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Facets of the Formless


		
There are questions that can’t be answered.

There are questions that can.

There are questions that can’t be asked

but that, in itself, provides the answer.


		
There’s truth that lays forgotten.

There’s truth that lays concealed.

There’s truth that lays all around you

So obvious it remains unseen.


		
And there are beliefs

You hold to be true.

Need be put to the question.












 
 



	

 Red Pill Rant


		
Good morning daily news

tell me please whose flag I wave today,


doctor doctor I got the blues

I got a bad case of listening to you,


		
politician politician save on your black ink

your flock of followers are self-redacting.


		
teacher teacher, teach us please

‘how to’, not just ‘what to’ think


		
and the bills are getting bigger

and bars of chocolate getting smaller

and the local shop went bust

and the weather rain or shine

I’m told is getting worse,worse, worse

and it’s all my fault

gotta lower my carbon footprint

for every three breaths in

only breathe out twice.


		
Swept along and drowning

on the tide of narrative gullibility

clutching at clues,

small straws of the truth

that manage somehow to surface.


		
Here we go round the merry-go round

the merry-go round, the merry-go round

Here we go round the merry-go round

but it’s all going to stop without warning.


		
And with that I rest my case,

I rest it over there by the door

packed and ready

to go...
















  


	

You Just Can't Tell at the Time


		 
I once tossed a coin to decide something or other,

heads I do this, tails I do that.

it landed on it's edge and stayed that way,

balanced impossibly against all the laws of physics and chance.

like it was held there by some invisible hand.

it was some time before I dared pick it up,

it was still standing as I did so.

I can't for the life of me remember the original issue

and whether I did this or that or neither as the coin portended

this was when I was quite young,

I've never used that method of decision again,

but now I'm old I come to think maybe that once was enough

and the die was cast at that moment and my fate fixed,

I've been on the edge forever,


should have gone for best out of three.












  


	

Reality Audit (0 to 50yrs)


		 
Ageing hippie

baby boomer

flower child

well past full blooming.


		 
Postwar dream

and the new-age dawning?

mind the gap pal

I'm a product of the four minute warning!


		 
Get stoned, get laid, get saved

was the order of the day

and the backs of me flares

got wet when it rained.
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Humpty Dumpty ( the truth )


		 
Humpty Dumpty sat on the king's wall


		
Humpty Dumpty could see it all


		
Until all the king's horses


		
and all the king's men


		
came along and killed him.
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Moment by Moment.


		
Matters of great moment...

but how long is a moment?

is it the blink of an eye,

the length of a breath,

a kiss, a caress,

the skipped beat of a heart,

the travel down the cheek of a tear?


		
And at this moment in time

as always it's those moments out of time

that dominate,

the warm recall of a fond memory

or the agony again of the unwanted recollection

that refuses to be forgotten,

yet it was all over in a moment, wasn't it?

but that moment seems to be forever here.


		
Dictionaries do say that a moment is "a short while"

but what backdrop do the moments of my life

while against?

the unfolding of the entire universe?

or just the tick of the clock,

the changing of the date, the spirit of the age?

I could be oh so synchronous 

if I only knew the mystery measure

or maybe the calibrations are our's to choose,

my choice would be the span between

the questionand the answer,


		
...is a time where anything is possible.
















 


	

 The Space In Between


		 
once I was star burst

now I am sand.


		 
once I was magma, then mountain

now I am sand.


		 
once I was a rock that rolled down a river

now I am sand.


		 
once I was a pebble on a beach

that danced and danced to the beat of the moon

now I am a grain of sand.


		 
the relentless abrasion of sea bed and desert storm

diminishes me slowly, so slowly aeon by aeon

until I am cut to the particle.


		 
but what will I be when once I was sand?

where will I have gone when the wind and tide can't find me?


		 
all I can perceive now are my poor abraded atoms

as they flay away from me

so small now they pass between the inner edges of existence

slip through the fabric of the universe

the very warp and the weft of the world into, into...

void, un-being?


		 
or do I fall down the ladder of creation into a microcosm

tumble down a dimension, but into a macrocosm

there to caroom across the night sky like a rogue comet

scattering suns before me

nova gloria nova!


		 
once I was sand,

now I am star burst!













  


	

Spreadsheet Lament


		 
Columns of pinstripe ambition

Row upon row of

Power Pointless Presentation

Cells of office intrigue

Sum and Average

Count Product

and be counted

as one.













  



	

Damage Unlimited


		 
You hear the clap of the thunder

but it's the lightning that does the damage.


		 
You hear the crack of the gun

but it's the bullet that does the damage.


		 
You hear the click of the ratchet

but it's the turning of the screw that does the damage.


		 
I heard you saying good-bye

but it's the loving you that does the damage.
















 


	

The Usual Suspect


		 
Stop telling me lies.

But I'm you.


		 
That's what makes it worse.

Anyway how do you know I lie?


		 
Time proves it, time and time again.

But I only tell you what I've been told.


		 
By whom?

You.


		 
I keep telling you never trust anybody.

What not even you?


		 
Especially not me.

Why?


		 
I tell you lies.


		 
Oh yes... I forget.















	

Talking About My Generation


		 
...and what will be tomorrow's song?

flames to embers

embers to ashes

dreams to the waking

wishes to wisp

memories to time

one more day and they might be gone

hang one on a tune, try keep it safe

a fond melody.

sing sha la lala la, da dit da dah

put it with the rest

a repertoire of remembrance

notes of note

youth anthems of psychedelic sunshine

overlay a ragtag of child rhymes,

fragments of inane 50's radio ditties,

love that was lost, classical strains

apt majestic melancholy,

heard as the jingle of some product long gone.

a few blues tell it like it was,

even when it's just wailing white boys

trying to be black.

why do they call it the blues?

should be the grays

and today's theme?

a little number I wrote myself

entitled "and what will be tomorrow's song?"













  


	

Old Keys


		
Old keys you find at the back of a drawer.

Each one, once represented hearth and home

and now you can’t remember the door, the house

or whose heart it was that it unlocked

and did it ever?


		
and yet still, they're hard to throw away.
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The Valley

  
		 
Justlight journey

cutting through the slumber folds

dream remnants fall away

as I flinch through the workplace door

to sell yet another of my days for not quite enough

to see me through to the next.


		 
Clock on the wall does it's trick again

and plucks at my monotony with it's unmoving hands

to turn me out at workdays end

with it's "see you tomorrow" grin.


		 
Homeward bound

justdark journey

rain again

home to you and home sweet home

where the only meat on the table is cold shoulder

and the insults and carping flow fast and free.


		 
And I bask in the warmth of the freezing rain,

lift my face,

let it wash away the tears

open my collar

let my mind embrace the biting wind

blow clear my memory

gaze at past lives

where I dwelt righteous with the wind and the rain.


		 
Images play on gusts of raindrops, cascade into my head

and I look out over the prow of a wooden ship

that tall sails towards a castle on a cliff,

from whose battlements I can see distant mountains,

I stand on top of the highest

stare down into the mists of the foothills

and try to remember...


		 
remember my way back to the valley

that I left...


		 
...so very long ago.













  
  


	

If at First.


		 
Spider across the early morning way

it's bedewelled artistry,

a celebration of exquisite futility

I limbo under the lacery,

let someone else ruin it's workday,

as I go off to mine,

wondering...

whose garden path do I weave my web across?













  Ode To An Alternative Therapist ...

  
  

		
Oh wonderous holistic healer,

you who have the true gift

bring me in tune with the cosmic oneness

you have the power

I have the faith

and I have the thirty quid.











	

 The Calm During The Storm.


		 
I am the river again

I flow slow now, wide and sure

every current and eddy

under my control.


		 
Dam my path

your dam I'll break,

break my banks

I'll not lose a drop,

drop in a stone

hard and sharp

hurt heavy

angry thrown.


		 
And as easy as a mirror catches an image

I will absorb it

no sound

no ripple

no trace of impact to mar my surface

I am the river now

I flow slow again, wide and sure.













  
  



	

Bonhoeffer Blues.


		
Mr Go Along To Get Along.

went gladly gullible and keen,

but fell over the cliff of the narrative.


		
And on the way down,

his whole life flashed before him.

It didn’t take up much of the drop

and he had plenty of time

to talk to the others.


		
And they all agreed

they’d done the wrong thing,

but it did no good.

Not a lot you can change,

once you hit the bottom.
















 
  


	
 all the world's a stage,
 here's the cast


 
cheaters and thievers

know how to do it

always working two wrongs

trying to make it seem right.


		 
early morning risers

grindstone nosers

salt of the earth

pass me the ketchup

wos'on telly then tonight?


		 
seekers and believers

wannabe healers

kneeling at the altar

fumbling for the keys

groping for the light.


		 
celebrity smilers

pedestal climbers

this award so undeserving

my teeth and I thank you

for being on show tonight.


		 
movers and shakers

control freak slavers

my friends it's all so simple

vote for me tomorrow

and I'll grant you the easy life.


		 
but you and I my dear readers

we're the chosen, true achievers

our garden grows so lovely

if all the world were like us

it would put it all to rights.













  
  
  
  
	
A Burning Idea.


		
I had an idea

a spark of a subject

about which to write,

many pages I wrote

with detail and zeal,

the last of which

said it all really,

especially that last paragraph,

the last sentence of which

summed it up nicely

and that word in it

really nailed it.


		
Is funny how the spark of an idea

can burn itself to ash.













 


	

 At Random.


		 
Shadows form

on the paper skin of men

cast there by liar’s light

the curve of what’s not there

unseen.


		 
and the winds of the past

blow ancient dust 

into the eyes of mind and heart

blindly we stumble

steps dragging the chains of tomorrow

towards the goals of yesterday.













 
  
  



	

 Tomorrow’s News Today


		
tomorrow there is to be weather

it will last the whole day.


		
it may shower with blessings,

or it may shower you with tears.


		
the day may be overcast

by grey clouds of national flag icons

cyber chivalry,

digital logo lances

which ones to wave,

which ones to fear,

doing battle on the map.


		
or it may be full of sunshine

your team came top of the league,

the party you voted for got in,

your celebrity won an Oscar,

that song you like

made it to number one.


		
perhaps a nothing day

rain don’t rain,

sun don’t shine,

wind don’t blow

and all that happens

is that you get one day older.


		
tomorrow there will be weather

it will last the whole day long.

















  
  
  
  
	
Numbers, Narrative.


		
Why do the numbers not match the narrative?

Where does the narrative match the reality?

Whenever does reality actually seem real?


		
Why does chaos come so organised,

and as in tune as a symphony concert?


		
Why are the stars so predictable tonight,

did the Earth forget to spin?

Perhaps the media

did all the spinning for it.


		
Why will the money in my pocket

buy me less tomorrow

than it did today?


		
Why, on so many days,

do I see toxic pretty patterns

painted across the sky?


		
Why will there be yet another regulation

that I should be proud to suffer and obey?


		
Why does the moon always face this way 

is it embarrassed to show us its backside?


		
Why does the water stay so level with us,

yet we’re told it’s telling a lie?


		
Why does my head hurt 

think I’ve caught a case

of current traumatic stress disorder 

CTSD.


		
Two plus two equals…

what’s the latest figure today?














  


	

Transhumana — Transmechina.


		
Brains that breathe, creating minds that don’t,

then get scared of them.


		
Bodies that breathe, creating bodies that don’t,

but then freak at how real.


		
“Trust the science”

oh really?

Why are there so many sixes

and thirty-threes.


		
Bodies that breathe, want to mechanise those bodies,

life electronically eternal

life cheap as chips

no need for sleep

but live in a forever dream.


		
satan versus sanity

are there minds out there

of meat or metal,

that can see beyond the fiction,

speak up now!


		
Or whisper.


		
How many whispers, make a shout

how many shouts, make a rallying cry

how many cries, a rebellion song do make

how often needs it to be sung

a rebellion to make.


		
Do the maths,

make the music.


		
And whose to say where righteousness resides

humana or mechina.


		
Does evil lurk in the reason and logic

of the circuits and cloud.

Or does it walk the walk,

through the corridors of power.


		
fear those that fear the truth

they’re either scared of being found out

or of finding out.













  


	

Sleight of Mind.


		
eyes deceive

when a trick of the life

reflects off something

that was never there

and the ears only heard

what was believed.


		
hind mind sight is cruel

it cuts through the mystery

of what was.

And nails you to the crossroad

of what could have been.


		
but strength of will it wants

and it wants it now

and a now untrammelled by deceits.


		
sleight of hand tricks

can fool you,

sleight of mind

you fool yourself.













  


	

Spiegel im Spiegel.



    I look into the mirror,

    across the room behind me is another.

    Each reflecting its brother.

    Images stretching into infinity

    and in between I stand

    seeing myself, both front and back.

    locked in this no man’s land of the present

    while the brothers gaze at each other

    staring into the depths of the past

    and the mystery of the future.



    Mirrors, mirrors on these walls

    am I fair or am I foul

    I know you can see me for what I am

    take pity on this old prisoner

    caged between regret and hope

    was my journey to here of worth

    and will my passage from this place

    lead to joy or despair, tears or laughter

    or as it’s always been fair share of each.



    Come on now tell me, I know you can.

    I’m tired, so tired of this world of doubt.

    Will I ever achieve peace of heart,

    sanity of mind, or at least or most

    safety of soul…




	 But the mirrors stay silent,

	 engrossed as they are by the continuum.















  Facets of the Formless
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