrought
anew

see the Springtide washes over
you

 


early resilience bring

a simple resounding:

 


a long time ago,

I grasped at life as if at
snow

and the purity that show

transformed to flow

 


transformed to flow

a simple way to go

 


it is as it is told

(an utterance of gold)

 


Welt of opportunity

Wealth of what I see

all is opening steadily

 


what had left no enemy

what was simply

 


simply free?

there I see all attachment grasp at
me

 


simply new?

there the old was royal
too

 


simply free simply see

menagerie

 


and in the open cold

my breath gasped from a heart so
bold

 


it is as it is told

(utterance of the purest
gold)

 


miss you somehow

(the oblivion plough)

 


equinox - the energy
flocks

in circles up ahead

almost at a balance

in a centred head

 


the light and dark now
fed

the weary moments said

nothing of import

(what was left to ever
thwart)

 


an open sense of time now
fought

an open sense of all that
bought

 


an inactive bough

steady on your journey
now

we’ll miss you somehow

 


the stormier the weather

the open now the clever

 


what was the deal

the open-ended life
appeal

how did you seal your
luck

was it just a moment that it ever
took

 


to be a babbling brook

 


babbling brook at
journey’s end

you are joyful now my
friend

 


you can
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