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On the front cover: “Three Trumpets
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Broken into pieces

Left upon a bow

I had such corners

(tho’ I never knew quite
how)

 


And staring right ahead,

the panda put to bed

any harshness that the wind now
fed

into my flower bed

 


that icy breeze of
understanding

it is a journey more than
handing

down all my old feather
crown

 


simple listless ways

when frisson fears allays

no matter what now prays

I hear the fresh wind
blowing

it is life now showing

 


within an icy blast

fresh new sound to cast

 


and humming along, I start my
own

panda song:

 


‘the simple black and white - seems
a little

harsh and a little trite (what once
my soul ignite),

but in a flight of words, I hummed
like the birds

the trilling on high: it is time
again to try,

to stretch out wings and fly:
further than the sky

of your domain (for panda trundles
through just the same)

 


and when it feels inane, why it’s
just like the rain

icy on my window pane calling (back)
to life again

 


and such drab and dreary hours will
convert to

marvellous flowers : the powers of
rest, the life force

that calls to zest in the dismal
rain, will move you

all the same to giant growth
again

 


And humming right on through, I
delighted at what the panda knew.

 



 


Black and White Softer
Insight

 


From my garden, I behold

daffodils the wind swept
cold

 


and so I moved their head

one thing to another lead

and I cut them at the
stem

to stand up straight
again

 


so a vase, as and when,

became ‘a centre
zen’

 


and, stumbling, I sought

to capture such a moment

fraught with fleeting
desire

and innocence that too soon
expire

 


and tho’ I tried so hard,

I really could now see

the harsh reality

of curtains just for me

when I try to be

‘as I used to see’

 


and so I sought to rhythm

through and I swung my

paintbrush right at you

 


but you were a delicate
thing,

vibrant in the metal sing

how I beheld your colour
ring

true,

 


and though the ruthless

thing I do, was nothing

old and nothing new, I

knew that I would be,

immortalised for free

 


if the joyful daffodil

could see: I’d made the

picture dance for me.

 


dance for me, oh dance
for

free, why don’t you see

to keep your colours

vibrantly strong, you
fade

where fleetingly once you
throng

and

 


that’s how nature carries

on, for every Good Luck

song has the element that

prolong a moment lived
true

when the icy wind new
breath

blew, so,

 


joyful age where my

daffodils are sage just

to see ‘our fleeting joy

memory’,

 


for daffodils
so

vibrantly

 


define their moment free

beyond what I determine

‘what I should get to
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