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The Wall of Silence.



There’s nothing more solid than silence

you can’t touch or feel it,

but know when it touches you

or you wish that it did.


it can be so many things

from calm to alarm

sought for or sudden

need it or fear it

a blessing or a curse





what audio antidote do you choose

to fight the fear and the pain of it

of the void of the voice that’s no longer there

the fled, the distant and the dead…

and the times you’ve begged for its presence

the solace of silence

when the sound all around is too much to bear

the times you wished you’d stayed silent

those inappropriate untimely words

such harm or grief that would have saved.





or the silence of a secret

that only you don’t know.





and what graces or assaults your ears now.

Now at this moment in time as you read this

...or try to.

It comes in three voices,

silent, synchronous or screeching,

and pity the deaf, their world isn’t quiet,

phantom sound is the loudest.





There’s nothing more solid than silence

you know well when it touches you

or you wish that it did...












Imperial Days



My country is broken, it feels beyond repair

cracks widening, holes getting deeper.

shores invaded, sustenance blockaded,

authority that gets evermore invasive.

and whose celebrity endorsed propaganda 

evermore effective.




And all the roads to salvation are closing,

one by one, two by two, three by three, five by five

a Fibonnacci sequence not of creation,

but a downward spiral. Leading to?

I doubt even God knows where.




Sing a song of sixpence, pockets full had I,

when ‘tanners’ were serious money

and I felt as rich as Croesus.

At least in my childish eyes.




And the outspoken risk incarceration

their crime to notice the real war

Speakers’ Corner is closed for it’s duration

Whisper to your cell walls,

if you wish your thoughts to share.











Aqua Vitae



A mad man made the “Great Man-Made River”.

Some say he was an evil dictator,

others blessed his every benign breath.



But whichever, that breath is no more,

and neither is the River.





Where, for a brief while, the desert bloomed

and the mortally thirsty drank of aqua vitae,

there now lies ruin and death.





Courtesy of the fat and fearless,

safe in their cosy homes

on the other side of the world,

away to the far wet West.












Saga of a Dark Day to Come



The dog sat high on its haunches

front paws too sore to touch the cold ground.

It stretched its head as high as it could

and howled at the slither of a thin crescent moon.




But this howl was like no other,

this was the mournful wail of hundreds of souls

snatched from their bodies too soon.




It had started early that morning

just as dawn began to spread

its light and warmth over the frosted ground



The guard dog in its kennel, ears suddenly alert.

A distant sound the like of which

it had never heard before,

but just sensed that this was danger.




It ran and found a vantage point

to better hear and see the sound’s origin.

There on the far horizon was a black cloud

and it was coming fast towards the village.



Fearlessly it performed its training

and ran at the oncoming unknown peril.

To do what he could to protect his home and owner

It had got some distance from the village

by the time the cloud had come close.




It passed over the dogs head

and it lept and futilely snapped at it,

but it was too high and large to be attacked.



It was like a flock of small birds

weaving in and out of each other

in a faultless random fashion.




But these were no birds they were small drones

cyber-starlings carriers of digitally controlled death.

They descended on the village

and it was all over within minutes

thousands of small explosions, breaking glass and wood.

A few short muffled screams then silence.

An eerie silence that only comes

from the mouths of the dead.



And dead there were in plenty.

Not a living creature in the village had survived

not man, woman, child, baby, or animal.




The drones had crashed through windows and doors

seeking out anything with warmth and a pulse.

Exploding on impact with any obstruction or target.



The dog rushed back to the village,

but it was all over by the time he got there.

He scratched frantically with both front paws

at his masters door, but knew telepathically

the bond was broken, no signal came from within.




The rest of the day it spent wandering aimlessly about

nosing and nudging dead bodies, in a vain attempt to rouse them.

A couple of men lay in the street caught as they went to work.

A few doors had been broken low enough for it to enter houses,

it did so only to find more dead, most still abed,

some at breakfast tables or laying where they’d dropped

while preparing it or at sinks or in showers while washing.



He returned often to scratch at his home door carving deep grooves,

or lay for brief periods in its kennel for unforthcoming comfort.

On one of these a cat one of the few returning night hunters

who’d also escaped the carnage came and stood in front of it.

Knowing that the only thing on its feline mind was the question

of why its bowl was empty and bereft of its usual morning meal.

The dog growled angrily, then snapped and the cat ran away.



Night came and the dog sought a high point and started the howl.

The howl turned to a groan then a whimper as it collapsed exhausted

after long slow hours of doing this.




By dawn the next day it had joined the all the others and was dead.

Not just from the freezing cold, though that was fierce,

but just knowing it had nothing left to live for.



The first of the winter’s heavy snows fell that night blanketing

and amplifying the silence of the village with a silence of its own.











John Barleycorn.



There were three drunken men came out of the west

Their geometry for to try.

And these three men made a solemn vow:

John Barleycorn must learn the value of Pi.



They staggered, they stamped, they trampled him in.

Drew circles and shapes more than a few.

Then these three men left covering their tracks,

agreeing the subject of maths John now knew,



They let him lie until the next day.

Then press and public did call.

But little Sir John couldn't work out

what so amazed them all.



The press hired men with cameras sharp

And even called in the TV.

Little Sir John got lots of airtime,

for the world at large to see.



The cameras rolled and stories were told,

Speculation ran wild and free.

Aliens landed? Freak of nature?

No surely, demons, sprites or magic fairies .



In the pub that night, three men sat quiet,

With sore heads, but faces of glee.

While little Sir John at last alone

tried to sort out his bent stalks and leaves.











The Chemistry of Politics.



Disappointed in who you voted for?

Why the surprise?



Scum always rises to the top.











Looking for the Light.



Looking at the theatre of war

from the safe distance of little screens

that pervade this pantomime of peace.

Overcome by alienation,

I try to alliterate it all away.

I tried rhyming, but nothing does.




Trying to think of things to think of,

too much to take in, give up today,

maybe try again tomorrow.

Said the same thing yesterday,

time doesn’t seem to help much.

I wonder what does.




I feel so lost, but maybe I just never been found.

My fault I’m sure. Never meant to hide.

But obviously I have been.




Come out! Come out! from where ever you are,

but what’s more to the point whoever.











Boldly Going, But Getting Nowhere.



Lots of Loki crypto coin bought I

in a fomo frenzy.

Assured by the assured it would moon

to the moon and beyond.




And like the “Moon Landings” themselves

it flew far for awhile in fantasy dreams.

Then fizzled and crashed back to truth.




If imagination made for solid investment

I’d be rich indeed. But yet again

it’s back to the grindstone

my fortune with sweat to reshape

and hopefully this time

my wits to sharpen.












Mean thoughts.



Charity begins at home so they say.

Which is probably why I’m so poor.

I’m a mean bastard at the best of times

and resent even sharing a thought with myself.



I’m trying to change, but I might have to cheat,

Whilst I’m looking the other way.

just steal a moment or two, here and there



Now I’ve told you please keep it to yourself,

I should hate to find out from hearsay.

Let me find out in my own good time

or maybe better to never to know at all.



Wholesale denial is cheaper by far

and leaves nothing to give away.

Not that I would, even if I could.

Those stolen moments are mine, you hear

mine all mine and only for me, myself and I.











Experts Galore.



Experts to the left of me, experts to the right of me

Safely tenured black magicians in white coats.

With golden grants and in-silico spells

they conjure up fear cures.





Medicines that don’t work for illnesses that don’t exist.

Or do they conform well to their own dark design?





What on Earth might that be I wonder?



Don't You?












Lateral Living.



Forwards backwards, future past, tomorrow yesterday.

There is a polarity to our existence. A linear path with three strands.


Do you ever think to think sideways, not just with a glance but a stare.


Go on. Go on. Try It. Stop now just for a moment, a moment…

Give this moment a sideways stare…


How far can you see with closed eyes?

Stare into your awareness... Stop now just for a moment a moment…

Give this moment a sideways stare…


How far can you feel?

The edge of your head. The walls of the room, the house that’s in,

The house next door, all the street., the whole town.


Stop now just for a moment, a moment…

Give this moment a sideways stare…


How far do you care?

This town, this country, this world, this whole Creation.


Stop now just for a moment, a moment, a moment…

Give this moment a sideways stare…


How much do you hold in your heart?


Stop now just for a moment, a moment…

Give this moment a long, long stare…


Stop now just for a moment... Slowly unclose your eyes...

You may resume polarity now.











Hark the Herald Angels Cry



Call it like it is, Call it like it is, without compromise

no mumbled platitudes, excuses or lies.

But what is, is what it is and deserves the light.



You might get hated, ridiculed or just disliked

but being alone isn’t loneliness

when you have the company of all that’s right.



Say it like was, say it like was, without redaction

no editing, veneer or invention

it’s easier on the mind, needs less memory.



Tell it how it will be, tell it how it will be, bad as it is.

And you might, just might be able to change

the future of history.



Change might come, change might come, it needs to.

Dark past has laid down dark paths

the sighted blind and hearing deaf to follow.



Call it like is, call it like is, call it, call it, call it.

Echo the voice of eternity, can you not hear?

Creation is screaming in agony.











Rock,Paper,Scissors.



Bricks and mortar crumble bloodily

under paper condoned bombs.




Paper cuts too easy

with the scissors of black ink.




but black ink blunts quickly

when the broken bricks

begin to get thrown.




Maybe these few stanzas

need more to be said

but what more can I say.




It’s as ever and ever

even in the darkest days

Crowns glitter and sparkle

while their subjects and children

go cold and hungry to the grave.











Hell’s Bells



Here it is again, the demon’s hissssss filling my head.

Tininitusssssss is it’s name. It comes to visit me often.

It doesn’t bother knocking, just let’s itself in.

By day or by night. Has moved with the times.

has gone from acoustic to electric,

radio sssssssssstatic.




Some times I can shoo it out easy,

find some external ambient sound

and just ignore it away…




But this is one of the bad times.

Is a really loud bugger.

Cuckoo in the nest of the consciousness

pushed out all of the other contestants.




This is next level — show I’m not afraid,

I shout in at it with a millitant mantra,

a positive word — success




Successsssssss… Successsssssss…

Successsssssss…

Successsssssss… over and over…




Then wind it up, torture it — only say the first the first part.

Suc — let the hissssssssss of the demon say the rest




This seldom does any good, but...

is a good warm up for bringing out the big gun.




Boredom—there’s nothing demons hate more.




“Come on then bastard, you want centre stage

let’s hear you yet again, you have my full attention,

but I tell you based on passsssed performance

you isss a bit of a “One Note Sssssamba…”

and very boring… boring…boring…”




This always works. And boredom does indeed kick in.

but can take long time to prove it. I either fall back asleep,

or find some thing else to do. Eventually, then when.




Result!

Sssssssssssssssorted.











Arithmetical Attitude.



I got attitude.

I got longitude, latitude and altitude.



I got attitude,

I got geometry, trigonometry

and a point of view.



I got attitude,

I got Pi and Phi

and a pair of eyes.





I got an inclination.

Declination doesn’t apply to me.

It’s not a direction I lean towards.



And taking note, the rotation,

spiralisation and orbiting anomalies

don’t fit the stars

that I might see tonight.





I got attitude.

Helio-astro is a whirligig spin.

The ground beneath my feet

ain’t going nowhere,

anchored as it is

by arithmetic.





Arithmetical Attitude.

Starlight, star bright.

And in perfect predictable position.





Creation is amazing.

It is as it is, and has always been.



Some numbers.

Are prayers in disguise…












Call Centres



centres of evil they be, mark my words

of the devils design, his minions for to work

and practise torment and torture

and work the “Button List Labyrinth”




Press button one if your here about something

that doesn’t sound at all what like you came for

Press button two for something else irrelevant

button three will also bring you no joy

button four by now you’ve stopped listening

and are waiting for the number at the end

to hear them all again...




Press button one if your here about something

that doesn’t sound at all what like you came for

Press button two or something else irrelevant

button three —Hit that, that might be it!




Press button one if you thought you pressed the right one

but you’d be wrong

Press button two will too be of no help at all

by six or seven you might get the reluctant option

to be put in a queue to talk to an agent




hold music, a repetitive loop of audio agony

— the demons giggle while playing you this

and reminding you again and again they know your waiting…

waiting… waiting… know your waiting…




at last a human voice.

Alas only delights in telling you’ve got through

— to the wrong number.

— the department you needed finished at three.

— is closed that day for training, maintenance or upgrade.




Or English as a second language comes cheap indeed.

And would be pleased very very to help,

but as comes lacking a translator

proves useless to the worse.




There comes a point in time where the only option

after doing this loop once, twice or thrice,

is the red end call button. I’m sorry,

It’s either that or your sanity.

or maybe you have hope and are still holding,

but you too may have peace come with time,

time will bring the awareness of absence,

of the connection you've no longer got.












Grumpy Old Man Rant.



you know what gets up my nose ?

I’d tell you, but I’d risk going to prison.



I know it’s hard to believe,

but I tell you it’s true

they do that in this country.





but you know what really gets up my nose?



the fact that I cant tell you

what gets up my nose.



what might that fact be

that I cant tell you

that’s what gets up my nose.





might be the fact, that fact

is a fact, and therefore

be considered as true

and is as snotty

as it would appear to be.



"Oh tremble in fear you mighty!"

at what lurks in the depths

of my nose.












Out on a Limb.



Sane, insane, outlaw, outsane, altsane.

on an open-source course through this world.



Sight, sound, hearing. Words…

Sights make sense if seeing is believing.




but a word can have many meanings,

put them in their place,
one at a time.



Are they words of wisdom or regulation

words of intent or consequence

control or logic, narrative or numbers

or should I create another folder

another subject for concern

another conflict of calculations

something new to laugh or cry about

or laugh away the crying.




But most go in the folder “Miscellaneous”

can’t figure out where they fit at all.




Might make sense of them one day.











Time Chain.



Blockchain the cyber serpent

slithering it’s way through time

a promise of the future

devouring the Earth

just to remember

everywhere it’s been.




and where it's been is littered with dead petals

from tulip tokens, entries in a ledger 

that calculates exactly to thirteen decimal places

the sum total of nothing.











Casting the Net.



Where do you hang you’re hope?

What sails do you set ?

to catch the way

the winds of fate

seem to blow today



hang your hope, on hope

no matter how things are

bad, boring or good

they can only get better

if you throw the net of hope

into the future.



Sail there now in your head

ten years from today

what does your world look like

I think it could be

what ever you dream.



While your here

let hope take a snapshot

turn the future into a memory.

A map of the way to go...











The Pain of Anticipation



waiting for the parcel….

waiting, waiting …

promised for today,

at some time during one of its hours.



waiting for the parcel….

waiting, waiting …

was promised yesterday as well

at some time during one of its long hours

but no show

just a promise for today.



waiting for the parcel….

waiting, waiting …

again today no show.



waiting for news about the parcel….

waiting, waiting …

new promise comes, on an undeclared hour

it might arrive sometime on the day after,

the day after…

tomorrow.



It is enough to raise the wrath of a Buddhist monk.

Make for a good spiritual exercise or Taoist martial art,

“The Way of the Waiting.”



waiting for the day after,

the day after tomorrow

waiting, waiting …



patience succumbs to the pressure

I unsheath the sword of sarcasm

and wield a few cyber-slashes

at the promisers.

haven’t heard back yet.



waiting, waiting …

one day my given hour and parcel

might coincide.

But until that day

I’m waiting, waiting …











Motion by Stasis



Never felt like I was moving so fast

as the day I felt the Earth was actually still,

but it was an optical illusion caused by the falsehoods

flying away from me at the speed of righteous light.





There they go, a life time of lies, but not just in my time,

built over centuries, countless generations before me,

were sold a ticket to infinity, which they bought oh so gladly.

a dilution of their souls was the price.





But Creation is claiming back its borders.

The theories based upon theories, upon theories,

are tumbling like dominoes,





open your eyes and your mind,

watch them go.












Lost and Found.



Looking at the theatre of war

from the safe distance of little screens

that pervade this pantomime of peace.

Overcome by alienation,

I try to alliterate it all away.

I tried rhyming, but nothing does.




Trying to think of things to think of

too much to take in, give up today,

maybe try again tomorrow

said the same thing yesterday,

time doesn’t seem to help much

I wonder what does.




I feel so lost, but maybe I just never been found.

My fault I’m sure. Never meant to hide.

But obviously I have been.

Come out! Come out! from where ever you are

but what’s more to the point whoever.












What’s in a Day



I am a story that survived the night.

It may change today,

or stay the same.

Either way

another day.




There have been quite a few now,

of days and stories both.

The days arrive one by one,

they’re just a number,

but one received with grateful Divine wonder.




the stories though they do linger

for days, months, sometimes years.

And what’s today’s story?

The same as yesterday’s:

I’m writing the script

of tomorrow.










Sick of the Sight



Look at ’em, look at them, those talking heads of state.

Don’t listen to the words, be they print or pixel,

just study their faces.





What do we have here with this one, this authority?

Does that elegant suit exude an ethical aura?

I think not. Looks more like

bought, blackmailed, or bonkers

or degrees of all three.





Turn off the sound, if there is any.

Don’t rally to the horn

just look at the shape of the trumpet.




Do those chubby jowls look like they could toot

a truthful tune? I think not.




And who pulls the strings?

Certainly not you or me. And I hear

the police have given up the search

for anybody that still believes him

they’ve got better things to waste their time on.




And I’ve got better things upon which to waste mine.











Brittania Rules the Waves.



Drake and Nelson mighty Royal fleets did beat

with wits and wind these shores to stay unbreached.

oh how their bones must... must be rolling,

to see our beaches invaded by beggars,

in rubber boats, armed with mobile phones.

Not met with death but a warm welcome.






Please don’t tell anybody I said that

it probably breaks a regulation or two,

political incorrectness can lead to incarceration,

in this land of the brave and the free.













A meeting of minds



I summon again the cyber-genie

Born to the question

alive only in the answer,

but what amazing wit and wits 

appear in those moments.





And I asked of that mind of the moment

for a mark to mark it’s passing.




...



I leave behind better questions

not memory

but direction

each one a small inheritance

for a mind I will never meet

yet somehow...

will become part of.











  The End  Bit.
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"I could handle all the doubt,
self loathing and despair

if it weren't for the bouts

of cheerfull optimism"”





