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A Fin, Dropped (resef

8 —
ere is a disturbance — It could be somewhere or everqwhere, /
['m nof sure which. Perhaps s a sickness, but [ve become
~ aware of o with a feeling of annoyance af iane and loose
Ctalk. H's the sorf of chaffer which doesnt infend o broadcast
ifsetf as harshly as | might pick & vp. Nonetheless, i gets
under the skin. [ find [ now grit my feeth when assmg heavy
-machinery i fhe slreef. The same goes for fhat mm"fer with
overly long and raucous laughter. The overdone jollify of a
nothing—in~particular.  So much & qoing on under The very nose
of the cachinafor, vet they seemso very unaware. Lav hing a
few seconds longer than needed. [f i the sound of chaos bem
exhumed fhrough™ the movth. — I'm siffing on the frain. Everqone
has their noses in their phones. All tapping away like large,
Crouching rodenfs. Unable to leave their egorcseol wheels. All busy
buying, Commenting, browsing... somefimes hafing, and tappin
away their fime.” - Walkmq “out Through The Stafion exil gates
he air i ice fresh from a cold february downpour. ft's “the
st ﬂnmq that has made me feel normal foday. Pont gef me
“wrong; [ recognise that my own job has funed me info a fired
bovine wn‘h us‘r enough  enerqy raze af myq fable, nod fo my & %
‘ *Children, and fall asfeep in on’r 0? yef anoﬂner screen. [ am :
-a ﬁllq aware that [ foo Treaol my own hamsTer wheel. What to
- of The Ovf-outside i so... nafurall) So unbothered by the
qlons and  information bemq assed through fhe air. There's foo
muchvibrant sfafic. [ can feel i building vp at the edge of my
hinking.  So much noise! Too much plastic and glass. Too much
anfi-soCial media, dictatorial empathy. S’frengw‘h Through  victimhood.
A morbidly obese mouth—piece medwm that s made oF the foly
Wood A (45 Prother Corpomhon gmndﬁand feedingus Crumbs of
wiffering ovrnalxsm The  sledgehammering of old ways fo reveal
a new sef” of modern truths. “Individval fruths now wink like a
billion stars. — So cover me under trees, or an open sky. Give |
me fhe full and glorious Chaos of an undefined nafure, and let
me wafch fhe clovds pass by within my own piece of silence.




YAl That You Carry

6m"fmq her feeth blocks oul the washmg machine
Runs down the garden where her thoughts were last seen
Here we qo, here we go. Here she goes

He leaves work lafe again, heads ouf for that drink
The bifter taste of absence makes him think
Here we qo, here we qo. Here he goes

Turning all The lights on
Turnmg all The l(ths on

Those first fen years fhey lived for corporafe gain
Reinvigorafed by some <un and some rain
There” we qo, fhere we qo. There fhey qo

Turn another light on
Turn  another I(gh’f on

Twnmg all Their l(qh]‘s on
Turnmg all Their l(qh]‘s on

Head on down fo the river!
emply fhe stones that are i

Head on down fo the river!
emply fhe stones that are i

Head on down to the river! *
ease qour  backpack  down

mpty ﬂne stones that are in if

j dam fhat river right vp *

Head on down to the river!
ease qour backpack  down

T ﬂne sfones that are in i
j damn thaf viver right vp. * *



MK A Pegceful first Night (atheist prager)

Low, underground. Zipped down mango room
Stars voof the night, above fhis canvas womb

Preathe slow, let go tonight
Eve glows,; sinks ouf of Sight

High on the hill, I'm cenfre of the round
Mountains line the sill, welcomed by lack of sound

Path grows, leads out of Sight
Eve glows, follows me home™ fonight

The fog thaf wanders, gafhered in
dvng my boofs with diamond qrass
[ wafch the pylons march away
over the hils into the qrey

Crackling infentions  they  spittle—spark

and mount the clearings, headed ouf

Where the air i thin, and plants breathe barely.
Absurd as the Green—skinned harvesting lovt

Eve glows, hidden in plain sight
[ am” Adam fonight.
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Y A Jar OFf fiveflies

Proken, Proken
Deep in fhe need, unspoken

My Thouqh]‘s condemn me
A winter spring fhat wont  vnwind

Woken, WWoken
For what else | see, unspoken

The mMango hides me
A nglon grub who speaks i Sighs

If | were qov ['d be ‘Close to breakmg
So freaf qourself fo some ﬁarl(qh]‘
Commg ke a firefly

Spoken, spoken
e what else [ need, has spoken

The frail descends me
Onfo a beach of my own mined *

[ qov were me, gov might sfop fhis breaking
buf "come fhe night, s Tke a bad flight
Haunfs me as the fire flie

And | am me, full on sivolling, graceless

A coplured soul in & glass jar
sparking like o firefly

Heat vp my fin cup full of Spoons
Drink. down’ my coffee of lngoons * * *
Wash ot my bowl of sandy™ bays
Hang vp my" socks of sunny dags.
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MG [ g7y Symmer

Siffing i the garden with Margaret. Sitfing, and reading a book
The Temonade pool i my fargef, [ hope she didn't see what |
fook.

Lazq summer, breathe deepl
Lazq summer, breathe slowly

Felix sits in his deckchair, ice cream all over his face
His blue plastic sunglasses glinting, as usval he’s misplaced his
taste

Lazq summer, breathe deeply

(They vead fall fales as Tﬁwew sandwiches curled)
Lazq" summer, breathe slowly

(Spying, danger, monsfers lurk!)

Sandy has made a big sand house, he buried his sisfer inside
But <he doesnt mind this foo much, he buried her with Matthew
Garside

Lazy summer, breathe slowl

(Don't pick the frut when ?Ys close fo the ground!)

Lazq summer, breathe gratefully

(Timeslip. Too late! Homeward bound!)

Time fo go home fo the family. Home fo a Cool summer bed
Where pieapple vings will qreef vs — we're sure fo be well fed

Lazg summer, breathe dee l‘?
Lazq summer, breathe Jogfully
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BN | ot and found (discarded koan)

Home: Shaped like a Galaxy
The path around a ba
Keeps us free from falking

Kage- Let i come on by
A “supersonic qu
of minuscule proporfions

approached a campfire cold ¥ broken down

0 sign of life aparf from one

A single glove hung from a free, spimning i the sun
Round ™ ¥ Yound ¥ “round, around around

Shame: ff's a Crying shame
[d make i whole ddgain
That sound of one glove  waving

Crows: Gathered in the free
Pecked this U()()QT\(«/]
The sound of one glove spinning

One suffers enough in this world
without The hope “of ﬁnd(nq another qlove fo hold
Round ¥ vound ¥ vound, “around around

As | walked on info the sun, it just kepl...
Going around, going around aroun
Going around, poinfing things out fo me

it's like a nonsense poetry.

One suffers enough in this world

withou fhe hape “of finding a maiching glove fo hold
We keep qoing around ¥ “round & raund around
Round ¥ vound & round, around around.



BNV The Pewilder Refreaf

There s a place fhaf keeps qov safe buf far awa
Where light and sound cannot confuse the foq of day
And loved ones qo there, i not willingly

A refreat <o high, beqond our reach

The vooms are small fo cavse the memorys deca

The  windows l(th the room, darker than the day

The corvidors dre long, buf the carpets swirl in vounds
No service liff, no lost and found

Slow down, slow down. Go down fo the bench by the sea

[t sfands as pure as whife, prisiine amongst the frees
There i no parking — you gef there on”a breeze
Guesfs sfarf vp high, fhen head down fo the sea
Rooms stay empty,” while the food i« free

They walk the path vp fo s wide rofating door
evenfually compromised, head down foward fthe shore
A door To nothing, and a keyhole with no key
Going high af first, while descending fo the sea

She laid down, lag down. She went down without looking af me

[ gaﬂnereo\ all the ﬂr\mqs of qov in my head
[ Scattered memories on your wild flowerbed
With  constant fhinking of ‘being out alone

An unknown space, @ vequest”for home

You went vp high as i to search amongst the trees
Put came back “down so soon with cufs vpon your knees
You went vp high fo reach a lonely sea

We held qour hand, blindly following gov, as yov;

Go down, go down. Slow down and rest gour head on my knee

Lay down, lay down.
She lays down at the edge of the seq.



i The Jug Train Song

Even when the sun i shines, rolling in the cotfonwood
My fool heart i makes a stand, whether bad or weafher good

Doas in the manger
vafs in The chamber

Run fo me, jump the rope

Spin like a )roP S0 unquarded

Shake qour hands, kick qour feef

Hoat your shoe on the cool clear siream

Cats in the cradle
Cows in the <fable

Run fo me, jump fhe gafe

Head down Q\ou h the blue qreq qrasses

Shake  your hano\s kick vour feet

Shouf your name across the cold black sfream \‘

0Ny

In the winfer sun it shines, glowin {ﬂ red on folly wood
quar frost will cross thig lano\ asfer than mo] engine Could

Dogs in the manger
vafs in The chamber

Kun o me, jump the rope
Spin like a )roP S0 N uaro\eo\
Shake your hands, k(ck qour feet.
Hoat your shoe on the cool clear stream.
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BENOE knock, Knock

You left the siffing voom without walking through the door
Guided by the steps of a stranger qoing slowly

You fended fo them all and then they fended you
And as you shrank awaq gour garden came back, grew

So [ yust wondered i you made itf
To that place qou said was there — did you gef there?

And | was thinking i gou chose o
Wauld qou tell me how it feels — when you ge’r there?

The keftle’s off the boil. The hens have flown the coop
The lake siill ripples in the sun, buf if's nof you breezing

Your humour left the bone. [ bent us out of shape
Lqmg underneath the window, birds sing fo you

So [ 'm wondering i you made it?

To that place qou™ thought you'd be = Did you gef there?
And i you qot there Could you tell me?

Like Hovdini “did, when qou gef fhere

[ walked the railwaq line and headed for the const
ﬂnrowmq stones at mudlarks, ,drqulmq, Iaughmq
Cavghf qou in the frees, dancing in the woods
S(ﬁmg on & broken brio\qe we waved af ,dmnrjers
And | wonder did you make it?

Cos qou left foo big-a—hole, when gou leff it

And i leaves us wishful thinking.
But you know well that's nof me... buf, did you make it?

RS



B The Peaceful Second Night Cslideshow)

If only, on those mountains.

[ covlg place my home and all the ﬂ\mqs [ love.
And projecting on those mounfains

my Cardusel of scenes for those who live below.

One fine day, a pebbled Welsh beach Iy jagqed high beneath an open sky.

And they m(quT sig "ls that in Wales where”™ we stayed last year with Aunfie Wif"
Buf some would shake their heads and say: "Mownfains aren't there o reflect

where you have ﬁmo]eol".

[f only, on that skyfine

[d paint small words with o pen of sfarry light.
And" sweeping above those mountins

my Cangpy Of words in diamond fivelighf.

On that dag, stars assembled, speaking ovt info fhe gloried <ky.

Some might say; “We heard no words g\)’[ Sqw yowr loving hand Sweeping wide” .
Puf some would shake their heads and say:
“The sky reflects where gou have shrayed”.

Only from those  mountains

the fwisting northern Ii?hk lasso the universe.

Fotsfeps on those  mourifaing

wandermq ﬂnrough the feeth of ice and Tonques of snow.

One fine day, a wedding scene fills the crags and sivefches vp info the sky.
Some will S0y “lon't that funng how the men wore hats withoot suifs... i
that & mackerel Tie?". But some would shake their heads and v "Be Careful
where oy choose o shray”.

And some would shake their heads and soy:
i good fo be ourselves foday".
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BN And Then The fire Went Out

[ve made the decision to sif the nigh’r out in front of the Afire.
[ have fed it every hour or so from abouf Fpm unfil now. Now
being Cas [ look af my waich)... S:Hlam.

I I foink about ploffing fhe fire’s life over the course of fhose
9 hours, it would look™ like a large and ragqed breafhing lung,
ihaling and Then receding as if 3(85 down. “Then it would inhale
again “when fed back info life.

fies — like quifars, are fime machines. | get lost in the
experience of “them. And I'm always surprised af how lost in
ﬂr\ou?hT qou Can be J\)ST by looking info the flames of a fire. [f
reglly s a most calming experience, what with the gradually
receding eyeball heat and fhe snaps & pops of dry “wood.

At the end of a fire's arc i gives out those litfle end-oflife
Signals. Small glowing pulses within the embers, creeping fhis way
and that like fhe busying of anfs. And just like s, as i ages
i curls, greys and goes cold.

[ look vp through the frees for some focus and check my wafch
again. i's now “5:45am. A spindle of smoke has refurned To the
pile of embers. The last small wisps ribboning i the air signal

anofher ending.

[ pour wafer over the idea of a smammg em‘(’fv]. There & no
hiss of disapproval.

Because | didnt sleep in the fent last night, I'm already pretty
much packed.

Time to g0 [ quess..

X

Yep. Time fo qo.



Y. |ong Journeys n Small Cars (home)

Pulled down the shades of an old life
100 wmiles, chased that cold life

Marched vp Throuqh the Downs. Fondered at the gloaming
Wild things scaffered round
In peace — fhese are the things [ see

Out, over fields, flew the surplus
Skyward it reeled, searching purpose

Climbed the cmgg\]u] scales. Saf beneath s‘rmnge boulders
alked the Ionelo] Trails
t seems - ﬂm'ngs fhat will be will be.

Came down the hill with no labour
Walked by fhe road, seeking favour

Rolled Towards my  door. [nto the kifchen crouch(nq
Held vou in the hall
h me — this was the dream

Moonphone kept qou near. Pew ponds lay receiving
White paths glowed and steere
You see — things” that will me, will be.

Theu} will me.
Theq will be.




dy goes Walking

ackpack, ang Colleagues
ora single-persona womb.

Out ang into an older wor
Unfettereq and stij| dang

Id, Nobody js hoping to find hjg
erous natyrg o things.




