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Forewords

Can paintings speak and can poems be painted? In this collaboration we have the creation of a dialectical space between one hundred paintings by the Sydney artist Dzidra Mitchell re-interpreted by one hundred poems written by the full-time philosopher and part-time poet, Noël Tointon. Many artists are reluctant to have their works interpreted other than by themselves and it was with some trepidation that I suggested to Dzidra that I would like to write one hundred poems inspired by her wonderful array of paintings posted on her Facebook site. Most graciously she has allowed me to interpret these beautiful images through the imagination of my own way of appropriating them knowing that my take must be a form of mis-appropriation. It was our intention to present them in the form of an e-book so that the viewer would see these painterly creations first through their own eyes, then through the vision of the poem, and, finally, through a return to the image itself, albeit just commented upon, in order to then find a further re-enriched form of appropriation left to the designs of the viewer themselves… in order to answer the impossible questions… can paintings speak and can poems be painted.?? Although in music, it is true, we can find songs that are either sung with or without words… in a marriage of music and language….







    Noël Tointon, Sydney and Leura, 6.12.16.


My paintings have been archived in folders and here get to see the light of day once again albeit in an electronic format………..

Joe Cool: Nonchalance

(Joe Cool): Miss, miss, another pint please…

Without thought

He stands nonchalant;

Speakers of English

Must think in French

To capture such 

Insouciance…

See the world

Through the mouths 

And ears of others…

Take on board

An Arab flavour…

A Persian refinement…

An Indian 

Or Chinese dish…

By being human…

Indifferent… 

To the otherness

Of the other… 

From relaxed hips 

To gentle upper lip

Just sip your drink,

Forget those signs 

That mark you out…. (1)

Being Seen In the Suburbs: An Older Dog Passes By

A daily round, through sun and rain, 

With leash in hand from neck unbound,

A younger dog walks on ahead,

An older dog might lag behind…

Don’t ever think you stand unseen,

…may never know what watchful dog

At gate, behind the fence, inside…

Might wish to walk with you right now…. (2)

An Artful Craft: A Crafty Art

No picture flat

In print has art 

To see the face 

That moved the hand

That shaped the scene…

Be gone, be gone, 

O woeful spots,

Unfix this dream;

Unseemly thought

That broken lines 

Can leave intact

A fleshy fist

To smack the page

And loud proclaim

You see me stand

Beyond the ink,

The swirl of dye…

That makes a world

Beyond the lie

Of drawn out land…. (3)

Mona Lisa: So Picture Perfect

With inward sigh,

So self-contained,

Like a nihilist’s bomb 

About to explode:

Date this dream

And light the fuse

And find yourself… 

Collateral damage…. (4)

Your Embrace: In Dreams Recalled

Your touch is like a feather,

Your hand - a velvet glove

To keep mine warm…

My skin is like old leather,

My face – a craggy rock

You still admire…. (5)

Beyond Reflection: To Drink from Babbling Brooks
To drink the waters of the Lethe

You must remember to do so…

At the time of a dying sun,

In the midst of a wintry fog…

From under the surface

Of a day-time dream… within

The echoes of a beaten log…. (6)

Mary and Elizabeth: Two Retired Ladies of Leisure

Love, love, I say 

That artist woman next door

Is quite a dab hand;

Has painted us looking quite sedate;

And I am such a gossip,

All out for a gander 

And a right giggle too,

Made us look almost regal…

Luv, luv, like queens

Of the social scene;

Awaiting an audience,

With gaggles of desperate men,

Through old age and death

All rendered single, and keen…

I say, lovey, lovey, 

We have important decisions 

To ponder upon, and think…

But, first, a cup of tea,

The time is striking three,

We can open the door

To our waiting dates at four.

Off then to court

To mix and mingle;

To greet the lanky and the tall,

The bent over… and short…

The penniless… and forgetful… 

Ha, Ha…

He, he…. (7)

Landscape: Mindscape

The birds are free to fly…

A few lost herds 

Of elephants 

Now roam within a fence…. (8)

Being Tested: Before the Exam

Pondering philosophy

Under a hot Summer’s sun;

The dog wants me to walk,

And my eyes are wandering…. (9)

Schoolgirl: Your Most Important Exam Starts Now

Such innocence, 

What has school taught?

Without pretence, 

Remain completely true.

Wear your feelings 

Like a leather glove.

See through those that think 

Can see through you.

And pass this grade 

With common sense…

Your first boyfriend

Won’t be your last…. (10)

Seated: On Shifting Sand

I’m done with boyish things…

Would prefer to sail

What walks upon the land…. (11)

Beyond Space: Beyond Time

No need to embrace

Each other now,

We just think alike,

As thick as thieves

And so admit

Such simple

Synchronicity…. (12)

An Indian Summer: Relived in Memory

Even the dogs don’t want to stray,

The heated stillness of that moment

Seems frozen beneath my pen…

I remember that day…

And knew it could not last…. (13)

More Sexist Jokes: That Final Straw

Oh no, no, not again,

This joker is a joke…

With these hard, working hands

Could slowly strangle him…

Forever and a day… 

A frightful metaphor,

I will admit, I know…

For will he never learn…

Or, am I the student 

Who hasn’t studied so…? (14)

A Picnic Place: A Sacred Space

No leafy trees 

Have arms nor legs 

To rapid walk,

But let us blink,

Imagine them

All flocking here

To quick imbide

Its sweet, cool draughts 

Of bubbling ale…?

But who are we 

To just dismiss

Such mindless thought

And empty talk..?

Blink, blink again,

Imagine them

All flocking here

To drink unseen 

Through hidden feet

Refreshing sips 

Of amber sheen

Now filtered through

Its sandy soil,

Through stubborn roots

All coiled beneath…

So stand upon

This river bank

And inward see

There’ll be no shade

Of difference

‘Tween thirsty trees

And drunken men,

All barking dogs

And bleating sheep,

Indeed, we be,

We be… as one….  (15)

Reflection: Self-Reflection

We’re quick to see

The semblance ‘tween

Dog and master…

But overlook

The artful take

Of mistress pen

And sitter seen…. (16)

Ax the Tax: Tax the Ax

When,

With nothing left to chop,

The axeman has himself

Disarmed…

Thankfully,

The axeman felled himself

To great sighs of such sweet

Relief…. (17)

(Harbin Memory): One Clean Backyard Pool: All Ready to Go

First a toe

Then furtive foot,

Use swimming pool

For morning plunge…

Must be joking!

Try evening dip…. (18)

Night Dreams: Daydreams

I dreamt of drinking tea

Upon the shimmering sand

With friends and shaggy dog

Beneath a breezy tent

All open to the sky

When, from expensive car,

A roving Arab scout 

Saw not beneath my shades

My wild desire to be

A sultan’s favourite wife…. (19)

My Work is Done: Undone

I’m done with housework

When a spider and his web

Re-spun… says it all…. (20)

A Time to Stay: A Time to Go

Without hint of mystery,

Without makeup,

I pencilled not my eyes

And flashed them at

The sleepy border guard,

My rights assert

To freely flee beyond

This sterile desert…? (21)

A Junior Moment: Had to Laugh

My mobile rang,

Pressed my powder puff

And started talking…

Hello, hello…. (22)

Political Correctness: Non-Political Incorrectness

My mum called you a black boy,

Now must say “xanthorrhea” 

Or just a simple “grass tree”…

Would much prefer to call you

“My dark man… with a spear….” (23)

To Play: Or Not to Play

He plays with his dog

Would he rather play with me..?

He cries out “fetch”

And I don’t know where to look…? (24)

Jessie: On a Dusty Day

Looking like a cowboy,

This girl in hat 

Won’t fool the guys,

But why hide so..?

Just to be seen…? (25)

Psyche-Maker

Our lost lands of the soul

Hide a hidden flame,

The psyche-maker knows

Not to cross the grain…

Lean into it, listen,

Perceive… you’re not alone…. (26)

A Darklit Soul

Darkness and light

Are seated on

A midnight bench

Beside the beach…

Found holding hands,

One entering 

The other’s land

At the same time…

Few words are said,

Above the sound

Of lapping foam

In slipping surf…

A brilliant face, 

A black hole spun

In deepest space

With threads self-lit…

A sheet of cloth

A veil that hides 

The moonless night

With starry dust…

Beneath the lamps

Upon the street, 

A saintly smile 

That comes with cost…. (27)

A City Soundscape
Midnight revels

Are slow wound back,

Noise ne’er goes,

Never fades away

Into the sound

Of a deep om…

From the attic 

See through window

Above the street,

Through tops of trees,

Beyond the dust 

Of dismal night,

That dawn has fled

Into blue sky

Where my mind

Must now say ah…

A day now works

Ten thousand ways,

All paid in kind

In diff’rent form;

To sight, from here,

All labour’s lost,

Yet no silence

Is ever found

Unleashed within

This tidal hum…. (28)

[May 20]

Dreaming Dreams

Dreams are sleepy seen,

Symbolic desires

Wrapped in fleshy codes…

And best left undressed…

In words left unsaid…

For a waking world

Makes for little sense 

When too closely read…. (29)

The Dust of Stars

The dust of stars descends 

Upon our waiting roofs,

Concentrates, gutters caught…

To be in guided breeze 

Down blown to fly… and land

Upon this painted page…. (30)

A Wintery Day

A wet gray lit scene…

Painted page is soaked in rain…

Ink dried long ago…. (31)

[Two ladies(?) with umbrellas]

The Smell of Rain

You know the smell of rain,

A sweetness of the earth…

On the first day…

And upon the second?

All bitter, blown away…

And found upon the third?

Autumn’s leaves now trodden

Underfoot, a flooded 

Carpet, wretched and wrecked;

Musty, damp smell of mould…

Then in with the new

And out with the old…. (32) 
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A Chinese Poem

Life will have its ups and downs,

The pelting rain, one washed dog,

Squishing shoes, my feet are wet,

The long street goes on and on…

Round the corner, homeward bound,

From chimney the smell of smoke, 

Smelt through closed door, welcome roast,

Up puffing steps, breath of steam…. (33)

Red Shoes

Shy teen girl feels brave

Wearing new red shoes.

No classic beauty

But with shapely legs.

She caught the keen eye

Of a new found friend.

For some deep reason

They could not fathom…

As to why this pair,

Together, would walk…. (34)

Early July
Books

Once all the precious books were sacred writ

Locked up in iron-clad vaults or chained to shelves,

Sometimes rolled out on lengthy benches thick

With dust, parchment inscribed with scratchy plume 

And read aloud… today, am sad to say 

That libraries hum to mobile sounds and speech

No more found bound in tomes from ancient lands…

The magic sound of names no more declaimed… 

The decantered, enchanted power of texts

No longer chanted, no longer chanted…. (35)

Katoomba Snow

Love it when it snows, and,

Love opportunity shopping,

But, alas, my downward desires

Are met in a falling sky…

Pelted with bitter cold flakes

As I descend the icy hill.

Thankfully, this melting snowman

Will soon be home…. (36)

Stroke

Now one-sided limp,

My softer speech slurred,

Dressing takes some time,

And shake as I stretch

The fabric of this skirt…

In some hurry sped

Have breakfast to spur

My old self onwards;

Can smell bacon and eggs

Waiting, with the toast…. (37)

Knitting

I use to ride a bike

But now sit down to knit,

When you know how, you work

Away without thinking;

Peddling these steel needles

Along the cobbled row…. (38)

The Interview

On my God, I think I am about to…

You know that feeling, 

The thought of potential embarrassment… 

Already tense, deeply concerned,

Wanting to make a good impression…

Waiting, on the edge of your chair,

Heart beating a little faster…

Shallow gasping for air,

Mustn’t look nervous even if I am…

On my God… I could hear the silence…

Thankfully… a thankful silence…

I say my speech, and grateful disappear…. (39)

The Inpatient

Today, I feel like Louis the Fourteenth,

About to dance a minuet or two…

But, alas, I don’t speak French, but dream I do:

So, do not interrupt by psychotic reverie…

Because this elegant king… about to sing high C…

Can murder much, much more than just a song…. (40)

Now Deep in Thought…

If secret truth be known

Know well its boring form,

That wisdom wisely weds 

A common, thoughtful dame…

Why must this sage go on

And on, repeat themselves,

Echo the obvious,

Repeat ad nauseum…. (41)

Listening at a philosophy meeting?)

A Magic Carpet

Oh, carpet rug, rewoven, weave, take wings and fly…

With shuttered eye can imagine a magic land,

Where I can dream, and float and flee, can rise on high…

Where to my Love, in your embrace, I hold your hand,

An Eastern view, a river scene with sunset sky…

Oh, carpet rug, rewoven, weave, take wings and fly…. (42)

Rebirth

From woman’s womb

The manly man returns,

Scattered, the leaves and seeds 

Invoke a form

Left shimmering…

The waiting trees 

Delight to see the birds,

In time, will sweetly sing,

Predict the storm

Just simmering…

How passion shines,

With blasting white hot heat,

On forge, a thousand sparks,

In water plunged,

The sword steaming…

From stress and strain

The willful soul resolves

To meet desires and needs,

Soon redesign

A welcome home…. (43)

A Tragi-Comedy

Wanted to laugh,

But had to wait,

Sympathetic,

My friend in tears,

She backed the car

Out through garage

This dark, cold morn,

The door still closed…. (44)

(Jester in red hat seated)

Moonlight

City folk don’t see their skies

Nor enjoy a moonlit night,

Don’t smell the sweet garden soil

After a thumping Summer rain,

Nor inhale the scented blooms

Of a thousand flowers on heat;

Such is the stuff of my dreams;

An older soul wandering home…. (45)

(A woman looking up from darkness)

When All’s Just Right

I hate a scorching sun,

Detest a stormy beach,

In Fall forget to walk,

But, each new Spring, revel 

And dance upon the sand

Like Goldilocks…. (46)

(Figure on sand?)

Married in Style

Mum said, here is ten thousand,

Go and get married, elope,

And keep the change… 

Take that two-week cruise;

But don’t forget to invite 

Your folks and in-laws too…

But, we dressed up this golden day…

Hired a smart car… wore white outfits…

For the digital photos we sent away,

All posted on Facebook…

All quickly sent from our mobile phones

Before the liner left the shore…. (47)

(Instagram? 2015)

Fine Dining

We will now take our seats,

A posh restaurant this be,

Décor with potted palms

With fancy cakes on stands.

We are here, thankfully, 

Just for afternoon tea…. (48)

(Instagram? 2015)

At Last the Rain Came

Water, water everywhere 

And dry land did shrink,

Water, water everywhere,

At last no more drought…

And in pub of old

Farmers wait with drink

While the dogs outside

Took to wade with glee…

Water, water everywhere 

And the flood did sink,

Water, water everywhere,

Solid banks on hold…. (49)

(Instagram? 2015)
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vertical rain??

White Australia?

Reclaim a sad past?

Once walked men in gray,

Women trapped in skirts,

Forgotten souls left

On outskirts of town…

Strange folk live round here,

Locked in ancient time,

Novel characters,

As if on a page

Dog-eared, left face down…

We all strangers be,

Perverse in humour,

Diverse demeanour,

Till, we laughing eat 

As forgetful clowns…. (50)

(Instagram? 2015)

Off to Scout Camp

Dip, dip, dip;

Dob, dob, dob;

I promise to do my duty 

To…

Dipity, dipity, dob…

Dip, dip, dip;

Dob, dob, dob;

Oh shock, horror!

This boy scout sucks…

Dipity, dipity, dob…. (51)

(Drawing of landscape with words ‘Dip’)

O Starry Jewels

In city light few stars are clearly seen

But in the bush an angel’s brush has drawn

A sky awash with sparkling spills till dawn

Dissolves their sight as if they’d never been.

O Romeo, must you now grip my hand

And not let go until you count each one,

And sight such jewels, such gems and find, in fun, 

No end in sight, as if like grains of sand…

So calculate, and comprehend a score,

Will happy stay, whilst you must contemplate

This endless task, but know the morn’ won’t wait

Unlike myself, enthralled forever more…

But Juliet, like you, did know, and see

One stellar sight, alone, below, was thee…. (52)

234.

Am I Proud To Be an Australian(?)

Felt like a bigger city beyond Auckland,

As if still there in Aoteraroa… 

I came on a silver cloud,

But started turning Australian

Before I left…

It began in the bath, stark naked,

Listening to the ABC…

Then, pouring over a map

Of Sydney and its harbour, wondering 

Where I was going to live?

Found a flat the first day, but,

No where to sleep for the night

Till I hit Kings Cross and sweet-talked

An old lady into letting me rent a room…

Just painted and empty, 

The beds stacked in another…

She had a room with no bed in it at the moment…

But that small problem I fixed…

And stayed the week…

Then a job suggestion fell my way,

Thankfully no Police checks in those days…

Even arrived without a passport…

I could have been a terrorist or a tourist,

But no one bothered to ask…

Am I proud to be an Australian..?

Here, I slipped through the cracks;

Had a Greek friend quite worried

When I said “I have no time for new Australians”…

Needing to quickly nudge him and wink…

Till he realized I was more new than he…

With my first pay bought a bed, 

Joked the boyfriend was six foot six

And still growing taller leaving 

Little room for the wife…

And, then on the second, a month later,

A table and chairs, all still used decades later…

Marches and meetings, demonstrations and parades…

Fortunate to move closer to city center…

No longer catching two buses home; after nightshift

Falling asleep reading a book in the morning…

Caught out at some traffic light that never blinked.

Am I proud to be an Australian?

Now the owner of a house… in the Mountains,

A garden at last, only two days and a night 

Can stay there per week…

Then back to work… 

Near bankrupt for six months

Buying plants and rocks, planting small orchard

Devoured by birds and hissing possums…

But revel, each year, in the blossom …

But time rolls by… and see others struggle…

Friends laid off, made redundant once more…

The older worker now no longer so wanted…

More faithful, but not so easy to boss about…

They much prefer to downgrade the skill level,

Find a cheaper slave…

Am I proud to be an Australian?

Motivated migrants not now so wanted…

But that was ever the way, 

Don’t mention the War,

Avoid certain words like 

‘Six’, ‘sick’, ‘sex’ and ‘sucks’…

And never say the word ‘beard’ 

They will get the wrong idea,

Then linger over ‘city’ and all the words 

Like ‘Strathfield’ and ‘Liverpool’…

And curse all those in Western Suburbs…

From Wollongong, 

Or Dubbo…

Ah, the world is a crazy place

What with riots and bombs, mad shootouts,

Prisons awash with teenagers and teargas…

Poor souls seeking refuge

Locked up for wanting to be a citizen;

Under tents and tin with tropic sun and guards 

That hapless sneer their thankless lot…

With ne’er a date to see their fate

On paper fixed and freedom set…

To start a home, find self through work,

Cement a family, meet a decent sleep…

Am I proud to be an Australian?

Must posturing politicians police our screens

With bubble thoughts burped like goldlfish…

All so earnest, all so insincere… 

We know what you mean;

You curse the leaners and praise the lifters,

Now rebadged the tax-nots and those who pay…

But no poor person can escape the GST

Unlike a golden Apple or hoary Amazon…

And now a subscription to an opinion poll

As divisive as an acid sprayed on sensitive skin…

The rich deserve a richer voice…

The big end of town a double vote,

So business can speak through the artifice

Of a ventriloquist whilst the dumb one is us

Who lets the lobbyist donate their way

Along a legal path stamped ‘first class’

As if the privileged deserve to pay less,

Whilst the old regime still wants 

To steal more cake…

Am I proud to be an Australian?

Of course, of course… I love this sun-burnt land,

Still brim-filled with optimism,

And people much smarter than they let on, so…

Hear the sound of distant feet,

Smell the heated air, change is ever afoot,

The polls are striking fear into vampire hearts,

Let a hundred thousand new flowers bloom 

And seed a town hall square… 

Your one vote will still count

If your local seat is profoundly ‘marginal’…

So strike your price, and charge the cost,

The house is cheap when lots are cast

And suffering servants call the tune…

A new master must learn to dance…

And remake Australia proud…

Going for gold by being bold, strike a fair go,

By doing the right thing… finding a pride

In growing old, by being sold on striking a deal

That helps all of our mates across the line,

Each and every one, despite what race

They run, what songs they sing, what name they sign…!

And so be proud to be Australian..!! (53)

9297.3375.71 

or 293

3835.56)

or 265.!

Engage Reality Through Opposites

Once upon a time did paint

And like to view the human form

As if to raise a brush,

Instead, I mental move my pen…

And caught her thought when eyes

Did see my fixed intent…

She seemed as soft as falling snow

Upon the stillness of a mirrored lake…

Inadvertently annoyed her,

How dare I ‘photograph’ her soul…

Strips were torn as if glassy sheets of ice

Were hurled across the room…

In silent admiration 

Found once more…

Coincidentia oppositorum…. (54)

312.3831.51

An Independent Mind

Memories merge and form

A memorable construct

That sometimes turns 

All thing upon their head…

Like horses free to run

On sides of mountain tarn…

I thought I heard her say

“She gave to the Church”.

When later was told she had said

“She forgave the Church…”

The fact that when in need

They saw her not…

A half-frozen smile can be read

Either way… 

A grin can distill the wind

Either way…

Ideas in concrete can be poured…

I hear you say…. (55)

314.3482.51

Full Moonery, or, Heavenly Aspiration

I did but see

A few seconds seen

Above the street,

A special moon,

A waxy seal 

As bright as bright

Can be, a disc,

A flying cheese,

An ecstacy 

Of speeded dreams,

A forgetfulness

Of poor paid work,

And social strife…

Instead then felt

A vanity 

Of powerful men

All too mean to lift

Their feet of clay

And rise above

Mere night and day

And serve this town,

Give flesh to prayer,

Preserve this plum,

This rounded realm,

This breathless world, 

Our special home…. (56)

311.fr

Under the Trees

The last Winter snow

Painted the pale frosted ground…

With frail plum blossom…. (57)

299.3361.71

Deep Down, Unknown…

Methinks more things

In heaven may well be…

But in the depths of sea

More creatures sing

A song of love

Than bubbling brooks

Fast filled with fish

That flit ‘tween weeds

And sup on worms…

Find wriggling slime

In darkness slung

The perfect place

To meet and match,

Get lit and warmed,

And screwed around

By fiery vent…

That in the depths of sea

More creatures dance

A song of love

Than all the silent choirs 

On clouds above

Our noisy human hordes…

Methinks, deep down,

Beneath the world of dream

More nightmares lurk

Than poked at by

One pointed stick…

Shaped out by pen,

Filled in by brush

With dribbling wash…. (58)

291

Fr

An Abstract Plot

That more is less

And less is more…

A simple tale 

You should believe

If no one could

Have dreamt it up…

Out, out brief wave…

The sea rides in,

Then tide moves out,

Repeats at will

In tune with sun

And surfing moon… 

An unseen hand

Now sweeping clean

The written sand…

A simple tale 

Well sung, well told… 

And heard no more…. (59)

286

656.19

Forging the Self

The pickers work

From dawn to dusk…

And each one be

Far foreign born…

On visas freed

To be well-plucked…

By middlemen…. (60)

284

if.F.3808.58

A Divided World?

A sinking sun darkens this room

As philosophers work through 

Our woeful ways… 

with glee and gloom…. (61)

283

3275

Acceptance, without Silence

They laugh at his small hands,

Should they worship 

His bigger feet,

Admire something in between?

Where there is smoke

There’s burning fire…

Alas, accept the total package;

Presents can be given 

By more folks

Than a single soul,

Yet, usually unwrapped 

By the elected one…

Not noted for his strong suits,

Forget the clothes,

And name of office,

Respect can still be shown

When faults are named

Without silence…! (62)

(Bearded man in jeans, mobile photos)

She Fancied Swimming in Sudden Puddle 

after a Hot Summer’s Showering Downpour…

With shutted eyes, imagined feeling cool 

like floating ice in sparkling lemonade

Left bubbling over naked… sweating skin…

more heated, boiled, long steamed throughout the day…

She fancied swimming in sudden puddle 

after a hot summer’s downpouring shower…

Endured long hours before that longed for bath,

as ‘floating ice… imagined feeling cool’…

But hours of day became those long hot hours 

of night, the bed a damp and useless sponge…

Till long and fancied sleep took shutted ears 

and mind to well ignore… each shuddered snore…. (63)

214

Can Non-Forgiveness Be Ever Forgiven?

Grandmother had some style,

Quite a thief as well,

Stole one banknote bill -

Wife and son did not tell

Why the children could call

In shop behind Town Hall

But they wouldn’t speak at all…

That loan paid back in full,

In icecreams, coins from till, 

On birthdays, Xmas recall

Gifts ever memorable -

An iconic dame, grateful,

Patient I would guess, could still

Us two grandchildren spoil…. (64)

271

#1074.54

What is Age in Linear Time?

What age has a well-shaped line?

But the mind can tell,

Set up to see young fashion needs no clothes

But older folk, hiding their age,

Have to better dress as well…

What ‘age’ has a well-shaped line…! (65)

270.

#2418.63

How Painful Worlds Will Overlap

One time, ever discreet,

Studying, am seen seeing him…

With admirable eyes,

Whilst she, unseen, 

Now sees through me…

This surface adored no more,

My hollow core 

Caught otherwise…

Upon my neck 

Now feel her scorn, 

Her heaped-up bile,

And from my unread books

Now sudden turn to see 

Her reading me,

Alas, and, understand,

Deserve no less…. (66)

269

S

The Perfect Xmas Card

Such a sanitized card, 

So commercial be,

Could sell what titles it so:

A Jewish Wedding,

A Christian Christening,

A Friday Day of Prayer,

The Buddha’s Birthday,

A Saintly Turbaned Avatar

Or, even boldly announce,

That local Village Fair…! (67)

254

S

Retirement

A few simple pleasures 

I find will still remain

For those who leave 

Their computer screen,

Prefer to charge  

Their mobile phone

In some other room…

That latest book to read…

With pot of tea to tend

And heated muffins

Well buttered with jam

Whilst birds twitter

Through the open window,

With cat asleep

And recorded Mozart… 

About to end…. (68)

241.

Working Psychopaths…

We have not lived

Until touched by first grief,

Meet our first real death,

And it gets no easier,

Leaves us all too human…

Seeing death face to face…

Leaves me to wonder

Why some perverted souls

Would not just disappear,

Perhaps become deceased, 

At least, just desist 

From adding grief to grief…! (69)

273.

#344.6

When Seen and Seeing Find Unity

Feeling sexy in my frilly lace and gear;

Wasted, I’m sure, just seen by me…

“O mirror, mirror on the wall,

Who else sees me happy here but Thee..!?” (70)

231.

S

Feeling Green…

Some thoughts I dare not say,

Nor to paper put, but,

Silently admit… 

To feeling green:

My outward self

May seem proud and sure

But not quite so inside…

I remain quite naïve…

Bound by earth and trees,

E’er hate to see 

An older forest felled…

Intoxicated…

With the strangeness 

Of a misspent life…

Envious of those who

Seem to have it all…

But not for one moment

Would trade my shadow-self…

Refreshed in faith

That in my own garden

I, too, can grow…

Can still grow in size…

Produce new shoots

In ways… that will surprise…! (71)

306.4073.61

In Seeing Self Face to Face

Would that I and me could dance

As imperfect as two human lovers,

But, shadow’s in absolute sync with me;

Alas, my clumsy self must forever stand… 

On his toes…. (72)

292.

Fr.bot

A Chilled Wind

A late Summer’s heat

Is sudden gone

When the sun is left behind 

A row of clouds…

A darker world

Awaits a winter scorn

With demagogues 

Stirring hopeful crowds…

A gust of wind

Will ever sigh, “alas, alas…”

Before the coming storm

And ever say out loud:

“We live as one…

Or die alone…!” (73)

279

#34.1

Foretell, Foretold?

If we could look ahead

Would we wish to see

What lies before us..?

Such wisdom we do not seek,

And, yet, it is written 

In our every step, our voice,

All outward expression 

Of inward desire…

We have a choice

But chose to ignore 

What rightly belongs to us…

An honest ownership, 

A full and frank statement 

Of how we decide 

To naked stand…unstrung, 

Unpackaged, and, undone…

Beyond all the designs 

Of others… not our own…. (74)

277

#1075.54

All Hail to the Motorway of Life and Death!

Half asleep

‘In the bush

I went to weep,

Human greed

For profit

Can intersect…’

Remnant trees

In the path

Of whose progress?

I awake,

Angry scream…

Unheard, unheard…

Remain unheard…? (75)

276

HwFr0868

‘We’ Who Rule the World through TV

Have a kind thought

For her tireless Majesty…

Although I, a Republican be,

Could she, in public,

And forgive me for such a thought,

Scratch her, her… without a blast

Of comment cast, opinion

Divining the very meaning 

Of such an act…

As you can see,

Her position in life

Is ever fraught 

And divided caught

Between her public

And what should be…

Purely private…. (76)

257.

Cultural Baggage

Little Riding Hood

Has bright red shoes

But on this dark day

Wears a blue dress

Still stained with dribbles

From Mister Wolf…

In her basket swung

Is the sweet smell

Of an apple pie

Contrasting with 

Ripened cheese desired 
By Donald Duck…

Such strange times as these

I fear conflate 

One mad myth with fact;

Will fated put 

Grandmother’s washing 

On the wrong line…. (77)

236.

#872.15

Lived-Reality

Am injured in 

The here and now,

Fear the mixing 

Of a painful past 

With anxious fright and fear, yet,

The soul cannot be tattooed;

A transcendental self

Neither sleeps nor wakes,

And when found…

Disappears…. (78)

235.

Fr/hw

Mixing Metaphors

Words, all words, 

Shoveling a world,

Through a rhetorical 

Sieve of metaphor…

Images once

Or twice removed,

Deceptive lies

Committed, permitted…

By a complicit self…. (79)

230.

ex/

Solid-Surfaces

In Chinese painting 

Foregrounded rocks

Become further up

Those distant hills

And high mountains made.

Here sheets echo

A sky swirling with 

Mountainous cloud

Joyfully joining,

Pointing out how

To enjoy… a bright 

And breezy day…. (80)

229.

Fr/Kl/hw

The Art of Reading

A book ‘well-read’

Demands an infinity of positions…

On the table, in the chair, 

On the floor, in bed…. (81)

228.

Sailing, Sailing Along…

In night-time bath 

Once loved to play

With rubber duck…

Now at the beach 

Admired those yachts

With rugged souls 

Who constant trimmed 

Their fickle sails…

All played out on

The virtual sands 

Of a youthful

Imagination…. (82)

(Boy, white singlet, two paper yachts….)

Seated Twins Beneath a Tree

There once were two twins beneath a tree

Who were as well-pleased as pleased could be,

Brought here on a picnic with mum

While she painted the bush quite dumb

To the fact she forgot to pack their afternoon tea…. (83)

221

Creation…

God made man,

And man made woman

To be looked at…

But here woman has made

Man to be looked at 

Looking at woman…

Leaving us to wonder

Just how and who 

Is looking at whom…? (84)

220.

#245.4

Some Scientists

Some scientists tell us

The world is a world of points,

Discreet quanta,

Each with its own identity,

Perhaps personality;

Some overlapping,

Some entangled,

Some in another realm;

That everywhere is alive

With the buzzing

Of ten thousand voices

In one silent conversation…. (85)

218.

S

Thinking through Racism

See everyone as blue;

Light blue, medium blue, dark blue…

See everyone bleeds red;

Bright red, a paler red, dark red…

And that in inevitable death 

We find the same… purple hue…. (86)

216.

Fr/hw

To Clean or Not to Clean?

We three cleaners be:

I supervize, 

She cleans 

And he cleans up

After me…. (87)

208.

Why I Collect..?

I collect old and ancient pots

Don’t expect them to be

In perfect shape, prefer them

With such a patina, like to find

Something older than me…

Each one a diff’rent tale to tell,

Left scratched and soiled

Through use, neglect;

Thankfully, they don’t really speak,

To remind us ‘times do not change’…

Under the same hands 

A brand new piece is born,

In truth such skill is more admired,

With expert intent they design 

And sign a more perfect world…. (88)

206.

Fr/TN parliament…?

How Bells Sound a True Faith?

He admired her artful work,

And she, his admiration…

But, if the truth be tolled out loud,

He preferred ‘the creator’ to ‘the creation’…. (89)

204.

Fate?

Our fate’s to mix 

And match… and meet 

A date without 

A destiny…

Find a purpose 

Where there is none…

Accept our lot

Under such a 

Heavy hammer…

Find a mate in

Resignation…

Then spin a yarn 

That gives a name

To dreams desired…

And sometimes won…. (90)

(Lady in nightie on a large bed looking out window…)

Something More?

Always something more

Than just the dried ink or paint?

Pale pinks entwined to make flesh,

A reflection left in white,

Nothing but the pale paper?

We are seen but can we be found

Beyond the pale pinks or darker tones

Entwined in living flesh..?

Methinks the answer is “yes”…

More than an idiotic story told

That tells a tale of woe…

Or substantial bank balance

Left in some financial house…

Something more than 

Just a poor person’s alms…

Much, much more worth… than

Some fabulous Chinese bowl..?

Or, perhaps, perhaps, just a tad;

That je ne sais quoi 

We daily find… 

And make our own..?! (91)

172.

#3565.1

Trust

The simple things of life

Are taken for granted

And only thought about 

When lost…

His was a face 

That looked honest and true,

Disappeared with the money we saved…

And now, thankfully, must start

Afresh…. (92)

163.

Fr/sm/cut

One More Lookalike 

Elvis is not dead,

Long live the King…

Ten thousand men,

Using hair dye,

Give a swift shift

To that old lie….

Elvis is not dead,

Long live the King…! (93)

158.

Fr/sm/cut

True Landscape

The landscape is unmade

By the hand of man…

A simple road sign

Tells us a ‘bend is coming up…’

Yet know to read the road

You take a better route…

Such is our world that we think

We have the right to write it so..!

I dream of windswept land just left

Alone to sun and rain..!! (94)

157.

Fr/JH

Designed and Signed in Non-Silent Concrete Speech

In stating thus everything is stamped with messages…

Even beneath the advertizing, a proliferation of voices…

In suburbs a sea of trees can hide a flood of architectural mistakes,

But, above those canopies, city centers lurk and loom beyond…

Beackoning…

“Consume, consume, everything must be consumed…”

Well, hopefully, in moderation…

Ha, ha…

The past record of humankind

Has shown too little reform

Said the critic in a well-written essay…

Designed and signed in non-silent concrete speech…. (95)

156

ex/

Mother, Mother, Still My Mother

Mother is fading away,

Thankfully, her memory has gone…

Told me yesterday 

She was “twenty-one”

With a twinkle in her eye,

And, soon confessing 

To be “A sprightly thirty-five…”

An old-time lie long told 

And now well beyond 

Its due-by date…. (96)

153.

#932.26

Those Birds of Prey…

When doctors and priests 

In the same room get together 

It spells out the end…

So plan to keep both away…

And die with dignity…. (97)

150.

#3723.51

How Fast We Fly…

That simple lines

A solid shape can make,

Whose form through time

Can travel back in forth

Through memory…

Remember when seated,

She stood knee high…

Those first unsure steps she took…

And now a mother to be…. (98)

144.

#dnxc

A Friendly Meeting of Minds…

Good friends discuss more than weather:

Sound each other out, with chit and chatter,

Find a reflection of the way 

They think the wind should go,

What has light and what has shadow,

What might need some gentle rain

Or deserves a more measured storm…

Sheltering in a welcome harbour 

From a climate beyond not too impressed

With such active protection…

To joyfully meet and collective find… 

A deeper, insight… and inspiration…

Indeed, good friends discuss more than weather:

From thoughts of dress… to who said what to whom

And why… that latest Liberal scandal… thence

To re-address the faults and flaws of mind…

And so on go, with wit and banter, 

Find a more friendly place… in time…. (99)

116.

#3822.58

Two Faces on the Same Coin

End on a happy note,

The cry of a new born…. (100)

Or,

Haiku

Two Faces - Same Coin;

End on a happier note -

The cry of newborn…. (100)

N.K.T., Leura, 27.11.16.

145.

#2256.34

