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Every Waking Moment.

For Elaine and Stephen.

(Who haven’t met each other…yet.)

Every precious waking moment,

sells the trick that there’ll be more.

Every tale we tell our children,

leaves them wondering for sure.

‘bout the wonderment in rainbows,

and the chords within a score.

We guard against the one day

they can never ever ask us more.

So go from here my good friend,

tell this truth to one and all.

The moment will arrive soon,

please don’t deny His call.

Finbar Hanaghan.

February 2020.




An Open Secret.

(an Autumnal present?)

The guessing game is over now, gone by its time elapsed.

So, time is up its run its course, your presently unwrapped.

Those minds you tried to kid and lied to scarcely hold their bite.

You’re cold can hardly speak a word, you’re naked in the night.

Transparency has never been a suit I've played in spades,

in convoluted spiral songs, my statements usually made.

But laser true and diamond blue, I seek to know just how,

you listened long then passed on by, it’s difficult right now.

And so, to speak an early word before the light's its best.

The spark you gave, you're at my core, you’re central to my quest.

And separation doesn’t help, it simply fosters want.

I miss the look the style, your smile.

I’m given now to Kant.

The time for guessing's over now, plain truth will have its sway.

Foretold by children's laughter, light?

Love’s rhyme?

Is this our day?

Finbar Hanaghan.

Sept 2004.




For appearances only.

(Once hurt, loving will always be difficult.)

So, no one will own up to loving,

and nobody’s risking a scene.

Tomorrow, we'll show some emotion.

Stay cool, you know what I mean!

But the problem of honesty's starting,

to gnaw at convivial stance.

Breaking through is still not now certain,

take a gamble and back our romance!

But your tightening own inhibitions,

gain a grip that prevents you today,

from unhinging those false premonitions,

that are stopping you feeling okay.

It's a far cry from trumpeting freedom!

From riding on top of the pile.

It's a shame this realisation's,

taken certainty out of your smile!

Finbar Hanaghan.

Summer 1998.




When love comes it’s never too late!

(on two making one?)

Your presence lights up any room,

your histories enthralling,

the strides you’ve made will history’s take,

look kindly on your calling?

Our past will not define us, now

we’re creatures all with futures,

it’s not what’s gone before that counts,

get ready, start exploring.

This time we will be better, yes!

be brighter more forgiving.

We’re going on, so here’s the plan,

new heights and lots more loving.

So, damn the pessimists’ and now,

damn all the propagandists!

They’ve missed the point we’re here for us,

together we’ll stay standing.

It’s what we’re all here striving for,

for what else should we fight?

A world that at its centre has,

love, tolerance and right.

Finbar Hanaghan.

November 2023.




The second time of asking

(Could there be another chance,

and this time, without denial?)

It’s a start.

Well, a start of sorts, a sort of second time around.

Trying to remember a once visited and never fully forgotten set of feelings.

Tingling’s!

Half forgotten? They may now be about to be recalled.

Recount the ways?

No thank you dear!

I remember the tear-stained ending, last time.

Let’s be bright and this time, let’s go only for friendship.

We can do it. Now!

And we can do it now, with some confidence.

A sort of trick, played out in the public eye.

But feelings addressed only in our inner minds.

A kind of courtship in the dark.

Lit up, only occasionally, by glimpses of truly unguarded feelings.

The ones we don’t show off, for fear of being shown up.

But confidence is all.

So, let’s have a go!

And don’t tarry, by the reflections, in the windows of opportunity.

Don’t be drawn on the way you really, really want it all to end up.

All things being equal that is.

(Which they never are.)

And don’t risk the firesides warmth and never mention the doubts.

Dichotomy always dictates at its own pace, anyway.

Its spread betting at it’s very worst.

Funny really……. I thought and feared that the void had

triumphed.

And until the second glass of red, maybe it had.

But isn’t that the truth of it all?

No free man (or woman) can grow up hereabouts, and bend the knee to repression.

It wouldn’t do, would it?

To bend the knee, I mean.

Here we are, stopped on the very last steppingstone of history.

Preparing to step up, onto the very first rung of our ladder to the future.

Your future.

My future?

It’s the coming thing, you know.

What a show we’ll put on!

If only we had teacher’s book… the one with the answers at the back.

The one that removes all the risks.

Maybe it’s at the ladders top?

Maybe not.

Will you ever be ready?

It’s only a short journey you know.

One small step across the hallway.

Remember?

A chasm of doubt intervenes but we can deal with it, if you really want us to.

And this time, please, let’s avoid denial.

Finbar Hanaghan




GETTING READY FOR LOVE.

(at the last chance saloon.)

By Finbar Hanaghan

An introduction to set our scene.

Sometimes just sometimes a little bit of luck breaks in on what we have all come to believe, at one time or another, is a world going into a downward spiral. Business life, family life, life after a breakup or fall, and when it does (and you really want to believe in it this time around) it’s like the brightest of suns, warm and comforting washing away all the depression and despair for ever!

The way ahead could not be clearer, brighter or more welcoming.

Please join our hero as he starts Getting Ready for Love!

1.)  Prequel.

The thought of having to remain sober throughout the whole of the dinner date had started to get to me, long before the evening commenced. I was then and remain to this day, a lifelong member of the drinking class.

On the evening in question and wholly out of character, I had promised (myself) not to have even a single drink. I had agreed to drive both to and from the chosen restaurant.

But if you knew the young woman with whom I was to have dinner that evening, you'd realise I’d have agreed to most things even those still considered a hanging offence in any western democracy.

On that Friday evening I’d left the office promptly. I had allowed plenty of time. It was important to leave enough time and to make the right impression from the outset. Time was of the essence.

Driving home I envisaged the impression I would make in my brand-new jet-black Giorgio Armani suit. The Armani carefully tailored to eliminate the lumps and bumps of early middle age. My suit was underpinned by a Jasper Conran vision in white, a superbly tailored silk shirt pressed close hopefully soon by her, to the manly contours of my chest. The whole outfit was set off by the best Italian crocodile leather in the shoe department (not a care for political correctness there) and the icing on the couture cake was to be the most gorgeous Zandra Rhodes inspired bright yellow and orange silk tie.

I intended to look the real business for my dream dinner date on that Friday evening.

2.)  How we got here.

It was a little over a year ago that my wife of nearly ten years walked out on me. In all the time since I hadn’t as much as held hands with another woman.

Everyone I spoke to, although sympathetic had “the” reason why it all went pear shaped.

“You worked too hard, you were never at home, moving to the countryside was a big mistake, she was isolated and best of all “why didn’t you have any kids”?

That last barb hurt the most. If they had only have known.

In any event I was stunned, no devastated both by the sudden separation and by my so-called friends’ reactions.

As it transpired, she (the ex
























































































































































OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml


 

Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Acknowledgements



		Contents



		Every Waking Moment



		An Open Secret



		For Appearances Only.



		When Love Comes It’s Never Too Late!



		The Second Time Of Asking



		Getting Ready For Love.



		New….And Then?



		Hello, Good-Bye?



		The Cleaner



		Early Morning Madness?



		The Name That Cannot Be Uttered.



		The Last Olive Tree.



		Alexei Navalny 1976-2024



		Salt In The Wound



		The Summers Of ’22.



		The Golden Rule



		Last Dance In Carvoeiro?



		“Oh Portugal!”



		Reflections Of One Of The Authors At: -



		The Mediterranean Diet



		On A Year Not To Be Forgotten!



		Wednesday, This Coming Wednesday.



		The National Health Service And Me



		The Next Step?



		Time For The Off?



		Settling Up Time



		“A Spring In Your Steep?”



		A Christmas Eve Letter



		A Day In The Sunshine



		Thinking Back On It - For Yourself



		Don’t Look Now!



		On Coming Out?



		The Problem Of Being You, Being You



		It Was You, Wasn’t It?











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start











OEBPS/images/f00vi-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
I'm Coming Out
Of Made-up!

AN ANTHOLOGY OF POEMS AND SHORT STORIES

FINBAR HANAGHAN

FROM ORIGINAL IDEAS OF BARRY THOMAS HARRIS





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg
4, . New Generation Publishing





