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The simplest sense a notion - life
a total ocean.


 


Island Bliss - Simple thoughts on
all of this …

 


Island Bliss, the captured time I grew to
miss

 


Island Bliss, the captured time so
sun-kissed

to list and fade away

the worries of a yesterday

 


Island Bliss, the happy thoughts that this
could be

the brightest blue beyond the sea,

 


and tranquility, my friend

saw us breathe deep without an end

 


a simple moment knew

the waves that now lap over you

are in the final clue

 


the gallery that grew

when eyes in weary sunshine knew

 


all colours blast through

shining bright and new

 


a list - the boat,

the simple float

 


upon a perfect day

what else was left to say

 


for what was left was left to be,

a simple line imagery

 


and all around,

I silenced sound

with deep depths blue of sea
profound

 


A moment just to breathe

a moment to (just) receive

 


the searing of the sun

the melding into one

 


the deep blue blue,

au fonds, is all I say to you

 


Au fonds where it prolong

the depth of movement goes along

 


the colour on a plate when all the ocean
wide

awake, feels each little shake and
turn

 


volcanic undergrowth that burn

quick and clean away

 


sulphur is spouting out today

and bubbles in the soil

 


arise through water as to toil

the worries clean away

 


the bright bright blue

begins to play

 


a simple melody

the strumming of reality

 


upon the Caribbean sea

when the Atlantic washed right over
me

 


I dived in snorkelled lagoon

we went so far as to maroon

 


each thought of everything

that had a flight of wing,

 


the ocean that now bring

upon a bright bright blue

 


the bleached white that surround
you:

 


Heat and countermanding

exhaustion understanding,

 


that the very still

has the power yet to thrill

 


and in the cauldron heat,

a memory fleet and true

burned around you

 


a final chance to be: rocked by the
sea

 


a final chance to know ocean’s fullest
flow

 


and in such bright clarity I chanced upon an
ocean free

unbound by what I see, the turtle thus
approached me:

 


why worry in a life, just to generate more
strife?

 


why worry when today, the heat of life
breathes anyway?

 


why worry kindly friend, that you are not
quite at the end?

 


why worry even more when there is nothing left
to shore?

 


why worry even now: you do not know the way
somehow?

 


Island breath, sweet pass of all that I left
simply floating air:

a life suspended there in the lap and in the
wave spoke so

still as if to save an open grave view when
sunshine flooded through

and simple heat renew the call of life to brew
and boil away

what has not yet turned to clay

 


the mainstay energy,

the sun that sets so free

such heat entirely

 


the simple breath that blew

au fonds to well in you

such depths of ocean blue

 


Inspiration,

the source of all creation

 


Island memory

where heat becomes an energy

of all that seeks to move,

here the sun carves its own groove

and in the smooth reflection,

the mirrored source a fire
connection

of water’s full perfection

 


easy easy pen

laid to rest again

 


the bright blue breath of zen,

a cooling as and when

the simplest now and then

 


a quiet simple breeze

provides such perfect ease.

 


Easy easy notion

simple heart of heat devotion

(just) dive into the sea:

 


the relief now constantly

teaches you to see

the vibrant blue in me.

 


Such manner of distraction

lose such constant traction

when all around I see,

the deep blue consume me

 


easy energy, splashing light so
blindingly,

where will your waters flow when to depths of
ocean now you go,

 


your sense of time reverts to island
sign

and simple thoughts of bliss are lost in all
of this

 


a final hiss and stew: the volcano that awoke
in you,

and all around I knew, the deep deep blue was
coming through

 


a breath of hottest ash, a breath of heat on
life that smash

away what (ever) mattered anyway

 


when time stood still, I bore no
ill

 


then time broke thrill to bear

the cleanest freshest air

 


a simplest movement sphere, a breeze that
could appear

in motionless design to breach the edge of
time

 


a breath of life a sign on which the heat
could dine

one final last time

 


Cottage slumbers

frogs in numbers

 


chirp a lively lullaby

a lovely breeze around me fly

 


the feeling of the sea

the lovely turquoise churns so free

 


the white of the beach

the heat that hone could beseech

 


the waves that drew a breath

all lovely parts of happiness

 


the sweltering of the sky

the fluffy clouds that sweep right
by

 


my lover by my side

his faithful pride to joy confide

 


a special glide and space

welcome to such open place

 


where things can rearrange

where the exotic is no longer
strange

 


and ranged upon a shore, I saw my
lover

not once more as more than part of
me

but a simple humming in tune to
eternity

 


the shouting of our lives, the
desperate

hives of day when all intentions swept
away

leave little more to say,

 


simplest island bliss

what would you give for all of
this?

 


And the breeze in the trees

waves palms of rustling things

the drying of such wings

the melody that sings

unbidden yet so clear

when waves of infinity appear

 


island fever, such a diva

but humming merrily through

the stronger breath that collides
anew

all you’d wished and hoped to.

 


Inky, inky flow, you appeared so long
ago

 


inky inky sea, deep the depths of
energy

inky, inky heart, such expression to
depart,

inky inky soul when music was your life’s
toll

 


inky inky life, more than friend and more than
wife

intwined into one, see how new things have
become

 


a simple turn of phrase, a simple life and
phase,

to let sun’s arrays work in different
ways

 


inky inky flow, I once bid you to
go

inky inky well, the water drew its deepest
spell

 


inky inky sell and sail, inky inky beached now
whale

 


inky inky life and inky inky thing,

tired of all the wondering

 


Far light fire fly beneath a darkened
sweltering sky,

the breeze that brought to ease a jungle in
great seize

 


the rolling of the waves, the sultry heat that
craves

the heat of noonday sun when all the work is
done.

 


Iris eyes, what can you see:

shores and forms of destiny.

 


Iris eyes, what do you hope:

all the past that now re-stoke?

 


Iris eyes, what do you care,

when I’m laughing in the air?

 


Iris eyes, what you do know,

when I was quick to move so slow?

 


Iris eyes, you had my heart

Iris eyes, the treasure start

 


to just conceive what it is we wish
believe

Iris moment, do you see: just a jaded
reality?

 


Iris eyes: what could you know, when I
breathed

and spoke to flow?

 


Iris moment, don’t despair;

you are laughing in the air

 


for I am a humming sphere

swift to nectar reappear

 


and each light year profusion

brought no further source
(confusion)

 


humming, rested where,

the taste of nectar reappear

 


humming bird, humming bird

not a moment now absurd

for I kept my very word

 


and brought to you

(the very) best I do -

 


humming whisper irony,

flatter wings and broke free

from false thought idolatry

 


humming in my mind,

the wind so swiftly inclined

 


humming bird, humming bird

shaken now is every word

 


from my very bough, good luck now!

 


Island dressing, life caressing

the simplest breeze prepossessing

a fourth dimension when possessing

illusion’s final stall to go beyond it
all

 


the time that widened and stood
tall

beneath it all, it tends to crawl

 


but in its greatest hoop, life is a long
loop

beyond what we may dupe and can

 


the fervour of a ‘yesterman’, time
may

switch away and bring eternity to
play

 


beyond the bands of what holds our
sway,

life is moving anyway, fourth
dimension,

life in love’s own ascension

 


Did you really wish me to

tie a knot royal blue,

when all the world is open to you

the hearth of birth anew

 


the eyes that reach out to the stars that
flew

beyond direction, a trail of life’s own joy
reflection

lies in the very hours, the fourth dimension
showers

strange exotic flowers beyond perception
powers

 


truncated at the wake that life a split second
shake

and will never hesitate to attack

our each and every cataract

 


Are you ready, can we begin to sing

an entirely different hymn?

 


No matter what I thought, sultry life, the
heat that sought

to rise with connection - a mathematical
perfection

of twisted interconnection that’s fluid as the
sea

and much too gross to entice me…

 


sinews that allay

what I wish to face today

 


why pick on through

the bones the dogs once knew,

 


when all around you,

rivers rise anew

and surge to deepest blue

 


Escher still confounds you,

the more dimensional astounds you

 


and yet underneath you see,

a simple part connected free

 


a wider source of allegory and
persuasion

 


how much appreciation can begin to
form

on what is not yet quite warm.

 


We look and like to see

a mirror image reality

 


but in our very hands,

the touch and feel commands

 


to sift as through sands

what our heart understands

 


mystic powers do

awaken the god in you

and in its great appreciation

 


we simply start to see

all life an allegory

of fourth dimension duplicity

 


the sense of what is there

mixes with what we wish where

 


we could see

a bright plane reality

 


but fourth dimension true

has its eye firmly on you

 


are you master of your fate

when the world to higher stake

moves synchronously

to what we cannot see

 


would each dance

as if to chance

matter what we wish romance

 


when perfectly we see

life’s higher harmony

to our naked eye conceal

 


the depths of all ascension

the heights I start to mention

 


the dizziness that flow

when life is not as we thought so

 


the complete blackout

when life is over in a shout

 


and we start to see

what really mattered to you and me

 


rarified contention

(that is not the fourth dimension)

 


rarified contusion

(just simple source confusion),

 


so can my eyes opened see

the fourth dimension in front of
me?

 


‘Behind you, behind you’

a multilateral clue

of what it means to you

 


just a physicality

of life’s actuality,


a sequence of position,

or a timeless imposition


that keeps the world at stake

to a higher snake

 


the sense that venom knew

the antidote it hid in you

 


all things and their price,

the glory and the sacrifice

 


the duplicity of thought,

of what ‘it’ ought

and what we sought

 


duplicity a thing

to break a dimension ring

 


we see in pure 3D,

the fourth sense of energy

 


a simple rushing through

beyond the plane of what we ‘do’

 


and ‘place’ and ‘moment’s sign’

are shaken up in time

that heeds no space that we define

 


fourth dimension coming through

(but not as you would wish it to)

 


‘remember, we shall all
die’

a simple battle cry to fly

 


as to our stars, imagination powers

the source of fourth dimension
flowers

 


you thought you exhausted me,

you thought a love affair you see

but I am pure grand ecstasy

 


beyond what you connive and
impeach,

whatever you wish beseech

the fourth dimension start to teach

 


that however you seek to rule,

the world is bigger than your pool,

 


and should a fool wish you ill,

a simple part of life now spill

 


a moment’s awkwardness,

for we have bigger things to test

 


than what we once thought to
‘possess’

a simple island caress

the waves that beat such happiness

 


the rhythm of the sea

and fourth dimension allegory

 


is neither here nor there

but gradually opening up somewhere

 


it is a crack of light

the dawning of insight

into experience flight

 


typology of resurrection

unfolded now in all connection

 


when we start to see

direction’s hypothetically

 


what we think we see

staring at planes of reality.

 


A simple source and pen

can erase again

 


what sought to hem us in,

new perception now to win

 


for would you wish renew

what once had happened to you

 


when all around anew,

the freshest breeze coming through

 


staid old stew has nothing left to
do

as the fourth enters you,


you know that it is true

(the world’s much bigger than you
knew)

 


A simple source of season,

a false hanging reason

 


to tie ourselves unstuck,

why strangle our own luck

 


for when we dangle free,

a different type of mercy

 


suspended in the air,

the faith, the thoughts we wished to
share,

 


but now we really know

all the world a fluid flow,

 


see again our hearts can grow

beyond ‘what we used to know’

 


salient thought of time

that popped into the divine

 


and opened treasure’s store

for here is so much more

than what we had been hoping for.

 


Icy sense of breath,

I once praised your loveliness

 


but now the heat is rising to

a sultry space where time renew
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