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Sully In The Golden Pool ~ You Fool
No Rule (And Fall Far From Your Footstool)

Barbara M. Schwarz

 


I was angered by the cool

way you used your spitting
tool

 


just to sully in my pool

when life has that golden
rule

 


that ‘what goes around”

returns back to original
ground

 


“IF you don’t like what I do - then
it’s up to you!!!”

The fairy mirrored what she knew -
throwing the odd stone or two : only hurts you!

 


On the front: “As the garden grew (the fairy
dust flew)” 2017.

 


“Who dares disturb me!” cried the
fairy,

 


“Oh sweet pea, leave it to me: I’ve
heard that a flea is quite tasty!”

and the frog leapt from the log
right into the bog.

 


You see, I throw a little fairy
dust

to help life’s lust and
pleasure

and help individuals grow to their
full measure

of joy - it’s not so wrong what I
employ

 


but as for you…

what do you do

by swaggering and throwing the odd
stone or two

into what doesn’t actually matter to
you

 


I’d like to call it
thuggery,

so why not hug a tree

instead of being so slimy

as to suggest - oh all you do is
jest…?

 


I’m not jesting

I’m arresting

this nasty negative flow

with each stone that you
throw

 


And I thought so clear

how mean for you to
‘appear’

 


as someone who knew

about ‘all’ they alluded
to…

 


when you didn’t have a
clue

and couldn’t be bothered

(I warrant you)

 


to explore what was really
there,

and more… as I see how you
claw

you always want a little
more…

to sully on my golden
shore!

 


I started to realise the
shamefulness,

disdainfulness, with which your
eyes

circumscribe all that you
deride

at a veneered glance of pure arched
vein…

 


“Oh, not THAT rubbish, yet
again!!!”

 


But, who are you really to
complain

when others work upon their
plane

and start to see

a positive humming
reality?

 


Oh, you thought that I was
done,

swatted a flea, and had some
fun…

 


But you aroused a mighty one - the
anger as

a torrent poured - such an insult
was explored, for

now the lion roared and life’s joy
could not afford such

an unwise thing as…

 


to disturb another’s wondering
!!!

 


“What right?!!!” - I ask you in full
sight:

 


“have you to blight another’s
insight,

 


for a cheap little thrill
-

like pigeon poop on a window
sill?

 


will you still now gloat at
me

when you realise the
energy

that it actually takes

 


to give some positive
earthquakes?

 


so now little flea, you became for
me

a full blown travesty! I grew
ravenously

perplex at such ‘apoplex'

 


how dare you deride so
free

what has never meant much for you to
see?

 


oh how grand is your
‘protusion’?

oh how great is your
infusion?

 


when all you ever do

is spite the odd word or
two?

 


yes, the flea bothered me

biting so obliviously…


indiscriminately,

 


but then I really saw,
that

the much much bigger picture
roar

 


you sullied in my golden
pool

and had a laugh and called me
fool,

 


but life is no one’s tool

 


you sit on your own
stool;

you stand as you are
there

smoking inane aspertions

into freshest air…

(is that all you have to
share?)

 


and you thought you got me
there

‘feeling such despair…’,

 


when really what is rare

 


is the bounds by which I
swear

allegiance to my humming
‘fayre’

 


what I declare I made - with the
truth

of sun in aid - of clear delight to
give our

hearts some respite,

 


and nurture us back into
light

away from mindless slight

that drags us into night

 


do you think I now take
fright???

 


I am live wire consumed by my
desire

to make of life a living
fire

 


… do you really wish my ire
-

is it ‘fun’ that will
transpire

with your dire little
thing

you just call ‘jesting?’

 


And indignation was at the heart of
veneration,

swept with hard core, the energy
that roar so centrally

is a sharp sharp stare to
see:

 


“who dares sully my
sanctity?!!!”

 


Indignation - now you’ve soldiered a
creation

at war with what you think - you can
splatter with some ink -

 


and then swiftly to ignore whenever
you can deplore

for a bit of fun (just some sport -
eh, hon’?)

 


Do you not realise

how spite flies

back again

 


to that moment when

another’s zen,

 


you thought to kill

with your foolish ill-turned
will

 


you think that ‘it’ your belly
fill?

 


are you really all that
proud

as you crowed aloud

a simple (stupid?) bully
crowd

 


and in one silly voice

you sought to castigate

my life choice?

 


and the water circled,
flew,

furiously as the fairy
drew:

 


how dare you…

how dare you…

how dare you…

 


the ripples disturbed the
view

and we see the hollowness of
you

 


dropping the odd stone or
two

but the water knew:

that’s all you’ll ever do

(if you don’t respect another’s
crew)

 


and settled on the muddy
ground,

that stone - you threw - was it ever
found….?

 


when many days thence,

what is your life’s
service

recompense?

 


what can you really show,

except the odd stone you now
gleefully throw,

into someone else’s flow?

 


you see, you think you’re
bright…

full of humour in your
spite,

 


but in the full light of day
-

those sorts of stones are swept
away

 


to an insignificance
pile…

it’s really not posterity’s
style

to re-heat the
‘not-so-sweet’

 


of nothing thence,

a simple nothingness
consequence

and that’s never more or
less

than simple emptiness

 


and though such sniggering
scores

many a ripple’s temporary
applause

 


what is left of you

if that’s all you ever
do,

when you throw an odd stone or



























































































































































































































cover.jpg





