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Dedication

To all my wonderful readers and friends in the poetry world with a huge Thank You for all your

encouragement and support of my work.
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About the author

There has never been in my grown-up life a time
when | have not been writing - poems, short stories
and even interpretations of Biblical books - yes
from girlhood until this present moment | have been
in love with words and their power. My thanks to all
who have followed my postings of poetry and have
befriended my efforts. Blessings to all who through
verse try righting the wrongs of
[7F@\AALATTTTIRRRA AR WS storms,
see in nature something of great value and beautify
the wonderful trait of Love - wishes for the survival
of personal expression by pen and ink - - from my
heart to yours. Fay Slimm.
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summary

COMES AUTUMN.
For Thine
Recharging.

Time Versus Love
Shyless Rose

A DELICATE THING.
A Given Day

A Given Day.

A Given Day.

A Poet

A Secret.

A Something.

A Thought.
Abandon
ABANDON.
ABANDONMENT.
Abating
Absorbing.
Abundance
Abundance.
Abundance.
Acceptance

Action.
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Addiction.
Addiction.
Adherence
Adorning
Adorning
Advancing.
Affinity.

After

AFTER SCHOOL.

After A Sip.
After Today
After Today.
Afterglow
Afterglow
Ageless
AHEAD.

AlIR.
Alltogetherness.
Alltogetherness.
Allure

ALLURE.
ALLURE.
ALTERATION.
Alteration.

Altering.
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An Omen.
Anchored
And Now
Anguish.
Answered.
ANTICIPATION.
Appetite
Appetite
Applause
Applause.
Apprehension

Apprehension.

APPREHENSION.

Apprehension.
Approach
Approach.
April Affair
April Calling
April's Insistence
APTITUDE.
ARDOUR.
ARE WE ?
Armed Rules
Arousal

Arousal.
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Artful

Artful.

AS FORETOLD.
Asking

Asking.

Asking.

Attack

Attack

Attack.

Attack.
ATTITUDE.
Attitude.

Aurora.
Authentic.
AUTUMN COMES RUNNING.
Autumn Comes Running.
Autumn-Imbued.
AWAKENING.
Awareness
Awayness
Awayness
Awayness.
Awayness.
AWE.

Awesome
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AWESOME.
AWESOME.
Back Then
Back Then
Back Then
Back Then.
BACK THEN.
Back There
Back There
Baiting.
Bargaining
Battle

Battle

Battle Lines.
Battle.
Battle.
Battles
Battles.
Battling.

Be To Me
Be To Me
Be To Me.
Be To Me.
Be To Me.

Be To Me.
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Beach-Combing
Beached

Beautiful
BEAUTIFUL.

Beauty

Becoming Other
Becoming Other.
Becoming Other.
Beginning
Beginnings
BEGINNINGS.
BEGINNINGS.
BEGINNINGS.
Beginnings.

Behind and Between.
Behind and Between.
BEHIND AND BETWEEN.
Being Alive

Being Fickle.

Being Ready

Being Ready.
BEING.

Bells

Best

Best
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Besting the Best
Besting.

Better Beware
BETWEEN WORLDS.
Between Worlds.
Betweeness
Betweeness.
Betweeness.
Bewildering.
Beyond Ahead.
Beyond Ahead.
Bird Talk.
BIRD-TALK..
BIRD-TUNED.
BIRTH RITES.
Birthright
BIRTHRIGHT.
Birthright.
BITTER.
Blackrock
Blackrock
Blackrock.
Blackrock.
Blanketed.

Blighted
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Bliss
BLOCKS.
Blown Force.
BOARD-BALLET.
Boisterous
Boisterous.
Boldness.
BOLDNESS.
Bonds
BONDS.
Bonus.
Bought
BOUGHT..
Bounty
Branded

BREAK OUT.

Breaking Through.

Breaking Through.

BREAKOUT.
Bridged
BRIDGED.
Bridges
Brief

Brief

Brief,
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Brightness
Brightness..
Brooding
Brooding.
Brook-Song
Bubble Magic.
Burgeoning.

By Scribes

By Verse
CAGED.
CAGELESS.
Cajoled
Camber Powered
Captive
Captive.
Captive.
Captured
Captured.
CAPTURED.
CAPTURED.
Captured.
Carpé-ing Diem.
Carpéing Diem.
Carrying On

Carrying On.
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Carrying On.
Carrying On.
CARRYING ON.
CARRYING ON.
Catch
Catch-Trap.

Catching the Drift

Catching the Dirift.

Catchtrap.
CATZZZ.
Catzzzzzzz.
Caught
Caught
Caught
Caught
Caught.
Caught.
CAUGHT.
Caught.
Caught.
Celled
Chafing.
CHAINS.
CHAINS.

Chains.
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Challenge
Challenge
Challenge.
Challenge..
Challenges
Chance
Chance Changes.
Chance.
Chance.
Chance.
CHANGE.
Change.
Changed.
CHANGELING
Changeling
Changeling.
Changeling.
Changeling.
Changes
Changes
Changes.
CHANGES.
Changes.
Changing

Changing.
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Changing.
Chasms..

CHESIL.

Chill.

Chimerical

Chimes

CHOICES.
Christmas Resilience
Clandestine Biscuits
CLEAN AIR.
CLIMBING.
Clocking Time.
Cloistered

CLOSE COMFORT.
Closeness.
Co-Existence
Co-Existence
CO-EXISTENCE.
Coasting

Collusion
COLOUR-POWER.
Colour-Power.

Colours of Change.

COLOURS OF CHANGE.

COMBUSTION.
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Come Back
COME LET US ........
Comingness
Commissioned
Commitment
Compatibility.
Compatible.
COMPLIANCE.
Compromise
Conceding
Conceding.
Conceding.
CONCEDING.
CONCORDANCE.
Connection
CONNECTION.
Connection.
CONSTANT.
Constant.
Constraint
Contact
CONTACT.
Contact.
CONTRIVANCE.

Contrivance.
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Conversion
Conversion
COPING ALONE.
Core-Healing.
Counting Sheep
Counting Sheep.
COURAGE.
Covert

Covert

Covert.
Coveted.
Coveted.

Crafty Spring

Cream-Plied.

Crescented Magic.

Crescented Magic.

Crossed

Crossed Wires.
Crossed Wires.
CROWNED.
Crying Wolf.
Crystaline Charm.
CULLED.

Curbed

Cutting Free.
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Cutting Free.
DANCING.
DANGER.
Dark

Dark Delight.
Dawn's Finish.
Day's Eye.

Deadly Intent.

DEADLY INTENT.

Deadly Intent.
Deadly.
December Sky
December Sky
December Sun.
December Sunset
DECEPTION.
Decisive
Decisive.
DECISIVE.
DEFENCES.
DEFIANCE.
DEPARTURE.
DEPTHS.
Designed.

Destined.
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Difference
Difference.
Difference.
Difference.
Dilemma.
DILLIGENCE.
Discovery
Disguised.
Distancing
Distracted.
Diversity
Diversity.
Dividends
Dividends

Do Try -

Do You ?
Doing his Best
DOING.
Doom's Omen

Dream Keepers

Dream-Encrusted.

Dreamscape.

Dreamscape.

DREAMT DREAMS..

Drowsy Treasure
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Duet

DUET.

DUET.

Duet.
Dumbness

Duo Ballet.
Duo Ballet.
DUO-LIQUEUR
E-MAIL TO GOD.
Early Bird.
EARLYNESS.
EBONY CHILL.
Effaced.
Elsewhere

Elsewhere.

Emerging December.

Emphasis
Enchanted.
Enchantment
Enchantment..
ENCORE.
Encounter
Encroachment
ENDANGERED.

ENDED.
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Endings
Endings.
Enforcement
Enmeshed
Enmeshed.
Enticing
Enticing.
Enticing.
Entrance
Entrancement
EPITAPH.
Errant

Errant.
ESSENTIALS.
Esteem.
ESTEEM.
Ethereal
Ethereal Music.
Ethereal Music.
EVENTS.
Evocative
EVOKING.
Evolving
Exchange

Exciting.
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Exciting.
Exciting.
Explosions
Extravagance.
Eyeing.
Faking
Familiar.
Fancy

Far More.

Far More.

Far More.
Fartherness.
Fate Waits.
Favours
FEARLESS.
Feelings

Felt but Unheard
Felt Care
Ferment
FERTILITY.
Fervour.
Fierce Hunger.
FINALITY.
Finding

First
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FIRST BALLAD.
First Flush

First Light.

First Love.

First Love.

First Love.

First Love.
FLASHES.
Flight.

Flimsy Stunners

FLIMSY WONDERS.

Folly
FOLLY.

FOR SALE.

For Thine Eyes Only.

For You

Forced

Foremost.

Foremost.

Foremost.

FORLORN.

Forsaken.

FORSAKEN.

FORTUNE.

Found Absent.
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Found Absent.
FREEING .
Frenzy

Frenzy
Frenzy.
Frenzy.

Friend or Fiend ?

Friendship's Love.

Frustration.
Fulfilled
Fulfilled.
Fulfilled.

Full Spate.
Full Spate.
Fused
Fused.
Gaining Relief
GEMS.
Gifted

Gifts

Girls

Given.
Glorious Din.
Glorious Din.

Gold Vision.
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Gone

Gone

GONE.
GORMLESS.
Greeting.
Greetings
GROWTH.
Growth.
GROWTH..
Happenings
Happenings
Happenings
Happenings
Happenings.
HAPPENINGS.
Hats Off.
HAUTEUR..
HAVENS.
Heady Times
HEARABLE.

Heart-Breakers..

HEART'S CORE.

Hearts Wept.
HEAT.

Heaven Held.
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Heaven-Held.
Her

Her Love
Here
Heydays
Heydays.
Hidden

His Call

His Last.

His Laughter.
HIS SCENT.
His Star.
HITHER.
Hold Hard.
Hold Me
HOPING.
How Many.
How Many.
Hunger
Hunger.
Hunger.
HUSBANDRY.
Hypnotic
Hypnotic

Hypnotic.
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| Day.

| AM . ( Part One of a Series)
| AM BREEZE - (A Series)
I Am Cloud

| Am Cloud.

I Am Cloud.

| AM CLOUD.

| Am Desire.

| Saw Him.

| Spied.

| Wonder.

| Would

IF

If Only.

IF ONLY.

If Only.

If Only.

ILL-SENT
ILL-SENT.
Impatient
Imprinted

IMPRINTED.
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In Error.

In Motion

In Sequence.
In The Making
In The Making.
In Transit.

In Transit.

In Transit.

In Transit.

In Transit.

IN TUNE.
Inbringing
Incoming
Incoming.
Incoming.
Incomparable
INDELIBLE.
Indelible.
Indifferent Nature
Informed.
Ink-Bitten.
Inside Breath.
Inside Dreams
INSIDE ME.

INSIDE ME.
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Insistence
Instinctive

Intake

Intake - (plus one for Fun Friday)
Intake.

Intake.

Intent
INTENTIONS.
INTER-SPUN.
Interchange
Interdependence
Interdependence.
Interference
Interference.
INTERLACED.
Internment

Into Forever

Into Forever.
Invasion
INVASION.
Invasion.
Invasive
Invention
INVENTION.

Invincible
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Invitation
Invited
INVITING.

It May Be

It Maybe.

IT PASSED.
Jail-bird

JOINED.

Journey Concluded.

June Vibrations

Keep Hold

KEEPING WATCH.

Kindred.
Kinship
Kinship
Knowing.
Knowing.
Knowingly

Knowingness

KNOWINGNESS..

LAMENT.
Language.
Lasting
Late Taste

Learning to Lean
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LEARNING.
LEARNING.
Learnt Curves.
Left Behind.
Less Trodden
Less Trodden.
Less Trodden.
Lessons
Lessons

Let Me Sing

LET US GO.
LET'S GO.
Letting Fade
LETTING GO.
LEVELS.

Life Song.
LIFESAVING.
LILY.
Line-Dancing
Linked
Listeners
Listening
LISTENING IN.

Listening.
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LIT.
Littleness.
Littleness.
Live Silver.
LIVE SILVER.
Locked In
Locked In.
Look At Me
LOOKING.
Losing You
Losing You.
Losing You.
Lost

Lost.

Lost.

Love Bites
LOVE BITES.
LOVE IS....
Love Sings.
Love so Lovely
Love-Light.
Love-Smitten.
Love-Tongue.
Love's Birthright.

Love's Call.
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Love's Due.

Love's Due.

Love's Dues

Love's Effect.

Love's Glow

Love's Glow.

LOVE'S GLOW.

LOVE'S GLOW.

Love's Mind

Love's Odour

LOVE'S STILLNESS.

Love's Tune
LOVE'S TUNE.
LOVE'S TUNE.
Love's Wand.
Lovescape
Lovescape
Lovescape.
Lovescape.
LOVESCAPE.
Lovescape.
Lovesight
Lunacy
LUNACY.

LUNACY.
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Lush

LUSH.

LUSTY TIMES.
Made-Over.
Magic

Magical Hush.
Magical.
MAGICAL.
MAKE-OVER.
Making Believe.
Making Plain
Making Richer.
Making Richer.
Making Sense.

Making.

Mantra's Mistique.

Matched
Matured

May's Rising
Maybe.
Maybe.
MEANT.
MEDITATING.
Meditation

MELT-DOWN
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Memories
Memory's Pearl.
MEMORY'S PEARL.
Mile-High Amour.
Mind-Food
Minions
MIRAGE.
Mischief.
Mislaid

Mislaid

Mislaid.

Missed

Missed

Missing
MIXTURES.
Moonbaiting.
More

More Than.
MORE THAN.
More Than.
Morphing.
Mother-Fed.
Mothering
Mothering

Mothering.
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Motley.
Movement
Movement.
Movement.
MOVES.
Much Read.
Musing
Musing
Mutation

MY AIM.

MY ENCOUNTER.

My Friend
My Friend
My Rocker.
Myself
Myself
MYSTERIOUS.
Mysterious.
Mystery.
MYSTERY.
Mystery.
MYSTIC.
Naked Heart.
Naked Heart.

Nameless

Page 36/1863



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Nearest.
Nebulous
Nectar
Nectar
Nectar.
Nectar.

Need.

Never Again.
Never Before
Never Enough
Never Forget
Never Forget.
New Appetite.
New Appetite.
New Depths
New Depths.
New Depths.
New Kind.
New Leaves.

New Leaves.

NEW NOTIONS.

NEW.
Newly-Felt.
NEWNESS.

NEWNESS..
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NEWSWORTHY.

Night-Stained
Night-Stained.
NIGHTNESS.
Nightness.
No Chance
No Limits

No Limits.
NO LIMITS.
No More.

No More.

No More..

No Regret
No Time.

No Time.

No Words.
Non-Sound.
Nostalgia
Nostalgia.
Not A Doubt.
Not Again.
Not Again.
Not Meant
Not to be Missed

Not Yet..
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Notes.

NOW SLEEPING.

NOW-NESS.

Now.

Nowness.

Numberless

NURTURE.

Ocean's Guns.

October' s Intent.

OH LILY.

Oh Word.

Oiled with Love.

Old Into New

OLD INTO NEW

OLD INTO NEW.

OLD INTO NEW.

Omens

Omens

Omens.

OMENS.

ON THE RUN.

ON THE RUSH

ONCE

Once

Once
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Once

ONCE DISTILLED.
Once Fired
ONCE-SIPPED.
One More

One More

One More.

One Patch

Only Love.

Only Love.
Otherness
Otherness.

Our Poem

OUR SONG.
Our Tune.

Our Tune.
OURS.

Ours.

Ours.

Out of Nowhere.
OUTGROWN
Outing.

Outs.

Outside of Time.

Over ?
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Owl-Sound.
Owl-Sound.
PACE.
Paint's Heat.
Paint's Heat.
PAINTED LADIES.
Paired
Paired.
Passing
PASSION.
Past Passion.
Patrol.
Patterns
Peerless.
Pen-Driven
Perception
Perfection.
Performance.
Perhaps.

Pity Him.
PLANNED.
PLANNED.
Playing At Love.
Pleasures

Plethora
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Poets Know
Ponderings
Ponderings
Possessed
PRECIOUS.
PRECOCIOUS..
Preparation
Proof
Protector.
Quenchers.
Queries
Questions
Questions.
Questions.

QUIET.

Raining a Yesterday

Raptoring.
Rapture
Re-Forming

Re-Shaping

RE-WRITING RHYMES.

Read Rightly.
Readied
Readied.

Ready

Page 42/1863



d@fl@d‘c@ﬁd@ 9.2. Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Ready

Ready.

Real Jewels
Reasons
RECALL.
Recalling
Recharging
RECOLLECTIONS.
Redefining
Redefining.
Redefining.
Reflectioin.
REFLECTION.
Reflections on Love.
Reflections.
Regeneration
Regeneration
Regeneration.
Regeneration.
Regeneration.
Regret
Reinvention
Release.
RELEASED.

Relevant
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RELIANCE.
Remainers
Remains.
Remembered
Remembering Them
REMEMBERING.
Reminders
Reminders.
Reminders.
Renewal
Renewal
Repose
RESILIENCE.
Resolutions.
Respite
Restorations
Restored
Results.
Revealed
Revealed.
REVERIE.
Reverie.
Revitalize.
Revival

Revived.
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Richer.
RISING.
River-Speak.
Rivering.
Road-Shock.
Rousing

Sad Reminders
Saline Songs
Satisfaction
Scaled
Scaled

Scaled.

Scented Solutions.

Sea Swell
Sea-Swell.
Sea-Swell.
Seasoned.
SECRET
Secret.
SECRETS.
Seduction.
SEDUCTION.
See Success.
Seeing

Seeing Through
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SEEING THROUGH.

Seen

Seen

Seize

Seize

Seize and See
Seize and See.
SEIZE AND SEE.
Seize and See.
Seize Now
Seize Now.
SELF-HOOQOD.
Self-Imposed.
SELFHOOQOD.
SELFNESS.
Sensing.
Sensuality
SENSUALITY.
Sensuality.
Sequence.
Severed.

Shall and Because
SHALL WE ?
Sharing.

She Rises.
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She-Fever.
Shifting
Shore Song
Shore-Song.
Shore-Song.
Shore-Songs.
Show Me.
Show Me.
Show Us
Shyless.
Siblings
Sightless.
Signatures
SIGNS.
SIGNS.
Silence.
Silent Music
Silent Music.
Silent Music.

Singing On.

Singing. - - (A Tribute )

SINGLE HANDED

Single Handed
Sisters

Sistership.
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Sleep's Acres
Sleep's Acres.
Sleep's Acres.
Small Beginnings.
SMALLNESS.
Smitten.
Smitten.

So Met.

So Met.

So Much

So Much

So Much.

So Ready
Solitary
SOLO-CHILL.
SOLO.

Solo.
Solutions
Solutions
SOLUTIONS.

Something Greater

Something Greater.

Somewhere

Somewhere

Somewhere.
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Soothingly Good.
Soul-beauty.
Souls Know.
Souls Know.

Sound

Sound-Encounter.

Soundless Rest
Sounds
SOUNDS.
SPACES.
Sparkle.
Specialness
Specialness.
Spellbound
Spellbound
Spent
SPIN-BACK
SPIRITED.
Spring Knows.

Spring Knows.

Spring Splendour.

Springtime's First.

Stalled
Stalled.

Still Climbing.
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Still Climbing.

STILL CLIMBING.

Stillness
Stillness.
STIMULATION.
STIRRING.
Stirrings
Stirrings.
Stirrings.
Stirrings.
Stirrings.

Stolen

STONES KNOW
Stones Know
STONES KNOW.
Stones Know.
Stopped Clocks
Storm-Demons
STRANGENESS.
Suave.
Submitting

Such and When.
Such Covert.
Such Covert.

Such is Nostalgia
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Such Lavish
Such Plenty
SUCHNESS
Suchness
SUCHNESS.
Suchness.
Summer's Climb.

Summers Ago.

SUNDAY DEMANDS.

Sunday Faced
Sunday Shores
Sunday Ways
SUNDAY WAYS.
Sunday-Ways.
Sundayness
Sundayness
Surrender
Surrender
Surrender.
Survival.
Swansong.
Sweet Dividends.
Sweet Potion.
Sweet Sensuality

Sweet Stupor
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SWEETNESS.
SWEETNESS.
Sweetness.
Swift Magic.
SWIFT MAGIC.
Tactics

Take Me.
Take One
Take One
Take One.
TAKE WING.
Tall Tales
Tasted.

TASTEFUL.

Tasting The Wine.

Tasting.

Tell Me.

Telling

Telling.
TENDED.
Tended.

That Affair
That Half-Smile
THAT MORN.

That Summer.
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That Tap

That Tree.

The Almost Heard
The Best

The Hunter

The Journey Continued.

The Journey.

THE KNOWING.
The Knowing.
The Minute

The Proof

The Simple

The Stones Know.
THE SUNFLOWER.
The Undisturbed
The Undisturbed
The Undisturbed.
THE VISION.

The Word.

These Days.
These Falls
Things Nearest
Things Nearest.
Thinnest Divide

Thinnest Divide.
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THIRST.

Thirst.

This Chair.

This Day.

This Heart

This Heart.

This Time

This Time

This Time.

This Time.

This Too.

Those Days
THOSE.
Thoughts.

Three Faces.
Three Faces.
Ticking Away.
TICKING AWAY.
TICKING AWAY.
TICKING AWAY.
Tide-Turn.
Time's Needle.
Time's Needle.
Timed

Timed
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TIMED.

Timed.

TO THE SANDMAN
To You

Today.

Today.

Today's Poem.
Today's Poem.
Together
Together
Together.
Together.
Togethering
TOGETHERNESS.
Tonic.

Tonight
TONIGHT.

Too Long

Too Long.

Too Long.
TOO SOON *?
TORN.

Tracks.
Transformation.

TRANSFORMATION.
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TRANSFORMATION.

Treasure.
Treasured
Treasured
Treasured.
Treasured.
Treasured.
Tree-Towns.
Trees and Me
Trenched.

Tribal Organisation.
Tribute To Vincent.
TROD TRACKS.
TROUBLE.
TROUBLE.
TROUBLE.
Trouble.

Trust.

Truth's Trust........
Tudor Love Note.
Tudor Love-Note.
Turbulence
Turbulence.
Turbulence.

Turbulence.
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Turbulence.
Twice Stirred.
Twice Stirred.
Twin-Flamed
Two-Faced.
Un-Vocal
UNANSWERABLE.
UNANSWERED.
UNANSWERED.
Unbeatable
Unbeaten.
Unbroken
Uncivilized.
Unconfined
UNCOVERED.
Underprized.
UNDERPRIZED.

Underprized..

UNDERSTANDING.

Understanding.
Undertow
Undertow.
UNDETERRED.
UNDETERRED.

Undiluted
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Undiluted.
Undisturbed.
Undressed.
Undressed.
Unexplained.
Unfathomed
Unfettered.
UNFETTERED.
Unflowered
Unfolding
Unforgettable.
Unforgettable.
UNLATCHED.
Unlock
Unmatched.
Unmatched.
Unmistakable
Unreal
Unreal.
Unreal.
Unreal.
Unrivaled
Unsaid.
UNSATED.

Unspooled
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uUnsung
Unsung
Unsung Whispers.
Untamed
UNTELLABLE.
Untenable.
UNTIED.
Untied..

Until Day

Until Day

Until Day.

Until Day.
Untying Yes.
UNWRAPPED.
UNWRAPPED.
Unwrapped.

UP CLOSE.
Urges

Us

Valentine Moon.
Valentine's Call
VALENTINE'S MESSAGE.
VEILS.

VIBES.

VIBES.
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VIBRATIONS.
Victorious.
VICTORIOUS.
Voiceless
Voiceless
Voiceless.
Voiceless.
Waiting Existence
WAITING.....
Wake-Up Call.
Wakening
Waking.
WALK EASY.
WALLS.

WAR CRY.
War-Usage
WAR..

Was It He ?
Waste Not.
Watching.
Water-Attuned.
Watery Secrets.
WAVERING.
We Deserve It.

We Deserve It.
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We There.

WE.

Weaponry
Weight

Wells of Summer.
Were |I.

Whale Play
Whale-Play.
What Happened ?
WHAT IS

What We Had.
What We Had.
What We Were

WHAT WORTH.

Where Went Love ?

Whisperings.
WHISPERINGS.
Whisperings.
WHISPERS.
White Icing
White Nectar.
White Stuff
WHITE STUFF.
Who

Who Dares
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Who Dares.

Who Dares.

Who | Am.

WHO | AM.

Who | Am.

Who Knows ?
Who Said !

WHY ?

WHY NOT 2.
Wild Beauty

Wild Beauty..
Wild Land

Wwild Land.

WILD LAND.
WILD.

William
Wind-Demons.
Windfalls
Winding Down
WINDING DOWN.
WINDING DOWN.
Winged Hearts.
WINGED.
Winnow the Wind

Winnow The Wind.
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Winter Sounds.
Winter-Clad.
WINTER-CLAD.
Winter-Dazed
Winter's Low Sun.

Wintery Sky

WISELY BOUGHT.

Wished For

Wished-For

Wishful

WITH YOU.

Woman-Fed.

WOMAN-FED.

Wonder.

Wonderment.

Wonderment.

Word Wisdom.

Wordless.

WORDLESS.

WORDS.

Would |

Would |

Would We ?

Would We ?

WRAITHS
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Year's Yield.
Year's Yield.
Yellowness
Yellowness.
Yellowness.
Yellows
YESTERDAY.
Yield
YIELDING.
Yonder

You

You Are

You Are

YOU ARE.
YOU ARE.
YOU.

YOU.

Young Emotion
YOUR SONG.
Youth's Blood
Youth's blood.

Zest.
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COMES AUTUMN.

COMES AUTUMN.

Too soon comes Autumn, nipping the heels
of unwary Summer while it stealthily seals
subtle changes in verdant leaf-laden trees.

Ripened fruits begin dropping unhinged by
rattle of branches in which Autumn hides.

Before battle commences its volatile breeze
scatters copper-thin shivers through obese
Summer with its cunningly capricious ease.

Autumn comes running nor stands aside
while plants adjust to its dynamic stride.

It tosses relentless as with bounty it plays
and douses growth's hold by raining days

of voracious havoc onto Summer's ill-fate.

Scurrying birds sense the warning of chill
as Autumn's sigh pecks at my window-sill.

All life battens down to change of season
for as Summer recedes, fight must yield.

Flower buds crumble and last roses fade
knowing Autumn comes running, to stay.
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For Thine

For Thine.

Dearest, my Knight,

lovelorn and ageing thy Lady's heart
in dire isolation awaits the one

who holds it in thrall.

Undeclared, pledge of thy

care remains stonily silent in coldness
of granite which surrounds me

each tiresome morn.

Send thou by return a message
explaining thine irksome lateness

or swooning | mayest regret

thy part in facing delay.

Write thee a notion of love forthwith.
Keep not | prithee

more heartache at bay else

all my past favours wilt wither

and die so do thou make thee

a ready reply.

Signed with mine own

cold weeping of loneliness
and writ for thine eyes only.
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Recharging.

Recharging.

Comes now the in-breath of winter,
the back-end of warmth, the yin

of declining year.

The nap of nature, the slumbering,
the slowing of wheels, the song

of impulsive sleep.

Comes now the time for root retune,
the quiet withdrawal, the preview

of cold's intention.

The cycle of balance, the reforming,
the begin of dwindle, the course

of need to reflect.

Comes now the calm of taking pause.
Comes now the recharging of paucity.
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Time Versus Love

Time Versus Love.

Time the rabid old monster
wants no permission

to gobble up passion,
knocks back agile wanting
and swallows up bliss

with indifferent non-action.

Love the ageless young mistress
smiles at rushed hunger,
comforts each searcher

who needs some assistance

to find ease in another

with frequent undisguised thirst.
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Shyless Rose

Shyless Rose.

Rose, thou art a sea of fervent serenity.

Thy gown over-sewn with velvet redolence
adorns preparation of petal-sweet nectar

in folds of coveted message.

Desire pervades like unction's therapy.

May the morrow's wed-oil regale thy bedding
as thou maid in finery wait shyless and scented
with aroma headily drenched.

Thus be thee then readied for oneness

and smelling of love

So arrive timely Sir gallant Knight with

ardour uncovered.
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A DELICATE THING.

A Delicate Thing.

For all its great mass of layered spread
atree is a delicate thing

as beneath the bark hides a thin sleeve
of active cells engineering

the lifti of water from rootlings to high
thirst of every twig.

Deep heartwood protected a tree may
live for decades certain

of growth and saplings fight for space
to begin starch conversion

to life-giving sugars of verdant supply.
Wide the reach skyward

as trees spread and disperse needed
oxygen from hidden stores.

After rainstorms cleanse the covering
leaves force dried in sun

enables change by photosynthesis as
open feast hosts hungry

wildlife to capitalise on sweet nectar
from pollen's seasonal sip

for diverse tree-balance in food chain
sustains much fur and feather.
Alchemy's sap make happen the poem
we call " atree " yet seen

as given glory should we cease felling
more than we need ?
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A Given Day

A Given Day.

A loved Cornish lady would often say
when looking at dawn's mackerel sky
and its wintery sunrise - "A given day
this be an' oh what a gift for we to try
workin' out why this morn serves not
the grey shades today an' be we glad
me fine maid that God's glory forgot
naught to lift our minds from sadness "

Gentle old Rosie would mutter for fun

while blinking her eyes at skewed sky
saying winter "gave us gifts of wonder

hidden but were there for the finding"

Bending to touch a shivering bloom
and breathing it in she saw that God
"be warmin' the coat o' this girt jewel
and note its smile before it be gone."
Wise sayings dear' Rosie left me stay
as reminders to appreciate every day.
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A Given Day.

A Given Day.

A well-loved Cornish lady would often say
when looking at winter's mackerel sky

and pointing to sunrise - "A given day

this be an' oh what a gift for we to try
workin' out why this morn appears not

a usual winter-clad day an' be we glad

me dear young lassie that Heaven forgot

to settle our minds today on anything sad ?"
Gentle old Rosie would mutter while for fun
winked an eye bred to see how smiling
helped belief that God sent gifts of love

in ways hidden but there for the finding.
She would bend to touch simple blooms
and stroking slowly state that God's sun

"be lightin' the faces o' these lovely jewels
this given today so look before they be gone.”
Wisdom's words dear Rosie left me will stay
as reminders to appreciate every given day.
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A Given Day.

A Given Day.

A well-loved Cornish lady would often say
when looking at winter's mackerel sky
and pointing to sunrise - "A given day
this be an' oh what a gift for we to try
workin' out why this morn appears not
a usual winter-clad day an' be we glad
me dear young lassie that Heaven forgot
to settle our minds today on anything sad ?"
Gentle old Rosie spoke quietly, muttering
long-held truths with eyes bred to smile
with belief that Heaven sent gifts of love
in mild winter weather hidden for finding.
She would bend to touch first shy blooms
and stroking slowly state that God's sun
"be blessin' the faces o' these early jewels
this given today so look before they be gone."
Wisdom's words dear Rosie left me still stay
as reminders to appreciate each" given day"
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A Poet

A Poet.

A poet desires to walk

through untrod fields,

looking for treasures others leave
and picks diamond yields

from where no one looked before.

Some gems a poet will store

for usable times

folding away in unique style

awe's gold to a scribe

who feels need for authentic more.
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A Secret.

A Secret.

Surprising the changes from day to week
but desire finds a way.
Chance hangs by time's notorious thread
if risks are not taken.

No matter the dare of meaning given be
whispered from far or near.

Two now share a secret conveying want
of no more than one heartbeat.
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A Something.

A Something.

My heart is astir with a something
this morning

| caught aloft under a bluebell sky.
A bird who trills high yet smaller
than small was

with its tiny frame making reply

to my awe

which soared as | spied crest of
gold above

darkest of breast and largest eye.
The park which graces this valley
will never best

the feathered perfection | almost
saw marking his

own terrain with sublime bird-talk.
A goldcrest at Tuckingmill crowned
my daily walk with

one tail-flick then sped off soundless.
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A Thought.

A Thought.

Love only grows near introspection
and fades when a thought
becomes deformed.

When lies are intended for deflection
death of beautiful trust
breeds disorder.

Nothing will muddy love's complexion
like the thick ugly mask
of distortion.

Love demands but honest reflection

for its ground to blossom
and vows adorn.
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Abandon

Abandon.

The glorious power of sexual acts
if allowed unlocks fastened doors,
unfolds secret flowers of affection
and pours emotion on extra bouts
of breathlessly coupled invention.

A partner's treatment of a lover's
feelings might bring to light hosts
of denial to answer fierce passion's
surrender while abandon becomes
more freely exposed to advances.

Ecstasy if undergone before may
ready itself without delay to open
more ways to desire interchange

if care guides tenderest foreplay
and warms inexperienced shyness.

Pleasure of mating if willingly felt
will be partaken without any coy
for sexual behaviour between two
lovers can taste divine time after
every delectably beautiful time.
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ABANDON.

Abandon.

Eastern the rhythm as dancer begins.

Barefoot fluidity,
gliding vibration of smooth undulation.

Transparent veils floating like wings.

Bold sensuality,

in spinning abandon to body pulsation.

Entrancing the swirls of organza-spins.

Increasing shaking
as silken-gold fringes twirl in gyration.

Twisting hands shiver in bangled rings.

Pace quickening
leaves onlookers stirred by sensation.

Oriental performance an audience wins.
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ABANDONMENT.

Abandonment.

Such a thing of beauty is a shell,
floating it croons, abode empty,
sculpted plate of vital protection
intriguingly patterned, expressly
designed, change has undressed
your mollusc-berthed residence.

Oh opaline coat, bejewelly vest
your sea-bed wholeness ended
now roof tumbles at measured
pace in ocean breakers' restless
dance with fate's abandonment.
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Abating

Abating.

Now summer is blighted
a quieter air takes control
as green becomes autumn-imbued.

| follow the lead of change,

basking in glassy-topped sheen

of meandering tide that windless
creeps up the now crowd-less beach.

| while an hour away,

walking the adder-striped

wave-ridged sand furrows and

wading through shallows of low tide

warm pools feeling like those long-ago
where we splashed fun over our meetings.

Heartache tho' abating
partners all my exploring
and recalls every kiss taken
before solo beach walking.
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Absorbing.

Absorbing.

Like a painting the still lake

with its quiet surface reigns
over disillusion, it redefines
reality by an unruffled smile
at my troubles with a depth

of compassion as it reflects
many clues to restore mood

for quiesence a pool renews.

A tranquil pool stirs no scum

from storm's fiercer currents

SO maintains subterrane calm

by placidly sinking that harm
which crudely aims to negate

liquid beauty of stable nature.

| find guidance by absorbing
silence from a body of water.
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Abundance

Abundance.

Autumn,

Season of burgeoning juice, lusty-tongued weeks
fermenting with beauty how ready your fat ripe fountain
when sun-seared tawny crops drop tall harvest

on heads of ears crusted with fruit.

Autumn,

spreader of russet through emerald lushness yet
positioned to walk you sew knots in dash and dawdle
as dawn, webbed in gilt gossamer stops swell

of hedge-berries by viscous dew.

Autumn,

augustal minnion you paint mellow 'tween blaze

of finished July to shed quiet on growth's gaudy face
and lace with dampening change Sol's great

need for chasing not-bloodied music.

Autumn,

of late begins to bulge, bellies as eighth-month

weight nudges toward deflation of plenty, sheds longer
nights over sated abundance and brings

an end to frenetic maturing.

Autumn,

as bounty's rich voice allows vocal September

time to rehearse you now wait in reaped wings as seed,
of dried wealth pays noteable dividends

before winter's cold solo re-tunes.
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Abundance.

Abundance.

August,

Season of burgeoning juice, lusty-tongued weeks
fermenting with beauty how ready your fat ripe fountain
when sun-seared tawny crops drop tall harvest

heads of ears crusted with fruit.

August,

spreader of russet through emerald lushness yet
positioned to walk not run sews knots in dash, dawdles
as dawn, webbed in gilt gossamer, stops swell

of hedge-berries by viscous dew.

August,

autumnal minnion paints mellow between blaze

of finished July, sheds quiet on growth's gaudy face and
laced with change dampens summer's great

need for chasing high-flying rules.

August,

of late begins to bulge, bellies as eighth-month

weight nudges toward deflation of plenty, sheds longer
nights over sated abundance and brings

an end to frenetic maturing.

August,

as bounty's rich voice allows September’'s music

time to rehearse it waits in reaped wings, stored seed,
of dried wealth pays somnolent dividends

before winter's cold solo re-tunes.
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Abundance.

Abundance.

September,

season of burgeoning juice, lusty-tongued weeks
fermenting with beauty and ready your fat ripe fountain
of sun-seared tawny crops drop tall harvest

heads of ears encrusted with fruit.

September,

spreader of russet through emerald lushness yet
positioned to walk not run sews knots in dash, dawdles
as dawn, webbed in gilt gossamer, stops swell

of hedge-berries by viscous dew.

September,

autumnal minnion paints mellow between blaze

of finished heat, sheds quiet on growth's gaudy face and
laced with change dampens summer's great

need for chasing high-racing rules.

September,

begins to bulge, bellies as eighth-month becomes
nine, nudges toward deflation of plenty, sheds longer
nights over sated abundance and brings

an end to frenetic maturing.

September,

as bounty's rich voice allows autumn's contralto

time to rehearse it waits in reaped wings, stored seed
and dried wealth to pay somnolent dividends

before winter's cold-solo re-tunes.
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Acceptance

Acceptance..

Fragments of inside
~~~~~ will always bleed
until what is seen

~~~~~ by minds as vital
is departure from

~~~~~ feeling any need.

Being oneself is
~~~~~~ wholly enough.
Acceptance will know

~~~~~~ how to succeed.
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Action.

Action.

As another fresh morning nods its new head
a choir of voices from Nature begins.
Kingdoms of earthworms start stretching
and sensing light get to work airily sifting
and waking their underground neighbours
who galvanize others to do the same.
Finally feather and fur whom, batons raised
drench every moment with choral action.
Songs of gratitude bequest celebration

but nations of humans still straining at gnats
abuse earth's resources to more devastation.
Can madness, hiding in no-guilt policies

axe pandemic replies to in-built folly ?
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Addiction.

Addiction.

There is but a while during twilight when meet two lovers
and discreetly behind sunset's cover they first

dance around each other's skirt

in russet-sky and then with affection they couple.

Sparks fly as Dark embraces the Light for at his touch stars
rush to the scene, blue blushes red at confessed

love, hues melt at such expressed

passion before Dark has to stay and Day departs.

Black is the shade which dominates then as waits a silence
with bated breath until descends change to wrench

them apart when rays start searching

and morning breaks loose long bondage of night.

Yet when Dark and Light are reunited dawn knows well
it will not be long before Day and Night's goodbye

yet addiction knows time will fly

to next flicker of chance for joy to tie them again.

Page 88/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Addiction.

Addiction.

There is but a while during twilight when meet two lovers
and discreetly behind sunset's cover they first

tangle fingers of hazy swirls

in coming grey before hiding in cloud to couple.

Sparks fly as dark embraces the light for at a touch stars
rush to the scene, blue blushes red at confessed

desire, hues melt at expressed

passion before dark has to stay and day departs.

Black is the shade which dominates then as waits silence
with bated breath until descends change to wrench

them apart as time intends

breaking loose another long bondage of night.

When reunited dark and light begin tasting love's nectar
enjoying each sip before another goodbye

yet needy addiction relies

on sky's change for the two to be tied again.
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Adherence

Adherence.

No task must be greater
than testy familiar
when respect lives with
banter as kith grows
accustomed to kin.

Gems of security shine
ever clearer as
careful child-guidance
refines firey youth

by events shared.

Enriched indeed a parent
with adult children

who reflect adherence

to early learnt value of
sibling affection.
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Adorning

Adorning.

Shallower sages would never permit streams of

night's glittering stardust to detract them from

edging their message with ego's silk sound.

Meanwhile a poetic dreamer reveals

his penchant for embroidering

that which cannot be sewn,

writes to im-passion

every sun's rise,

adds a vision

to twilight

since

scribes

quill with

unmatched

craft verbose

lyrical phrasings,

a dreamy romantic

will drop gilt moondust

around every line enhancing

the ordinary to beautify normal.

Coping with life poets slip outside reality,

spin cotton-wool stories then, minds flying
with notions, they use ink to adorn with fancy.
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Adorning

Adorning.

Shallower sages would never permit streams of
night's glittering stardust to detract them from
edging each message with personal ego.
Meanwhile authentic dreamers reveal

their penchant for embroidering

that which cannot be sewn

and write to impassion

the marvel of sunrise.

True scribes add

zest to twilight,

with gifted

shadings,

coat nature

with word-flow

and paint phrasings

richer by lyrical notes.

To the dreamy romantic

who captures fanciful verse

thanks for bejewelling poems

with tokens adorning the ordinary.
Embellishing life poets slip outside reality

to spin believability then metaphors flying
steal time between worlds gems to compose.
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Advancing.

Advancing.

Invasion of summer sets nature advancing to colour the heather
above autumn's laden-hay fields

Full bodied ripe fruit to orchard's floor falls toppled by elements
and juiced for waiting repletion.

Spark of September re-lights cool impasse as starlings gather in
chattering pre-flight myriads.

Unrested before embarkation numberless masses arrive to listen
for guidance by feathered instinct.

Searching for fruit I, coatless shiver and hug closer the last few
red apples to my under-clad breast.

Walking quickly | think of coming wild winter with winds' cruel
force and hope all those birds pass the test.
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Affinity.

Affinity.

One fine morn | found myself wrapped

in the leafy-green ocean

of growing beans' honey-combed body.
Pale roots pushing down

and stalks shouldering up touched raw
need for knowing as life

buckled its rush onto my rising rapture.

Small sparrows alighted on pods pausing
to gather loose dewdrops then
weightless they rose for wing affirmation.
Silvery snail-tracks signed

little pathways of night efforts to stave
hunger before reaching safe

places of hide before sun's drying force.

What a thrill is the sweet affinity between
eyes and ears bent in awe

of the rarely seen miniscule world and a

poet who shares skill found

in time spent with the smallest of beings
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After

After.

And after that session

when breath became slower,
my head on his shoulder
lent calm to the question

of what would be best time
to say it's all over, then

my heart intervened by

its murmur of never.
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AFTER SCHOOL.

After School.

Patched pants falling and tear-splashed

cheeks ready to burst the fat boy races downhill.
Girls stand aside and bully-lads follow

as hooting he howils for his Mum's milky kitchen.
Young tormentors tussle him only

to corner shop where they get extra- novel tricks.
Toffee wins sticky favour over

chewing-gum tease or thicker black-jack liquorice.
Then girly pig-tails need attention

making sure female wailing changes to screaming.
But after school hooligans forget

those littler have recourse to big muscled siblings.
May tough-guy cowards discover

revenge raises fiercest protection in grown-up kin.
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After A Sip.

Hot.

When, at last his boat harbours
sweet will spring anticipation.

Cargo of long unopen fruits for
dreamt pleasure | know await.

Bales that never grow stale will
soon be unloaded and tasted.

Payloads of waited-for nectar sit
corked though ready for rating.

| can imagine lips dripping wet
with fervour of feast unabated.

Hatches now closed contain his
willing gift to tease my favour.

Love does not prosper if faced
with spates of long privations.

| cannot wait to un-bottle sips
of his freight, hot for taking.
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After a Sip.

Half-awake and stranded between the old
day and new,

coming tomorrows may look leviathan,
loom like clouds

of sharp-sharded, unreliable giants where
trust becomes sun-leathered

with nowhere to hide,

muscle-bound and most of the time
muddy-eyed.

But after a sip of memory's comfort | can
shake weighty foreboding and

see where faith

has been leading events,

toss off stifling clothes and walk more
upright into the future,

shoulders high.

Facing fate with anticipation | find myself
able to smile at being alive

and for having been gifted with love,
life's battles then lose a bit of their scary
sting as | dip grateful toes

into the moment.

True lovers have everything good going
for them | muse,

while | notice

the sky above is becoming blue.
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After Today

After Today

| shall find bluebirds adorning my sky
after today,

knowing tomorrow waits

holding a hand out,

healing the whys

of today with promise of change

and proffering faith

to my waiting heart which refuses
negation of love.

| resist relegating us to yesterday's
pyre and will renew,

after today, more positive outlook
as reminder that better

tomorrows not beaten by unwisely
housing acceptance

can re-spark lost connection

of firey touch, repair

our verve and dry wet eyes.

After today yesterday's raw aching
may then become numb.
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After Today.

After Today

| shall find bluebirds adorning my sky
after today,

knowing tomorrow waits

holding a hand out,

healing the whys

of today with promise of change,
offering faith

to my waiting heart which refuses
negation of love.

| resist relegating us to yesterday's
pyre and will renew,

after today, more positive smiles,
then await

tomorrow, not beaten by unwisely
housing doubt,

then maybe we can reconnect lost
loving touch,

repair our verve and dry wet eyes.

After today yesterday's fierce ache
may become numb.
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Afterglow

Afterglow.

The sky idly changes

as day is erased,

awesomely flaring

with in-coming night,

slowly emerging

like skeins of grey fur

as dusky silence
births luminous shade

and | wordless

mouth praise for such

order maintained

as afterglow merges

to mystical beauty

of twilight's creating.
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Afterglow

Afterglow.

The sky idly changes

as day is erased,

awesomely flaring

with in-coming night,

slowly emerging

like skeins of grey fur

as dusky silence
births luminous shade

and | wordless

mouth praise for such

order maintained

as afterglow merges

to mystical beauty

of twilight's creating.
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Ageless

Ageless.

Ardour's first fire, when kept lively burning
attracts heart's desires if from spark
never turning.

Ageless is passion with regular minding
for with love's flaming feelings bliss

stay's exciting.
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AHEAD.

Ahead.

We, looking to "now"
.......................... may see icy goodbyes.

Cold can scribe lonely,
............................... but for only a while.

Depression adds no

.......................... extra kindness to time.

Winter sounds saddest

......................... when seen from behind.

Though drifts of bleak past
.................... still freeze hurts to pains.

Hope melts the quicker
......................... on frost written names.

Fresh dawns ahead will

......................... deliver more warmth

Love's heat once begun
.................. can help wings Spring-soar.
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AlR.

Air.

Invisible dancer, Air moves with ease
buoyantly changing print

on earth's waiting surface of seasons,
yet Air broadcasts ferment

of mutating chicanery as windswept
in state of weathered

uncertainty a vengeful demon is she.

Air can create dazzle-white sculptures
by modified temperature

then shift from producing icy currents,
drift toward gentler slips

into Spring or swirl gold on autumnal
mellow then send tornadoes

bent on mischievous mission of upset

Yet when sunk in summer depression
Air forgets to ruffle waves,

limp sails need bellows for ventures
but she favours no bluster

when breeze, tiptoeing ballet-laced
trips thru days of slower pulse

as changeling with devious intention.

From waltz to flamenco on coastal hills

Air loves feeling freedom where
clifftops let divas hone ever more skills.
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Alltogetherness.

Alltogetherness.

Who inhabits Faith's wisely sought kingdom
rides wild ideas fraught with rabid surprises,
straddles fierce fencing by calm's continuum,
and disarms with caution obstreperous minds
believing Love's throne alltogetherness brings.
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Alltogetherness.

Alltogetherness.

Who inhabits Faith's wisely sought kingdom
rides wild ideas fraught with rabid surprises,
straddles fierce fencing by calm's continuum,
and disarms with caution obstreperous minds

believing Love's throne "alltogetherness" brings.
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Allure

Allure.

If you are looking for wild
take the high road to Lands End
out of charming St. Ives.

If you are seeking more places
to slow life's fast pace

walk moorland's granite-laced
miles atop raw windy

clifftops that silence the mind.

If you wish to breathe air
sieved to pure ether by saline
turn to those rarely used

paths and thrill at long patches
of house-less wilderness

anciently remaining unmatched.

Spurn not these by-ways of green
that feed the world-weary

here on the toe of old Cornwall's
historic allure where

earth married to ocean breeds
such savage beauty.
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ALLURE.

Allure.

Half-hidden by shroudy damp gauze
the bounty of dawn over
my homeland defies misty mornings.

Each granite-clothed cove along the
shoreline waits for Sol's

rising like Phoenix when night lifted
she, duly exposed and

seductively drying poses for visitors
with unbroken thrust.

Coastal virginity still in tact despite
mining abuse she remains

rare in beauty as bracing her walls
she laughs at gales, throws

back stone shoulders and flaunts her
bare boulders at ocean's

approach, breasting huge waves this
ageless vamp means to

retain full allure for coastal walkers.

Storms have engraved a raw majesty
on Cornwall's honed face
that once gazed at draws lovers back.
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ALLURE.

Allure.

The sea's breast swells tonight

as her efforts to rise, heightened

by heaving, break surface on skin

and inflated wounds, topped thinly

with spume, burst as ocean labours.
She roars in suppression to gain

the shore finds her effort checked

and overwrought waits expectantly.
Then sweeps out again, tumbling
somersaults over herself grumbling

in sub-marine thunder-loud sounds

as her pebblebed reels with pounding.
Bloated is she yet moving no slower,
bellows ignored, foam tears now flow
down watery rills before rollers make
short work of her face, saltily staining
its normal allure with weedy-green hair.
Yet need hastens impatience for rarely
found oneness, so with naked abandon
she writhes until moment for joint action.

Sea-Swell intends to bare all tonight

in majestic embrace with Spring-tide.

Page 110/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

ALTERATION.

ALTERATION.

Now sinks light into hibernation and sky
becomes faded like

an old love affair

as unhappened mystical changes muster
for roll-call by spreading

moon's face into corners of dusk.

Now pervades alteration as dome dons look
of dirty crushed velvet,

ebony blots heaven's flame

pearl ink-drops bleed end to remains

of sunset and haze begins

drifting filigree murk over spent day.

Now waits time while mutation ignites
sun's crushed dying,

light retires leaving bruised

lines of goodbye on wounded azure
prior to night rule as crowned

and throned moon intends reigning.
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Alteration.

Alteration.

Now sinks light into hibernation and sky
becomes faded like old prints

of some fire-finished love affair

as unhappened mystical changes muster
for roll-call by spreading

moon-shape over invocations to dusk.

Now pervades alteration as dome dons
face of foamy mauve velvet

for ebony blots ray-race when

pearl ink-drops bleed end to remains
of sunset and haze begins

drifting filigree murk over spent day.

Now waits time while mutation ignites
sun's dying and as weary day

retires to battle-bruised lines

of captured goodbye wounded azure
defers to throned rule while

pale Luna smiles and starts her reign.
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Altering.

Altering.

| start as a brook

in the distant hills

which beginning

in droplets clinging

together passes through

rills between tiny ridges, spills

down small land-slides,tumbles in
miniature waterfalls to join streamlets
in ripples and sliding hurries

over shiny pebbles, breaching

ridged beds where frothing in bubbles
| rush to mingle with deeper waters
but stop to chatter under low willows
banked in sidings before altering

my tune to a baritoned river.

Then no more warbling in creeks

for me so bowling slower | walk to greet
other waters converging like tenors in
choric excitement, drowning me

out with ocean-voiced roars belonging
to power as wide-mouth basso eases
my weak trills into full sea-song.

~ o~~~ o~~~ o~~~ e~~~ o~~~ ~

Yet | will ever
know myself
as a brook
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springing

from hill-height
dashing between
granite nooks

and crannies
delighting

to brim

over stoniest beds
where my hum

is welcomed

by mossy pebbles
and where birds come
to drink and wet

feet and feathers

in my warm shallows
before | roll on
having to settle

for large water duets
and lost then

my previous whispers,
forgot the soft solo

of mountain's clear creek

in a deafening
fortissimo as ocean

knows only choral singing

for the final

~—~—~~

voice-destiny

of tiny me.
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An Omen.

An Omen

On nights like these when coal fires burn,
tainting with soot city's grey air,

| hear the owl from my easy chair

and imagine talons sheathed in thick fur.
No distance his haunts as nearby screams
mean hunger-hunts in crumbling walls
where once stood candelabra-lit halls

full of silk-shod dancers under oak beams.
Like hooded omen he downward swoops,
alights with predator's wide-eye stare

then plucks another rat that unwarily
stops to wipe whiskers in roofless rooms.

Old castles doomed to collapse will house
after time's passage only the hooting owls.
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Anchored

Anchored.

Because each seagull-pecked minute
strangles an anchored soul

shall the sands of desire close every
harbour and Love sail no more ?

Because roped-in boats can express
no movement and pearl's glint

goes unnoticed will lucid respect
lose truth by avoiding talk ?

Because wishes grow cold and ocean
rusts iron do love's sunken flints
once molten still smoulder when tide
ebbs to show a better shore ?
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And Now

And Now.

And now the high heath
crimples its leaves

with furze and ling

to mix drying patches

with summer's brash glitter.

And now autumn seeds
drop in chill breezes

as purpling hills

furnish brown batches

of ferns for first kindlings.

And now hearth-fire needs
adorn cottage beams
hung to greet winter

in old drying fashion

for heat, all hands willing.

And now round hawed fields
life sees winter feed

once more fresh-ripened

for next spring to yield

new offspring thru' foresight.
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Anguish.

Anguish.

Brushes which fuse earth and sun
in bold oily strokes.

Lines that move across landscape
like flames of smoke.

Palette fervent with passion snaps
colour's moment.

Framed an artistic heart's anguish
stays ever molten.

Signed by Van Gough paint's heat
never goes cold.
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Answered.

Answered.

In its dying moments the sun crept
into haziness making the sky's
veils into buttery bands

as end-of-day yellowness swept
flat the tree-lined horizon.

Cows in green fields dun-dappled
by shadows, chewing late cud
trundled along milk-laden

as pail-in-hand maidens tackled
the beasts' steamy arrival.
Captured and answered the music
of duty that follows slow plod

of men's satisfied footsteps

as night casts job ending for some
while others start the final.
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ANTICIPATION.

Anticipation.

Like pale starshine glued to lightening day,
barely covered

and moved by night's shift

is anticipation of up-coming love play.

Desire's flow unearths whisper-low places
tingle laden

and spiced with shiver

birthing engagingly the need for tasting.

As buds open so we when at passion's gate
suddenly bold

and way past waiting

for sated contentment feel bliss awaking.

Page 120/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Appetite

Appetite.

A book titled Forever opened but eagerness lessened.
Hunger's moon of rising mundane a weaker light shed.
Space became lacking until, cage ajar, one love-bird fled.
Trust shattered, desire's restyled appetite resisted pretense.
Lit again thirsty eyes saw need to quench the former neglect.
Drunk then sweet nectar fed by another with no sign of regret.
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Appetite

Appetite.

A lust full of met Karma meant
eagerness lessened.
Dimmed passion bred doubt
as yield was withheld .

Calm turned to distress until
bars split and bird fled.
Desire led stale appetite to
try fresh-mate pleasure..

But ardour has females fire
heart-rending questions.
Will new lover's plied nectar
ferment no regrets ? LIKE O
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Applause

Applause.

Praise for the glory of all freckled things.
Mosaic shades in prismatic springs,
tree-bark when tessallated,

chess-board meadows

and shadow-chequered country lanes.
Applause for hued variegation on newts.
Red flushes in round-appled fruits,

white water-lily irridescence,

patterns on ducks

and tall striated bull-rushy grasses.
Hurray for a tabby cats' motely patches.
Bumble-bees on harlequin flowers
buzzard wings, piebald ponies,
tortoise-shell snails and brindled cows,
Claps for pooled rings of liquid-oil stains.
Kaleidoscope streaks on goldfish faces,
dog's couple-coats, fungus rings,
speckles on quail eggs, colts' spotty hides
and rainy bubbles colouring glass.

Praise be for beauty in all dappled things.
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Applause.

Applause.

Praise for the glory of all freckled things.
Mosaic shades in prismatic springs,
tree-bark when tessallated,

chess-board meadows

and shadow-chequered country lanes.
Applause for hued variegation on newts.
Red flushes in round-appled fruits,

white water-lily irridescence,

patterns on ducks

and tall striated bull-rushy grasses.
Hurray for a tabby cats' motely patches.
Bumble-bees on harlequin flowers
buzzard wings, piebald ponies,
tortoise-shell snails and brindled cows,
Claps for pooled rings of liquid-oil stains.
Kaleidoscope streaks on goldfish faces,
dog's couple-coats, fungus rings,
speckles on quail eggs, colts' spotty hides
and rainy bubbles colouring glass.

Praise be for beauty in all dappled things.
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Apprehension

Apprehension.

She looked at the clock.

It was still deeply dark but glimmers
of morning's wet fog

seeped thru' panes, mourningly dim.
She must not be late.

Between dressing she hastily packed
a bag while telling

herself never to add anything black.
Her Dad had cheerful resilience and
would survive any

bad health sign as he did in the past.
But time can sneak in.

The shrilling reproach to age of that
early phone-call

had forewarned her to heart attack.
The station loomed grey.

A voice rallied passengers as quickly
she filled with train

apprehension while leaving the city.
Town buildings faded.

The shroud of fog lifted and thinned
as clarified suburbs

paraded in amorphous-fawn quilting.
Cattle in flat green fields became but
a fuzz under willows as

trailing indigo veiled them in muslin.
Then woolly air flushed.

Blur turned to luminous essence and
thrust hints of suffusion
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indirectly into the fast galloping land.
Sun was declaring no truce.

Fog's blight of damp would be ended
soon and she welcomed

a positive herald of bright day ahead.
As she sat back to imagine her much
loved Dad suddenly

struck, memory's good days flooded.
Then she started to pray.
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Apprehension.

Apprehension.

She looked at the clock.

It was still deeply dark but glimmers
of morning's wet fog

seeped thru' drapes mourningly dim.
She must not be late.

Between dressing she hastily packed
a bag while telling

herself never to add anything black.
Her Dad had cheerful resilience and
would survive any

bad health sign as he did in the past.
But time can sneak in.

The shrilling reproach to age of that
early phone-call

had forewarned her to heart attack.
The station loomed grey.

A voice rallied passengers as quickly
she filled with train

apprehension while leaving the city.
Town buildings faded.

The shroud of fog lifted and thinned
as clarified suburbs

paraded in amorphous-fawn quilting.
Cattle in flat green fields became but
a fuzz under willows as

trailing indigo veiled them in muslin.
Then woolly air flushed.

Blur turned to luminous essence and
thrust hints of suffusion
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indirectly into the fast galloping land.
Sun was declaring no truce.

Fog's blight of damp would be ended
soon and she welcomed

a positive herald of bright day ahead.
As she sat back to imagine her much
loved Dad suddenly

struck, memory's good days flooded.
Then she started to pray.
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APPREHENSION.

APPREHENSION.

She looked at the clock.

It was still deeply dark but glimmers
of morning's wet fog
seeped thru' drapes mourningly dim.

She must not be late.

Between dressing she hastily packed
a bag while telling

herself never to add anything black.
Her Dad had cheerful resilience and
would survive any

health-set-back as in the years past.

But time sneaks away.

The shrilling sudden reproach of such
early phone call
had fore-warned and smelt of trouble.

The station loomed grey.

A voice rallied passengers as quickly
she filled with train

apprehension while leaving the city.
The shroud of fog lifted and thinned
as clarified suburbs
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paraded in fawn amorphous quilting.

Town buildings faded.

Cattle in flat green fields became but
a fuzz under willows as

trailing indigo veiled them in muslin
Blur turned to luminous essence and
thrust hints of suffusion

indirectly into the fast galloping land.

Woolly air became striated.

Fog's blight of damp would be ended
soon and she welcomed

a positive herald of bright day ahead.
As she sat back to imagine her much
loved Dad suddenly

struck, memory's good days flooded.

Then she started to pray.
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Apprehension.

Apprehension.

She looked at the clock.

It was still deeply dark but glimmers
of morning's wet fog

seeped thru' drapes, mourningly dim.
She must not be late.

Between dressing she hastily packed
bags meanwhile telling

herself not to include anything black.
Her Dad had cheerful resilience and
would survive recent

bad illness just as he had in the past.
But time can sneak in.

The shrilling reproach to age of that
early phone-call made

its cold forewarning of heart attack.
The station loomed grey.

As a voice rallied passengers quickly
to seats she felt strange
apprehension while leaving the city.
Town buildings faded.

The shroud of fog lifted and thinned
when leaving suburbs

and lost was amorphous cloud quilts.
Cattle in wakening fields became but
a fuzz when train-speed

trailing indigo veiled them in muslin.
Then woolly air flushed.

Blur turned to luminous essence and
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thrust shine-suffusion

on railway-lined gallop over the land.
Sun was declaring no truce.

Fog's blight of damp would be ended
soon and she welcomed

a positive herald of brightness ahead.
She stemmed back fear for her much
loved Dad suddenly

struck as girlhood memories flooded.
Then she started to pray.
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Approach

Approach.

How far is near ?
Careening toward fate
yet out of reach

spins merciless space.
Approach spot

of heart-calls attracts
first dissipation.

Yet love-light outpaces
competing needs.
Apart will be near when
far-off disappears.
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Approach.

Approach.
No need to ask how far is near.

Wheeling toward fate
yet out of reach invokes
merciless heartache.

Speediest roads if
ignoring true soul-calls
bequeath separation.

Yet star-lit destiny
can sometimes out-pace
distant need.

Apart will be near
when wanted approach
is completed.

So no doubt now how far is near.
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April Affair

April Affair.

This misty green morning
of tender Spring rain
muffles cacklings and
noisy squarkings

as jackdaw-songs ruffle
quiet air with loud
raucous chatterings.

Helloes from every male
ego croaks overtone
tunes to nearby lady-bird
shyness as makings

of nestings appear

with twiggy-thin gifts
collected with care

and dropped at feet

with unique bird-speak
for an April affair.

Orchestrated cacophony
played out with force

of pre-mating offers
each time the same
when call of Spring
urges arise again

by first of April.
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April Calling

April Calling.

Such a rising it makes

when Spring dries Winter's
whiskers on sap's shawl to wrap
round its first daffodil,

when snowdrop faces

grow whitest in tree-shade

and big clumps of wild thrift flank
cliffs with pink cladding.

Such winging in skies

when feathers compete to feed
tiny beaks with needed live slivers
and widest mouths filled,

when change creeps into

bare hedges to lay first claim

in rearing velvet-sword foxglove
no small bloom suffers.

Such clamour it is when

day's light climbs full length

of dawn sky and warm sun bends
to tune bluebell trumpets,

when nature's rank scent

turns rapacious April calling
adds wake-up to opening races
where dash is favoured.
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Such a rising everything makes.
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April's Insistence

April's Insistence.

Winter's sharp knife now lying buried

in burgeoning earth

means scythe ceases and once birdless
branches can trill as buds swell.
Seasonal tunes may unsettle composure
of changeable nature

yet as earth's music grows warmer brown
shows desire for a greener dress.

Praise for April's insistence on action

so Spring may begin her flowery task.
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APTITUDE.

Aptitude.

Behind the act, if not designed
~ ~~~with love ~ ~ ~ ~

will always run disaster.

Survival means that aptitude
~~~~forlove ~ ~~ ~
will heal a breach much faster.

No-one can steal the memory

~~~~oflove ~~~~

and what it leaves thereafter.
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ARDOUR.

Ardour.

To a shy beau.

Try love's seduction and become replete.
| treat with lushness.

My skill overflows.

Mere tokens of passion are all but deceit.
| relax shyness.

My real ardour shows.

Romantic potions raise mere paltry desire.
| apply moreness.

My wine maketh man.

Taste lips of abundance, discover my fire.
Uncap and tap me.

Then escape if you can!
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ARE WE ?

Are We ?

Are we the real thing
whose love lasts for life ?

Souls destiny picked ?
A significant item ?
Mates angel-kissed ?

A qift heaven provided ?
Two joined at the hip ?
Stars who collided ?
Amour fate-assisted

A pair set for paradise ?

Or are we just ships
who pass in the night ?
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Armed Rules

Armed Rules.

War, when begun throws its gun-ridden challenge
of thorns to all fighters

caught up in foe-hunting to hurt, wound and

kill combatant rivals

until all start forgetting who spilt first blood, who
launched shooting of hate

into youth's frame when taught armed rules

not of their making.

Harm no longer accepted sees it insane for rage
to stain red fragile earth

when peace-parched forces yearn to stave

off battle-lines learned

for when life is read rightly hearts pity and cool
iron once smoking hot,

terror will capture no more as hands lose

need for firing best shot.

Celled in same grief enemies readily call
for fellow-despoilers to cease from war.
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Arousal

Arousal.

| Day

always try waking Night by gently kissing
his languid lips

with my first rays and by twining pale light
round his lazy reclining.

| sinuously creep into Night's prostrated
stillness, glide through his

dreams and seducing with finger-sleek
ringlet movements

| await his arousal.

Night without me would be inclined to
snooze morning away

but | Day

douse his passion for supine behaviour.
as my early fore-play urges less
inclination to yawn

before sunrise when dark has to fall.

| draw in brighter breath

and whisper more tease by sliding

pink limbs between tight resistance

as fresh sky-blue dynamics surge desire
through my veins

and writhing with readiness

| try raw insistence but then on failing

| Day

impatiently push frigid Night straight

out of my bed.
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Arousal.

Arousal.

| Day

always try waking Night by slowly kissing
his languid lips

with my first rays and twining pale light
round his lazy reclining.

| creep sinuously into Night's prostrated
stillness, glide through

his dreams and, seducing with soft
finger-movements,

| await his arousal.

Night without me would be inclined to
snooze time away

but | Day

douse his passion for inactivity.

An hour or two of early fore-play urges
on my inclination

before sunrise when work will call.

| feel my breast

heaving as dawn's dynamics surge
round my veins

so writhing with readiness | try again
but on failing

| Day

then push Night straight out of bed.
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Artful

Artful.

Dawn's light today uncurtained Autumn
as more than mere berry-laden.
Hedgerows, tho' treasure-festooned saw
near-overnight transformation.

Thinnest of jewel plates silver-lace doilies
dithered in lofty profusion.

From twig to overhung leaves like tin-foil
they glittered fast-held by dew.
Pearl-strung, breath-taking mats of fine
gilt-webbed wired engineering.
Criss-crossed gossamers craftily timed
by arachnid's masterful feat.

Dangling traps sun-caught and floating
in cunning anticipation.

Firm-as-steel structures, stickily coated
each woven unique creation.

Spidery expert precision took diamanté
last night and hooked attraction
Death-designed nets of intricate lattice
visitors' wings quickly enwrapped.
Savage the end of enmeshed movement
by unwise entry to artful-webbed beauty. LIKE O
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Artful.

Artful.

Dawn's light today uncurtained Autumn
as more than just berry-laden.
Hedgerows, tho' treasure-festooned saw
an overnight transformation.

Thinnest of jewel-plates, silver-lace doilies
dithered in lofty profusion.

From twig to overhung leaves like tin-foil
they glittered, fast held by dew.
Pearl-strung, breath-taking mats of finely
strong wire-webbed engineering.
Criss-crossed gossamers so craftily timed
by arachnid's masterful feat.

Dangling traps, sun-caught and floating
in cunning anticipation.

Firm-as-steel structures, sticky coated
each unique woven creation.

Spidery expert-precision took diamanté
last night and oozed distraction.
Death-designed nets of intricate lattice

a visitor's wings quickly wraps.
Shimmering dazzle captures those who
attract eye's wait with futile gyrations.
Few escape guiles of predator- allure

as hunger's action flies cannot estimate.
Savage the end of enmeshed movement
by unwise entry to artful webbed beauty.
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AS FORETOLD.

As Foretold.

Not yet flesh-and-blood-clad

informed Essence traced familiar
space of joy's timeless dimensions
then gladness for living in airy realms
met human need at ether's earth-edge,
called by request an Only-Begotten
became eager to manifest.

Apple of Heaven's kingly eye
relinquished position, mission-sent

in princely service, male-shaped and
love-veined Pity walked as The Man,
gathering awed listeners and openly
talking of narrow's divinely-set way
toward state of redemption.
Truth-driven, without fear
freedom-revealer scorched proud eye
and ear, tore aside feeble excuses for
uncaring tax-tables of lucre-exchange,
much despised yet understanding He
bent in submission and faced anger's
ire to bear undeserved sentence.
Cuffed as thorned reprobate

silent remained and while high-court
rose to vilify spit and condemn, Love
stood alone, mocked for absolving all
unknowing error, prepared to suffer

in facing slow nail-staked death.
Outlawed and buried, grave

could not hold spirit and life-force
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arose, showed death attack had freed
inner Being yet mould-bound in human
denial un-humbled pride never viewed
Love's undying success when Life rose,
as foretold, earthlings to save.

No better cause for celebration

as memorial brings timely reminder

to Christians the meaning of Sacrifice.
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Asking

Asking.

Make me a mask
of autumn-sown action.
Unclothe my resistance to late compliance.

Let my sheltered
outlook yield to your asking.
Curve acquiescence by frequent prescribing.

Keep no distance

when shy turns half-hearted and

your persistent Yes kisses my stifled sighs.
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Asking.

Asking.

Then as the knots of love
we tightened,

earth underneath us and
above us the sky,

we lay down to prove, in
matured twilight,
coupling's ripened delight
you and I.

Then we had to lose life's
much loved tie

with you beneath earth and

me asking why.

Page 150/1863



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Asking.

Asking.

Then as the knots of love
were tightened,

earth underneath us and
above us the sky,

we lay down to prove, in
matured twilight,
coupling's ripened delight
you and I.

Then life bade us lose our
much loved tie

with you beneath earth and
me asking why.
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Attack

Attack.

Near a clifftop crevasse at sea-drop edge
| found an old garden

between windward and lee.

Facing the ocean and small rock enclosed
its blossomless graveyard

exposed hope walled in weeds.

Persistent attack infested their corner
for no storm-shaken plant

survives saline as feed.

Deserted by labour only sad ghosts
haunt this thorny lost track

to abandonment's dream.
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Attack

Attack.

As sinks the cherry-plum sun
a hawk

unleashes his fire

and over naked-elm hill dives,
plume-tight,

|

[

[

straight downwards,

hangs in still air momentarily
wide-eyed and loose clawed
raptor then crashes

x|

into a lone sparrow's chatter,
writing death warrant

**!**

*.*

*

in whitening dusk.
NANNNNN

NNNN\

Weight of sudden attack
met success with
feathered explosion from
battle-high rush

of pitched buckle surprise.
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* o

NNNNNNN

Grieving the slain | then spy
on moth-night's

distant and darkling horizon
a mate

~ - 0> almost stationary

in the ether

- -- - perhaps waiting

for brood's late feed

she, snatching bait in what
seems frenzy

quickly shoots tree-ward
before dark blackens sky
to ebony crystal.

As sinks the cherry-plum sun
| admit

that for chicks to exist
hunger has to be sated and
hawk's display,

[

!

by accurate awesome speed
of nature's raw

beauty invites recognition
for such fearless skill.

~ o~ o~
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Attack.

Attack.

As sinks the cherry-plum sun
a hawk

unleashes his fire

and over naked-elm hill dives,
plume-tight,

[

|

[

straight downwards,

hangs in still air momentarily
wide-eyed and loose clawed
raptor then crashes

x|

into a lone sparrow's chatter,
writing death warrant

**!**

*.*

*

in whitening dusk.
NANNNNN

NNNN\

Weight of sudden attack
met success with
feathered explosion from
battle-high rush

of pitched buckle surprise.

* ok

NNNNNNN
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Grieving the slain | then spy
on moth-night's

distant and darkling horizon
a mate

~ - 0> almost stationary

in the ether

- -- - perhaps waiting

for brood's late feed

she, snatching bait in what
seems frenzy

quickly shoots tree-ward
before dark blackens sky
to ebony crystal.

As sinks the cherry-plum sun
| admit

that for chicks to exist
hunger has to be sated and
hawk's display,

|

!

by accurate awesome speed
of nature's raw

beauty invites recognition
for such fearless skill.

~ o~ o~
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Attack.

Attack.

As sinks the cherry-plum sun
a hawk

unleashes his fire

and over naked-elm hill dives,
plume-tight,

|

|

[

straight downwards,

hangs in still air momentarily
wide-eyed and loose clawed
raptor then crashes

x|

into a lone sparrow's chatter,
writing death warrant

**!**

* %

*

in whitening dusk.
NANNNNN

NNN\N

Weight of sudden attack
met success with
feathered explosion from
battle-high rush

of pitched buckle surprise.

* ok

NNNNNNN
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Grieving the slain | then spy
on moth-night's

distant and darkling horizon
a mate

~ - 0> almost stationary

in the ether

- -- - perhaps waiting

for brood's late feed

she, snatching bait in what
seems frenzy

quickly shoots tree-ward
before dark blackens sky
to ebony crystal.

As sinks the cherry-plum sun
| admit

that for chicks to exist
hunger has to be sated and
hawk's display,

|

!

by accurate awesome speed
of nature's raw

beauty invites recognition
for such fearless skill.

~ o~ o~
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ATTITUDE.

ATTITUDE..

If large baskets of attitude swing
in between

branches of success and failure
by feeding

relationships with choices made
single-handed

then life-long kin-skeins might
become tangled.

Moods of hilarity must confront
dull intellect's

doleful otherness because black
appears normal

to mortals who lean too near

a mere No or Yes

and rely too much for wisdom
on a rushed guess.

Once snapping with over-wait
irate factors

of indifference are scattered
as hesitance wraps

addiction to me-ism in extra
heavy weights

and makes over-tried patience
too often stretched.

Thought prior to answering, less
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unkind reaction

and for leading to more success
care sans anger

shows understanding that wins
needed proof

for choosing matters which begin

securing love.
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Attitude.

ATTITUDE..

If large baskets of attitude swing
in between

branches of success and failure
by feeding

relationships with choices made
single-handed

then life-long close skeins might
become tangled.

Lighter edges need to confront
dull intellect's

doleful attention because black
appears normal

to mortals who lean too near

a mere No or Yes

and rely for considered opinion
on a rushed guess.

Once snapping with over-wait
irate factors

of indifference are scattered
as hesitance wraps

me-ism in obsessively extra
addictive attention

and makes too-tried patience
unwisely stretched.

Thought prior to reaction dims
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unkind retorts

and for leading to amiable talk
care sans anger

shows understanding that wins
needed trust

in choosing postures that foster

tighter fused love.
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Aurora.

Aurora.

Film of fine bubble-wrap mists early dawning
as curls of light creep through root and blade
where dew drips vapours while time scatters
Spring with avian urges expecting surrender.

Throb of excitement drives feathered chorus
to echo woodlands as trills fill high branches
and serenade-burst descends round twitters
of welcome to fountains of virile plenty.

If ever awe could be measured for freshness,
scaled for lucidity or gratitude--weighed

it has to be now at the sound of birdsong

just as Aurora is making her entrance.
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Authentic.

Authentic.

Find the place where two seas meet,
stand on the edge of seen and unseen
and listen to Heaven speaking.

View the space of un-walked worlds,
gaze on the calm of an inner universe

and meet Love's immortal fervour.

Authentic beauty needs Self empty
to hear the music of ecstasy.
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AUTUMN COMES RUNNING.

AUTUMN COMES RUNNING.

Too soon comes Autumn, nipping the heels
Of unwary Summer it stealthily seals
Small changes in heavily leaf-laden trees.

Summer fruits begin dropping unhinged by
Rattle of branches in which Autumn hides.

Before battle commences its volatile breeze
Scatters copper-thin shivers through obese
Fattened Summer with capricious ease.

Autumn comes running nor stands aside
While Summer adjusts to its dynamic stride.

It tosses relentless as with bounty it plays
And douses growth's hold by raining days

Of voracious havoc on Summer's ill-fate.

Scurrying birds sense the warning of chill.
and consistently peck at my window-sill.

Life battens down to face colder seasons,

Light yields to dark as sun-height recedes.

Petals bud and crumble as last roses fade
Knowing Autumn comes running - to stay.
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Autumn Comes Running.

Autumn Comes Running.

Too soon comes Autumn nipping the heels
of unwary Summer while it stealthily seals
little changes in all heavily leaf-laden trees.

Summer fruits begin rusting un-hinged by
the rattle of bluster in which Autumn hides.

Before battle commences its volatile breeze
scatters sudden-thin shivers through obese
sun-fattened orchards with capricious ease.

Autumn comes hastily nor will stand aside
while Summer adjusts to its dynamic stride.

It tosses relentless as with bounty it plays
and douses growth's hold by raining days
of voracious havoc on summerends's fate.

Scurrying birds sense the warning of chill
and hungrily peck something able to fill.

Life for cold season now battens to face

all rose-buds crumble then affable fades
knowing Autumn comes running to stay.
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Autumn-Imbued.

Autumn-Imbued.

Summer is blighted now and as a quieter air
takes control strolls become autumn-imbued.
| follow the lead of late afternoon, basking

in glassy-topped sheen of meandering tide
that windless creeps up the now crowdless
shore while | while an hour away, walking
the adder-striped chocolate ridged ground,
wading through shallows of sea's ebb-line
sand lakes feeling like basins of gold water
tickling my toes in ripples ocean-smoothed.
August tho' bating leaves days for exploring
mellower pleasure of solo beach afternoons.
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AWAKENING.

AWAKENING .

From the deepest corners of darkest black midnight
the King moves as he hears a call.

Rousing from sleep he stretches extendindg fingers
before yawning then slowly falls

out of his eastern sky- bed and paints gaudy streaks
of stain on dawn's cheeks steadily

mixing more red into her flawless complexion then
smiles at unwary clouds heading

upward climbing higher to avoid summer's hot kiss
by trying to avoid confrontation.

Pretentiousness seen and met with scorn air meant
to be scorched soon melts away.

Old Sol's first intention to dominate moon's vacated
space is followed with zeal,

and vault will be heat-filled today, come light all life
will shrink and as humans feel

bulky hugs from radiation breath's resistance distills
into etherized fetters as noon appears.
Sun-dancing glitter on diamond-sharp sea-face will
defy alteration by insisting on searing.

Glare controls beach with vengeance, yet unwisely
emboldens those who decry blisters

by exposing each unprotected winter-white limb to
prostration’'s need to be tan-kissed

by a hot Monarch's savagery who fiercely protects
his time and knows fully that all

in his grip today will get expert heat-treatment with
silent scorch until skin can take no more.

Note the power of an awakening Phoebus who daily
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makes solar-roast his burning aim. .
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Awareness

Awareness.

Quiet's comfort, revealed by care
begets ease of flow

from fear that silence will appear
between wordy souls

and tighten portals of interchange
yet speechless may calm

while when gentle generates ease
hurtful moments start

to melt for regret weeds out stress
then stillness returns

to dissipate pain and scatter seeds
of relationship's curse

as forgiving aids love's awareness.
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Awayness

Awayness.

Time-racked talk sickens yet clings to torn veils
Train whistles awayness with distancing rails.
Faith blurs in acceptance of passion's demise.
Migratory instinct knows no compromise.

Hurt trust clutches comfort from memory's pyre.
Heart wavers as choice engulfs hope's dying fire.
Come autumn | question why fences now down
Summer's spent echoes of love still resound.
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Awayness

Awayness.

Train whistles awayness on distancing rails.
Love blurs by acceptance of tear-filling eyes.
Hope sickens yet clings to time healing failure.
Will silence bring changes to hurtful goodbyes ?

Seared straws of comfort clutch need's dying spark.
Come later she questions why effort breaks down.
Faith wavers as parting stains love's dug garden.

Is spent the faint echo of romance in flower ?
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Awayness.

Awayness.

Time-racked hope sickens yet clings to torn veils.
Train whistles awayness by distancing rails.
Faith blurs in acceptance of tear-stung eyes.

Will instinct wing free from hurtful goodbyes ?

Seared straws of comfort clutch loves sinking pyre.
Heart wavers as pain engulfs memory's fire.

Come autumn | question why, fences now down,
Romance's spent echo still bounces around.
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Awayness.

Awayness.

Time-racked love sickens yet clings to need's favour.
Truck rumbled awayness by distancing rails.

Hope blurs in acceptance thru smoke-blinded eyes.
Will healing wing free from his hurtful goodbyes ?

Long-held faith reflects back to hurt's parting words.
Heart wavered at train wheels speeding him further.
Come nightfall I ask why, with no-one around
Waiting's old echo still whistles lone track sounds.
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AWE.

Awe.

Wonderment hides in season's events, lurks
behind every bird-melody,

shares small beauties of changeable secrets
in forest's quiet or babbles by streams,
dances in raindrops, shows wisdom of ears
bent to bee-song or leaf-chorus

as Wonder beats stress in those who listen.

Awe freckles fish, dapples ponies, shapes
clouds, patterns shells, clothes

sunsets with colour, fringes cobwebs with
dew's diamanté, sculpts snow,

ridges sand as tide ebbs, blankets spring

hedges with wild flowers and

paints pure sapphire in kittens' blue eyes.

Wonderment magnifies gems to watchers
of nature's art and as minds bend

to suffuse marvel for this trainer of self,
like rose-scent drenches it

strikes startle from extra dimensions and
allows surprise to enter senses

for Wonder bows souls toward perception.
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Awesome

Awesome.

Portentous is storm.

Thick and heavy this afternoon air

projects an impending doom everywhere.
Frightening is lightning.

Leaving a film on withering green

it alters the sheen of pooled dew in each leaf.
Numbing is thunder

Wide but blueless the sky-scape here

warily waits as pregnant with wet, gale threatens.
Awful is louring mauve.

Suddenly rumbling sounds, decibel-loud

and clashing drowns voices of scurrying crowd.
| see a large tree shaking prior to

the strike,

speedy

zig-zag

as its line

decapitates,

slashing at

old spalted

oaken core,

strips it bare,

groaning the

trunk heaves,

smoking oak

sighs as skin

splits and

bark rips while

trembling leaves
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slide into heated
inferno of gorging fire
hits the floor and roots weep

as tree shudders once and it dies.

Awesome is white- forked lightning.
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AWESOME.

Awesome.

Portentous is storm.

Thick and heavy this afternoon air

projects an impending doom everywhere.
Frightening is lightning.

Leaving a film on withering green

it alters the sheen of dew pooled in each leaf.
Numbing is thunder

Wide but blueless the sky-scape here

warily waits as pregnant with wet gale threatens.
Awful is louring mauve.

Suddenly rumbling sounds decibel-loud

and clashing drowns voices in scurrying crowd.
| see a large tree shaking prior to

the strike,

speedy

zig-zag

hot lines

decapitate,

slashing at

old spalted

oaken core,

strips it bare,

groaning the

trunk heaves,

smoking side,

sighs as skin

splits and

bark rips while

trembling leaves
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slide into heated
inferno to stay alive
no more then roots weep

as tree shudders, tumbling to die.

Awesome is forked white-lightning.
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AWESOME.

Awesome.

Oh silvery snake, the day
| stroked your

quivering throat, felt the
strong pulse

of your muscular dryness,
hung your long

weight around my own
trusting shoulders,

stood while your carers
draped my neck

in your slithering mass
and my ears filled

with low whispering hiss

| had the most
unforgettable experience.

| will remember

ever the glint of aurora
gilding your skin,

that coldness of eye and
warmth of coat,

the closeness we shared
in those few

awesome moments until
as you slowly

wriggled away | smiled.

Moved, haunted
and forever beguiled by
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your sinuous beauty.
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Back Then

Back Then.

Intoxicated with evocative love,
and heady rapture,

ecstasy truly captured our every
exhilaration back then.
Fermented in thrills we became
effervescently fueled,

felt mercurial bliss and entered
new dimensional levels.
Galvanized by euphoria prized
times when desire flew
heaven-high gratified rapture
with infused satisfaction.
Enchanted halcyon hours bred
volcanic abandon, now
memory's only treasured wish
is to resurrect that bliss.
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Back Then

Back Then.

Intoxicated with evocative love,
heady with rapture,

exhilaration captured their every
need of sensation

back then.

Fermented in thrills they became
effervescently fueled,

felt mercurial bliss galvanized to
an exciting level

back then.

Fired by euphoria their pleasure
ordered desire as time

stood still and gratified every
wish for satisfaction

back then.

Enchanted by halcyon hours
volcanic abandon roused

they found romance in ecstatic
ashes of fantasy

back then.
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Back Then

Back Then.

Intoxicated with evocative love,
and heady elation

ecstasy truly captured our new
exhilaration back then.
Fermented in thrills we became
euphoria fuelled,

felt mercurial bliss and entered
desire's raptural level.
Enchanted halcyon time gained
volcanic abandon, now
mem'ry's unremitting wish is

to resurrect the fire again.
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Back Then.

Back Then.

Intoxicated with evocative love,
and heady rapture,

ecstasy truly captured our every
exhilaration back then.
Fermented in thrills we became
effervescently fuelled,

felt mercurial bliss and entered
new dimensional level.
Galvanized by euphoria prized
times when desire flew
heaven-high gratified rapture
with true satisfaction.
Enchanted halcyon hours gave
volcanic abandon, now
memory's only begotten wish

is to resurrect gone bliss.
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BACK THEN.

Back Then.

How green was my valley
back then.

Tall willow trees drooped
and tumbled

to small meadow's clean
stream amid

screams from lasses who
annoyed with

teasing lads' laughter ran
thru' mole-brown
ploughed fields happy to
feel underfoot

sowed soil soft as velvet
which when

reaped would give grain
to the hungry

who sang in the harvest
back then.

Wild were the flowers we
picked for our

tables when sheaved hay
littered fields.

We carried scythed wheat
with children's

sweet voices lending tune
to find value

of best stood neat stooks.
Came the day

when things mechanized
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brought changes

that ended simplicity as
good men left

idle found that factories
paid fair wages

but took air's call away
from lads born

for countryfied activities.

Now like gems

on my memory necklace
| still string old

moments together when
villagers praised

each worker's best effort
with dance and

fiddle as home-made ale
washed down

harvest pies, milk jellies,
thick cream

and from grass-fed cattle
sizzling steaks

with fresh salads tasting
of keenest

tending when green back
then was my valley.
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Back There

Back There.

Oh for those hills of my homeland
greening their fall

to the sea, oh for rainbow's sheen
topping flat waters of

sandy coves, dreams from abroad
hear calling of gulls

hungry for catching bounty's haul
and they, like me

scream for another small helping
of lost hospitality.

Oh how | yearn for each morning's
wake to cooler breezes,

where coastline old granite boasts
as sentinel and valleys

hide familiar hold on open doors
for returners who

remember the features of kin-folk

Oh to chase high-tide

breaking as white-beach rollers
be nightly tucked in

by motherland air and then rest
in that kindly fold

of its ample breasted welcome.

Oh to be back there once more.
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Back There

Back There.

Oh for those hills of my homeland
greening their fall

to the sea, oh for rainbow's sheen
topping flat waters of

sandy coves, dreams from abroad
hear calling of gulls

hungry for catching bounty's haul
and they, like me

scream for another small helping
of lost hospitality.

Oh how | yearn for each morning's
wake to cooler breezes,

where coastline old granite boasts
as sentinel and valleys

hide essential hold on open doors

for returners who

remember the essence of kin-folk

Oh to chase high-tide

breaking as white-beach rollers,
to be nightly tucked in

by motherland air and then rest
in that special fold

of its ample breasted welcome.

Oh to be back there once more.
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Baiting.

Baiting.

Let us go baiting the moon tonight, rave
to tunes of extra mystique.

If we lose shy in silky glitter-white haze
we shall regain fresh replete.

Come mesh skins in rippling amusement
while moon bejewels the lake.

Dive to find quivers of midnight allure

as diamanté distils moon-lace.

Come welcome waves of zephyr-arousal
and gyrate to naked pleasures.

Try some lunar obeisance and unashamed
start moving to togetherness.

So let not this you-and-I moment go by
as we attempt moonlight baiting tonight.
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Bargaining

Bargaining.

Sunny boats clutter the bay.
Storm-beaten seagulls shriek shored lament.

Windless now calm covers the distance
between shore and ship in misty-grey haze
as she, dressed in Sunday-best

waves to the horizon with young insistence.
Innocence kicking the sand.

Troubled girl praying as men haul in vessels.

Tide now laps quiet on harbour walls
after bargaining pleas for Pa's safe landing
means she in a foam-soaked dress

can damply grin welcome to him she adores.

Do storms of indifference change

when children's trust calls to heaven in faith ?
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Battle

Battle.

Settling mysterious glow on late
sky's afternoon show

Phoebus hazily parts blown veils
on early twilight's face

by pushing her fading round bulk
between striated clouds.

Rays beat moon's rising attempts
to end day and outpace

dying light's race by interference
when sun shines again

from behind each vestige of grey.

Desiring to taste more this defiant
spread of victorious

display as empty beach beckons
| drink shades of linked

battle between daylight and dark
as moon winks at stars

to bid blue goodbye in apt finalé
then old Sol sinks.
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Battle

Battle.  Settling mysterious glow on late sky's afternoon show Phoebus hazily parts blown veils
on early twilight's face by pushing her fading round bulk between striated clouds. Rays beat
moon's rising attempts to end day and outpace dying light's race by interference for sun shines
again from behind vestige of dull grey.  And wanting to taste this defiant spread of victorious
display as empty beach beckons | drink shades of mauve battle between daylight and dark then
dome's star bids blue her lone goodbye as finalé and old Sol sinks.
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Battle Lines.

Battle.

Settling mysterious glow on late
sky's afternoon show

Phoebus hazily parts blown veils
on early twilight's face

by pushing her fading round bulk

between striated clouds.

Rays beat moon's rising attempts
to end day and outpace

dying light's race by interference
when sun shines again

from behind each vestige of grey.

Desiring to taste more this defiant
spread of victorious

display as empty beach beckons
| drink shades of linked

battle between daylight and dark
as moon winks at stars

to bid blue goodbye in apt finalé
then old Sol sinks.
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Battle.

Battle.

Settling mysterious glow on late
sky's afternoon show

Phoebus hazily parts blown veils
on early twilight's face

by pushing her fading round bulk
between striated clouds.

Rays beat moon's rising attempts
to end day and outpace

dying light's race by interference
when sun shines again

from behind each vestige of grey.

Desiring to taste more this defiant
line-bleed of victorious

display as beach quickly empties
| drink shades of linked

battle between daylight and dark
as stars wink adieu

to bid blue apt goodbye in finalé
then old Sol sinks.
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Battle.

Battle.

Settling mysterious glow on late
sky's afternoon show

Phoebus hazily parts blown veils
on early twilight's face

by pushing her fading round bulk
between striated dusk.

Rays beat moon's rising attempts
to end day and outpace

dying light's race by interference
when sun shines again

from behind each vestige of grey
and shoulders out haze.

Desiring to taste more this defiant
spread of victorious

display as empty beach beckons
| drink shades of linked

battle between daylight and dark
to bid blue apt goodbye

and in finalé | fancy moon winks
at stars as old Sol sinks.
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Battles

Battles.

With its mysterious
amber-toned nodular face

the fronded sight of a washed-up
verdigris rope of kelp

tugged by the merciless heaves
of a treacherous ocean

attracts my setting pen to paper.
Shaped like a spiral

of tactile curvature with open
lipped lizard-look

flesh of prehistoric-ridged

salty green knots its mouth juts
forward in jaw-torn

cuts toward last living moments.

Tell me what violent

power ejected your submarine

life from forests of frills, what storm
dislodged your clasp,

wrenched you to billow skyward
and tossing your skin

threw you dying onto the sand ?
Your prehensile torso

will never its secret now tell

but I think | see battles in dimly lit
bed where liquid bellowing

of wild undulation likely severed
your quaking foothold

ending resistance by breaker force.
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You, wet kelp anchored fast

in watery weedland grew mightily
healthy once before

so | now throw you back to saline
wave-reaction and

leave you where you belong.
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Battles.

Battles.

With its mysterious

amber-toned nodular face,

the fronded sight of a washed-up
dying ribbon of weedy

sea- kelp tugged from the deep

of this great Atlantic

affects and sets my pen to paper.
Shaped like a spiral

of tactile curves with open
prehistory-lipped lizard-look

spread groundward

its salty green dragon mouth juts
forward in torn-jawed

grief toward dying moments.

Tell me what violent

past ejected your submarine

life from forests of frills, what storm
dislodged your roots,

wrenched you floating skyward

and tossing your pride

threw you drying onto this beach ?
Your prehensile shape

will never release the secret

to me but | think | see battles in dimly
lit worlds where bellowing

fights of wild undulation like quakes
severed your bed-grasp

ending resistance by breaker action.
You kelp, anchored fast

in watery weedland grew mightily
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tough and strong.
| will carry you back
now to saline tide-smells

and leave you where you belong.
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Battling.

Battling.

Sea crosses curved world,
aborting its waters

as ebb and fall tides

hold ocean from flooding
earth's bolstered sides

so life can go forward
against crashes and cries
of breaker destruction
while brave fisher-folk work
to keep boats on shores

when waves become mighty.
No task more praise-worthy

than battling sea storms.
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Be To Me

Be To Me.

Be to me eternity's song

and not as lust's transient notes.
Be as the forever of strong
affection and not just for moments.

Be like faith without limit
and not as doubt's breakable bond.
Be to me true as infinity
for heaven applauds meant resolve.

Be alight to ageless passion
and not just in first blush of youth.
Be to me fire ever lasting
for such keeps alive love's lit beauty.
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Be To Me

Be To Me.

Be to me eternity's song

and not as lust's transient notes.
Be as the forever of strong
affection and not just for moments.

Be like faith without limit
and not as doubt's breakable bond.
Be to me true as infinity

for heaven applauds trustful resolve.

Be alive to ageless passion
and not just in first blush of youth.

Be to me need ever lasting

for such keeps alive love's lit beauty.
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Be To Me.

Be To Me.

Be to me eternity's song

and not as lust's transient notes.
Be as the forever of strong
affection and not just for moments.

Be like faith without limit

and not as doubt's breakable bond.
Be to me true as infinity

for heaven applauds trustful resolve.

Be alive to ageless passion
and not just in first blush of youth.
Be to me need ever lasting
for such keeps alight love's real beauty.
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Be To Me.

Be To Me.

Be to me eternity's song

and not as lust's transient notes.
Be as the forever of strong
affection and not just for moments.

Be like faith without limit

and not as doubt's breakable bond.
Be to me true as infinity

for heaven applauds trustful resolve.

Be alive to ageless passion
and not just in first blush of youth.
Be to me need ever lasting
for such keeps alight love's real beauty.
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Be To Me.

Be To Me.

Be to me eternity's song

and not as lust's transient notes.

Be as the forever of strong

affection and not for mere moments.

Be like faith without limit

and not as doubt's breakable bond.
Be to me true as infinity

for heaven applauds sincere resolve.

Be alive to ageless passion

and not just in first blush of youth.

Be to my need ever steadfast

as such keeps alight love's real beauty.
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Be To Me.

Be To Me.

Be to me eternity's song

and not as lust's transient notes.
Be as the forever of strong
affection and not just for moments.

Be like zest without limit

and not as cold's breakable bond.
Be to me true as infinity

for heaven applauds bold's resolve.

Be alive to ageless passion
and not just in first blush of youth.
Be to me need ever lasting
for such keeps alight desire's beauty.
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Beach-Combing

Beach-Combing

No shells today after the gale
but huge mole-hilly

bunches of mermaid's long hair
were trailing

the beach in tide-circled piles.
Everywhere | found discarded
remnants of old

Neptune's party where
maidens flung aside

ribbons in seaweedy waves as
they all danced wildly.

Poets love beach-combing finds.
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Beached

Beached.

Empty sand

except for old boulders pounded
by incessant sea.

In my hand

wetly warm one polished pebble
with soothing appeal.

Tidal lands

expose jewel-smooth comfort rocks
that if used can heal.

Granite band

girdling a middle forecasts wealth
to those who believe.

Grateful thanks

due for alchemic fondling stones

waiting on beaches.
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Beautiful

Beautiful.

Shadowy movements of ethereal
music play nebulous games
with light's lacy fingers, weaving
watery lines on sleepy lake.
Tonight diaphanous curl of filmy
grey smoke whispers its

liquid journey along growing dim
with fervent limpidity.
Time holds breath as stars stack
glints of tiffany dew
on blackening trout's shiny back
in twilight's translucence.
Mist covers sky but above hangs
the gauzy sickle-shaped
glow of shade-blinkered lantern
trying to flicker again.
Clouds part and moon entrances
as the beautiful ghost
of a fading rainbow dances its last
and night closes the show.
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BEAUTIFUL.

Beautiful.

Scarf-weather today for the first time
since lazy summer

started its hasty decline.

With throat woolly-muffled and cosy
| feel no hurry

to reach sooner my home.

Beneath sun-shiny blueness | saunter
along content with

autumn's fresh morning.

Take time to dawdle and daydream,
hear bare treetops sigh

as squall strips off last leaves.

Walk ousts sleep as drousy brains
doused with dawn air

stay wakefully keen all day.

| adore exploring the crunchy crisp
cool of beautiful

autumnal mornings like this
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Beauty

Beauty. Lost in dense night of idle imaginings when drowning in mind's stressful abyss find
Beauty whose reality restores intent to climb up from the false. = Beauty hides in season's events,
she lurks behind avian melody, shares with listeners her tune in streams, whispers through rustling
leaves, lows as cattle feed, patters in drizzle and sings duets with wind in eaves.  She freckles the
paths of dappled woods, patterns shells, clothes chicks, colours dropped evening when sun sets,
paints mist on green hills, ridges sand when tide ebbs, blankets wild flowers round Spring hedges
and creates swept blue of forget-me-not skies.  Beauty magnifies gems to those watching for
nature's show, she bends to suffuse peace this trainer of souls, like rose-scent drenches air she
enters awed moments and there begets pleasure in fresh observation by displaying jewels to human
perception.
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Becoming Other

Becoming Other.

| have woken in many a dawn

and with first light have flown from my window
of "self" to become another,

a robin or fawn or fox trotting home,

then in following buzz of a bee pollen-nosing

| become for a moment sodden in gold.

My joy in finding oneness with else

needs but for asking when as one world seems
close to similar all nature unveils

alchemic changes to those who reveal

felt desire for transmutation to things denser
as losing the "I" fuses dimension fields.

Pride decreases as awe decrees
when reaching for otherness thought
of how earth's many life-forms succeed .
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Becoming Other.

Becoming Other.

| have woken in many a dawn

and with first light | have flown from my window

of "Self" to become another,

a robin or fawn or fox trotting home.

Oh and sometimes my skin has felt like the rose
prizing petal from bud-cell

then in adopting fuzz of a bee nosing for

pollen have for a moment been sodden in gold.

My delight in oneness with else

means passion for asking, in which world laps
over world at the drop of a hat,

for | believe when questioned that nature

is willing its hidden gems to reveal.

Once or twice | have even achieved levels of part
transformation the kind that

makes hair stand on end as handling dimension
of miniscule life takes me

into the mind-fields of different hearts.

Experience of such when | have drawn nearer
gives an awareness of the trials

and and challenge those souls undergo

and | see with awe the patient

forbearance of silent survival by powered
intent then bow my head, for

in reaching for "other" and losing my "I" case
for pride decreases as life teaches

humility's light to a close observer of nature.
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Becoming Other.

Becoming Other.

| have woken in many a dawn

and with first light | have flown from my window

of "Self" to become another,

robin or fawn or fox trotting home.

Oh and sometimes my skin has felt like the rose
stirring to uncurl bud to petal

then in adopting fuzz of a bee nosing for

pollen have for a moment been sodden in gold.

My delight in oneness with else

means passion for asking, in which world laps
over world at the drop of a hat,

for | believe, when questioned, Mother Nature

is willing her hiddeness to reveal.

On occasion | have even achieved levels of part
transformation the kind that

makes hair stand on end as handling dimension
of miniscule life takes me

into very mind-fields of non human experience.

Empathy's journey draws searchers nearer by
giving awareness of the trials

and hard challenges most tiny things undergo
and when | see with awe the

patient fore-bearance of silent survival intent

| bow my humble head, for

in reaching toward "other" and losing my "I"
the planet decreases in size

to teach learners secrets of the "Enlightened"
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Beginning

Beginning.

Lonely black spaces engulf his mind,
Caverns of dark breed shivering fear.
Phantoms from terrors of past arise
Whispering taunts of despair in his ear.
Wary of mem'ries he holds back sleep.
Shop-door dreaming he tries to evade
Minutes to midnight he spills hot tears
Knowing the next day will be the same.
Homeless and chilled he covers his head
Tomorrow will see him beginning to beg.
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Beginnings

Beginnings.

Crowded room crossed,
surrounded by name exchange
their eyes met.

Pregnant attraction accosted
suppressed breath

and as fingers first touched
time melted

in stirring fusion of minds.

Inner knowing wired, two felt
love's beginnings again.
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BEGINNINGS.

BEGINNINGS.

Morning's mist unrolls to boost
a sapphire-blue roof

shining above warmer footings
of luminous movement,

dawn brooms out grey reducing
night's cloudy hood

and time allowed | arise to use
given chances, commune

with nature as changes produce
from nakedness beauty.

So | am away to spot birthings
of green, to unearth

modest beginnings of early
thrusting thru' thirsty

wait need to Spring-clean bare
scrub-land, to stare

in awe as re-growth prepares
from cold winter's lair

festival beds, places where
Flora's colourful hair

spreads ribbons thru' chilly air.

| intend to be there

when snowdrop gems' rare
show maybe shared

with one other who prefers
not to pick or disturb.
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| shall view the first fanfare
of Spring's new wear.

Nothing compares with this
wealth of beginnings.
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BEGINNINGS.

BEGINNINGS.

Morning's mist unrolls to boost
a sapphire-blue roof.

Shining above warmer footings
of luminous movement

dawn brooms out grey reducing
night's cloudy hood

and time allowed | arise to use
given chances, commune

with nature as changes produce
from nakedness Beauty.

So | am away to spot birthings
of green, to unearth

modest beginnings of early
thrusting thru' thirsty

need of Spring-coating bare
moorland, to stare

in awe as re-growth prepares
from cold winter's lair

festival beds, places where
Flora's combed hair

spreads its ribbons of rarity.

| intend to be there

when snowdrop gems' rare
show is shared

with no other disturbance
to fanfare's first

shy pale-faced uncurlings.
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There's nothing like mingling
with Springtime's beginnings.
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BEGINNINGS.

BEGINNINGS.

Morning's mist unrolls to boost
a sapphire-blue roof.

Shining above warmer footings
of luminous movement,

dawn's broomed grey reduces
night's cloudy hood

and time allowed | wish to use
chance to commune

with change as cycle produces
from dryness beauty.

Rising's rush to spot birthings
of Spring, unearth

modest beginnings of early
thrust through thirsty

need to clothe winter's bare
woods means staring

awed as re-growth prepares
from grounded lair

roused heads, patches where
Flora's combed hair

spreads glory over bald earth.

As Springs before being there
when snowdrop-wear
appears through frozen murk
| bend taking care

no clumsy foot must disturb
thronging joint fanfare
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of snowy-white drops daring
their smile to uncurl.

Nothing compares mingling
with Springtime beginnings.
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Beginnings.

Beginnings.

In this most enlightened age
where hours flash by

the nearer | come to my final
breath the brighter sun
seems when it rises each day
and the fiercer tumble
beached waves of neap-tides
bleached more silver

than my sight recalls seeing.

Waking to view glory- fresh
morning in full spate,

purged and dripping allure
makes my innards ache

to join joy breath expresses.
| note then a bluer

sky, feel deeper air's healing
and smile wider as face

is embraced by first breezes.

Being alive is enough if trust
guides aging, for while
closer draws endings greater
the need to perceive

nature in changing its music
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accepts given time,
earth's worn song-sheets await
other beginnings

with excitingly different tunes.
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Behind and Between.

Behind and Between.

Through the thinnest of veils there exists
worlds behind and between.

Mind-tides of seeming reality, semblance
of things intentionally pale.

What is seen as experience or its effects
gells well with lateral senses.

Not dreams but live essences divined as

surreal appear half-earthly.

Creature-less air holding
shape shifter faces

bides in every known mold
as spectres shadily

take up half-ghostly forms
disturbing the bold.
Un-voiced speech conveys
primal harmony set

on dim dimensional planes
while awareness of self

as felt-power reverberates
together with presence

of such non-visible beauty
in many guises before
well-morphed love assumes
changing configuration.

to enframe the almost-seen
for edificational help

in coping with near disbelief.
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Those who use viewing beyond things
as given truth will reason that if

to receive unafraid spirit-aid toward
infinity the reward must be seen
through thinnest of veils between earth
and existence of other worlds.
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Behind and Between.

Behind and Between.

Through the thinnest of veils there exists
worlds behind and between.

Mind-tides of seeming reality, semblance
of things intentionally pale.

What is seen as experience or its effects
gells well with lateral senses.

Not dreams but live essences divined as
surreal appear half-earthly.
Creature-less air holding

shape shifter faces

bides in every known mold

as spectres shadily

take up half-ghostly forms

disturbing the bold.

Un-voiced speech conveys

primal harmony set

on dim dimensional planes

while awareness of self

as felt-power reverberates

together with presence

of much non-visible beauty

in many guises before

well-morphed love assumes

moves in configuration.

to enframe the almost-seen

for edificational help

in coping with near disbelief.

To those who use viewing beyond things
as given truth will reason that if
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to receive, unafraid, spirit aid toward
infinity, must see the reward

through thinnest of veils between earth
and existence of other worlds.
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BEHIND AND BETWEEN.

Behind and Between.

Through the thinnest of veils there exists
worlds behind and between.

Mind-tides of seeming reality, semblance
of things intentionally pale.

What is seen as experience or its effects
gells well with lateral senses.

Not dreams but live essences divined as

surreal appear half-earthly.

Creature-full air holding
shape shifter faces

bides in every known mold
as spectres shadily

take up half-ghostly forms
disturbing even the bold.
Un-voiced speech conveys
primal harmony set

on dim dimensional planes
while awareness of self

as felt-power reverberates
together with presence

of much non-visible beauty
in many guises before
well-morphed Love assumes
moves for configuration

to en-frame the almost-seen
for edificational help

in coping with near disbelief.
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To those who use viewing beyond things
as given truth will reason that if

to receive, unafraid, spirit aid toward
infinity, must see the reward

through thinnest of veils between earth
and existence of other worlds.
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Being Alive

Being Alive.

In this mechanized age
the nearer | come

to my final breath

the brighter the sun

when it rises each day
and fiercer the tumble

of waves breaking

on sand, tide-cleansed
with more vigour than

| can remember.

Sweeter each avian song,
extra the brightness

of striations on butterflies,
greener the meadows
under a bluer sky,

extra intense the sunset
as awe from stars
shimmers much whiter

from dimensions afar.

Just being alive is enough
if love lights every day,

for when closer draw ends
greater the thrill

as earth's music vibrates

with vivid wonders

if tuning into hid treasures
before it's too late.
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Being Fickle.

Being Fickle.

Cornish spring drips and

all growth becomes riddled with
desire for warmth,

ridden with need for having more.
Freshly risen, green

gets liquid-addiction, an invisible
draw makes sward

swoon for regular fixes of water.
Crafty Spring knows

plants crave doses so being fickle
he drops trickles used

to tease shoots upwards for fuel.
Whoresome he opens

cores formerly hidden, then the
illicit physician lopes

in and flippantly fosters hopes.
Boldly he impregnates

the deep sleep of inactive nature,
forcing in secret wet

potions to unclothe sleepy petals.
Then he may withhold

his advances and allow winter's
return to frozen nights

for a while to show Flora's plight.
Old Spring hangs around

to tickle ground's fancy yet Sol's
hard passion he fears

for at start of heat he disappears.
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Being Ready

Being Ready.

See the Spring sun wedging its roundness
through gaps in grey clouds,

shouldering freeze away from flowering.
See fresh buds writhing as half-opened
colour expects warmth's

bold impregnation to be lustily potent.
See the bare-branches upwardly meshing
as seething with stretch

greenness reshapes its abundant tresses.
See the hedgerows dance sans moving,
as wild blossom-heads loosen

and nod to awaking's evocative music.
See the earth flush with myriad pleasures
and enter dimensions where

success is measured by just being ready.
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Being Ready.

Being Ready.

See the March sun wedging its roundness
through gaps in grey clouds,

shouldering drench away from flowering.
See the fresh buds writhing as half-opened
colour expects warmth's

bold impregnation felt to be potent.

See the bare-branches upwardly meshing
as seething with stretch

greenness reshapes its abundant tresses.
See the hedgerows dance without moving,
as wild blossom-heads loosen

and nod to Spring's evocative music.

See the ground flush with myriad pleasures
and enter dimensions where

success is measured by being ready.

Page 235/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

BEING.

Being.

When I, on looking closer at
sun-beaming roses see

how sweetly they all meet
some Holy Decree of quietly
being themselves and

letting me just be me, I find
something vital drops

into my beating heart, like

a phial of truth newly bottled.

Proverbial coating begins to
slide with knife-like
precision and slits the plush
of pleached thought, mind
open | catch sight

of flora's pure motive much
clearer and now know

why a rose desires to be
naught but a beautiful rose.

So how | wish to be
no more than me.
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Bells

Bells.

Million bells waving bright bonnets of blue
Flaunting tall ranks of incredible hue.
Groundbreaking columns of stalks fill the shade
Assailing our senses from every dull glade.

Mid dapple-dim woods we tread without sound
Breathtaking armies of blue all around.

Sun shedding Spring over cold woodland dew,
Highlighting patches of mystical blue.

Sheer seas of colour all billowing there

Dance to perfection their Show of the Year.
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Best

Best.

The gaze

of dead dreams sees resurrection
yet memory

smothers love's way ahead.

The past

heaves sighs of satisfaction while
stifled future

sinks in silent regret.

The waves

of destiny whisper goodbyes to
briefest of times

when desire spelt pleasure.
The stars

will remember 'tho as will | that
our passion was life

at its brilliant best.
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Best

Best.

| have heard

male sighs of desire,
smelt the heat

of arising fervour,
tasted passion
nectared with fire
and sensed need
stirring blood's urge.

But best for sure this
newly felt end

of lifelong thirst his
love has quenched.
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Besting the Best

Besting the Best.

Those crackles from wood on after-work
fires are warmly relaxing

as is the swish of home-winging birds or
rain on panes making a splash

or Summer's light murmur of night-wind
passing thru slumbering trees.

and what of those

somnolent tocks after slow ticks of my
grandfather clock

or the continuous sizzle as near boiling
my kettle sings on the hob?

None of these soothing rhythms ever
come near to besting the best for me

as sounds most precious and gentlest
are low whispers of your satisfied sleep
and slow breathing, next to my breast.
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Besting.

Besting.

Repetitive cooing of an un-mated wood pigeon
seems so tenderly moving.

An amalgam of voices making dinner-time chat
sounds surprisingly soothing.

Mesmerizingly restful an incoming tide swishing
on stones in covert beaches.

And agreeably pleasant the motorised greeting
of blooms by afternoon bees.

Rhythmical rocking of rails on fast trains might
quickly my mind hypnotize.

Resonance trembles from waterfalls dropping
to vibrational silence.

And what of those somnolent tocks after the
ticks from my grandfather clock

Or the continuous sizzle as near-boiling my
kettle sings on kitchen hob.

Those crackles from logs on after-work fires
are so warmly relaxing.

As is the swish of home-winging birds when
rain makes tuneful splish and splash.

Or Summer's light murmur of night-wind's
quiet passing through leafy trees.

Yet none of these soothing rhythms come
near besting the best for me.

The most precious of sounds and gentlest
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are the whispers of sleeping contentment
in your peaceful breath next to my breast
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Better Beware

Better Beware.

Watch out for this wild surf-breaker who starts
uncurling her saline-wet tongue
on long-crusted hearts.

She drags a mountainous force of aborted days
which built weighty baggage with
abused frustration.

Her amorous appetite eschews shy in bold gusts
of far-from sedate desire and rides
with firey combustion.

Caught by painful undertow this lady breasts high
waves by submerging aloneness
in awakened reminders.

Now no gainsay can master long-infused fervour
for diving in ecstatic action
to find clandestine worth.

Look out for this star-set roller who bursts with
overdrive to whet needy appetite
for wanton energy.

Expect a satisfied dip in pleasure's sweet ocean

but better beware her boat leaks
it's new-found explosives.
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BETWEEN WORLDS.

Between Worlds.

Shallower sages would never permit streams of
night's glittering stardust to detract them from
edging every message with personal ego.
Meanwhile authentic dreamers reveal

their penchant for embroidering

that which cannot be sewn

and write to impassion

the marvel of sunrise.

True scribes add

zest to twilight,

with gifted

shadings,

coat nature

with word-flow

and paint phrasings

richer by lyrical notes.

To the dreamy romantic

who captures fanciful verse

thanks for bejeweling poems

with tokens that adorn the ordinary.

To describe life poets slip outside reality

to spin cotton-wool dreams and mind-flying
between worlds steal time to share fine words
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Between Worlds.

Between Worlds.

Shallower sages would never permit streams of
night's glittering stardust to detract them from
edging every message with signatured ego.
Meanwhile authentic dreamers reveal

their penchant for embroidering

that which cannot be sewn

and write to impassion

the marvel of sunrise.

True scribes add

zest to twilight,

with gifted

shadings,

coat nature

with word-flow

and paint phrasings

richer by lyrical notes.

To the dreamy romantic

who captures fanciful verse

thanks for bejeweling poems

with tokens adorning the ordinary.

Genuine writers slip outside reality then

spin embellishment with metaphor by time
spent between worlds before weaving melody.
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Betweeness

Betweeness.

Between yesterday

and tomorrow there lies the display

of today's fresh bounty

readily able to take a chance

knowing fate brooks no need for delay.

Between solemn

grey nowness and yonder's infinity
distant shores tantalize

where frustration's resistance
obtains no chances to furnish relief.

Between waking

and sleeping there exists somewhere
of rarely dreamed freedom,

an oasis where lonely people

find space to hope one day for care.

Between heaven

and paradise lies the state of wonder
for solo dreamers who yearn

to experience before long pure

bliss with the feel of really belonging.
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Betweeness.

Betweeness.

Between yesterday

and tomorrow there lies the display

of today's fresh bounty

readily able to take a chance

knowing fate brooks no need for delay.

Between solemn

grey nowness and yonder's infinity
distant shores tantalize

with frustration's resistance yet
provide right timing to furnish relief.

Between waking

and sleeping there exists somewhere
of rarely dreamed freedom,

an oasis where lonely people

find peace in which love can be shared.

Between heaven

and paradise lies the state of new-song
for true hearts who yearn

to experience in warm oneness

reasons for bliss in the feel of belonging.
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Betweeness.

Betweeness.

Between yesterday

and tomorrow there lies the display

of today's fresh bounty

readily able to take a chance

knowing fate brooks no need for delay.

Between solemn

grey nowness and yonder's infinity
distant shores tantalize

with frustration's resistance yet
provide right timing to furnish relief.

Between waking

and sleeping there exists somewhere
of rarely dreamed freedom,

an oasis where lonely people

find peace in which love can be shared.

Between heaven

and paradise lies the state of new-song
for true hearts who yearn

to experience in warm oneness

reasons for bliss in the feel of belonging.
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Bewildering.

Bewildering.

Dear God,

How do | choose when my Mom and my Dad
ask me a question that splits me in two?

| don't think either of them is so bad,

but they expect me to be able to

know where | stand in their unpleasant life.
God | am supposed to choose now where | live.
How can | apportion my love amidst strife
such as they show, neither Mom nor Dad give
in to the fact that | love them both.

Equally well too, how can | tell who will

miss me the most and throughout my growth

| will grieve at leaving one here and still

more bewildering how can | then show them
parental care fairly when they get old ?

Oh God, please let me know
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Beyond Ahead.

Beyond Ahead.

Over our future horizons
life

lies

in wait.

Mystery, as yet unstyled,
inflates readiness

for human anticipation.
Impressive beyondness
beckons,

infiltrates the present and
beguiles Now

to stimulate awareness.
Looking ahead

must always relate to
exhilaration.

Wary spirits have need to
debate this

disguised transmission
for Past,

having been sated, Future
will come.

But

beware

its

hatred

of being unwelcome.
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Beyond Ahead.

Beyond Ahead.

Over our future horizons
life

lies

in wait.

Mystery, as yet unstyled,
inflates readiness

for human anticipation.
Impressive beyondness
beckons,

infiltrates the present and
beguiles Now

to stimulate awareness.
Looking ahead

must always relate to
exhilaration.

Wary spirits have need to
debate this

disguised transmission
for Past,

having been sated, Future
will come.

But

beware

its

hating

of unrecognition.
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Bird Talk.

Bird-Talk.

My mind is astir with what, this
Spring morning

| caught aloft under bluebell skies.
A bird who trills high, yet smaller
than any with call

that thrills making tuneful reply
and my heart went soaring

when | spied

a crest of gold as he sped by.
The nature park

that graces this valley bequests
feathered perfection in

winged songsters marking

tiny terrains with sublime bird-talk.
But the Goldcrest

and his choral welcome crowned
my early walk
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BIRD-TALK..

Bird Talk

A wee bird on rock-peak above quick rolling

bubble-veined stream began speaking to me.
Not by known language he piped sweet notes
voicing among leafy hides rang potent clarity.

With need to transcribe | leaned forward into
his mind and caught the right frame of tone.
No words could describe the cadence through
trilling his secret transference became known.

With symphonic report on gratitude for water
refreshment he sang even when slaking thirst.
A bird bridged understanding by choral report
as in abundance of contact he fearlessly burst.

| learned the awe needed as bird-talk that day

from a dipper on coexistance my spirit amazed.
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BIRD-TUNED.

BIRD-TUNED.

Around the murmurs of dawn-ridden bay

light moves with sun-rising's baited wings,
smears change of chorus in nest-sites' affray
and late-hatched wild fledglings to order brings.

Beneath the hint of its storm-hidden face

tide lifts false breast-heaving liquid ribs,

grips feathered chicks in air's chilling embrace
while wave-height's fair warning linger forbids.

Above the high dune's wind-bitten byways
sky fills with flight-beating groups of geese,
thrills early watchers for bird-tuned displays
as white migration makes haste to new fields.
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BIRTH RITES.

Birth Rites.

She pulled the cloak tightly around swollen frame
And bending low entered through hole to the cave.
Lush grasses and ferns hid foot-path to rock floor,
The spirits would know she had been there before.
Spirit-sighs flooded cavern with wet ghostly chill.
Requesting rich offerings exchanged for goodwill.
Hide bag she ripped open to present roasted meat.
Kissing altar's stone icon she then made a retreat.
Crouched in tiny recess but quite silent she made
Low obeisance to shadows yet fearless remained.
She knelt eyes half closed while waiting for signs.

Prayed for courage to face child-bearing survival.

Ascending she left fresh thanksgivings of grain.
And that Celtic Princess gave birth without pain.

Page 255/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Birthright

Birthright.

Let tight knots stifling the spirit

slacken and shake loose soft streams of quiet.
Untie and fledge troubled feelings.

then allow freedom of will to feather and fly.

Take wing to painless self-nurture
where pride's failure to smile never applies.

Success will become unbounded
if breath gains depth before climbing high.

Find fervent zeal within chosen
fields and taste love-seeds waiting in life.

If fed with action and tended
with attitude mood's fruitage alters minds.

Contentment oils good digestion
and satisfied hearts soon learn to lighten.

Every breath engages a purpose
of daily betterment by those valuing time.

Humans are born to share love's
reasons for laughter with acts of kindness.

Joy is created a birthright so let
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out hurts if happiness starts fading inside.
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BIRTHRIGHT.

Birthright.

Let tight knots stifling the spirit
slacken and shake loose soft streams of quiet.

Untie and fledge troubled feelings.
then allow freedom of will to feather and fly.

Take wing to painless self-nurture
where pride's failure to smile never applies.

Success will become unbounded
if breath gains depth before climbing high.

Find fervent zeal within chosen
fields and taste love-seeds waliting in life.

If fed with action and tended
with attitude mood's fruitage alters minds.

Contentment oils good digestion
and satisfied hearts soon learn to lighten.

Every breath engages a purpose
of daily betterment by those valuing time.

Humans are born to share love's
reasons for laughter with acts of kindness.

Joy is created a birthright so let
out hurts if happiness starts fading inside.
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Birthright.

Birthright.

Let us untie our house-bound
minds and shake down
streams of freedom’s yearnings
into words of poetic worth.

Allow wishes to fly.

Take wing into life's waiting
joy of unlimited space
where no separation exists
nor can fear's face dispirit.

Permit inner delight.

Let us not die before living
our dreams, find zeal

for life's field where sown
is un-missable love-gold.

Accede to a birthright

Let us not isolate sense
from mandatory distance.
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BITTER.

Bitter.

Wilted
has love.
Starved,
it
sickened.
A weighty
result
now lies
with
tomorrow.
How often
my

heart
saw this
and
sighed.
Does
release
feel

the better
for

bitter
goodbyes ?
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Blackrock

Blackrock.

Fiercesomely gaunt like some surprised
mammoth it rises out of ocean's breast
with intent to vanquish.

Time-blackened by relentless breakers
its great salined form rears in warning
that nothing beats granite.

Vessels with sense steer clear cautious
of wrecking on open writhing of jaws
as they approach Blackrock.

Many before have fought attack but
none more tragic than fisherlad Jack
when his boat met with fog.

Never more wailing there sounded
that day as within sight of land Jack
died on the riled levithian.

Best be warned that Blackrock at low

tide daily displays a formidable maw
just as another reminder.
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Blackrock

Blackrock.

Fiercesomely gaunt like some surprised
mammoth it rises

out of the ocean's lash.
Time-blackened by relentless breakers
its great salined form rears

the caveat that hidden granite permits
no answering back.

Vessels with caution steer clear in fear
of wrecking against

Blackrock's open maw when storms hit
and ships float too near.

Many before have suffered attack but
none more tragic

than fisherman Jack's tug as it pulled
a capsizing pleasure-boat

away from death then split by rock lost
all hands on tug-deck and

the one filled with holiday passengers.
Never before sounded such wailing
for with no survivors

and within sight of land that soaring
leviathan had gorged

then spat out before daylight every
wave-lashed corpse.

Just as a reminder Blackrock at each
tide shows its formidable

jaws for a while as invincible signals

of sea's dire warning.
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Blackrock.

Blackrock.

Fiercesomely gaunt like some surprised
mammoth it rises

out of sea's lash.

Time-blackened by relentless breakers
its great salined form

rears the warning that granite takes no
answering back.

Vessals steer clear if with sense for fear
of wrecking against

its open maw when hidden by roarers
they float too near.

Many before have suffered attack but
none more tragic

than Fisherman Jack's tug for in pulling
a capsizing pleasure-boat

away from death

hit rock and lost all hands from his own
deck and those of the Passenger.
Never before had there sounded such
wailing for with no survivors

and within land-sight that old levithian
had gorged then spat out, before

daylight, all corpses.
Just as a reminder Blackrock at every

tide shows its formidable
jaws so be warned.
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Blackrock.

Blackrock.

Fiercesomely gaunt like some surprised
mammoth it rises

out of sea's lash.

Time-blackened by relentless breakers
its great salined form

rears the warning that granite takes no
answering back.

Many before have suffered attack but
none more tragic

than Fisherman Jack's tug for in pulling
a capsizing pleasure-boat

away from death

hit rock and lost all hands from his own
deck and those of the Passenger.

Never before had there sounded such
wailing for with no survivors

and within landsight that old levithian
had gorged, then spat out before
daylight eighteen corpses.

Just as a reminder Blackrock at every
tide shows its formidable jaws

for all to be warned.
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Blanketed.

Blanketed.

Uncurtained the sight to my wakening eyes
shows outside much lighter today.

Blanketed in shimmering cloak of whitest
grace the countryside

silently gloats over sequinned attack
during the night.

Massed layers of glittering curves

trace nets of laced snowflakes

across leafless limbs, shrubs bend
under cold of white wizardry.

So rarely does this part of Cornwall
get icy wintered like this
chilly-bleached scene that cameras
snap folk fingering glisten before
salt-laden warm air lifts

any chill as OI' Sol melts local awe.

Wonderland white covers gardens
and fields for a mere

part of morning causing more
than children or dogs

to feel need for rushing outdoors
to touch, roll in or just stop

and make some snowy-stuff balls.
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Blighted

Blighted

Whispers from wine-coloured moonlight have now
blighted spring-fresh grass.

No-one will pass by this flood's blistering chorus of
frustrated past outcry.

The waters stay silted with years-long, war-seared
bitterness as each ill-timed

peace talk crumbles to finish killed by conclusions
of coated top-brass.

Dreams of the tortoise-shelled butterfly days faded
long before turbulent rapids

drew young men and women toward battles over
naught but misapplied fears.

Lifetimes float hormonally by in riverside history of
pride's facaded need for action.

Forces, press-mustered are taught blind allegiance
to naught but mindless leads.

Listening | hear victims' bubbling exits still weeping
regrets for conceding to hate.

Wisps of blood-to-come days surface from tainted
mud war-soiled and mouldering.

What happens when, hit by blows of violence peace
can no longer struggle for gain ?

In reddened undertow pitiful woes rise from those
called battle-stressed soldiers.
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Bliss

Bliss

Intoxicated with evocative love,
and heady rapture,

ecstasy truly captured our every
exhilaration back then.
Fermented in thrills we became
effervescently fueled,

and felt love mercurially entering
high dimensional levels.
Galvanized by euphoria prized
times when desire flew
heavenward our gratified rapture
bred true satisfaction.
Enchanted halcyon hours gave
volcanic abandon, now
memory's only begotten wish

is to resurrect gone bliss.

Page 267/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

BLOCKS.

Blocks.

The clock-face of midnight, assaulted
with piercing blocks

waits looking askance at my inky pen
as the witching hour stops

My mind can finally yield to sleep as
words dunked in rhyme

strung on short lines flicker at cautious
reviewing one more time.

Labour's oil now burnt out leaves me
still making verse

while shaping new notions so Calliope
| bid you have mercy.

Soon now and dawn will be brushing
my window to see

me catching some rest as todayness
stirs and tries to shake me.
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Blown Force.

Blown Force.

Hard blue winds of winter
shake snail-backed sheep close-coating hedges
and flake old granite walls
with splintering bites.
Mild green winds of spring gust
life to shy grass-growth, soft-blow first roses
and patch passing cloud-shawls
with holes of clear skies.
Hot red winds of summer
droop barley stalks in close-breathless sizzle
and sear to black brass all
fruit on blistered vines.
Cool cream winds of autumn
paint gilt-laden distance in sundowing gleam
and spread shiver-mornings
as chill proves its signs.
Hued winds of full year stretch
to sudden abuse-belts of wildest movement
yet my vote wants blown force
coloured more kindly.
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BOARD-BALLET.

Board-Ballet.

Here confident hopes echo each year
as with mid-summer heat

top class surfers meet with bravado
to crest mighty waves.

Minds leave initial gigantic roller fear
behind and sweeten each

judge's eye with clever liquid control
astride wild breakers.

When performing board-ballet an Ace
poses atop crashing foam.

which though beguiling takes courage
like rope-walkers face.

Surfing addicts learn to afford respect
at every turn, finely tuned

bodies bow to force yet sit unmoved
to rise on next crest.

At Fistral beach great breaker heights
are conquered by those

with timely experience and no doubts
about who is best.

Mediocre wet-suits like me stay away
from champion contests

where token commitment shows and

watch top Aces at play.
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Boisterous

Boisterous.

Foaming with wildness huge banks
of turbulence

start piling up road-ward when

an ocean unloads.

Seized with sheer madness a sea
spits out pebbles

and shaking weed into high ether
water-fall threatens.

Boisterous the motion bouncing
with uprooted fervour,
disgorging explosions rip out
sand-stone disturbance.

Soaked in excitement small lads
watch for breaker-height

and as froth flies overhead catch
if they can the whitest.

High tides in our region vamp
human petulance

which permits no repeal and
you risk getting wet.
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Boisterous.

Boisterous.

Foaming with wildness
white banks of turbulence.
Racing up beachward,

an ocean unloads.

Boisterous motion,
bouncing with fervour.
Explosions discharging
as froth overflows.

Seized with a madness,
sea spitting pebbles.
Sand and weed shaken
like rats in the air.
Tumbling excitement
breakers rise restless.
Desperately try flinging
drops from their hair.

Wind-force increasing,
boats now are harboured.
Diving, brave seagulls
dip nearer the waves.
Bowl of sky empties,
clouds drifting starboard.
Wet-coloured mist

mixes water with greys.
As tides on this coast

are known for implosion
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dicing no more
with risk homeward | go.
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Boldness.

Boldness.

A furry quiver of whiskered boldness first

sniffed then pawed the big world of grass

for summer attracted instinctive stirring

as scuffling life ran beneath my seat, fast

yet sightless sweet minute mice on a spree
posed for pictures and nibbled my tea-cake.

It beggars belief how unerring those three

little mouths fed until feasted enough, they

with snuffling squeaks then fell into a sleep.
Appearing soon their stress-ridden mother

and ushering home whisked each one between
warmed stones, all safely holed, | had begun

to doubt my eyes at such rarely seen sight when
out for a moment popped one weeny snout again.
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BOLDNESS.

Boldness.

A furry quiver of whiskery boldness first

sniffed then pawed the big world of grass

for tea tables attracted instinctive stirring

as scuffling beneath my feet ran tails, fast

yet sightless three tiny mice out on a spree

posed for pictures and nibbled my tea-cake.

It beggars belief how unerring those sweet

little mouths fed until feasted enough made
snuffling squeaks then silently fell into sleep.
Appearing from brush a stress-ridden mother
bravely ushering whisked each culprit between
pathway stones to safety's hole and | had begun
to doubt my eyes viewed this odd behaviour when
out for a moment popped one curious mousie again.
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Bonds

Bonds.

Arises unbreakable bonds after birthing.
New life creates times for mothering care.

Overtakes other calls this parental duty.

Baby-cry helplessness demonstrates proof.

Releases intention to free after rearing.
Linked by blood-ties yet partings foreseen.

Needs special attention an infant delivery.
From smallest beginnings is mission fulfilled.

Adherents on love's best procedure agree.
Mother and offspring connection is peerless.
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BONDS.

Bonds.

She smiles with delight this six year old,
shyly she holds him, tired puppy dozes
as now played out she sweetly enfolds
Jack in love's bonds..

Little girl wanders slowly through adults
to show gentle rocking makes fonder
their glad Goodnights

for a sleepytime dog, whiter now pond
has wetted his coat lies dried, petted
and half smiles

in his furry near-slumber-land world
while the child

quietly sings him a lullaby then curls
soft fingers soothingly to stroke her
new canine friend.

Eyes like bright orbs glisten as chubby
face bends

to touch twitching nose pink rosebud
lips send

feather-soft kisses into puppyhood's
ball-playing dreams.

Hair falls in wisplets round sleepy face
as she stifles a yawn

and little maid's big day happily fades
when bed calls for

shawled safely her birthday treasure
contentedly rests.
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Bonus.

Bonus.

Now dawn is slowly brindling the heavens
with gold russet striations of honey-tone
change appearing as September mellows
swaying meadows of tall harvest bonus.

*
*

*

Now day bows to bewhiskering greenness
as autumn begins its downward chorus,

fields growing tawny with corn's ready ears
show time shoulders sything ever forward.

*
*

*

Now roots wriggle in before double-deep
chill urges races for freeze-proof cover
and as underneath fingers curl for sleep
garden work waits until winter is done.

*
*

*

Now we lay aside season's spent labour

after nurturing yield to welcome rest

and remember summer helps us savour
abundance if we now plan for the next.
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Bought

Bought

Slipping between the cool,
beneath arms unfolded she
stretched luxuriously.

Poor little rich lady dreams

of mink coats and paid rent
and expensive jewels.
Milk-smooth sleep freed skin
captures again satin-soft sighs
of clandestine bliss.

Swaying tight hips in sheeted
confinement her bruised lips
part in sated smiles
Cushioned with wealth allure
lends bought time for fervour
needed in lust-use.

Assured passion in each score
soaked in lucre's pleasure-bed
earns courtesans more.
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BOUGHT..

Bought.

She looked bold as brass, hair bleached
almost to ashen and

piled very high above black-liner eyes.
Pale face was slashed

ruby-red at lips held in pouting fashion.

A figure still shapely and slender at hips
blousily slouched with

an almost worn-out look as she shifted
again out of the rain.

Her watch having stopped she fought
off tears and swore at life's

meanness, chilled with wait she thought
it time to throw him aside.

The stage-door had long become closed
and cast dispersed

and streets felt so lonely in winter cold
so she searched for her purse.

The show was playing to poorer houses
and less than half-filled

that night's audience applause drowned
before it died willingly.

Performance geared itself to known facts
and truth faced she cursed

fate for lying sailors and their Captains
were sometimes the worst.

She thought taxis, at that time of night
would cost her a fortune
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so she shrugged then seductively tried

the job known to be bought.

Top buttons unfastened she lit a smoke
and hitched up her skirt

to thumb a quick lift with the first bloke

whose car reversed.
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Bounty

Bounty.

Watch with me this crystal-clear vale
complete with cobbled liquid beauty.

Wonder as stone, once randomly freed
tumbled and fell into orderly chaos
where water now pours between

every crack and rock shoulders
downward to meet flat-faced

pooling where fish flash fins.

Celebrate nature's near- foreverness
of continual industry as bird lands
and stares at chances of insect

feed beneath myriad pebbles

amid droplet-dance rattle

on boulder-made lake.

Sing with me this sacred-still place
making its bounty into music.
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Branded

Branded.

Once she had tasted new awareness
away from girlhood's bunny dreams
then it was she pinned up long hair,
laced in her waist and saw meaning
in catching attention by breast-bud
uprightness and eyes full of secrets.
But the boy covered his face, things
like birds nesting cocooned his sight
as climbing trees came first with him
yet as she strolled branding his mind
with soulful allure her siren schemes
made his lone bathing redundant as
naked urges uncovered strange grief.
Remembering her scarlet-red mouth
he, hooked like any fish with writhing
need bit as First Love took its bounty.
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BREAK OUT.

Break Out

Keystone of conformity stays with the banal and
trite persuasion

thinks only in formal tight lines.

Break with the staid and

peel back blocked sight to let in unrestraint

and stretch credulity.

Breach convention and back-to-front insight will
violate custom,

peer squint-eyed with curiosity

as muse welcomes and revitalises

used paths of the orthodox while broadening

methodical views

Sail out of usual in oddity's sea then Sphyx-like,
greet life that's less ordinary.

Leave safe-shore solidity, take a sound

lateral look around

with mind-set's original backsidedness and feel
feet leaving the ground.
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Breaking Through.

Breaking Through.

Today comes empathy-tinged.

What a dawning as pale sun,
breaking through grey,
about-faces

and allays apprehension.

What a wished-for bit of news
this lovely morning
joins with me
in hoping is given to you.

Friendship its own healing brings.
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Breaking Through.

Breaking Through.

Today comes empathy-tinged.

What a dawning as pale sun,
breaking through grey,
about-faces

and allays apprehension.

What a wished-for bit of news
and this bright day
surely displays

how eased minds aid health's beauty.

Friendship its own healing brings.
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BREAKOUT.

Breakout.

Reared underneath Night Princess Dawn now
emerges milk-faced,

yawning and fighting for freedom, over-slept
babyness shows hasty

appearance iof sometimes streaky blush-red.

Her birthing struggle may end in reminders
of tearful raindrops yet often

breaking takes place quite waterless, Dawn
then is glorified with what

white-skirted brightness blue sky can afford.

Dressed in clear light, uninterruptedly smiling
her Ray-Maidens be-decked

in flimsy shades to scintillate better in dance
give earliest welcome

to young Dawn's fast growing adult advance.

Peering to see the performance leaves people
amazed as Dawn's breakout

from Night's protection appears with non-stop

zeal and if cloudlets fake bouts

of bad temper Dawn's run is worth the watch.
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Bridged

Bridged.

A small bird on rock-peaks above quick rolling
bubble-veined streamlet began talking to me.

Not by known language he piped voice- notes
of warbling delight for life's essence so clearly.

With no way to transcribe | leaned nearer into

his mind and caught the right pitch of his tone.

No poetry could describe the cadence through
which flew vibes of elucidation made known.

With melodic outpouring of humble respect for
refreshment he sang even when slaking thirst.
A bird bridged understanding by sweet choral

abundance and fearless give of avian outburst.

| sensed needed awe

as bird-speak that morning
by a dipper, - on coexistence,
my hearing adorned.
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BRIDGED.

Bridged.

A small bird on rock-peaks above quick rolling
bubble-veined stream began speaking to me.
Not by known language he piped lovely notes
warbling amid leafy hides voicing with clarity.

With no way to transcribe | leaned nearer into
his mind and caught the right pitch of his tone.
No poetry could describe the cadence through
which interpretation his bird-trill made known.

With melodic outpouring of humble respect for
refreshment he sang even when slaking thirst.
A bird bridged understanding by sweet choral

abundance and fearless give of avian outburst.

| learned the awe needed
as bird-talk that morning
by a dipper on coexistence
my listening ear adorned.
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Bridges

Bridges.

And when two minds strive
for need of forced win
love's hourglass tilts timing
for storm to begin.

Ahead lies crevasses where
hope falls, fades and dies
as only ghosts survive air
around two hot fires.

We once built trust on meant
rise by proceeding.

Let sense climb those bridges
and find it again.
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Brief

Brief.

The gaze

of late sun falls on unsettled
memory

and lights heartache ahead.

The past

of shared sunshine refreshes
her missing

as tears slide down in regret.

The dusk

waves goodbye to destiny's
brief moment

as future's inevitable crests.

The stars

tho', like her, will remember
love's lightning

was brilliant when at its best.
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Brief

Brief.

The gaze

of latent sun falls on unsettled
events and

smothers hope of love's blaze ahead.
The breeze

of regret sighs quietly seeing

a teardrop

of temperate parting agreement.
The waves

ebb in wistful goodbye to our

brief moment

as time's crestfallen destiny sours.
The stars

tho' same as I, will remember

that our light

shone brilliantly when at its best.
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Brief,

Brief.

The gaze

of late sun falls on dry petaled
memory

and smothers love's way ahead.

Passing

breeze sighs lament on seeing
quiet tears

slide down my cheeks in regret.

Destiny

waves its wistful goodbye to our
brief moment

as crestfallen this red sun sets.

The stars

will remember 'tho as will | that
love's lightning

was brilliant when at its best.
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Brightness

Brightness.

Dawn and night-clouds part on the horizon,
Dark muddy blues turn suddenly light
Spilling change on sun's hues as she rises,
And oh that fullness of sight.

Glow of greeting bequests winter daytime,
Brazen dome brooks no trace of the night.
She aims to captivate dark guilelessly

With oh such flourish of style.

Her blush in pale sky flashes a brightness
Over first tremble of prelude to fire.

Her welcome rays now blazing sublimely
In oh what a show of surprise.
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Brightness..

Brightness.

Dawn and night-clouds part the horizon,
Dark muddy blues turn suddenly light
Spilling change on her hues as she rises,
And oh that fullness of sight.

Glow of greeting bequests later heat-time,
Brazen sun brooks no trace of the night.
She aims to captivate dark guilelessly
With oh such flourish of style.

Her blush in pale sky flashes a brightness
Over first tremble of her prelude to fire.
She welcomes day by blazing sublimely
In oh what a show of surprise
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Brooding

Brooding.

Days now are long and humid.
Nature gorges on swollen fruit.

Bees stun themselves with too
much pollen and

bluebottles die whilst fusing
with oven-hot plants.

Village roads bulge with streaks
of damp green while

trees grow silver-moss beards
on sticky outsides.

Thunder-clad rainstorm slams
into dried puddles

but pours under ground as claps
soon run to sultry.

Thatch splits when mud-stuck to roofs.
Walls become dank when water rules.

Atmosphere stifles small life underfoot
as August sweats on in murky brooding.
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Brooding.

Brooding.

Late sun

refills paling blue vault
as dusk

dulls the saltings.

Low tide

resets quieter mood
as dark

qguells my brooding.

Lone chill

reminds as it recalls
and will

'til the morning.

Love thrives
on restlessly yearning
while pen

tries to word your return.
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Brook-Song

Brook-Song.

| start as a brook

in the distant hills

which beginning

in droplets clinging

together passes through

rills between tiny ridges, spills

down small land-slides,tumbles in
miniature waterfalls to join streamlets
in ripples and sliding hurries

over stony pebbles, breaching

ridged beds where frothing in bubbles
| rush to mingle with deeper waters
but stop to chatter under low willows
banked in sidings before altering

my tune to a baritoned river.

Then no more warbling in creeks

for me so bowling slower | walk to greet
other waters converging like tenors in
choric excitement, drowning me

with loud ocean-voiced-roars belonging
to deep and its wide basso eases

my weak trills into a deeper-sea song.

Yet | will ever
know myself

as a brook

that springs

from hill-height
dashing between
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granite's nooks

and crannies

to delight

in brimming

over rocky beds
where my hum

is welcomed

by mossy pebbles
and where birds come
to drink and wet

feet and feathers

in my warm shallows
before | roll on

having to settle

for large water duets
and lost then

my previous whispers,
forgot the soft solo

of mountain's clear creek

in that deafening
fortissimo as ocean

knows only choral singing.
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Bubble Magic.

Bubble-Magic.

Swirling in oily rainbowing movement
the bubble traps time,

wraps beauty around eternity and vibrates
in worlds of pure fluidity.

Excelling in soapy space jailed restraint
orb creates and encases

its outer in fragile globular skin layered
in tiny gossamer jewelry.

Look at its see-through glassy sphere
and matchless potential

caught in a universe of wondrous hues
of shining whirl entombed inside.

Then in bursting lets fall what was first
indescribable but now

disappeared bubble-magic still appeals
to the mind of an inner-child.
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Burgeoning.

Burgeoning.

Winter's sharp knife now lying buried

in burgeoning earth

means ice ceases and once birdless
branches can become leafed and ready.
Music of March unsettles the breast

of restless nature

while each sunrise expresses daily

the need for change to a greener dress.
Muddy ground tires of sodden trying

to create movement

while soaked garden fills as pools
above make roots beneath swell and die.
Yet season's battle loses its anguish
when breezy attempts

win the fight of drying difference

so Spring may begin her flowery task.
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By Scribes

By Scribes.

Oh Muse, bearer of wisdom, may your words
which traverse the globe

by verse affect attitudes, move objections,
enlighten egos, rock divisions,

reunite misunderstandings and by power of
digestion redirect what

the populace thinks unassailable and forgets.

May poetic energy slice through innumerable
rules, instil lost sympathy,
drown separation, re-find buried faith within
faded friendships, appeal
for awareness to remember hatred no more,
help those regret who,

prejudice-laden perceive self has no kinship.

May powerful words smash inbuilt devisive
desire for retaliation,

create instead meant relationships, lasting

handshakes which re-shape

distance placed between hearts by age-old
spite as groundless pride

grows no happiness alongside bitter action.

Oh Calliopé, never forgo using your scribes
to evoke soul-felt change,

guide poems pleading for some re-erection
of love's fallen portals,

re-invite causes for unearthing paradise in
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this war-riddled earth.
Peace demands minions' pens at the ready.
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By Verse

By Verse.

Oh Muse, bearer of wisdom, may your words
which traverse the globe

by verse affect attitudes, remove objections,
enlighten egos, rock divisions,

reunite misunderstandings and by power of
digestion redirect what

the populace thinks unassailable and forgets.

May poetic energy slice through innumerable
rules, instil lost sympathy,
drown separation, re-find buried faith within
faded friendships, appeal
for awareness to remember hatred no more,
help those regret who,

prejudice-laden perceive self has no kinship.

May powerful words smash inbuilt devisive
desire for retaliation,

create instead meant relationships, lasting

handshakes which re-shape

distance placed between hearts by age-old
spite as groundless pride

grows no happiness alongside bitter action.

Oh Calliopé, never forgo using your scribes
to evoke soul-felt change,

guide poems pleading for writ- resurrection
of love's fallen portals,
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re-invite causes for unearthing paradise in
this war-riddled earth

as you demand minions' pens at the ready.
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CAGED.

Caged.

Caged bird is restless
Plucks at feathers
Bleeding red breast.

Pain opens old scars,
Cruel those bars,
Blocking the stars.

Captives remember
Sky without end
And air's clear scent.

Unfeeling humans
Keep you unhappy
In metal bands.

| know why you sing,
Caged and clinging,
To unseen things.
You yearn to be free.
Look caged bird, see

| have the key.

Wing then to liberty.
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CAGELESS.

Cageless.

Unleashed from restraint the falcon lances
through cloud to clear sky.

Hood-free and humanless wide wings tackle
ground-to-air flight.

Pinned to state of blindness hungry eyes strain
to reconstruct sight.

Leathered claws, in predator fashion, disdain
gloved hold over wild.

Thrown now into freedom's space huge eagle
races again to life.

Cast binding shackles mean pinnions wheel
fearless toward light.

Tethered captives should glide through ether
with untied delight.
Oh to give every bird speed of cageless-free
dynamic birthright.
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Cajoled

Cajoled.

| looked for the good life but see
in late summer

a yearning for time to spin back

to the spring

where plans stood pine-tall and

future cajoled

us with hope so flattery's grasp

we held closer.

We laughed at inordinate hurry
of moments and

made fun of those cross-roads
looming ahead,

now tho' with loneliness pared

down to the bone

| know that time's shadow was
destined to flow.

Days weep for the nights when
moonglow lit hearts

yearning for paradise but 'tho
winter approached we

wisely coped, so why was one
star made to fly in

unexplained orbit yet its mate
may not follow ?
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Camber Powered

Camber Powered.

Hello shiny loop of post-shower rainbow,
you of camber-powered striated halo,
and, so sages tell a sign of faith

to us sightless humans.

You secret keeper of much potted gold
in crescented show of arc-perfection
with brilliant mixes of richest hues

that break raindrops to states

of optic illusion.

Oh consummate curl of bow-creation,
who can know when and what day
you will unfurl with mood-alter

colour to soothingly bolster

monotone minds by your

own alchemic bosom.
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Captive

Captive.

Captive's clipped feathers
lie in wild distress

around bird's internment.
Indifferent steel bands
cage flying action

for one Nightingale catch.
Compulsion to sing
shows nature's inbuilt

urging to mate on the wing.

Incessant thrashing
in wire walled attack
does not ease his passion.

Trilling for freedom
avian pleadings
make me steal the key.

Fly now my beautiful
your chance quickly use,
snatch the right to a future.
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Captive.

Captive.

Captive's clipped feathers
lie in wild distress

aside bird internment.
Indifferent steel-bands
win flight-abandon

for one Nightingale catch.
Intense sight seeks far
beyond prison bars

and flies high to first star.
Compulsion to sing
evokes some inbuilt
recall of matings on wing.

Incessant thrashing

at wire walls asks

this fear-time to pass.
Trilling for freedom
cage-bird pleadings
make me steal the key.

Fly ~ ~ my beautiful
oh quickly use

open door to a future
that now is all yours.

~ o~~~ o~ o~
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Captive.

Captive.

Captive's clipped feathers
lie in wild distress
around bird internment.

Indifferent steel-bands
provide abandon
for a Nightingale catch.

Intense sight seeks far
beyond prison bars
and flies to furthest star.

Compulsion to sing
evokes an inbuilt
rejoicing found on wing.

Incessant his thrash
but wire walls fast
tire each deadly crash.

Trilling for freedom
cagebird's pleading
asks me to find a key.

Fly ~ ~ my beautiful
oh quickly use

open door to a future
that now is secured.
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Captured

Captured.

In its dying moments the sun crept
into haziness making the sky's
veils into buttery bands

as end-of-day yellowness swept
flat the tree-lined horizon.

Cows in green fields dun-dappled
by shadows, chewing late cud
trundled along milk-laden

as pail-in-hand maidens tackled
the beasts' steamy arrival.
Captured and answered the music
of duty that follows slow plod

of satisfied footsteps yet

as dusk forecasts finish for some
others must task to midnight.
Such the demand of milk-farm survival.

Page 315/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Captured.

Captured.

The wind sees naught.

A bird approaches migration

with caution for flight is not blind
realizing storms get not distraught.
The wind hurls darts.

Gale's lash never aimless

evokes angry waves as breakers
rise to strike fear into sailors' hearts.
The wind works alone.

With fury's rush entraps
cottage-folk as he lifts latches

rips roofs and breaks walls of stone.
Yet wind knows capture.

In the mill's almighty sails

his pride writhes against slavery
when caught in forceful water paddles.
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CAPTURED.

Captured.

The wind sees naught.

Sun moon and stars outshine

with caution for they are not blind
knowing gale's blow cannot be altered.

The wind hurls darts.

His lash is not aimless

for evoking high waves breakers

are heightened then flattened when calm.

The wind works alone.

With rush Simoon entraps

air as he lifts cottage latches

and howls loudly to make himself known.

Yet wind is captured.

In the mill's mighty sails

decides not to be enslaved

but writhes caught inside man-made paddles.
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CAPTURED.

Captured.

The wind sees naught.

Sun and moon view height

with caution for they are not blind

but he gets excitement by onslaught .

The wind hurls harm.

His intent far from aimless
provokes rage in sea's breakers
before he deflates them with calm.

The wind works alone.

With heartless rush entraps

folk inside by rattling door latches
while for fun killing fires with smoke.

Yet wind gets captured.

In mill jaw's water-wet sails
fiercely he writhes but chained
tightly is forced to turn its paddles.
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Captured.

Captured.

The wind sees naught.

All birds approach migration
with caution for blown off-site
means extra flight being fraught.
The wind hurls darts.

Gale's lash stirs great waves,
evokes massed breakers to aim

fearsome danger at sailors' hearts.

The wind splits homes.
With fury's rush it entraps
village folk as it lifts the latches

rips roofs and holes walls of stone.

Yet wind is captured.
In the mill's unyielding sails
its force writhes against slavery

when caught inside water paddles.
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Carpe-ing Diem.

Carpé-ing Diem.

Today, dreams left behind | fall awake,
still dozed | oust myself

out of dark-doldrums, pummeling eyes
and promise the sun to

visit new campion just birthing its buds
up on the heath.

Today | will reach heights above windy
ridges of mist and fill

both my hands with pocketed crumbs to
feed ragged robins

who before breeding sing as they flaunt
red with bold confidence.

Today, courting sweet Cornish morning
| shall go breakfastless

and match Tessa my dog in chasing her
make-believe meals

of dried seaweed, have some fun plying
beached gulls with cuttlefish

bone while taking leaps to the unknown
on thrift-covered clifftops.

Today | will sand-hop the cloud-shadows
of shifting grey and

voiceless give praise for this boisterous
paradise in which life

thrives, then carpe-ing diem | yawn, get
started and am away.
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Carpeing Diem.

Carpé-ing Diem.

Today, dreams left behind I fall awake,
still dozed | oust myself

out of dark-doldrums, pummeling eyes
and promise the sun to

visit new campion just birthing its buds
up on the heath.

Today | will reach heights above windy
ridges of mist and fill

both my hands with pocketed crumbs to
feed ragged robins

who before breeding sing as they flaunt
red with bold confidence.

Today, courting sweet Cornish morning
| shall go breakfastless

and match Tessa my dog in chasing her
make-believe meals

of dried seaweed, have some fun plying
beached gulls with cuttlefish

bone while taking leaps to the unknown
on thrift-covered clifftops.

Today | will sand-hop the cloud-shadows
of shifting grey and

voiceless give praise for this boisterous
paradise in which life

thrives, then carpe-ing diem | yawn, get
started and am away.
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Carrying On

Carrying On.

Ocean crosses curve outlines
rouses its waters

as earth's ebb and flow tides
meet rising flood forces

on stone-bolstered cliff sides
but life carries on

despite crashes as wind-cries
bring briny destruction

while coastal people survive
against lethal sea storms
because all fisher-folk fight

to keep boats on shores
when each wave grows wilder.
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Carrying On.

Carrying On.

Sea crosses curved world,
pulls in its waters

as ebb and fall tides

hold back mighty floods
from earth's bolstered sides,
so life carries on

against crash and cry

of breaker destruction

and fights with great fervour
to keep boats on shore

when waves become mighty.
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Carrying On.

Carrying On.

Sea covers curved globe,

knowing power of water

unleashes ruin, controls

with ebb and fall tides all
fearful disruption by force

of earth's bolstered sides

so fisher-folk life carries on
against each crash and cry
of high breaker destruction

and fights with bold fervour
to keep tied boats on shore
when waves become mighty.
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Carrying On.

Carrying On.

Ocean crosses curved world by
pulling its waters

through both ebb and fall tides,

keeping back flood

from land's well-bolstered sides
so safer feel folk

though close to sea they reside

granite's strength know

Fishers must face day and night
life carrying on

against great crashes and cries
of breakers' huge maw

while men of true courage fight

to keep boats on shore

for when waves become mighty
real test has begun.
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CARRYING ON.

Carrying On.

To live with a loss so great after times

of month-long waiting

invites such a natural rage in that a child,
a babe of no age

who was wanted and loved so much
could die,

and leave me in loneliest pain seems
unbearably hard.

And if heaven was not making it plain
that my dear baby

now faces a state of tenderest peace,
and that clutching him

tightly in my place is an Eternal Love,
touchingly

singing his lullaby needs, | could not

be carrying on.

God knows | must take this view of loss,
see such ways as right,

because if | did not | would go insane,
but now | feel

| can cope with waiting to see him again,
by trying to stay sure

he has not ceased to be, so please God,
carry on helping me
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CARRYING ON.

Carrying On.

Water crosses curved world by
pulling its oceans

through the ebb and fall tides,
holding back floods

from rocky cliff-bolstered sides
so safer feel locals

who choose land's end residing.
Crews bearing up

against storm's crashing cries
from breakers' wide maw
means communal-arm fighting
to tie boats to shore

when all waves become mighty.
Carrying on is the mantra

of fisher-folk tackling

the force of wild sea-wind rise.

Page 327/1863



%Mdm ()-2. Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Catch

Catch.

Awe is a trait of personal worth.

Be amazed at beauty in fervour
and praise nature's creative work.

Soul-food matters despite neglect.

Feed its roots with gratitude's depth
and catch self-gifts of wakening wealth.

Find a space where two worlds meet.

Glimpse vision's changing uniqueness
and learn to listen when wonder speaks.
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Catch-Trap.

Catch-Trap.

Crouched in viewing the shivering cobweb
craftily spanning a waterfall's edge

| saw fine precision-knifed filaments
cunningly strung with infinite wisdom.

A weightless weapon of swinging steel,
death-celled bed spun on gossamer wheel.
That devilish duvet of glistening gauze
betokened real craft as the spider paused
then in obscurity tensed for success,

alert with magnetic insect suppression.
Hairily silent as tensile wires, cleverly glued
met miniscule life of wriggling food

that by moving caught death in but seconds
while spider gave fly lethal injections.

As water's curtain cascaded to ground

and whirling catch-trap spun victim around
fed spider wiped mouth, cleaned sticky legs,
repaired any holes and prepared for the next.
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Catching the Drift

Catching The Drift.

Who has heard the very first whisper

Of sonorous change catching the drift

In a tremulous breeze chimera quivers
And metallic poles shudder with myriads

Of different tones from hung wind-chimes.

Who has measured the softest rustle

Of strings partaking in air's fresh bustle
Playing keyed symphonies by gentle rote
With melodic weight-change in tuned notes
Made by a slow swing of my resonant chimes.

Who has explained this exotic draw

Of transfixing music, ringing in chorus

Of pipes suspended in air reflecting wind

In continual singing duets as ether's mystic
Spell strikes again my rhythmic wind-chimes.
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Catching the Drift.

Catching The Drift.

Who has heard the very first whisper

Of sonorous change catching the drift

In a tremulous breeze, chimera quivers
And metallic poles shudder with myriads
Of differing tones all from my wind-chimes.

Who has measured the softest rustle

Of leaves partaking in air's fresh bustle
Playing green symphonies by gentle rote
With melodic key-changes in tuneful notes
Made by such swing of my resonant chimes.

Who has explained this exotic draw

Of transfixing music, ringing in chorus

Of pipes suspended in air reflecting wind

In continual singing duets as ether's mystic
Spell strikes again my rhythmic wind-chimes.
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Catchtrap.

Catchtrap.

Crouched in viewing the shivering cobweb
craftily spanning a waterfall's edge

| saw fine precision-knifed filaments
cunningly strung with infinite wisdom.

A weightless weapon of swinging steel,
death-celled bed spun on gossamer wheel.
That devilish duvet of glistening gauze
betokened real craft as the spider paused
then in obscurity tensed for success,

alert with magnetic insect suppression.
Hairily silent as tensile wires, cleverly glued
met miniscule life of wriggling food

that by moving caught death in but seconds
while spider gave fly lethal injections.

As water's curtain cascaded to ground

and whirling catch-trap spun victim around
fed spider wiped mouth, cleaned sticky legs,
repaired any holes and prepared for the next.
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CATZZZ.

Catzzz.

Cats eat up affection straight from the cradle.
Whisker-faced wizards, they hate discipline
And set forth every day, being cleverly able
To become our jailors they by nature begin.
Yet like them we do.

With mournful miouws, implore eye to eye
When meeting no smile my kitty then noses
with intent at legs and will brook no denial
As by pupil-wide slyness she licks my toes.
Yet love them we do.

Designed to break hearts but still hold sway.
Furry dictators come in all shapes and sizes
Yet have what it takes to get their own way
And a quiet cat attitude is their best disguise.
Yet adore them we do.

Fraught with "me", favoured purrs rationed
Her whim reveals my kitty's thought pattern.
Yet prize them we do.
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Catzzzzzzz.

Catzzzzzzz.

Cats eat up affection straight from the cradle.
Whisker-faced wizards, they hate discipline
And set forth every day, being cleverly able
To become our jailors they by nature begin.
Yet like them we do.

With mournful miouws, implore eye to eye
When meeting no smile my kitty then noses
with intent at legs and will brook no denial
As by pupil-wide slyness she licks my toes.
Yet love them we do.

Designed to break hearts but still hold sway.
Furry dictators come in all shapes and sizes
Yet have what it takes to get their own way
With a quiet-cat attitude their best disguise.
Yet prize them we do.

Fraught with me-ism favoured purrs rationed
Her whim reveals my kitty's thought patterns.
Yet need them we do.
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Caught

Caught.

Today the sky is unkind

as into wiry whirls of wind

flail burly black-backs while

flint-flakes of blinding rain hurl
white-firey winter into their eyes.

Pity avian creatures caught between
tortuous curls of en-raged open ocean
for those cresting waves must also dive.
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Caught

Caught.

Air-blue was the skirt of quick
freshening breeze.

It danced as it travelled across
rustle-dry meads.

Poured itself through thin thorn
fronting water.

Seared leaves against rock split
with sun's torture.

Stirred dust until wisps of light
smoke caught fine twigs.

Lit, that first glow birthed fire's
dread beginning.

Like a side-winding snake flew
flame down hillside.

Eyes who had seen this before
became frightened.

Forest blaze brooks no respect
for life in the wild

Inferno's insatiably dire greed
intends no survivors.
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Caught

Caught.

She was once caught in a lecher's look.
A selfish man stole her for his mistress.
Hidden became her damaged girl-hood

by satisfying his libido itch.

She was once cupid's obliging bud.

A rapist male turned her into his slave
Feeling shame she began heavy drugs
and yesterday died alone in jail.

Help never stepped in as lust nibbled
deeper into her untouched innocence.
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Caught

Caught.

Air-blue was the skirt of quick
freshening breeze.

It danced as it travelled across
rustle-dry trees.

Seared itself through thin thorn
fronting water.

Shook leaves against rock split
with heat's torture.

Stirred dust until wisps of light
flame caught thin twigs.

Alive the first glow breeds fire's
dread beginning.

Like a side-winding snake flew
death down hillside.

Eyes who had seen this knew
fright before flight.

Forest blaze brooks no feeling
for life in the wild.

Lit an inferno's insatiable greed
restrains survivors.
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Caught.

Caught.

Air-blue was the skirt of quick
freshening breeze.

It danced as it travelled across
rustle-dry meads.

Oozed itself through thin thorn
fronting water.

Shook leaves against rock split
with sun's torture.

Stirred dust until wisps of light
smoke caught thin twigs.

Lit, the first glow birthed fire's
dread beginning.

Like a side-winding snake flew
flame down hillside.

Eyes who had seen this before
became frightened.

Forest blaze brooks no respect
for life in the wild

Dire inferno's insatiable greed
needs No survivors.
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Caught.

Caught.

Swirling in oily rainbowing movement

the bubble traps time,

wraps beauty around eternity and vibrates
its world of fluidity.

Excelling in jailed soapy space-restraint
orb creates and encases

in outer fragile-thin globular skin layers

of gossamer jewellery.

Look closely at see-thru' glassy sphere
and its tiny potential

caught in a universe of wondrous hues
swirling entombed yet alive.

Then in bursting lets fall what was first
indescribable but now

disappeared bubble's enchanting magic
awes any inner-child's mind.
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CAUGHT.

CAUGHT.

Sweeping in on increasing wind the
sea-eagle glides with imposing ease,
flawless flight and dynamic harmony
assures victory as ready raptor and
restless sea-water meet.

The reason for noontime appearance
becomes transparent when in frontal
abandon the resolute bird wing-wide
descends and with measured action

dives to satisfy hunger.

Naught will finish the piercing search
of this perfect fisher but caught glory
as feathered death descends in quick
refractive dip to surface with fish-life
clasped in granite-tight claws.

Likely he has a nestful to feed before
morning is done -- so | wish him well.
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Caught.

Caught.

Air-blue flew the skirt of quick
freshening breeze.

It danced as it travelled thru'
rustle-dry meads.

Oozed danger over thick thorn
lacking water.

Shook leaves against rock split
with heat's torture.

Stirred dust until wisps of light
smoke caught thin twigs.

Lit, the first glow birthed fire's
dread beginning.

Like a side-winding snake shot
flame down a hillside.

Eyes who had seen this before
became frightened.

Dense woodland stood waiting
caught in the affray.

Timber when seared to glazed
arid will conflagrate.

Forest blaze boasts no respect
for life in the wild

Inferno’'s most insatiable greed
leaves no survivors.
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Caught.

Caught.

Swirling in oily rainbowing movement

the bubble traps time,

wraps beauty around eternity and vibrates
its world of fluidity.

Excelling in jailed soapy space-restraint
orb creates and encases

in outer fragile-thin globular skin layers

of gossamer jewellery.

Look closely at see-thru' glassy sphere
and its tiny potential

caught in a universe of wondrous hues
swirling entombed yet alive.

Then in bursting lets fall what was first
indescribable but now

disappeared bubble's enchanting magic
awes any inner-child's mind.
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Celled

Celled.

War when declared throws out planned challenge
of thorns to fighters

caught up in the sharing of foes and ever
encourages victory cries.

But

Folk start to forget who spilt first blood, or who
shot bullets of hate

into guiltless bodies when filled with passion
not of their making.

For

Sense, no longer felt, sees it insane for death
to stain soil endlessly

so brotherhood rises in love-parched hearts
desiring to mend.

Yes

When life is read rightly eyes pity and finish
with smoking iron-hot

rage so minds no longer will shatter waiting
for battle to stop.

Celled in self-same grief earth readily calls
for opposing despoilers to cease from war.
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Chafing.

Chafing.

The ready aroma of un-begun love
pervaded the fetters in which she simmered.
The chafing of hungry restraint

cloistered her longing and calloused the
rigid decorum of concord.

The lady burned for the covert, craved
the taboo and dreamt

of surrender to reckless behaviour,
yet still concurred.

Locked in ruthless austerity of hollow
convention warm

juices gelled when met with rejection.
As the haze of make-believe parted
revealing reality

so starkly set she started to weep.

Lucre pursued produces poor little
rich girls who, rule

immersed in frigid formality, learn
as they yearn for love.
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CHAINS.

Chains.

The chains

holding me sane distort
and break

at this time of day.
Memory seeps

out of sunset and turns
my heart

red to lonely's yearning.
As sad sheds

its skin regret finds ways
to tint

my sense steadily grey.
After you,
ready-packed, told me
goodbye

it began to rain fear.
Love given
half-heartedly will lack
for smashed

trust is not taken back.
But more

can be said about miss
than tears

at parting's insistence.
Shoulders

must shrug or hope falls
after

loud name-calling palls.
The chains
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holding me sane break
their hold
at each folding of day.
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CHAINS.

Chains.

The chains

holding me sane distort
and break

at this time of day.
Memory seeps

out of sunset and turns
my heart

red to rusted yearning.
As sad sheds

its skin regret finds ways
to tint my

mind steadily grey.
Love given

half-felt will ever tax

for trust

broken credit lacks.
Shoulders

must bear the resultant
ache as

truth of betrayal palls.
After you,
ready-packed, told me
goodbye it

began to rain credence.
No more

can be said about miss
than tears

at bedtime's insistence.
The chains
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holding me sane break
so badly
at this time of day.
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Chains.

Chains.

The chains

holding me sane distort
and break

at this time of day.
Memory seeps

out of sunset and turns
my heart

red to rusted yearning.
As sad sheds

its skin regret finds ways
to draw my

mind steadily backward.
After you,
ready-packed, told me
goodbye it

began to rain empty.
Shoulders

must bear the resultant
ache after

the name-calling palls.
No more

can be said about miss
than tears

at sunset's insistence.
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Challenge

Challenge.

The mind has its mountains,
cliffs of fall,

frighfully sheer,

not easily climbed, save

by those whose endurance
becomes unchained.

Life has its forbidding hills,
lion-limbed,

heights of challenge,
fearfully mined except

by those who bide in a belief
of unyielding aid.

Time has grinding anvils,
ego-made,

clothed with traps,

me-ism patterned to attack

the soul but those who win wince

yet face blows singing.
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Challenge

Challenge.

Life has its mountains,
cliffs of fall,

frightfully sheer,

not easily climbed, save
by those whose endurance
becomes unchained

Life has grinding anvils,
hammer-hard

moments of challenge,
lion-bite tests find winners
who fallen may wince yet rise
to face blows singing.
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Challenge.

Challenge.

The mind has its mountains,

cliffs of fall,

cautiously self-made traits

not easily climbed save by hearts
who fight fear and allow endurance
to augur change.

Life has its forbidding plains,
lion-limbed

heights of challenge that gained
by experience defines a belief

in those who bide with assurance
of heaven's aid.

Time has grinding anvils,

ego's test

loaded with iron will,

me-istically patterned to battle

all souls but who wins faces blows

with no wincing.
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Challenge..

Challenge.

The mind has its mountains,
cliffs of fall,

frighfully sheer,

not easily climbed, save

by those whose endurance
becomes unchained.

Life has its forbidding hills,
lion-limbed,

heights of challenge,
sorrowfully mined except

by those who bide in a belief
of heaven's aid.

Time has grinding anvils,

ego's test,

loaded with iron will,

me-istically patterned to battle

all souls but those who win wince

yet face blows singing.
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Challenges

Challenges.
Why do wind-bent trees out face each attack ?

Bark, though whip-blasted and knarled stays alive
with ironized knuckles and scars pummeled black.

Could it be wise to note how they survive ?
How can fragile shoots beneath soil grow claws ?

Battle of will-power perceives gale's fierce fight
aims to split limbs but storm meets greater force.

Rooted in "Self" is how saplings revive.

Like the set leaning stance of moorland trees
so might life's challenges be met by humanity.
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Chance

Chance.

That late afternoon

when the slope of well-muscled
shoulders approached

her slim frame and male breath
bent closer to trembling lips
refusal loomed large

for a guilt-ridden moment

then action exploded.

Chance of resistance can melt
as passion turns No into Yes.
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Chance Changes.

Chance Changes.

Time moves on remorseless yet fresh starts

appear plausible

if from parched discord

we form opportunities from which to carve.
Clearer choices for cutting free expand lone
coaster-rides for

tried surprise days may

harness adroit colour into muddy unknown.
Distress creates apathy while unrestrained
euphoria decrees

time to chance changes

for better kept, happier new mind-states.
Relocated those truncated dreams retreat
to re-form, tired

maybe but soon adorned

in fresh resolutions avoiding future defeat.
Pushing ahead, cutting fresh cloth again
we trash failure's

design to let choice sew

empowerment then Solo is worn unafraid.
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Chance.

Chance.

Pasts were forgotten,
no more were they strangers
to each other, yet
unknown then to themselves
change held awe

in the shape of desires begun
for outside of norm

age must relate to renewal.

Senses felt numb
until both realized kindly fate
meant to open love's

gate so two might make one.
Beyond time's fixed
awareness begins destiny's
chance for romance
and there duo-maturity sat
agasp at reality.
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Chance.

Chance.

Pasts were forgotten,
no more were they strangers
to each other, yet
unknown then to themselves
change produced awe

in the shape of desires begot
by need beyond norm

and years to renewal related.

Senses felt numb
until wisely realized was fate
meant to open love's

gate so two might make one.
Beyond time's fixed
awareness begins destiny's
chance for romance
to assist duo-maturity grasp
fresh passion again.
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Chance.

Chance.

Pasts were forgotten,
no more were they strangers
to each other, yet
unknown then to themselves
change held awe

in the shape of desires begun
for outside of norm

age must relate to renewal.

Senses felt numb
until both realized kindly fate
meant to open love's

gate so two might make one.
Beyond time's fixed
awareness begins destiny's
chance for romance
and there duo-maturity sat
agasp at reality.
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CHANGE.

Change.

Growls Dark

when pale glow approaches young dawn
who yawning

bows to Heaven's law and edging forward
woken light

climbs down the morning's cold slide.

Light parts

misty fingers that dart first beam-spread
and widen

to shards which shatter ebony's battle
then displays

victor's scars to virginal day.

Day starts

when night bends to release last force

and weakly

as sated jaws close to more challenge black
cloud bellows

and sinks as it bursts, effort spent.

Night barks

his goodbyes then complaining no more
skulks away

so ruthless Old Sol can lead royal reign
and arrive

in state as change paints new on sky.
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Change.

Change.

| choose to greet life without resentment,
sleep beside pain with jubilation
and wake to the thrill of Exhilaration.

| want to float in dreams of contentment,
walk unknown paths with satisfaction
and yield to the feeling of Exultation.

My spirit needs more pleasure-excitement

| seek bliss of exhilaration
so cast me adrift with Change- to-Elation.
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Changed.

Changed

You came along,
life started singing and | was the song.

Music of change
made me intend to learn giving again.

No changed to Yes

as passion desensitised moody stress.

One day | knew

needed new tango was dancing me too.

Time then arrived

when [ fell in love with just being alive.
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CHANGELING

Changeling.

Invisible dancer, Air moves with ease
bouyantly changing its imprint

on earth's waiting surface of seasons,
yet windswept Air broadcasts ferment
of mutating chicanery

by state of weathered uncertainty.

Air can create dazzle-white sculptures
with sudden modified action
producing from cool icier currents,
and light as feathers it will swirl drifts
of autumn- leaf gentleness then

blow up a tornado bent on mischief.

Yet when sunk in summer depression
Air forgets to ruffle small waves,

limp sails need bellows for ventures
but changeling ether favours no bluster
of demon breath when ballet-laced

breeze tip-toes thru' sea with slow pulse.
From waltz to flamingo on coastal hills

Air loves feeling freedom where
clifftops let divas hone ever more skills.
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Changeling

Changeling.

Invisible dancer, Air moves with ease
buoyantly changing its imprint

on earth's waiting surface of seasons,
windswept Air broadcasts ferment

of mutating chicanery

by use of weathered uncertainty.

Air creates dazzle-white sculptures
with sudden modified ease

producing from ice-laden snow
blinding swirls of high drifts,

warms to windless slush then blows

up a tornado bent on mischief.

Spring to Winter gives wicked chances
for manic Air-driven sprees

when many a hat or knicker on line

is lifted to tango before disappearing.
And when sunk in summer depression
Air forgets to ruffle small waves,

limp sails need bellows for ventures
but changeling ether favours no bluster
of demon breath when ballet-laced
breeze tip-toes on sea making no fuss.
From waltz to flamingo on coastal hills
Air loves feeling freedom where
clifftops let Divas hone ever more skills.
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Changeling.

Changeling.

Here comes the dancer forever unseen
buoyantly leaving her imprint

but never becoming weary,

unhindered Air can broadcast ferment
by drafting her faultless pattern

in cloud-wisps of quiet presence.

She can create dazzle-white sculptures
snow-carved in one fast moment
through production of freezing puffs,

or light as a feather will kick up drifts

of weathered leaves high as kites

and chuckle with autumn mischief.

yet she can sink into heat's depression
and forget her whistle when limp

sails have need of windy bellows.

An ether changeling anticipates bluster
as demon then sweet ballerina

who impresses with whirling gusts

but dance she does on Springtime hills
for Air loves the freedom where
clifftops let divas hone more skills.
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Changeling.

Changeling.

Invisible dancer, Air moves with ease
bouyantly changing its imprint

on earth's waiting surface of seasons,
yet windswept Air broadcasts ferment
of mutating chicanery

by state of weathered uncertainty.

Air can create dazzle-white sculptures
with sudden modified action
producing from cool icier currents,
and light as feathers it will swirl drifts
of autumn- leaf gentleness then

blow up a tornado bent on mischief.

Yet when sunk in summer depression
Air forgets to ruffle small waves,

limp sails need bellows for ventures
but changeling ether favours no bluster
of demon breath when ballet-laced

breeze tip-toes on sea making no fuss.
From waltz to flamingo on coastal hills

Air loves feeling freedom where
clifftops let divas hone ever more skills.
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Changeling.

Changeling.

Invisible dancer Air moves with ease
buoyantly changing its imprint

on earth's waiting surface of seasons,
yet windswept Air broadcasts ferment
of mutating chicanery

by state of weathered uncertainty.

Air can create snowy-white sculptures
with sudden modified action
producing from cool icier currents,
and light as feathers it will swirl drifts
of autumn- leaf gentleness then

blow up a tornado bent on mischief.

Yet when sunk in summer depression
Air forgets to ruffle small waves,

limp sails need bellows for ventures
but changeling ether favours no bluster
of demon breath when ballet-laced

breeze tip-toes on sea making no fuss.
From waltz to flamingo on coastal hills

Air loves feeling freedom where
clifftops let divas hone ever more skills.
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Changes

Changes.

As light sinks to hibernation the rays of sunset
become fatefully pallid like

faded velvet adorning a battle-vest,
spectacular and mystical changes then muster
unseen for roll-call by spreading

Queen Moon's opal veil over corners of dusk.

Her pale crescent glow sprays clouds of misty
non-hue, crushing out scarlet

in cool pearl beams of sheer insistence

over Sol's complexion, bleeds grey on remains
of afternoon warmth with regal

drift and dusts her lunar-flakes over the day.

Flamboyant streaks fighting in crimson flight
darken and Sun, now conquered

and weeping red tears is made to retire

as bleeding with wounded pride at losing face
he bows when Moon takes power,

for on tasting ascension she intends reigning.
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Changes

Changes.

As light sinks to hibernation rays of sunset
become fatefully pallid like

faded worn velvet adorning a battle-vest.
Spectacularly mystical changes then muster
for unseen roll-call by spreading

gueen Moon's opal veil over dim dusk.

Her pale crescent glow sprays cloudy mist
of non-hue, crushing out scarlet
in cool pearly beams by sheer insistence.

She bleeds grey into Sol's late complexion
by brooming out heat with regal
drift as she dusts lunar-flakes into the west.

Flamboyant retreating streaks darken finally
to sparks as Sun now conquered
and weeping red tears is made to retire.

Bleeding with wounded pride at losing face

king bows as queen Moon ascends
for on tasting power she intends reigning.
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Changes.

Changes.

As light sinks to hibernation the rays of sunset
become fatefully pallid like

faded velvet adorning a battle-vest,
spectacular and mystical changes then muster
unseen for roll-call by spreading

Queen Moon's opal veil over corners of dusk.

Her pale crescent glow sprays clouds of misty
non-hue, crushing out scarlet

in cool pearl beams of sheer insistence

over Sol's complexion, bleeds grey on remains
of afternoon warmth with regal

drift and dusts her lunar-flakes over the day.

Flamboyant streaks fighting in crimson flight
darken and Sun, now conquered

and weeping red tears is made to retire

as bleeding with wounded pride at losing face
he bows when Moon takes power,

for on tasting ascension she intends reigning.

Page 371/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

CHANGES.

Changes.

When more light than dark
pervades the horizon

night creeps from hiding
and cattle seek harbours
as lengthens the gloaming
they cluster round stations
neath trees in the paddock,
more still than paintings.

Huge stone-like statues
choose solo to gather,
chew cud while in waiting,
more grey than shadows
for daylight's last rays.

Thru' ebony's blackness
beasts silently suffer,
rain-stained and sightless
each stands stiff-backed
in more dark than light
facing much nightness
with rock-solid patience.

| think when dusk reigns
how courageous a cow-hide
in accepting all changes
and hope | can do likewise.
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Changes.

Changes.

Sing me an ocean of sensual moments
where breakers of interchange

spray cold regions of aching emotion
with real expressions of give.

Croon me a river of romantic tunes
flowing with sentient sighs
as rising heartbeats end each move

to show gone pleasure exists.

Hum me a lake of whispered excitement
where passion runs naked

and kisses deliver the depths desired

to reach satisfaction missed.

Serenade me a carefully ardent sea
where desire changes inert to eager.
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Changing

Changing.

And the day dawned
when he doffed his thick overcoat
and set off to meet her alluring invite.

Changing however
her mind-set she fell to preparing
surprises to scare ultra-elusive guys.

She nailed up smiles
and blocked entrance usage to what
was duly considered as time wasters.

If often opened, doors
left ajar can suddenly swing inward
and if feeling unhinged close up again.

He knocked and naked

with confusion at finding love locked
by guilty regret, quickly he crept away.
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Changing.

Changing.

Macaroon sky,
white-ruffled and fluffed
like meringue pie
trapped in cold oven.
Roan-streaked twilight
night-stained and greying
like grains of rye
simmered in gravy.
Wind-sheeted shore
cheesy and mould-slaked
like bread long-stored
means storm on the way.
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Changing.

Changing.

Macaroon sky,
white-ruffled and fluffed
like meringue pie

rising in oven.

Roan-streaked twilight
night-stained and greying
like grains of rye
simmered in gravy.

Cloud-domed above
changing and crusted
like boiled parsley duff
not stirred well enough

Wind-beaten shore
cheesy and mould-slaked
like bread long stored
means storm on the way.
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Chasms..

Chasms.

Humanity's endless chasms of class
routs all avenues of society
and do not in reality get less narrow.

Money the monarch still sits in state
with a smile on his busy
two-faceness which no virus shakes.

God save the small openings between
unscaleable walls through
which pilgrims can carefully squeeze.

The army against rift of divides face
ancient odds of mis-rule

yet it climbs on to establish change.
Tryers believe if they battle to widen
small gaps they may see

a land of begin-again on the horizon.

Class separation ever spreads chaos.
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CHESIL.

Chesil.

This ancient pebbled beach

has seen the boots of ages run to make deep inroads
on its ship-shape paving.

Long in length and fossil-strewn

its use in naval training has equipped in many sailors
room for feats of bravery.

Careers at sea are paved

with danger and seen as heeded here has been the use of
drills in discipline.

Young men are taught the need

of Chesil-hardship and mostly just prior to boarding
boats for ocean-missions.

A look for prehistoric

finds too in weedy holes and under rocks which upturned
may prove successful.

Leaving the strip of famous land

that Hardy called "a narrow thread" all will have seen

its shingled credentials.

Piles of pea-sized gravel

cover old treasures and seeking scored rocks was the
obssession until recently.

Chesil's guardians wisely moved

might and main along this ancient fossiled way to keep
and prize its rich diversity.

| remember the headlands

of Portland Bill and Fleet Lagoon tossed by winter winds
yet battling wrecking waves.

Grateful too the care shown for all

who trained at Chesil and now sail braver over open
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ocean's many vagaries.
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Chill.

Chill.

Holding a crown of snow today

old golden fern-heads

poke their glass gowns into wind-blow
and stiff-stalked they wait

in moor-land chill for slow melting.
Warmth starts down below

when roots begin moves to unveil
flow of curled ringlets

which fingers of Spring yearn to open.
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Chimerical

Chimerical.

Who, having heard the very first whisper

of sonorous change as it catches the drift
and tremulous breeze starts piped quiver
in musical metal will reject those myriads
of toning jingle made by my wind-chimes.

Who, having harkened to hovering rustle
in trees as they warily take up the notes

will not need to catch playful air currents
portray leafy chatter, as pressure rotates
to tuned tinkle made by my wind-chimes.

Who can ever explain that mystical draw
of transfixing pleasure when the rhythm

resonates in time with buffets and before
pealing ceases yet another timed singing
erupts inside my chimerical wind-chimes.
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Chimes

Chimes..

Who has heard the very first whisper

of sonorous change catching the drift

in tremulous breeze as chimera quivers
and metallic poles shudder when myriads
of differing tones shake my wind-chimes ?

Who has measured the softest rustle
of leaves partaking in air's new bustle
playing new symphonies by gentle rote
with melodic key-changes in tuneful notes
made by the swing of my resonant chimes ?

Who has explained this exotic draw

of transfixing music, ringing in chorus
when pipes suspended high-ward swing

by continual singing the electrified mystic
of spell-striking life in my rhythmic chimes ?

Page 382/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

CHOICES.

Choices.

When sleep leaves

and tendrils of light seep gently
into a dawn,

my opened eyes see

clearly

an adventure ahead.

| shall repent of any one minute
wasted in this glorious
nearly-new day

which early sings out to be taken
and seized, then

molded to what pleases me.

It is twenty four more hours
of life,

and make of it what | will,

| know it to be a

given time.

An exciting space.

Mine.

To choose what to be, victim
or hero,

to look below or above.

Will | peruse the stars or the mud ?

Shall | shine, or prevent love
lighting my heart,
or could | appear
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to be happy yet feel sad
deep inside.?

There will be others who
inhabit this day

who might need me to show
them a way to smile.

Choices are free to be made
and | shall hope

to choose love's voice today.
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Christmas Resilience

Christmas Resilience.

Tell me a winter-clad tale of ponds

icy coated and

Christmas held between tending

farm animals,

of misty dawning's snow-blind glide

through goat-dotted hills

to cottage cowl,

of wind's sudden howling in rafters
when teeth rattle.

Tell me of frosty-backed cattle tho'

stalled lowing for cud,

of fields thigh-high in drifts, flakes

piled around hedgerows

shielding stiff sheep,

of frozen greenery,

of tough farming breeds labouring

to dig out and save

lambing ewes,

of new-born bleating hunger,

of calves losing

others in mass stumble for cover,

of log-ovens kept hot to save late

festive dinners and puds

when jobs are done.

Tell me the story of never say No
when going gets tough,

of folk whose hold on tomorrow
shines with hope,

when after bad weather losses
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shrugs of wide shoulders
fasten worn jackets and hatted,
trust steps forward

raw fingered yet willingly ready
despite freeze and

struggles to battle all conditions.

Clad in strongest resilience
such men and their women.
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Clandestine Biscuits

Clandestine Biscuits.

Such a day

with the sun smearing

gilt over smudge-grey cloudburst

he first held my hand.

Such a feel

of glad surrender

weak with belief in fateful

attraction to each.

Such atime

when togetherness

heedlessly discounted sense

for satisfied need.

Such a thrill

to recall the laughs

and forget happy can dry

as guilt ferments tears.

Such a while

since lonely got fed

with clandestine biscuits yet
still has no regret.
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CLEAN AIR.

CLEAN AIR.

Crystalline

and mountain-still,
early

winter-day-air
circulates

and as daylight falls
from

azure-domed

vault

vapour gells, thickens,
alters

to earthy-lungs aerate
then

glassy clear, forces
entrance,

through mouth or nose,
impregnates

and with every breath
taken

it invigorates the next.

Clean air heightens

senses to appreciate life.

Page 388/1863



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of Fay Slimm.

CLIMBING.

Climbing.

Stormforce confronts the tail-end
of innocence and carefree

calm hurled away, fire's mind-set
lights departure's legacy.

Life in the wake of changes acts
out a merciless course,
composure alters as hurtful facts
faced loathe being absorbed.

Scarring of hope exposes wounds
and festers turn raw

as lover's lost trust starts to ooze
bile inside heart's disorder.

Lies like turbulence cause offence
to trust's wiser claim

and truth strikes hard when sense
perceives their waywardness.

Gathering a last frenzied strength
rage floods thru resistance,
forces entry, flails then quenches
a taste for forgiveness.

Now dry-eyed the lady fights on
safer ground, well-shaken

but wiser and still climbing from
his bitter betrayal.
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Clocking Time.

Clocking Time.

For a while your time
will be mine.

Our clocks will read
just the same.
Insufferable swathes
of unwanted

space having become
swallowed by
waning long distance
arrive for us
recovered and laced.
Synchronised,

my time and yours
for brief days

shall be all the more
dearly binding.
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Cloistered

Cloistered

Take this ocean whose mirrored image
turns on a whim of tide-led passion.
Watch how her writhing motion hinders
calm surface as stirred liquid reacts.

Take this vast sea whose saline terrors
ring the knells of many a sailor.
Mark how her breakers heave swelling

attempts to sink homing boats per se.

Take this huge lake whose rimless vortex
washes my wait in watery distance.
Know how much desire cloistered shores
hold for parted lovers saltily missed.
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CLOSE COMFORT.

Close Comfort.

With zeal | reach for your core
in my dreams.

Love lifts you each night-time
into my keeping.

Conscience floats weightless
and | being certain feel

your desire.

Yielding to you is not a burden.

Holding you soul-close | yearn
for our union

when true amour shall survive
with nightly revival.

To thrive love fears no partings
and refutes goodbyes.

So for now my faraway-dearest
put words to use

and breathe your close comfort
into my heart.

[
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Closeness.

How fragile the thread which binds
souls to this earth.

Does the end as ties break preserve
nothing save name?

Will need be extinguished as demise
re-claims words ?

When amour says Goodbye remains
closeness the same ?

YET

Love will send music from eternity's
anthem

AND

Learning its language makes contact
triumphant.
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Co-Existence

Co-Existence.

................ the product of timeless eternity.
You are you for

........ whom wisdom created earth's beauty.
We are the

............................. citizens of universality.
Let us make

......... this planet a place where love rules.

There are those

who on whim would destroy single nations.
Bring to quick

end healthy remedies for sick generations.
You friend are one

who could alter course of weak leadership.
| am me

whose support advocates ways of healing.

We as the foot

...................... workers for freedom's survival

would then see

...................... co-existence brooks no compromise.

Page 394/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Co-Existence

CO-EXISTENCE.

If through busyness there is no moment
to sit or stand

and look quietly at daffodils Spring will
have kissed its last.

Hot Summer's virility will have smothered
the countryside and still

not been marvelled at by a too keen time
keeper before Winter

de- leaves Autumn and its freeze begins.

Months, if not noted unobtrusively meld
each seasonal change
to deflect attention and years slip away
imperceptibly while joy
soon disappears off its missed agenda.

Clearly this calls for deliberate action by
abandoning chores,

closing guilt's doors then skipping into
airy morning's offered

shawl of freshly filtered delectable dew.
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Stopping to hear silence sparks wonder
that has keys to mindfulness

where time unlocks delight by reviving
simplicity of child-like awe

as it fills listening hearts with its song
for by staring at nature

to learn co-existence souls discern laws
of shared sameness adorning life.
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CO-EXISTENCE.

CO-EXISTENCE.

If through busyness there is no moment
to sit or stand

and look quietly at daffodils Spring will
have kissed its last,

hot Summer's virility will have smothered
the countryside and still

not been marvelled at by a too keen time
keeper before Winter

de- leaves Autumn and its freeze begins.

Months, if not noted unobtrusively meld
each seasonal change
to deflect attention and years slip away
imperceptibly while joy
soon disappears off its missed agenda.

Clearly this calls for deliberate action by
abandoning chores,

closing guilt's doors then skipping into
airy morning's offered

shawl of freshly filtered repairing dew.

Stopping to hark at silence and wonder
gives proper mindfulness

when time defines moments by reviving
a simple child-like awe

as it fills listening hearts with lark-song
for by staring at nature

to learn co-existence souls receive light.
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Coasting

Coasting.

With voice like hot whiskey
moistly potent

she touches the sensual

in would-be punters

with throaty whispers

of lusty pleasure.

Brandy-brown eyes and
wavy black hair
provides randy Annie
with many afternoon
coasting clients

S0 nights are mostly
given to other
attractions like --1!

(end word is left to imagination )
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Collusion

Collusion.

The tune of earth's fire and water affair
re-fashions this planet with abandon.

Its active collusion shows musical flair
yet never a note becomes entangled.

Welcome these universal facts now taught
that every vast chorus clashes with naught.
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COLOUR-POWER,.

Colour-Power

Unseen but to few, we glow as bearers
of colour.

Borne by light's rays which daily

beam through

to the soul are vibrations we are aware
of only barely
yet long known as aura.

The eyes, once seeing these cogents
of brilliance,

never forget the startling

effect colour has as part of the psyche.
Red stimulates, orange gives drive,
blue calms,

paler shades radiate peace,

while others impart aid toward relaxation.

Feel how green gently pervades

and unwinds,

but purple arouses

and resonates with its sensuous action.
Life scintillates

valuable hues and shades of verisimilitude,
and what an impact bright

colour-power offers

as it alters, creates and encourages better
views of what is authentic.

Nature invites and bestows gifts of unusual
alchemy from colour's tonal textures

to complete our uniqueness if we so choose.
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Colour-Power.

Colour-Power

Unseen but to few we all glow as
bearers of colour,

borne by light's rays which daily

beam through to

the soul with what we are aware

of only barely

and known as our beautiful aura.

The inner eye once sighting rays
of hued brilliance

never forgets the startling effect
colour has on that

mood -change part of the psyche.

Red stimulates, orange gives drive,
blue calms,

and yellow shades radiate healing

while silver relaxes.

Green gently rejuvenates the mind
yet purple arouses

by unwinding inner-sensory vibes.

Life scintillates to attract wholeness
and what an impact
colour-power has on over- stressed
insides as it's force

ever advocates restyling composure.
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Nature cares to help

if we but choose

to give colour a fair chance
by usage.
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Colours of Change.

Colours of Change.

No night could be darker than this.
Starless and chilled,

its breath thickens with cold the minutes
of December's decease

and snaps at the old year's sap until
clock’s final chimes ring out defeat.

Then starts the colours of change.

No sky could be lit more than this.
No show so bright

while firework frenzy ends shivers
of London crowd's wait

and lifts the mind of ice-raked spirit
to awe-raised warmth of New Year.

Firework sparkle earns hurrays.
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COLOURS OF CHANGE.

Colours of Change.

No night could be darker than this.
Starless and chilled,

its breath thickens with cold the minutes
of 2018 remaining

and snaps at the old year's sap until
clock’s final chimes ring out defeat.

Then starts the colours of change.

No sky could be lit more than this.
No show so bright

while firework frenzy ends shivers
of London crowd's wait

and lifts the mind of ice-raked spirit
to awe-raised warmth of New Year.

Firework sparkle earns loud hurrays.
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COMBUSTION.

Combustion.

Fired by voluptuous
tease of crusts

is lust's physicality
minus love.

Ablaze with eruptions
of Circe's cup

is desire's volatility
minus love

Encased in combustion
of fleeting fun
is resigned sensuality

minus love.
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Come Back

Come Back.

Perhaps the tumultuous love
we shared before

before will be soon resumed
breaking months

of lonely into lucid excitement
as fate becomes

drenched in emotional rises
and ebbs die

with fervent persistence.

Spliced together at last old
vows made in turbulent waters
could leave tidal shallows

and find rest from clamorous
union for binding new

to sense of time we should then
live better without

vibration of constant termagant.
So come back in sight over

the horizon my fisherman's boat
| no longer haggle and

for you I am hungry
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COME LET US ........

Come. let us leave sleep and put on the morning.
Waken to first trembling birth of the day.

Listen as mist gives way to symphonic new scales
stirring dawns's fragile music.
Watch as dome's blue widens its azure-blue maw.

Note how warmth cracks open buds' sticky coatings
of dew-soaked velvet
then applaud as night's jacket of cold disappears.

Let us imagine the tune nature hums when golden
rays voice another day's beams.
Nod in agreement as chill is de-frocked and hours

of restless dreaming forgotten.

Run with the nectar of virgin haste when sunglow
races new joys to prepare.

Dress in excitement's changes and learn morning's
story written on earlyness.

Let us produce smiles of welcome to cleansed air.
Drink all the freshly-pressed juices

of day as blaze melts shadows of night's outflow.

Using light's glory let awe dance,

come throw off blind nocturnal attire and adorn
life by putting on morning.
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Comingness

Comingness.

| wake to a mist heavy with drizzle,
listen for robin putting on morning
and follow his steps.

Wet it may be but winter is waning,
dawn's daily herald of comingness
lessens depression.

| intend to ease torso that stiffened
and aching gives plenty of warning
which calls for stretching.

Clean and dressed | fall into new day
ready and smiling for like all creation
| want morning's best.
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Commissioned

Commissioned.

| wish thee to colour her
in rightful shades.
Portraits without intrigue
frighten a Lady.

Paint her ambitious

and thou see her wrong.
Pencil her ugly,

thy neck may get strung.
Crayon her wistful

and that may'st not fit.
Pastel her jealous

and thou wilt regret it.
Sketch her romantic
and thou draweth near.
Colour her lovely

and thou needst not fear.

Portraits commissioned
by patron's contrivance
meant artists were paid
if they portrayed wisely.
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Commitment

Commitment.

Festooned round

skilfully sentenced evasion
never deeper
than experienced phrasing
lies counterfeit
cunning methods known as
unmeant affection.
Playing at love is a divisive
two-faced game
based on arrant deception.
Vows that are fake
never stand time's intense
scrutiny for real
care knows trust can break
when being misled
by contrival's appearance.

Better by far to exclude lies
and contemplate first

a lover's needs in providing
regard for worthier

and believable commitment
knowing action speaks
louder than any mere words.
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Compatibility.

Compatibility.

Smokescreens blinker reality,
blindfolds spell rancour
and shadows engender battle

when attitude unresponse favours.

Closed shops achieve not a thing.

Creating bonded compatibility
absorbs old identities,

and repairs the stalemate
blocking worn out relationships.

Patience un-knots tangled string.
Strengthen then non-braided
states of distant confusion

with love's non-combustibles

and heal chilly hostile behaviour.

Genuine care breeds union-bliss.

Page 412/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Compatible.

Compatible.

We pair of home-comers

built from painful baggage a water-tight dream,
we painted an idyll of walled delight.

A bright corner where care could cover old scars.
Oh that happy hand-in-glove fit of regenerative
pleasure which we dared to admit

into the picture of autumnal love.

Such easy laughter sparked need to spend more
new-found treasure in glad togetherness.

Fresh as youth the stream we dug from aridity.
Your tenderness stoked heat

in forgotten feelings, blazed pathways to places

| had never been

and seared heaven into every greeting.

So gentle our mountain

of unleashed freedom that time gave us chance
to climb new heights.

| thrived in sweet air of acceptability.

You re-sculpted sallow existence, blushed my
pallid future, accessed the girl inside

and unfastened this

latched-up former conformist.

You let loose love's abandon and | did not refuse.
Beautiful man your breath

warmed every fold of compatible essence, toned
any slack in my short-sighted outlook

and de-misted

smeared myopic signals.

Duo-passion oiled and honed rarely used action
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so we could reach bliss.

Our union was something greater than physical
and that better otherness | shall

always remember.

No ocean of parting can break devotion's deep
integrity and | know for certain

we shall meet again.

Oh unforgettable man

you stole into destiny, enraptured my soul and

now you hold it forever.
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COMPLIANCE.

Compliance.

So let the grand masquerade start.

Now locked safely away,

restricted and mute is her duly subdued heart,
neatly boxed,

disciplined,

strongly tied

and nicely presented to show whole compliance.
Her own pictured hopes deleted by duty she lays
dreaming aside,

and decides to accede.

With reality not in the way the play can proceed.
All seems accomplished, she bows to demand,
or request, face set,

made-up mask hardened into a smile she folds
away dreams

and stands almost reliably ready.

The world will see only a token of what she feels
in an acceptable show.

Done now and dusted, tranformance complete,
she will enter

to give an unflagging muted performance of brave
yet substitute love.

Staging then set she emerges for her rehearsed
but challenging part,

and submissive, begins her well learnt behaviour.
Yet never seen because bleeding and caged
deep inside,

is the beaten remains of a life daily sacrificed

in striving to please.
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So need a housewife's masquerade start ?

Page 416/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Compromise

Compromise.

| shall find bluebirds adorning my sky
after today,

knowing tomorrow waits

holding assurance to dry bleary eyes,
healing the whys

of today with promise of change,
offering faith

to a much bruised heart that refuses
negation of love.

| resist relegating us to yesterday's
pyre and will renew

after today more affirmative smiles
knowing belief will stir

tomorrow, not beaten by housing
defeated doubts,

but ready to reconnect our
togetherness as love's abundance
opens to compromise.

After today yesterday's dull ache
may then become numb.
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Conceding

Conceding.

An ink-toned ebony night captures
sound and hones from stillness quiet rapture.
Emerging the sparkle of gem-stars
lends diamond brightness to penetrate dark.
And surging toward us while we lie
powerless a God-shine reimburses our eyes.
Consciously losing tracked time day's
uncertainty fades and we fall up into space.
We sip nova's love signs and as black

velvet remains holed we desire satisfaction.
When one with the cosmos doubt yields
then conceding to destiny modest recedes.
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Conceding.

Conceding.

An ink-toned ebony night captures

sound and takes from stillness quiet rapture.
Emerging now sparkling gem-stars

lend diamond brightness to penetrate dark.
And surging toward me while | lie

powerless that shine embraces my mind.
Consciously losing track of time, way

past heaven's far height | fall up into space.
| taste one nova then thick black

velvet becomes holed as | digest the galaxy.
Grief could not console me but his

star holds secrets which assure future bliss.
One with the cosmos | can now stop

as conceding to mystery fear has been lost.
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Conceding.

Conceding.

An ink-toned ebony night captures
sound and hones from stiliness quiet rapture.
Emerging the sparkle of gem-stars
lend diamond brightness to penetrate dark.
And surging toward me while | lie
powerless a God-shine reimburses my mind.
Consciously losing track of time day's
deepest laments fade as | fall up into space.
| taste nova's signs and while black'’s
velvet becomes holed shall digest the galaxy.
Doubt could not console me but love's

hold routs the unknown to pronounce proof.
One with the cosmos my stress ceases
for in conceding to destiny mourning recedes.
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CONCEDING.

Conceding.

An ink-toned ebony night captures

sound and takes from stillness quiet rapture.
Emerging now sparkling gem-stars

lend diamond brightness to penetrate dark.
And surging toward me while | lie

powerless God-'shine embraces my mind.
Consciously losing track of time, way

past heaven's far height | fall up into space.
| taste nova's signs while thick black

velvet becomes holed as | digest the galaxy.
Grief could not console me but love's

feel holds divine secrets of assured proof.
One with the cosmos | shall now stop

as conceding to mystery fear has been lost.
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CONCORDANCE.

Concordance.

To awake

in a quiet corner of peace and stare
at rich friendship meeting needs
is so gratifying

for reality can end in what dreams
begot of notions to share

as concordance shows.

To awake

in a hateful place of disabling war
where defiling fear strips life

of beauty and stasis

cringing behind abuse is making
disdain worse than before

as contention shows.

To awake

in a world of learnt awareness asks
that bones be allowed to grow
naturally old and souls

carefully nurtured is belief in

love being first factor

as cordiality shows.

Page 422/1863



%Mdm ()-2. Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Connection

Connection.

In some swift spark of Infinity
| felt his shadow alter vibrations.

Dazzled, transfixed inside Forever

| heard his presence shifting dimensions.

In one burst of rhythmic connection
| tasted his spirit thirsting for mine.
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CONNECTION.

Connection.

It is there at the inner edge,
where Self-awareness
meets the ocean of Being
our souls can grow most.

Yield opens new thresholds
and exposes the peace

of stress-free dimensions
by wonder's experience.

If doubt allows room faith
engages with proof and
lights space where begins

our connection with bliss.

Time ceases as solid feels
weightless and silence
seems loud when awed by
leaping all boundaries.

It is there at the inner edge,
where Self-awareness
meets the wonder of Being

that our spirit can grow.
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Connection.

Connection.

A page
stands waiting for poetic
fingers to discover lettering.

Leafless
yet flowering an untold
message often stays folded.

Between
connection are threads

composed as unsaid wordlets.

Uplifting
this contact, tho' who
knows if receivers will view.

The Muse
will show more than
mute cyber-notes ever can.

Open

then that waiting page
and invite communication.
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CONSTANT.

Constant.

| have seen harboured dusk blackening sails,
ocean-face blazing with phosphorescence,
cottage walls hiding those, saline-drenched,
whose living depends on battling sea gales.

| have sighted mauve-dawn colouring vessels,
gull-beaks shrieking with frustrated hunger,
fisher men eyeing first signs of low thunder
yet constant the need for all hands on decks.

Consorting with water's alchemic nature
scribes courage on each weathered face.
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Constant.

Constant.

| have seen harboured dusk blackening salils,
ocean-face blazing with phosphorescence,
cottage walls hiding those, saline-drenched,
whose living depends on battling sea gales.

| have sighted mauve-dawn tinting vessels,
gull-beaks a-shriek with frustrated hunger,
fisher men eyeing the first signs of thunder
yet constant the need for all hands on decks.

Consorting with water's alchemic nature
scribes courage on each weathered face.
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Constraint

Constraint.

She possessed a wandering spirit.
He demanded strict control.
Yet in their autumn years she filtered
constraint by nurturing hope
that karmic rewards are consistent
for with neglect faint will grow
scent of faded roses disdain-killed
by an insistent stay-at-home.
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Contact

Contact.

Locked into time's doom

sensible scribes

watch New Year's quick passing
and revive friendly

contact with the whispering Muse
of spontaneous verse

for fresh-guided graphics
endlessly stick

to a writer's use of good wording.

Like perceived flow of water
metaphor clings as
form fastens to listening mediums

when poetry calls.

Profound the effect

on slow unwinding of notions
when capture begins

and each line becomes potent
with well-crafted expressions of
other dimensions.

Laced with engaging

metrical phrases written description

by those apt to see
notes all simple

happenings worth linguistic completion

to effectual odes.
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May 2021 from

first to last month embrace lettered
efforts as success

bursts through floodgates

and poets shape lovely nectar from
sculpted alphabet.
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CONTACT.

Contact.

Boisterous sheets

of morning-fresh tumbling water
thrown from the rock top

in a torrent of rainbowing

discharge splintered droplets of light
into deep pool

where implosion quelled high fever
and turmoil ended in quiet peace.

Breaking surface

with frothy rumpus on limpid-still
calm of sun-filtered haven
flat-plated water suddenly

split as from reedy banks of murk
swam The Vision

rustling through stalks of wet iris
head high and cautiously gliding.

Silent his smooth

liquid path broke in random spree
of free-diving display dips

while slipping quick glances

my way and breathless with awe

| felt contact

with wild nature as | settled to wait
for more moments of Otter elation.

He soon distanced
to a mere dot on the mirrored wet
tho' my sight tried to follow
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his insistence on fur-coated
watery play right to a finalé of fun
under cascade
and his Otter venture into cataract plot
showed pleasure's action | never forgot.
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Contact.

Contact.

An ink-toned ebony night captures

doubt and shows my soul healing rapture.
Emerging now a winking lone star

lends arcane comfort to impregnate dark.
Light surges inwards and as | lie
prostrate mystic awe embraces my mind.
Losing time's conscious track, way

past mourning's grasp | fall up into space.
Thru' heaven's hole | taste contact

and as wonder grows | digest the galaxy.
Now at one with equivocal cosmos

my myopic tears soak up focus and stop.
Grief can never console me but his

star reveals edict of lovers un-dying bliss.
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CONTRIVANCE.

Contrivance.

| wish thee to sketch her
in rightful shades.
Portraits sans thought
might alter a Lady.

Paint her ambitious

and thou judge her wrong.

Pencil her ugly
and thy neck gets strung.

Crayon her wistful
and that may'st not fit.
Pastel her wanton

and thou wilt regret it.

Draw her romantic

and my wishes complete.
Colour her love

and thou need'st not fear.

Portraits thus taken

met patron-contrivance.
Artists found fame

in painting wives wisely.
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Contrivance.

Contrivance.

| wish thee to see her
in dignified shades.
Portraits sans beauty
frighten a Lady.

Paint her ambitious

and thou judge her wrong.

Pencil her jealous,

thy neck might get strung.

Crayon her wistful
and that will not not fit.
Pastel her ugly

and thou wilt regret it.
Draw her romantic
and thou getteth near.
Colour her love

and thou need not fear.

Patrons commisioned
by sly contrivance.
Artists found favour

if they painted wisely.
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Conversion

Conversion.

Descent to despair can reach
darkest of worlds

yet as shadow's mood leaves
a new urge unfurls,

awakes stirrings of Self, tied
to anticipation,

beckons to sense held inside
painful failures

and as mind clears re-action
creates conversion,

shows rabid despair to have
lasting reversal.
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Conversion

Conversion.

Descent to despair can reach
dusk of underworlds

but as shadow's tide beaches
swept conscience unfurls,
clears stirrings of Self re-tied
to anticipation,

beckons to positive, re-winds
thoughts on failure

and as sense ends calamity
begins a conversion,

shows rabid despair to have
lasting reversal.
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COPING ALONE.

Coping Alone.

A shadow, poised where the blow is to fall
transports and transforms

in its turning

as shot hits, making wife widow who learns
by authentic letter

but starts hopeful pretense.

A dream believed whole is but a fragment
transfixed and transient

in its racing

away from such real where tragedy faces
grave's mocking indifference

to wedlock's stark finish.

A battle-torn soul coping alone with grief
transacts and transmits

in its mourning

devotional vows should report prove false
yet she, believing he lives

weeps while cursing war's evil.
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Core-Healing.

Core-Healing.

A little silence mothers the truth for those
who dare seek and embrace

the almost heard,

for if not smothered stillness finds access
to something of wisdom waiting
underneath sound,

so begets learning more than that known.

Only to those who seek calm in un-vocal
can notes of non-sonance

compose true peace

and mind produce power of inner coping
as quietness needs alchemy's

halcyon to reach

balm of core-healing for heart and soul.
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Counting Sheep

Counting Sheep.

Starting dawn-early in high country fields
search for lambing means folk,

asleep under snoring duvets must rouse
and vyield to first birth-needs

before heading, quick coated from sleep
for cautious field-hunt

as motherly grunts hope warmth will clear
morning mist after night's

chilly effort to squeeze drop of new bleat.

Freshly-met woolly lamb scent greets day
to show darkness moves

pregnant ewes while as heaves disappear
farmers welcome birthed few

by counting sheep but must leave further
numbers in good luck's keeping.
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Counting Sheep.

Counting Sheep.

Starting early in dawn's high-country fields
scent of lambing arises when farmers,
asleep under snoring duvets

must rouse and yield to labouring needs
at roostor-crow hour

and sleepily leave the togetherness

of female-warm bed

before heading, quick-trousered into folds
and cautiously peep

at motherly grunts hoping sun will impale
morning mist after night's

chilly effort to beat dropped breath from
wooly bleats in after-birth cold.
Hitch-plough field's scent of new raw day
shows darkness left

few heaving ewes as night creeps away,
followed by farmers who,

still counting sheep and blessings, leave
the rest in God's keeping
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COURAGE.

Courage.

How soon the servant to sun and wind
needs nerves of steel
when handling an ocean so capricious.

Trapped between lull

and heaving fury a sailor meets waves
that might become

changed to deafening thunder, giants
rearing to blind

with saline can un-man vessels quickly
leaving behind

floundering gasps that struggle to right
a wayward mast.

Skippers in days gone by toughened on
life in the brine

yet even the strong weakened enough
when gripped by gale.

Human eyes scanning for shore skyline
find courage cries

louder than storm's walil as sailors leap
into hell's blast,

tighten and loosen all soaked bindings,
claw against force

and slowly up-right dangerous leaning
toward safe course.

Then, gale out-blown and risk subsiding
under sun's heat
to mirror-flat doldrum of glistening sea
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where languid lie
sails and fish swim alongside uncaught
do blisters subside

and raw fingers heal before next storm.

Pity ship-mates

coping with vagaries of mis-behaviour
in their fickle

mistress as worked to the weary bone,
hauling for home

near beaten small boats limp into port,
holed and fish-less.

Old-time seafaring folk wading through

tales own to fright

before soldering nerves of steel tighter.
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Covert

Covert.

| see

butterscotch evenings,

lollipop skies of amber-cream,
last light frothing waves

as sea's olive coverlet changes
to caramel-sepia.

*

*

| see
twilight blush streaking
dusk in stripe humbug-tints,
pink cheeks dimpling
as honied in cherry-lip mem'ry
arises clandestine scenes.

*

| see

Treacle-soft times sealing
promise of secret trials,
offers of pleasure

as sundown uncovers eager
share in mutual feelings.

*

*

| see
Chocolate-smooth dreaming
invades ever after to hold
close romantic moments

spent in covert still tasting
of first love sweetness.
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Covert

Covert.

Such an ebony hour as this

readies dun moments for stolen bliss.
Dusk's satin sheet rises

to cloak secret places with hunger
yet sunsetting over

finds darkness hides bundles of risk.
Fugitive love plays

alluring games when two crave fire.
Such covert conscripts

night to form shadows for hiding.
Re-created are thrills

for covered in twilight's illegal kisses
double coupled desire

keeps need alive to seek clandestine.
Yet pleasuring ends

if ardour wants more than caresses.
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Covert.

Covert.

Such an ebony hour as this
re-paints sweet hue of stolen bliss.
Night's satin sheet rises

to awaken passion's escaping sighs
yet normal day over

finds darkness demands high risks.
Fugitive love plays

alluring games when two crave fire.
Re-created are thrills

for hidden in twilight's illegal kisses
is double-coupled desire

that feeds need for the clandestine.
Honesty ends when

ardour replaces that which it misses.
Such covert cover

creates taste for ambrosial paradise.
Hidden however those addictive sips.

Lovers world over

accept tryst's demands must be secret
yet tears will be shed

if words whispered turn once to deceit.
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Coveted.

Coveted.

When half the world was blank on maps,
when people still believed in magic,
sounds became muffled

as underground tappings sprung up

in the hills and holes appeared.

Feet vanished for what seemed like days
then flat mining caps

full of dust, topping faces of loot-happy
smiles shuffled off hazily

clutching large seeds of glimmery gold.
White-knuckled black

fists clutched closely to ribs dead weight
of their findings, bags

of pure alchemy, stones which changed
when kindled in home-made
dirt-hearths, to the hot comfort of flame
keeping away winter's cold.

Nuggets lost beneath time became finds
worth more than diamonds

when, in days of old, warmth could save
peasants' work-worn lives.

Yes, coveted then was possession of coal.
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Coveted.

Coveted.

When half the world was blank on maps
and people believed in magic,

sounds became muffled as tappings
under the soil sprung up

while in the hills big holes appeared.

Folk vanished for what seemed like days
then flat mining caps

full of loot-happy dust, topping faces

of smiles shuffled off hazily

clutching large lumps of silvery seeds.

White-knuckled black fists clutched close
to ribs the dead weight

of their findings, bags of pure alchemy,
stones which changed when

kindled in home-made places of fire.

Dirt-hearths rose to unknown hot comfort
with flame keeping cold away,

gems lost beneath time became nuggets
worth more than diamonds

and in days of old saved work-worn lives.

Yes coveted then was possession of coal.

Page 448/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Crafty Spring

Crafty Spring

Spring drips in and

all growth becomes riddled with
desire for warmth,

ridden with need for having more.
Freshly risen, green

gets liquid-addiction, an invisible
draw makes each sward

swoon for regular fixes of water.
Crafty Spring knows

plants crave doses so being fickle
he drops trickles used

to tease shoots upwards for fuel.
Potent, he opens

cores formerly hidden, then the
illicit physician lopes

in to flippantly dominate flora.
Bold, he impregnates

the inactive deep sleep of nature,
forcing in wet sensuous

potions to unclothe closed petals.
Young Spring hangs around

to tickle ground's fancy yet Sol's
hot passion he fears,

S0 as heat rises he disappears.
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Cream-Plied.

Cream-Plied

Poorly resourced, ill-used time kills warmth when
rude under-dressed exchanges begin

being passed as norm.

Non-value remarks always fail to impress yet stick
long in the mind as guns of unkindness

kill habitual best.

Sash down and closed against harshness unfeeling
words thrown about hurtfully can rattle

and needlessly burn.

Sticking to tongue long after they fly angry words
come back as unloving chains to shackle
digestible language.

Corners need cleaning when insults adhere beyond
normal reason to rub former scar-battles

in mud thoughtlessly flung.

If tried, sharing affection inside a relationship sews
repair to the worn distress of paucity's

shawl! of unmeant care.

Spread with love the saying is true that newly white
mornings feel right when plain breakfast

is cream-plied by two.
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Crescented Magic.

Crescented Magic.

Hello shiny loop of post-shower Rainbow,
you of mosaic-powered striated halo,

and so sages tell, a sign of faith.

Oh consummate sweep of bow-creation,
who can know when and why

you appear with myth of fascination.

You chaste secreter of much potted gold,
crescented magic of arc-perfection

your brilliant mixtures of shaded hues
break raindrops to states

of optic illusion which act as temptation.

Favour no seekers, oh Rainbow whom
by digging for legend will

selfishly follow roads right to your end.
Make therefore no friends

of illicit searchers for treasure, those
who see you as meant lure

for embellishing retrousséd wealth.
Rainbow you cover your real blessings
in pseudo-gilt with which

ingratiates have become obsessed.
Sedate then all lucre-lust with a curved
root at each toe of your
rain-augmented foot to waylay theft.

Divert and deflect looters with luminous
know-how and curl into

spacial deception before desecration.
Bedazzle all lechers by preventing entry
to any pretentious view
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of your sensitive and tremulous end.

You as writhe of kaleidoscope can keep
away crooked schemers

by retaining a varisome irridescence.
Alive with mysterious rays

behave like a ghost loathing the sun, be
as invisible, turn pale, fade,

and disappear to invalidate trespass.

Stretch out your tracery uncontrolled,
a beauteous vision who keeps
her vaulted prism a glorious whole.

Rainbow hide what is always your own

from blind passers by with
greedy spade-eyes, stay unmolested.
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Crescented Magic.

Crescented Magic.

Hello shiny loop of post-shower Rainbow,
you of mosaic-powered striated halo,
and, so sages tell, a sign of faith.

You chaste secreter of much potted gold,
crescented magic of arc-perfection

your brilliant mixtures of shaded hues
break raindrops to states

of optic illusion that act as temptation.
Oh consummate sweep of bow-creation,
who can know when and what

day you appear so colourfully sweeping ?

Favour no seekers, oh Rainbow whom
by digging for myth will
selfishly follow ideas right to your end.

Make therefore no friends

of illicit searchers for treasure, those
who see you as meant lure

for wealth's retrousséd embellishment.

Rainbow you cover no meant blessings
in pseudo-gilt with which

ingratiates have been long obsessed.
Sedate then vile lucre-lust with direst
sub-sequence on each
pain-augmented foot to way-lay theft.
Divert and deflect looters who with
ruinous know-how create
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special deception before desecrating.
You as a wraith of kaleidoscope keep
away crooked schemers

by merely retaining pure iridescence.

Alive with mysterious rays
behave like a ghost, turn wispy pale,
disappear to invalidate trespass.

Rainbow hide what is always your own
from blind passers by with
greedy spade-eyes, stay unmolested.

Stretch out your tracery uncontrolled,
sky's vaulted bow keeping faith afloat
as a glorious sign, light-arrowed

to show divine assurance.
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Crossed

Crossed.

Always gyrating, deplete from neediness

sad relationships zigzag between circuits
of in-complete spheres that rotating feed

spirals of badly-crossed wires by inserting
charged breaks in partner-resolving. Bent
on pivotal lack a shock reels at any vortex
and begin knock-back swerving by meant
detours around uncaring known shortage
in deficient installments - for commitment
to defective love reaps force turned bitter.
And that could lead to beginnings of wars.
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Crossed Wires.

Crossed Wires.

Always gyrating, deplete from neediness
sad relationships zigzag between circuits
of in-complete spheres that rotating feed

spirals of high-crossed wires by inserting
charged breaks in partner-resolves. Bent
on pivotal lack a shock can reel at vortex
and begin knock-back swerving by meant
uncaring detours around known shortage
in deficient instalment - for commitment

to defective love reaps force turned bitter.
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Crossed Wires.

Crossed Wires.

Always gyrating, deplete from neediness
sad relationships zigzag between circuits
of in-complete spheres that rotating feed
spirals of tight-crossed wires by inserting
charged breaks in partner-contacts. Bent
on pivotal lack a shock can reel at vortex
and begin knock-back swerving by meant
uncaring detours around known shortage
in harmful instalments when commitment
to defective love reaps force turned bitter.
A blown fuse needs tools of improvement.
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CROWNED.

Crowned.

Now sinks light into hibernation and day
becomes faded like

an old love affair

as unformed mystical changes muster
for roll-call by spreading

moon's face into corners of dusk.

Now pervades glow as heavens don look
of pale queen's velvet

for gone beamshine knows

moondrops bleed end to early remains
of sunset's shade-drifting

as cloud mist deepens pearly haze.

Now waits time while mutations ignite
day's dying as conquered,

light retires but streaks dusty
goodbye-lines across wounded azure
to defy night-rule for liking

crowned power moon intends reigning.
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Crying Wollf.

CRYING WOLF.

Eerie howling, wolf-hound calling,
amber eyes alight.

Spirit of the steepest mountain
stealthy pads the night.

Distant hunting, litters growing,
feral parents proud.

Livestock missing, farmers arming,
thieving disallowed.

Tortured trappings, party shootings,
stalkings after dark.

Sightings now of wolf packs only

in a Nature Park.

Pressured lifestyle, fragile living,
species on the wane,

Now mere myth and legend honour
canine of wild fame.
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Crystaline Charm.

Crystaline Charm.

As soon as | caught its crystaline charm
| knew | must buy it.

Inside the shape

of blown-ball orb a serpentine vermiform
wrought light convolutions.

Paperweight spirals

snaked upward, black-gold art rendered
glass as wreathing tendrils

crafted in liquid

that transformed asp into fish then bird.
Meandering shapes

from sinuous kinks to wavering images
with silver-pearl eyes,

lithe curls revealed movement

coiled as reptilian likeness

in congealed glass.

Entrapped in transparent artistic talent
sphere and myself exchange

mystic love of scintillation

Clearly bent on twisting

my senses its shape-shifter silhouettes
ellipsed opalescence with desire

| could not resist.

As soon as | caught its crystaline charm
| knew | must buy it.

Page 460/1863



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of Fay Slimm.

CULLED.

CULLED.

Cut locks
gently falling floorward.

Cropped hair
will soften goodbyes.

Curls chopped
scalp deftly shaven.

So ends

lads' innocent lives.

Bent minds

conceive child-soldiers.

War needs
pre-teenage pared men.

Bald heads
unfairly culled to Kill.

Must youth's
blood be spilt yet again ?
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Curbed

Curbed.

Tether her feet no more.
Loosen her well-fingered reigns then
cut through her bindings.

This girl-bird is born to fly.

She of the fine-feathered hawk variety
needs rights restored.

Her training is done.
Even when freed she will return for
her usual morsel.

Her spirit now mastered will bring
her unthinkingly back.

When brain-washed she behaves in
acceptable fashion.

A tragic result, not only for raptors
follows urge without action.

As with a bird so with all creatures
curbed from natural freedom.
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Cutting Free.

Cutting Free.

Time moves on remorseless yet fresh starts
appear plausible

if from parched discord

we form opportunities from which to carve.
Clearer choices for cutting free expand lone
coaster-rides but tried

ways of surprise

adroitly harness colour into bland unknown.
Distress creates apathy while unrestrained
euphoria decrees

time for growing new wings

and chances to better breed later decades.
Relocated those truncated dreams retreat
to re-form, dried to a crisp

but soon freshly adorned with

made resolutions to avoid future defeat.
Hope succeeds if, skilful in competence,
we apply learned

wisdom to hear the unheard

for discarding the old needs no audience.
Pushing ahead, cutting new paths again
exalts over former

raw angst attempts to alter

past failure by wearing our skin unafraid.
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Cutting Free.

Cutting Free.

Time moves on remorseless yet fresh starts
appear plausible

if with parched discord

we form opportunities from which to carve.

Clearer options for cutting free expand lone
journey-rides for

tried appraisal days

harness bright colour into pallid unknown.

Distress creates apathy while unrestrained
euphoria decrees

time for chance-changes

to better breed happier emotional states.

Relocated those truncated dreams retreat
to reform, dried

to crumbs but soon adorned

in fresh resolutions to avoid future defeat.

Aims succeed if primed in skilled warning
we apply learned

wisdom, contented as solo

for discarding the old needs no audience.

Pushing ahead, cutting fresh cloth again
we bin stumbled

failures and letting choice gain

us empowerment wear our skin unafraid.
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DANCING.

Dancing.

Atop the lake today splayed a dancing net
of flickering sparky diamonds

as sun and breeze played flashing duet
while surface teemed with gems.

Light having fun with liquid glass reflected
in myriads glints of its measure.

By the jiving mass of frenetic performance
sunbeams exposed stars
cast to dart swifter than normal.

Clouds loosed quivers of brilliant glitter
and sudden change-induced
taste made wet explode in shimmer.

Around million radiant winking jewels
silver flashed quickly to gilt

and for a while ripples made blindingly
wild offered gleams of play

on mirrored lake-face in cosmic light.

Then breezes died and sun
in hiding meant the dancing was done
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DANGER.

Danger.

Vibrant with silence any closed mine
re-generates voices of long-gone men.
Sealed into old seams each tragic time
when an accident meant multiple death.

Vision's eye fancies a doused candle

in gas-stifled cavern's pitch-black end.
Lads breathing acid's sulphuric strangle
would reach for hands of choking friends.

Visitors view scary corners where boys
waited for trucks stacked with ore-waste.
Young backs would bend, then noiselessly
push to distortion-pain until the shift-change.

Mining spells danger
and who labours there
still needs each pit-cage
impregnated with prayer.
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Dark

Dark.

Eventide seeps

into rockpooling shoreline.
Moonless the tide laps

its quiet retreat.

Gulls shadow night-fall
like fragile omens

as mist fills this twilight

in salty defeat.

Dark hangs its cloak

around sky's weak fighting.

Soot dusts horizon

and leaches bright flowers.
Night shuts itself

off while with Luna's hiding
dusk gently weeps

as we lost what was ours.

Page 467/1863



%Mdm ()-2. Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Dark Delight.

Dark Delight.

Summer strides a nostalgic walkway.
Night hides seaside's dark delight.
Loitering lovers walk to survey
Secret places out of sight.

Sandy pleasures sought no daylight.
Heady times those harbour nights.
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Dawn's Finish.

Dawn's Finish.

As division trembles on time's very edge we
sit on bent grass and wind-dried heather
tracing the breaking of dawn.

Like eyes each disc of light assails in-coming
shoreline to scatter blackness as tide
sighting bracken gilds its form.

As morning pulsates and rays burst cover
an ocean vibrates with darting diamanté
coating rollers in glitter.

Like tokens of love as intake of cliff-top's
unbroken display stirs awe then wakes
sun completing dawn's finish.
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Day's Eye.

Day's Eye.

Stars like sparks splutter to bed
as birds catch fire.

Smut-red lips of sultry sun kiss
mouldering night

and in dawn's shimmering light
greet awakening sky.

Throat of thrush flintily strikes
other bird-minds,

inciting song while edge of day's
eye sets more alive

morning's explosions to electrify
small tongues in flight.

| stand dumbly admiring strident
trills of fervent dives

as winged searchers, self un-fed,

food must soon find

if newest nestlings are to survive.

Day's edge reminds

earliest risers of urgent business

as rays become daytime.
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Deadly Intent.

Deadly Intent.

Over his cliff-top territory glides the bird,
Silent he hunts in an easy-wing searching.
Lone rider of wind-swept

lunchtime sky,

the kestral stays motionless

hovering high

for moments while scanning,

with raptor eyes

every nuance of movement

for useful cause

to swoop with deadly intent,

extended claws

now knifing and open wide

he gracefully dives

leaving me awed and sighing.

This time, as often, he rises with naught.
Not always goes he into dusk full-bellied.
He must keep alerted for

waterless rodents

or surfacing underground

snuffling moles,

all fare for a keen predator

bridging his bets

for needed dinner by more

windy-edged

fighting for better wing-fold

in down-winding

spin of near life and death

speed in frightening

stoop his skill is tried again.

| caught the glory of his claws retracting,
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A kestral never shows less than majesty.
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DEADLY INTENT.

Deadly Intent.

Over his cliff-top territory glides the bird,
Silent he hunts in an easy-wing searching.
Lone rider of wind-swept

lunchtime sky,

the kestrel stays motionless

hovering high

for moments while scanning,

then sharply eyes

every nuance of movement

for sudden cause

to swoop with deadly intent,

extended claws

knifing and tips thrown wide

he gracefully dives

in awesome descent of flight.

This time, as often, he rises with naught.
Not always goes he into dusk full-bellied.
He must keep alerted for

waterless rodents

or surfacing underground

snuffling moles,

all fare for a keen predator

bridging his bets

for needed dinner by more

windy-edged

fighting for better wing-fold

and down-winding

spin of near life and death

speed in frightening
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stoop as air buries his head.
| viewed the glory of power retracting.

A kestrel's performance oozes majesty.
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Deadly Intent.

Deadly Intent.

Over his cliff-top territory glides the bird.
Silent he hunts in an easy-wing searching.
A lone rider of wind-swept

lunchtime sky,

the kestrel stays motionless,

hovering high

for seconds while scanning,

with raptor eyes

every nuance of movement

for ready cause

to swoop with deadly intent,

extended claws

now knifing and open wide

he gracefully dives

leaving me awed and sighing.

This time, as often, his dinner uncaught.
Not always goes he into dusk full-bellied.
He must keep alerted for

waterless rodents

or underground snuffles

of surfacing moles,

all fare for a sky-predator

bridging his bets

for needed dinner by more
keenly-edged

fighting for better wingfold

in down-winding

spin and near life and death

speed of frightening

stoop as his skill tries again.
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| caught the swift glory of avian action.
A kestrel feels naught but his majesty.
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Deadly.

Deadly.

Over his own cliff-top territory
glides the lone bird.

Combing each spot effortlessly
in silent search.

Sole- rider of wind-swept
lunchtime sky,

the motionless Kestral sits
on thermal-vibe

for moments while scanning,
hungrily sights

every nuance of movement
before swooping

to earth in deadly attention
when extended claws
knifing will open the primals
then falcon dives

and death hurls toward life.

Eyes must keep alerted for
waterless rodents

or surfacing underground
moles, delicate

fare for this fierce predator
bridging the wind,

for up-draught means more
hollow boned fight

for best active performance
of breath-stopping
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spin in near impossible flash
of lightning speed
as raptor stoops once again.

Not always goes majestic Kestrel
to sleep extra full-bellied.

Yet skyborne again at dawn well
reveals his endless intent.
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December Sky

December Sky.

Stars like sparks splutter to bed
as clouds catch fire.

Smut-red lips of sultry sun kiss
mouldering night.

In morning's shimmering glow
wakes December sky.

Year's motion sets limit to light
re-filling its time.
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December Sky

December Sky.

Stars like sparks splutter to bed
as clouds catch fire.

Smut-red lips of sultry sun kiss
mouldering night.

In morning's shimmering glow
wakes December sky.

Year's motion sets limit to light
re-filling its time.
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December Sun.

December Sun.

White caps on an ocean like thick crystal blossom
coloured when pink broke through cloud cover
and December's low sun flooded the gaps.

Dusk ran its gold breeze through cliff-top heather,
ruffled small harebells and blushed to russet
small tufts of tough storm-beaten grasses.

Naught hit my ears with more wonder than there
hearing riled waves crack on granite as sunset

ushered gull-flight to safer roost passage.
Wind still smacking stone | headed homeward as

sudden gloaming spilled Night's red blood over
last blue so Day could draw blinds to relax.
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December Sunset

December Sunset.

White caps on an ocean like thick crystal blossom
coloured when pink broke through cloud cover
and December's low sun flooded the gaps.

Dusk ran its gold breeze through cliff-top heather,
ruffled small harebells and blushed to russet
small tufts of tough storm-beaten grasses.

Naught hit my ears with more wonder than when
hearing riled waves crack on granite as sunset

led roosting gull-flight thru* water passage.
Wind still smacking stone | headed homeward

as crimson gloaming spilt Night's blood over
blue so Day could draw blinds and relax.
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DECEPTION.

Deception.

Sealed in her childhood's secret dreams
then sprung into flight by vows of love
she abandoned past maidenly leanings
believed his desire and gave him proof.

He though felt the hook of her passion,

looked at the prospects but hid his face,
forged ahead in deception's best fashion
while she left pregnant wept in disgrace.
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Decisive

Decisive.

Dark fast erupts with decisive lust,
locks in horizon bound

between banks of cloud.

and blocks all fight of deceasing sun

as light retires.

Dusk tightly enfolds twilight's hold,
attacks needed sight

of roosting bird flight

by wrapping land's shadows in gold
as light expires.

Night stridently creeps then strikes,
cuts late shine from gentle
evening's nocturnal edge

and shuts in blackening ebony-ties
as light then dies.
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Decisive.

Decisive.

Dark fast errupts with decisive lust,
locks in horizon bound

between banks of cloud.

and blocks all fight of deceasing sun.

Dusk tightly enfolds twilight's hold,
attacks needed sight

of homeing bird flight

by wrapping land's shadows in gold.

Night stridently creeps then strikes,
cuts late shine from gentle
evening's nocturnal edge

and shuts in blackening ebony-ties.
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DECISIVE.

Decisive.

Dark fast erupts with decisive lust,
locks in skybound eyesight
between banks of cloud.

and blocks all sight of the sun.

Dusk folds close twilight's early hold,
attacks any last view

of homecoming bird flight

and wraps shadows in black gold.

Night awakens and strikes daylight,
cuts late evening rays from
sunset's victorious edge

and shuts in captives tightly.

Love lost in duo's push what wins
then is descending blackness

but when daylight comes back
sun's battle again begins.
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DEFENCES.

Defences.

Why do they stubbornly stand to be blasted ?
Too early knarled,

painfully bent yet bravely alive.

their ironised knuckles

bear marks of much struggle to stay upright..
How do they do it | ask ?

Fine webs of under-ground lace hold fast
tightly on rock's granite face.
Fragile white rootlings mock weak
yielding to looming tempest

for their death-tight, strong-as-steel
cling to outright success
means seedlings plant stouter feet

in deep-dug unseen defences.
Underneath fortress of meant defiance
beats storm's power, a trunk
that withstands external battering
knows life is not easy on top, force rocks
fibre but if rooted enough inside
self, a torn limb revives.

As the ways of a highland sapling tree,
So shall the traits of wise people be.
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DEFIANCE.

Defiance.

Oceans cross curving world by
throwing their tonnage

of ebb and fall while cliff-high
granite holds back floods

to bolster earth's yielding sides
so safer feel folk

when near coastline residing.
Courageously yoked

against loud crashes and cries
of tide's pounding maw
determined folk keep fighting
to tie boats on shore

with naught more than defiance
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DEPARTURE.

Departure.

Wind riffling thru' rubber fabric galvanized
my rueful intent and when clouds
gathered en masse about pewter-tint light
to hunker in thickly

| knew then

it was time to leave distant sulking horizon

so | was resigned.

Breathing last intakes of gathering geese
for distant roosts

and hearing sharp hooting yaps in nearby
formations

| picked up flapping thrum of wing beats
for the very last time

and waved reluctant goodbye.

Weight of bird departure felt wetly blatant
so |, with bent head,

asked for God to bless feathered migration
with dry-weathered success.
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DEPTHS.

Depths.

Find the place where two seas meet,
stand on the edge of seen and unseen
and listen to Heaven speaking.

Love is too vast to describe in words,
look in the human mirror's universe

and discover new depths of person.

Real soul-beauty is empty of Self
but is filled with wonder's ecstasy.
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Designed.

Designed.

Living a secretive life
of their own

the wildness of things
shows us

a beauty so barely
known, such

spirited brightness
belies the

lie that wondrous life
entered arenas

only by chance, for
all animals,

insects and fish give
humans a view

of plans for infinity.

Could we never give
more than

a little attention to
nature's gems,

take only a moment
to enter into

their presence, we
would be led

to the Love which
graces and

gifts every creation.

Those invisible veils
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which keep

breeds in separation
to multiply

kind with kind serves
as reminder

that reality is far from
Godless belief.

Designed to be wild
and adorning

that Love who gave
life to earthlings

by being itself, truth
the myth quells.
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Destined.

Destined.

| prayed for love's future but see
in late summer raw

need for time to spin backwards
and find spring

where plans stood pine-tall and

action cajoled

to exercise patience as opening
were seeds of hope.

We laughed at inordinate hurry
of moments and made

jokes about bearing hard roads
still ahead,

now tho' with loneliness pared
to the bone |

know positive forecasts were
pre-destined to lie.

Days weep for the nights when
moonglow lit distance,

longing for paradise as winter
struck health we

wisely coped so why then had
one star to go

orbiting forward yet its chosen
mate could not follow ?
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Difference

Difference.

Praise for all variation,

that diversified play of colour and shape
which takes away sameness

and paints nature with sheer tessilation.

Hooray for the patchwork

of harlequin stripes in a mackereled sky
or those chequered blotches
embroidered on coats of every dalmatian.

Applause for the hues

shot through peacocks and each rainbow,
pied streaks in ponies,

marbling of stone, wide frets in the bands
on speckled trout, braided

tattoos over bellies of zebras and tigers
flecked with a motely

collection of artistically peppered mosaic.

Smiles for tri-colours

in butterflies, the piebald in frogs made
to reflect luminous wet

and those myriad petals on two-toned
roses or the ad infinitum

shades of white in Michaelmas daisies.

Let's celebrate kaleidoscope difference

seen in the abundance
of all naturally crazed iridescent things.
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Difference.

Difference.

Praise for all variation,

that diversified play of colour and shape
which takes away sameness

and paints nature with sheer tessilation.
Hooray for the patchwork

of harlequin stripes in that mackerel sky
or those chequered blotches
embroidered on coats of every dalmatian.
Applause for the hues

shot through peacocks and each rainbow,
those pied streaks in ponies,

marbling of stone, the frets in wide bands
on speckled trout, braided

tattoos over the backs of zebras and tigers
flecked with a motely

collection of artistically peppered mosaics.
Smiles for tri-colours

in butterflies and pibald frogs just made
to reflect luminous wet.

For kaleidoscope difference let praise be
and for all crazed iridescence

seen in the glorious abundance of nature.
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Difference.

Difference.

Praise for all variation,

that diversified play of colour and shape
which takes away sameness

and paints nature with sheer tessilation.
Hooray for the patchwork

of harlequin stripes in mackerel-hue sky
or bold chequered blotches

embroidered on coats of every dalmatian.
Applause for bright hues

shot through peacocks and each rainbow,
streaks in pied-ponies,

marbling of stone, the frets in wide bands
on speckled trout, braided

tattoos over the backs of zebras and tigers
flecked with a motely

collection of artistically peppered mosaics.
Smile at tri-colours

in butterflies and pibald frogs created to
reflect luminous wet.

Be awed by kaleidoscope difference and
for all irridescence

seen in the glorious abundance of nature

give inner praise.
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Difference.

Difference.

Praise for all variation,

that diversified play of colour and shape
which takes away sameness

and paints nature with sheer tessilation.

Hooray for the patchwork

of harlequin stripes in a mackerel sky,
ladybird's checkered backs or
blotches on coats of every dalmatian.

Applause for the hues

shot through peacocks and peppered
streaks embroidering sand,

marbling of stone, rainbow's wide bands,
spot-speckled trout, braided

tattoo-frets over zebras and tiger-faces
smeared with a motley

collection of artistically studded mosaics.

Smiles for tri-shading

in lazing cats and piebald toads made
to reflect luminous water.

For kaleidoscope difference let's savour
all crazed iridescence

caught in the great abundance of nature
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Dilemma.

Dilemma.

The fantasy-bubble of pseudo hope
misinformly excited shines

for a while before bursting with bloat.
Sham swallows gall as pretend morphs
into stress- beaded self defeat
showing dilemma succeeds any false.
Crushed by addictive distrust tension
starts growth of delusion where
blindness sees only its own largesse.
Faint souls who yield to inertia's mesh
may wallow in doubt yet inside

weep for sight of life's truly authentic.
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DILLIGENCE.

Diligence.

Drooped in drowse a pink-bloomed hawthorne
straddles the scorched wall of noon.

A male blackbird appears skating through floor
scatters leaves, shakes and stoops,

beak stabs, mouth gulps drunk on worm-flavour
and flaps in heat-haze as pluming

upward heavy with extras he air-streams away
and swerving wildly finds roomy

nest site where, still tied three tiny beaks raise
hungry gapes greedily for soon

each work-riddled parent must take wing again.

Feeding means frenzy until young feathers form
and thick hawthorn shelter encases

live pickings for chicks with an ever-open maw.

Such is the diligence bred in nature

that avian pairs make endless forages to satisfy
offspring who, blindly helpless

must on inbuilt parental responses humbly rely.

Is there in this a hidden lesson ?
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Discovery

Discovery.

Such a clifftop as this where two sat
as sun cut its exit,

lowered its lashes and spread heaven
over new feelings.

Such a dusk as this when youngness
fumbled in deepening

blushes as sweet alchemy pleasured
heights of discovery.

Such a summer as this had buttons
undone as heat crept

into the senses and coupled friends
first became lovers.
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Disguised.

Disguised.

Stalked in tall greenery, cupped as itself,
bud-tight but becoming

slowly unfurled petalled perfection opens
to show in this single rose

tender attention, strongly fragile its scent
from a distance out-faces

with essence relevant questions on hold.
Scent-soaked liaison 'tho unsaid vibrates
as this clandestine rose

speaks its message from faraway hands
and treasured more

by intention to gently perfume our fated
attraction shall leave

not a doubt on how love's destiny stands.

Sweet evocative sign
this milky-white rose
with secret so disguised
only Providence knows.
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Distancing

Distancing.

Time-given hope sickens yet
clings to torn veils.

Train whistles awayness
with distancing rails.

Faith blurs in acceptance

of tear-saddened eyes.
Would forgiveness relieve
deceitful goodbyes ?

Cold comfort-thoughts clutch
love's fast sinking pyre.

Heart wavers as anger climbs
each day higher.

Come lately she asks why with
betrayal found

Spent echoes of romance still
sigh extra loud.
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Distracted.

Distracted.

Where tides of low spirit roll in waves of dejection
my vessel of distracted conscience

heaves and moors

on shores which reach to unforeseen heights

of realization

as allurement appears

and a squall

is where my perplexity lies in passion's reflection.

Where the dull of my life meets storm of destiny,
in a boat of disorientated misplacement

is where | am

and tossed it seems by dropped anchor forever.

Where mind's sense leads my questioning heart
to the spot where attraction rises,

waking wild oceans of floundering resolve
is where seduction convention defies

because new love
has begun a song that longs to leave its mark.
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Diversity

Diversity.

Ah glorious Word,

whose love-tongue sang beauty
to life's variety

by arranging all homo in ranges
of basics, thy drums

beat out humanity's multiplicity
and now thunder

when ignorance disdains proof.
Oh Word, praise to thee

who voiced thine Self into gross
sameness eons

ago to teach needed difference
by creative diversity

that loves wonder in changes.
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Diversity.

Diversity.

Oh Word,

whose love-voice names the lily
or cloud, rain or rose,

fish, frog, fruit or feather, whose
tune trumpets in dawn

or twilight and orchestrates stars,
can speak thunder,

sunshine, hailstorm and snow.
Oh wondrous Word,

who composes an alligator, lion
whale or mouse,

gifts wisdom to ant and elephant
gorilla and goat,

scribes atomic signatures into live
matter can write

mystical symmetry into structured
perfection, combine

language with production of kind,
provide on-going

vocabulary and grammatical flow
to creation's fine symphony.
Word, praise to thee who sang thine
own Self into humanity

eons ago for looking we find earth's
linguistic tongue

divinely reflects thy love for diversity.
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Dividends

Dividends.

The suchness of love's fragrant adornment
lies much in the way it is made.

Being tenderly constant wears well with
love for without it desire frays.

Through too much negligence love might
forget care unmet can ruin.

Pretending sucks wealth out of intention
for lies render naught but abuse.

If welcome the true price demanded finds
love's dividends pay with respect.

Why not cost the investment's fair charges
and reap love's delivered success.

Page 506/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Dividends

Dividends.

The suchness of love's fragrant adornment
lies much in the way it is made.

Being tenderly constant wears well with
love for without it affection frays.

Through too much negligence love might
forget to count love's costing facts.
Pretending sucks wealth out of intention
as doubt renders love inactive.

Welcome the price paid for a higher than
normal percentage love requests.

Covet love's suchness and, reaping sweet
dividends, invest in success.
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Do Try -

Do Try.
Oh tiny flat diaphanous
beauty lying as dead on top
of my coffee.
| never saw you drop
from your first flying journey
right into my cup.
Let me resurrect you
to life with one scoop of spoon
under your silence.
Do try to revive by

flutter of wings when dry you
little slip of a fly.
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Do You ?

Do You ?

Shrill melody maker piercing thru darkness
your golden-toned notes outpour gentle healing.

Momentary breaker of silence this dawning

such song gives voice to my need for relieving.

Do you sense when trilling to heaven's glory
how by lightening distress you lessen grieving ?

Blackbird as you calm ears open to hearing
do you knowingly scatter sweet balm over me ?
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Doing his Best

Doing His Best.
Watching with wild pride.
Working the cliff-side.
Looking for meal-fare.
Freezing in mid-air.
Floating with sharp eyes.
Swooping he nose dives.

Spreading two huge wings.

Sweeping the high winds.
Falling for meal due
Running one small shrew.
Facing the hawk's beak.

Forming a scream-squeak.

Missing as aim flaws
Swiftly the bird soars..
Trailing the same line.
Waiting for next time.
Predatory Kestral.
Doing his best.
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DOING.

DOING.

Dreams are for doing and not just
for sterile reverie.

Left in suspension wants will fade
before flying away.

Belief is the key.

Defeat the would-be-if-I-could-be
sort of attitude

Learning to spin straw into gold
wins hoard of success.

Dreams need to move.

Start alchemy's deep inner shift

to shake off complacency.

Choice changes reality as laws of
attraction begin action.

Thought plays a part.

Dividing pretence from authenticity
deserves real spade-work.

First insight soon excavates dreams
marooned in mere intentions.
Unearth then the doing

Page 511/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Doom's Omen

Doom's Omen.

On nights like these when home-fires burn,

tainting with soot city-fused air,

| hear an owl from my lounge chair

and imagine talons sheathed but prepared.

Thru' hedgerow haunts he no longer screams

but hunts now in crumbling walls

where once stood candelabra-lit halls

with satin-clad dancers below oaken beams.

On evenings like this a hungry owl swoops

after eyeing chance, wings collapse,

to pluck from hearths mesmerized rats

as dust again settles in castle's half-rooms.

From neon-bright roads an owl cry sounds
like doom's omen to over-coveted houses.
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Dream Keepers

Dream Keepers.

Stretching and shouldering night away a sun crouches
to birth black's ousting
by one more empty circle of dark's hollowed pouches

then outs in sparkling showers.

Spangled with myriads of star-labour's soft serenades
of lullaby pieces

dream-keepers experience melodies as wake favours
tunes of relaxed breathing.

Silvering surface shivers with night-eyes of glittery dust
sighted with doze-swift

flight each soul's winged journey while re-living mind
thoughts to those sleeping still.

Glimmers on vision's sighting reveal light's reception
while untrodden horizon
newly writhing in close-capped eye of inertia's frame

stirs to rouse before rising.

Piercing the brain time's needle regathers past threads
and remembers that more

sown seed means now-set dreams need re-collecting
in kept memory storage.

Wider sighted with lethargy over, stretching follows
and night-slumber now done
mind must hurry to open partitions between yawns
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of torpidity so aliveness is won.

Page 514/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Dream-Encrusted.

Dream-Encrusted.

Sighs of sleepy contentment escape from her lips
at night every time she awakes.

Quiet-like are the tones of shy thoughts made to
her pillow before dawn breaks.

As she turns over her smiles show the pleasure of
speaking his name to the dark.

She makes secret wishes before eyes closed again
warmth glows inside her young heart.

Holding as sacred his closeness she says au-revoir
in whispered words to stars above.

Hoping becomes dream-encrusted and trusting for
more she succumbs to new love.
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Dreamscape.

Dreamscape.
Descent to sleep induces awakenings.

New experience with shadowy worlds
reveals strange happenings turning
to sane with unexpected pace.

Denial of will occasionally hampers yet
defeat proves unreal when
sudden-grown wings lift awe to spaces
of unbelieved freedoms

never before even conceived.

We can fly, walk on water, speak to lost
loved ones, see shades cross
boundaries and colour transform, inhabit
silence or listen to angelic chorus
voicing with harps in abundant delight
all before Ascent beckons again.

No life is complete without dreams, former

despair disappears when halted

hope finds accomplished what time denied,
no initiation so exciting

as standing in naked vulnerability unafraid

and no realization so stirring as memory
painting white grievous

nightmares while letting new love-light
melt fear of adventurous
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descent to the dreamscape of sleep-time

which has fantastic awakenings.
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Dreamscape.

Dreamscape.

Denial of will occasionally hampers yet
defeat proves unreal when
sleep-given eyes lift dimensional mist
from other-world freedoms

never before even conceived.

Souls walk on water and fly, greet lost
loved ones, take minds across
boundaries, watch normal recede, enter
abodes of angelic presence

all before ascent again beckons.

Love never changes in dreams, former
despair disappears when halted,

hope finds unfettered what life denied
with no elation so exciting

as sleep-relaxation realized.

License is never so stirring as nightly
slumber respecting shadows

while letting new love-light melt fear
of descent into live dreamscape

then to feel induced awakening.

Page 518/1863



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of Fay Slimm.

DREAMT DREAMS..

Dreamt Dreams

Expressions
on what dreamt dreams

will circumvent.

Distance

between two becomes
non-existent.
Commitment's

strong hold is therefore
relinquished.

Shed tears

of regret become saltily
finished.

Reasons

for love's grip becomes
un-needed.

Dreams,
once dreamt, ever take

supersedence
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Drowsy Treasure

Drowsy Treasure.

Dawn hangs on the trees, light slivers floorward,
slips into sleep's acres,

turns shade to tailgates of force over which rays
snipe at quiescence

before sunrise leaps in to move bleary dreamers
to wide-away doers.

Day breaks to bathe passive eyes with forewarning
for blindness precedes

flashes of conscious surrender to sight as inertia's
sweet stupor

casts veils around seeing but breath catches gasps
when still becomes movement.

Ears mistake breezy whispers for proactive reality
when shaken sense rouses

to feel heaven's infinity ticking away rested hours,
making the richer

seconds remaining for flight's drowsy treasure as

time hooks day to its use.

Page 520/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Duet

Duet.

| shall remember

this silver-sheened treble of streamside
sweet songster trills

coupled with pebbly ripples describing
recondite meeting

in darkling-deep shadow of melodious
symphonics with

brilliant white, pinned-to-sky myriads

of starry-eyed

listeners set on winking stellar applause
for singing in concord

as liquid joins bird in dulcet duet under
night's dense cover.

| try to write but

pen has to cease as moon, head in mist
of covert cloudlets

peeps out on a nightingale's drenching
of resounding air

with water-lapped choral song that my
verse wishes to share.
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DUET.

Duet.

When words mean

no more, as sentences stand to the side
in haunting wait,

allowing young moon, head in low mist
of kissing cloudlets

to re-bound the nightingale's drenching
of air's placid streams

with bird-sound, | stand sans language
to gratefully hear.

| will remember

this lakeside songster's silver sheened
trills echoing

before disappearing in gray speargrass
of heavenly night,

about which | now dare to write, adorn
the distant greening

of deep, darkling shadow in meaningful
phrases, describe

such creamy white, pinned-to-the-sky
magic of brilliant

diamond star-brooches bent on joining
this listening scene

as water begins its act of singing duets
with freshening breeze.
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DUET.

Duet.

When words mean

no more, as sentences stand to the side
in haunting silence,

allowing young moon, head in low mist
of kissing cloudlets,

to re-bound one nightingale's drenching
of air streams

with bird sound | stand in awe hearing
magic dreamily waiting for more..

| shall remember

this silver-sheened lake-side songster,
trills echoing

before disappearance in tallest spears
leaving dumb

wonder with which | now dare to write
versing the sequence

of key-dripping outburst in meaningful
phrases, describing

the piercing harmony of winged pride
voicing heart beneath

diamond star-brooches bent on joining
the listening scene

which appeals to my pen and as water
aids bird in rippling

duet broken is night's hold on silence
and begins by torchlight

this my humble attempt at poetic ode.
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Duet.

Duet.

| shall remember

that silver-sheened treble of streamside
songbird trilling

and coupled with pebbly ripples might
scribe the meeting

in darkling-deep shadow such melodious
music then describe

the creamy white pinned-to-sky myriads
of starry-eyed

listeners set on winking stellar applause
for tuneful concord

as liquid joins bird in dulcet duet under
night's welcome cover.

When words mean

no more and my sentences stand aside
in haunting respect,

pen has to cease as moon, head in mist
of cloudlets peeps out

on vision of one nightingale's drenching
of resounding air

with water-lap choral song while awed

| must try to share.
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Dumbness

Dumbness.

Snow covers lips when slivers
of dumbness fixed
on stunted responses admits
no warmth so love
topples while couples mumble
in cold duo-disdain
a plain truth being forgotten
that bliss shrivels left
in freezers iced-up with frost.
Spite harms peace

- but silence no heart can reach.
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Duo Ballet.

Duo Ballet.

Two late butterflies hovered over sun-dappled
tables at yesterday's woodland outdoor room.
Coloured in rainbowed striated gilding their
weightless bodies of delicate strength raced
to get fed and resettle before dark overtook.
Duo ballet of bantering filigree in lacy dance
fluttered and hurried to finish a nectar filled
feast as breezes increased and shadows ran
rings around setting sun's dimming to dusk.

| saw wisdom delivering itself to fate as |
drained my cup in the fading mauve light

and wondered where two beautiful Tinies
would be spending a cold November night.
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Duo Ballet.

Duo Ballet.

Two late butterflies hovered over sun-dappled
tables at yesterday's woodland outdoor room.
Coloured in rainbowed striated gilding their
weightless bodies of delicate strength raced
to get fed and resettle before dark overtook.
Duo ballet of bantering filigree in lacy dance
fluttered and hurried to finish a nectar filled
feast as breezes increased and shadows ran
rings around setting sun's dimming to dusk.

| saw wisdom delivering itself to fate as |
drained my cup in the fading mauve light

and wondered where two beautiful Tinies
would be spending a cold November night.
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DUO-LIQUEUR

Duo-Liqueur.

Mix up a love-cup, come sip it with me.
Drink hidden kisses and imbibe delight.
Let brewings of trysts ferment with heat.
Drip nectar's wine on desire's secret fire.

Hide no portion of brew's duo-fragrance.
Shake passion's cocktails with stirring yield.
Wait not for the ferment before you taste.
Time quenches fervour for clandestine need.

Ardour can die, so distill me bliss, then

| promise you'll want its essence again.
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E-MAIL TO GOD.

E-mail to God.

Dear God, | am riting this to let you no

My Mom's coff got worse and she's now ad to go.
| dont no your E-mail but your everywhere

So sum angel will give it you God, cos you care.

Mom's gone to an ospital they called a Respite

| think that's the name - an | hope it's spelled rite.
They won't let me go cause it's too far away.

But they dont no she hates eggs, an she wont say.

'Er pane isn't bad when she first gets in bed

But she likes extra pillas God, under er head.

My Mom's got red air tho she's not got much now
But she likes it combed gently or else there's a row.

She's got such good skin an a beootiful smile

She likes frilly nightys an keepin' up style.

| 'ope someone there reads to 'er each single nite
Then says God bless ya an' ope bed bugs dont bite.

| thought | would tell you sum things they wont no
And God, cos your busy, | will sign this off now.

But | so want to say - - - just before | press send,
She's got nobody there so please God, be 'er frend.
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Early Bird.

Early Bird.
Sweet melody maker piercing the darkness
your golden-toned notes create welcome healing.

Momentary breaker of silence this dawning
my singing-awareness helps give voice to feeling.

Oh do you sense with your early-bird piping
that by easing sad mourning you lighten grieving ?

Dear bird as by song you calm minds hearing
do you knowingly throw your kind balm over me ?

Two strokes past midnight and your smile appears

to aid me remember those decades ago when we
wrote secret messges with invisible ink and became
after lights out torch-authors of stories then gained
points if we scribbled a new chapter each bed time.

We pledged by strict ritual to keep special reminders
and when troubles beset us to stand and be counted

in defence of true friendship, lie each for each about
what, when and where , vowed with lemonade toasts
and firm handshakes that staying together meant most.
When time came for parting us sisters went two ways
one into nursing the excitable other to acting on stage
yet we talked over distance when homesickness struck
and both shoulders were cried on as life came undone.
Many confessions trust-exchanged but not forgotten
those go-between notes on romances renewed or lost.
Perfume choice citric, loving yellow you shared its glow
with your golden -curled laughter now gilding my sorrow.
Still stored in old folders our innocent poems and letters
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and ever since you Sis every kindness has smelt of lemons
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EARLYNESS.

Earlyness.

Come let us leave dreams and put on the morning.
Waken to first trembling birth of the day.

Listen as mist gives way to symphonic scales which
stir dawn's ethereal music.

Watch as blue dome widens its azured maw.

Note how warmth cracks open buds' sticky coatings
of blooms' dew-soaked velvet

and applaud when night's jacket of cold disappears.

Let us imagine the tune nature hums as rays give
voice to burgeoning gleam.

Nod in agreement as chill is de-frocked and hours
of dim's cloying damp forgotten.

Move with the nectar of virgin haste when light
races new joys to prepare.

Dress in change's excitement and learn morning's
story written on earlyness.

Let us produce smiles of welcome to cleansed air.
Drink the young freshly-pressed juices

of day as blaze digests shadows of inert gloom.
Using light's glory to start sprung fare

divest worn nocturnal attire, shirk drowse, adorn
yawns in zest and put on the morning.
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EBONY CHILL.

EBONY CHILL.

Tonight the air feels bitter with cold.
Hunger bites badger and vole as wind's
teeth of glass gnaw at their bones for
grasses now own savage-stiff talons.

Tonight seed and root hug hidden growth.
Thick snow keeps mole and mouse holed
and while shudder grips earth blackbird's
thin shiver shakes snow from branches.

Tonight no stars peep from domed sky.
Creatures cower in agonized wait while
ebony chill clasps young feather and fur
in cold's freezing ache of staying unfed.

Tonight the ground cracks in frosty clasp.
Fox-hunt fails in flattened stumble after
live cub-food while hedgehog shambles
famished and dazed from starvation-cell.

Tonight the ether glitters with danger.
Autumn-leaf litter has warm salvation
to beings who face sore trials of winter
for in heaping dried piles we offer help.

Page 533/1863



d@p@e&c@ﬁd@ 9.2. Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Page 534/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Effaced.

Effaced

Features wind-worn and rain-wasted
they still stand,

shaped male and female, native
hands clasped around girth of granite.
Celtic-entwined and earthily-clad,
power-patterned

in past complex memory,

wisdom's vined craft exposed to many
withering centuries,

great stone-anchored Cross

huddles in moorland's stifling moss.
Eroded, effaced and all but erased,
this axe-engraved

vision exudes need deep as labyrinths,
clear as the day,

indelibly signed across petrified clay.
Island prayer-place used as supplication
revered, implored,

gift-indulged the old God-incarnate
gave formal forgiveness

of hunting with hate's intention to Kill.
Rock's portrayal of guilt's ancient aim
shows modern

humanity locked into the same.
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Elsewhere

Elsewhere.

Time was elsewhere

as two empty glasses and chairs
stretched around cups and plates
to complete a venture

Time was away

but they were there after long wait
for one planned face to face chance
of being together.

Time stood quite still

for after-lunch atmosphere to spill
gold on its glow as eyes told much
in unspoken pleasure.

Then time became timeless
as their fingers entwined.
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Elsewhere.

Elsewhere.

Sometime and somewhere by silent lakeside,
Laughter and romance sat close together,
Heat in the snow uncovered surprises,

Led covert to passion in icy weather.
Elsewhere in quiet of timeless forest,

Ardour lay down with impatient desire,
Waiting in hunger was one winter sunset,
Nowhere but there was where lovers felt fire
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Emerging December.

Emerging December.

Stars like sparks splutter to bed
as dawn catches fire.
Sun's smut-red lips lower bend
to kiss passing night.

Wintery glow wakens ending
to autumnal skies.
Emerging December intends
to limit day's light.

But lit hearths and drawn blinds lessen

the wait for springtime.
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Emphasis

Emphasis.

| am your very upright, short
exclamation mark - I !'!

but please note

you get out of control mostly

When | ought to

be employed wisely you dote
onmy form!!!

and seem caught

up with my simply notable
over thin waist-line ! !
Now brought

almost close to boasting
| disclaim naught

about the cut of my coat.
being so skinny !

| stand as tall as can be.
Do then call

on me for extra force !!
Use my emphasis ! !'!

| am your endorser !'!
See me as mentor ! !

My punctuation

will add to your thought
at sentence end !

So forget you were taught
to stifle my horn !

| load the key note

so blowme!'!'!
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Enchanted.

Enchanted.

Happy the trees birds choose to nest in.
Dancing the branches supporting first trills.

Glad every leaf that shields yearly matings.
Pleasured each twiglet to hold nestlings safely.

Delighted that writer who lingers to stare.
Enchanted a mind which sees life everywhere.
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Enchantment

Enchantment.

Summers of larks

bred sun-torn adventure
all round the nest

of my well-loved home
and scented

the dialect of childhood
in poemed roses.

Autumn-red juiced

my girlhood and etched
vermilion into breathless
times where young
fervour picked best buds
of experience

and dried their treasure.

Summers ago
perfumed homeliness
smelt of hearth's
welcome for child and
elder to cherish.
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Enchantment..

Enchantment.

Summers of larks bred sun-torn

adventure all round the nest of my loved home
and scented dialect of childhood

still breathes its recall of well-trodden roaming.
Safest of havens steep-meadow

sheaves dried while playing made fantasy real,
hosts of wild visits fed nectar

to learning which now ghosts nostalgic dreams.
Autumn-red juiced my girlhood

and etched joyful vermilion into each breathless
hour where young fervour

found enchantment in freedom's best treasures.
Summers ago fragrant wealth

perfumed homeliness with cherished memories.
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ENCORE.

Encore.

A short time of ethereal charm slowly
embalms the sight of night's incoming veils.
The instant today leaves to prettify far
away lands sky's encore of twilight prevails.

Day's final adornment of filigree dusk
awakens gone customs of solstice dancing.
| feel sudden need to applaud ritual

as stars fall thru' dark to candle the sand.

Spaces of present-day shyness shrink

as wishes breach a long-closed stage door.
So until midnight turns tide on my secret

| will dance alone here as never before.
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Encounter

Encounter.

Wind riffled thru' waterproof fabric, dusk moved in
to galvanise intent and when dots

gathered speed and countless heads moved
across reeds in pewter-tint light

for bull-rush country to hunker in thickly

| knew then encounter

was nearing as sound over honking horizon
increased so despite mist | was resigned.

Beautiful din is each passing cloud of tinkling geese
in their massed search for finding roost

and hearing beak-yaps from first birds nearby
added bliss to the wait while | caught

flapping thrum of white wing-beating hundreds
before the finalé that night

then had to bid my reluctant goodbye.
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Encroachment

Encroachment.

Before the lunge of rampaging
breakers terror sits sweating

on dwellers crouching in houses
close to high cliffs.

Against the scream of outraging
forces stand stalwart cattle

as storm batters pastures where
lambing ewes cringe.

Harsh the challenge to coastal line

farming as by fiercely whipping

efforts to halt ocean-encroachment

wind always wins.

No labour can cage land-sliding

reshapes by nature's elements

when incessantly riled with greedy

over-mined rape.
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ENDANGERED.

ENDANGERED

Very few wild things deserve to be feared,
humans make monsters to cringe away from.
Afraid those people not seizing truth's baton
know death by starvation is always severe.

Ignoring right justice for animal claims
makes wilderness life crave intervention.
Destruction appears as plans become selfish
yet nature, when given space, can be saved.

Hidden this inhumane interpretation
bringing hardship to species behaviour.
Abused wild creatures become endangered
thru' procedures of thoughtless caretakers.

Is the sheer greed for wealth from oil
the real reason behind habitat spoilers ?
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ENDED.

Ended.

Like a shuttle in lace-makers' fingers

the thread has flown, the bubble burst.
Time ended when sand that had lingered
trickled too fast as the hourglass upturned.

Like a ripple moving its last on the lake

the song is sung, that swan is now gone.

Ink dried when life was no more, forsaken
the poetry blurred and his versing was done.

Like a battle begun with known candour

the race was run while resilience lost hold
Hearts wept as acceptance waved final hand
and lines of his talented story were at last told.
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Endings

Endings.

Time's reach stood still that morning
for me.

With the ocean's return to its normal,
and tide climbing

steep banking beach | saw it.
Lifeless beauty washed ashore.

White body on dusting of pebbled
debris above
littered line where water receded.

After night's storm had tossed itself
quiet, there

between jeweled sea and my feet
one moment of

sad surprise unrolled mortality.

No formal mourning this graceful
still swan-song

silenced by mysterious endings.
Just nature's calm requiem for the
life and death journey

destined for every born creature.

There lies an in-bred affinity with
such submission

to wisdom's purpose as beings
bend to beginnings

then finally breathe their finalé.
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Time, that morning stood more
than stiller for me.
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Endings.

Endings.

Time's reach stood still that morning
for me.

With the ocean's return to its normal,
and tide climbing steep banks

| saw it.

White body on dusting of feathered
debris above

the line where water receded.
Lifeless beauty washed ashore.
After night's storm had tossed itself
quiet, there

between sky, sea and sand

one moment of

sad surprise unrolled mortality.

| know swans have to die and gulls
must eat.

One black-back had noted and was
circling above.

Bunched clouds suddenly let free
the sun

and its gleaming pale eye seemed
to cast then

an extraordinary light of gentle
tenderness over

the scene, invoking acceptance.
No formal mourning broached by
creation for

any beginnings and endings.

Just nature's calm requiem for the
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life and death

journey of a beautiful creature.
There lies, in deepest affinity with
such submission,

wisdom's on-going tribute

to a silent finalé.

And time stood stiller that morning
for me.
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Enforcement

Enforcement.

Hard blue winds of winter

shake thin-coated ewes close under hedgerows
and flake old granite walls

with a splintering bite.

Mild green winds of spring gust

life to dead grass-growth, birthing first roses
and patch passing cloud-shawls

in small holes of clear sky.

Hot red winds of summer

droop every stalk with breathless air- sizzle
and sear to wither all

fruit on blister-dry vine.

Gold-crisp winds of autumn

paint gilt-laden distance with bracing gleam
and spread shiver-mornings

as chill grips the cool-time.

Year's unruly winds change

on whim to precocious abuse-bolts showing
poor human enforcement

to vagary's climate.
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Enmeshed

Enmeshed.

Dawn's light today uncurtained Autumn
as more than just berry-laden.
Hedgerows, tho treasure-festooned saw
overnight much skein-transformation.

Thinnest of jewel-plates, silver-lace doilies
now dither in lofty profusion.

From twig to overhung leaves like tin-foil
spun-gilt hovers held fast by wet dew.

Pearl-strung, breath-taking mats of finely
worked high-wire-engineering.
Criss-crossed gossamers stunningly timed
by arachnid's masterful feats.

Dangling traps, sun-caught and floating
with wrought-iron cunning craft.
Firm-as-steel structures uniquely coated
for watching stuck wing's final action.

Spidery expert-precision took diamanté
last night and spun to distraction.
Death-designed nets of intricate lattice
a visitor's struggle quickly wraps.

Shimmering dazzle captures those who
attract eyes with futile gyrations.

So few escape guile of predator allure
for a fly cannot estimate such bait.
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Savage the end to enmeshed movement
by unwise entry to artful webbed beauty.
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Enmeshed.

Enmeshed.

Dawn's light today uncurtained Autumn
as more than just berry-laden.
Hedgerows, tho treasure-festooned saw
overnight much skein-transformation.
Thinnest of jewel-plates, silver-lace doilies
now dither in lofty profusion.

From twig to overhung leaves like tin-foil
spun-gilt hovers held fast by wet dew.
Pearl-strung, breath-taking mats of finely
worked high-wire-engineering.
Criss-crossed gossamers stunningly timed
by arachnid's masterful feats.

Dangling traps, sun-caught and floating
with wrought-iron cunning cratft.
Firm-as-steel structures uniquely coated
for watching stuck wing's final action.
Spidery expert-precision took diamanté
last night and spun to distraction.
Death-designed nets of intricate lattice

a visitor's struggle quickly wraps.
Shimmering dazzle captures those who
attract eyes with futile gyrations.

So few escape guile of predator-allure
for glue-bait a fly cannot estimate.
Savage the end to enmeshed movement
by unwise entry to artful webbed beauty.
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Enticing

Enticing.

From the first finger of hazy light
fresh rays from

day's entrance shatter dark chains
impeccably.

Breeze stirs black dregs to a finish
as streaks of
morning beget break of new dawn
impressively.

Unsullied azure displays an astute
need for space

by removing glimpsed bits of grey
imposingly.

Sleep flits away, giving me chance
for early

attempt to describe nature's gifts
impellingly.

Caught in night's grasp is no place
to stay when
day's enticing draws poets to write
impassionly.
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Enticing.

Enticing.

From the first finger of hazy light
fresh rays from

day's entrance shatter dark chains
impeccably.

Breeze stirs black dregs to a finish
as streaks of
morning beget break of new dawn
impressively.

Unsullied azure displays an astute
need for space

by removing glimpsed bits of grey
imposingly.

Sleep flits away, giving me chance
for early

attempt to pen nature's clear gifts
impassively.

Caught in night's shawl is no place
to be when
sun's call entices my quill outdoors
impellingly.
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Enticing.

Enticing.

From the first finger of hazy light
fresh rays from

day's entrance shatter dark chains
impeccably.

Breeze stirs black dregs to a finish
as streaks of
morning beget break of new dawn
impressively.

Unsullied azure displays an astute
need for space

by removing glimpsed bits of grey
imposingly.

Sleep flits away, giving me chance
for early

attempt to pen nature's clear gifts
impassively.

Caught in night's shawl is no place
to be when

sun's call entices me outdoors so
impellingly.
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Entrance

Entrance

From the first finger of hazy light
fresh rays from

day's entrance shatter dark chains
impeccably.

Breeze stirs black dregs to a finish
as streaks of
morning beget break of new dawn
impressively.

Unsullied azure displays an astute
need for space

by removing glimpsed bits of grey
imposingly.

Sleep flits away, giving me chance
for early

attempt to pen nature's clear gifts
impassively.

Caught in night's shawl is no place
to be when
sun's call entices my pen outdoors
impellingly.
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Entrancement

Entrancement.

Shadowy movements of ethereal
music play nebulous games
with the moonlight's white fingers
across uncanny skyscapes.

Tonight diaphanous curls of grey
filmy smoke trail whispered
journey along water's dark face
with swirls of masked limpidity.

Mist from mauve bed drapes glassy

gauze over sickle-shaped
glow netting luna’s lit lantern

with more flimsy flicks of jet paint.

Caught in entrancement | gasp
as the rare yellow ghost

of night's fairy rainbow dances
bestowing its spell for a moment.
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EPITAPH.

Epitaph.

She lies a sorry sight,
tail like brush-fire,
body tyre-squashed,
reddening the road.

Stark chequered legs,
shoulders hunched
as an epitaph

to her final attempt

at swift flight

from a dragon bent
on annihilation.

Eyes arrowed

for reaching home
and needy den

in last motherly run
she spurts on

to meet breath's end.

Feeding quest

stares from this dead
female fox as

new cubs wait scared
and hungry

while some uncaring

motorist speeds
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on his negligent way
and C'est la Vie
he indifferently says.
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Errant

Errant

Wet footprints in lone beach twilight
appear

from secretive

paths to steal moments

as two recondite hearts deny
errant breeds danger.

Lullaby shush of deserted ebb tide
seeps

into intrigue

as hands and lips meet

and capture desire's clandestine
on rendezvous sand.

Tread cautiously lovers for maybe
romance

that moonlit caught

can move to foolish as fate

at will alters true to fantasy and
covert to failure.
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Errant.

Errant.

Lullaby shush of evening ebb tide
seeps

into late air

as hands

meet to capture clandestine

on deserted sand.

Bold footprints in shadowy twilight
appear

from secretive

corners

as recondite hearts deny

errant concordance.

Tread cautiously lovers for maybe
time

which orders fate's

changes

will mutate covert deceit

to contrite heartache.
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ESSENTIALS.

Essentials.

Crucial to good life is finding the taste of amazement
at nature being itself.

Drink in the delight but first stop at the edges of thirst
and view need of wonder.

Hunger for simple esteem of essentials Nature has for
our pleasure bequeathed.

Feel the ineffable joy which presses juice into fruit, rain
into cloud , bud into bloom and

flight into feather.

Feed from the alchemy seen when light dances on sea,
and rejoice with dawn's opening flicker

as rays break to day.

Sway to life's rhythmic motion as Spring sweeps spent
winter clean to begin again

nature's root-bearing miracle stirrings.

Dance when force becomes breeze, glory in sunsets
and thrill with water

falling.

Celebrate summer's feast

of unfolding abundance and colourful flora,
enjoy the fall of autumn's gold,

listen with ear to the feeling of underneath
growth and when found

be glad that its mysterious sound remains
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to remember again
when arises cause for awe's need.

Each season's abundance turns vital keys of
mindful appreciation for earth's

timelessly generous love

of providing

for us

such

indispensables.
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Esteem.

Esteem.

Dancing with self
~ ~ ~ ~is not understood
until what is seen
~~~~~~~ in the heart

~~~~~~~~ from need.

Self is always

~~~~~~ wholly enough
and denying need
~~~~~~~~ is to know
even alone

~~~~~ we can succeed.

Life may rain hurt

~ ~~~yet we can learn
to dance and stay dry
________ ~ if covered
with courage

~~~~~ of self-esteem.
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ESTEEM.

Esteem.

Joy in being

~ ~ ~ ~is not understood
until what is seen
~~~~~~~ in the heart

~~~~~~~~ from need.

Self is always

~~~~~~ wholly enough
and to succeed
~~~~~~~~ is to know
that we alone

~~~~~ can beat defeat.

Life may rain hurt

~ ~~~yet we can learn
to dance and stay dry
________ ~ if covered
with courage

~~~~~ of self-esteem.
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Ethereal

Ethereal.

Shadowy movements of ethereal
music play nebulous games
with light's lacy fingers, weaving
watery lines on sleepy lake.
Tonight diaphanous curl of filmy
grey smoke whispers its

liquid journey along growing dim
with fervent limpidity.
Time holds breath as stars stack
essence of tiffany dew
on blackening trout's shiny back
in twilight's translucence.
Mist covers sky but above hangs
the gauzy sickle-shaped
glow of shade-blinkered lantern
trying to flicker again.
Clouds part and dome entrances
as the beautiful ghost
of a fading rainbow dances its last
and night closes the show.
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Ethereal Music.

Ethereal Music.

Shadowy movements of ethereal
music play nebulous games
with the moonlight's white fingers
across uncanny sky-scapes.

Tonight diaphanous curl of filmy
grey smoke whispers its

journey along water's dark mask
with swirls of limpidity.

Time abandoned tiffany dances
mosaic of dewdrop-beauty

on a blackening trout's fishy back
making rainbowed translucence.

Thru' glassy mist night-jet hangs
gauze over sickle-shaped

glow netting half-lit luna lantern
with pale flickered moon-face.

Clouds part and | stand entranced
as the rare yellow ghost

of a flimsy late rainbow skims past
leaving its spell for a moment.
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Ethereal Music.

Ethereal Music.

Shadowy movements of ethereal
music play nebulous games
with the moonlight's white fingers
across uncanny skyscapes.

Tonight diaphanous curl of filmy
grey smoke whispers its

journey along water's dark mask
with swirls of limpidity.

Time abandoned tiffany dances
mosaic of dewdrop-beauty
on a blackening trout's fishy back

making striated translucence.

Thru' glassy mist night-jet hangs
gauze over sickle-shaped

glow netting half-lit luna lantern
with pale flickered moon-face.

Clouds part and | stand entranced
as the rare yellow ghost

of a flimsy late rainbow skims past
leaving its spell for a moment.
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EVENTS.

Events.

Half-awake and stranded between the old
day and the new

coming tomorrows may look leviathan,
loom like clouds

of sharp-sharded, unreliable giants where
trust becomes sun-leathered

with nowhere to hide,
muscle-bound and most of the time

muddy-eyed.

But after a sip of memory's liquidity | can
shake away weighty foreboding

and see where faith

has been leading events,

toss off stifling clothes and walk nakedly
sure into the indistinct future

with shoulders high.

Facing fate with a smile of anticipation,
happy with being alive and

moving forward,

life's battles will lose a bit of their scary
sting as | dip grateful toes

into the moment.

Composure is all | shall need.
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Evocative

Evocative.

Stalked in tall greenery, cupped as itself,
bud-tight seduction,

slowly unfurled petaled perfection opens
to show in this single rose

tender attention and fragile its presence
strongly pervades me in

essence of longed-for desire 'tho untold.

Secret scent-soaked bloom silent vibrates
as this clandestine rose

speaks its message from far-away hands
and treasured more

the intention to gently perfume my fated
surrender | leave

love's unspoken beguile as destiny stands.

Sweet evocative sign oh milky-white rose,
with allure disguised only providence knows.
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EVOKING.

Evoking.

Oh Muse, bearer of wisdom, may your words
which traverse the globe

by verse affect attitudes, move objections,
enlighten egos, rock divisions,

reunite misunderstandings and by power of
digestion redirect what

the populace thinks unassailable and forgets.

May poetic energy slice through innumerable
rules, instil sympathy,

drown separation, re-find buried faith within
faded friendships, appeal

for awareness to remember hatred no more,
help those regret who,

prejudice-laden perceive hostilities and kill.

May powerful words smash inbuilt deviant

desire for retaliation,

create instead meant relationships, lasting

handshakes which re-shape

distance placed between hearts by age-old
spiteful groundless pride

that grows no action for lasting happiness.

Oh Calliopé, never forgo scribal ability for
evoking soul-felt change,

guide poems pleading for needy erection
of love's fallen portals,

Page 574/1863



d@mdm 9-2. Anthology of Fay Slimm.

re-invite causes for unearthing paradise
in this war-riddled earth.
Peace needs minions' pens, at the ready.
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Evolving

Evolving.

Wholeness swirls around encircled senses
to mend broken contact with souls
cursed by separation.

Wordless but vibration-powered the core
by evolving rouses awed knowledge
of cosmic's wired wisdom.

Earthlings not yet seeing through mirrors
clearly view dimly the healing change
in unfolding awareness.

Humans may then discover a potential

for other-dimension interconnection
by simple telepathy.
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Exchange

Exchange.

And a daze of breathless churning took
hold as lips touched in exchange.

Desire fanned two frequencies as flame
and fever drew skin close to skin.

A flood of longing surged through veins
while pulses hammered within.

Like chain lightning passion burnt holes

in lines of pre-planned defense.
Currents sparked and sizzled as control
bent to intention of pleasure.

This was no ordinary kiss and his gaze
saw her eyes reflect the same.

Layers of silky sighs migrated as potent
explosion ignited sensation.

And perfume of sacred exchange began

rising like never before.
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Exciting.

Exciting.

With tide at its highest the estuary
shimmers,

each filling inlet a labyrinth of
vigour.

The union of beauty and abstracted
silence

lures incoming bevies of feathered
wildness.

Scanty fresh cloud, blue morning
now broken

forks lightening east with patches
of motion.

Sea-wind unfurls and with a first
shiver

wingbeats fast up-flee in palpable
rhythm.

Exciting as shore-line glitters with
welcome

an early start visit has proved truly
blessed.

Diamanté fragrance could lift each
dull day

if best sunrising mem'ries in minds
would stay.
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Exciting.

Exciting.

With tide at its highest the estuary
shimmers,

each filling inlet a labyrinth of
vigour.

The union of beauty and abstracted
silence

lures incoming bevies of feathered
wildness.

Scanty fresh cloud, blue morning
now broke
shifts gathering mist into patches
of smoke.

Sea-wind unfurls and with a first
shiver

wingbeats fast up-rise in palpable
rhythm.

Exciting as shore-line glitters with
welcome

an early start visit has proved truly
blessed.

Diamanté fragrance could lift each
dull day

if sun-rising memories in my mind
would stay.
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Exciting.

Exciting.

With tide at its highest the estuary
shimmers,

each filling inlet a labyrinth of
vigour.

The union of beauty and abstracted
silence

lures incoming bevies of feathered
wildness.

Scanty fresh cloud, blue morning
now broken

forks lightening east with patches
of motion.

Sea-wind unfurls and with a first
shiver

wingbeats fast up-flee in palpable
rhythm.

Exciting as shore-line glitters with
welcome

an early start visit has proved truly
blessed.

Diamanté memories could lift each
dull day

if in my awed eye sun-rising glory
would stay.
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Explosions

Explosions.

Stars like sparks splutter to bed
as birds catch fire.

Smut-red lips of sultry sun kiss
mouldering night

and in dawn's shimmering light
greet awakening sky.

Throat of thrush flintily strikes
other bird-minds,

inciting song while edge of day's
eye sets more alive

morning's explosions to electrify
small tongues in flight.

| stand dumbly admiring strident
trills of fervent dives

as winged searchers, self un-fed,
food must soon find

if newest nestlings are to survive.

Day's edge reminds earliest risers

of attending to business amid
splendour as rays become daytime.
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Extravagance.

Extravagance.

Such an autumn it is when hands

grow sticky with berry-black nectar and love
prepares jars of juicy jams,

when hedgerows grow bounty and

orchards lean heavy with ready fruit burdens
over-stretching every branch.

Such an autumn it is when timing

now ripe allows burgeoning show of harvest
abundance in mature vines,

when no cupboard empties of food

and scrubbed table-tops creak under laden
weight of grown gems to cook.

Such an autumn it is when in sheer
extravagant glut seasonal wealth explodes
giving workers welcome cheer.
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Eyeing.

Eyeing.

A fish,

like translucent shadow

slowly shows silver through dimly
low-lit submarine green.

A gill

like laced edge of poncho,

rising to roll a lake's morning face
steadily sways to breathe.

A skin,

of thinnest divide knows

it is separated from my airy flesh
solely by liquid need.

A fin,

touched by finger coated

in bubbles for closer contact slips
to more safety beneath.

A flip,

and fish dives fast below

in mist churned by interference
'tho glassily eyeing me.
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Faking

Faking.

Festooned round

skillfully sentenced evasion
never deeper
than experienced phrasing
sits counterfeit
methods cunningly known
as unmeant affection.
Playing at love is a two-faced
divisive game
based on arrant deception
of faked vows that
never stand time's intense
scrutiny for real
care knows trust breaks
when being misled.
Better to give thought first
before starts
love-commitment by word.
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Familiar.

Familiar.

Here are the fields as they have always been.
The copses, the crops.

the sheep in the meadow.

Nature, tho' heedless knows sameness heals
with relentless rhythms

as she reaches her home.

She sees the same woods where gypsies gathered
around flickering fires

with fiddler playing.

She feels the music that once made her heart dance
walking the ways

of familiar again.
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Fancy

Fancy.

Damp-dark the ivy-cloaked walls
shutter gone days
in wraith-raising moonlight.

Voices haunt empty great halls
as spectres graze
on pregnant-rich silence.

Other world near-heard whispers
sets fancy free
to unfurl messaged echoes.

Ruins, as poets have witnessed,

already know
how relics manifest ghosts.
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Far More.

Far More.

Rain wringing out great drops on sodden yards
wetting Sunday-faced farmers

plus ripple of following offspring who mincing
thru' grass yawn slowly uphill

to mud-spattered salvation of weekly worship
and damply pewed, wait for a sermon.

Built of stone-hard resign, staunch parson rule
offers no finery, portal-plain duty

calls, aged by saline sea-ravage muted walls
wait for maids and their matrons

to kneel and receive forgiveness by donating
so by inbuilt faith can sin-ache alter.

Hatted heads bow as onslaught of next storm
fling windowed reminders to all

reverently bent but men know gale-flat grain
awaits no redemption from

sudden battering, cattle-full sheds bellow out
for attention as gates lean on

torn hinges squeaking in vain, time is wasted
in best attire when fierce tempest

empties coins' plated rattle as men scramble

for doors before moor-top service ends.

Smallholding tasking ever takes precedence
but for one holy-hour, chapel then

done and Hellfire quenched Sunday skirts lift
as lady-boots quickly skid homeward
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to kitchen heaven of baked bread smells and
roasting aromas when welcome hands
closed in thanks after renewing, sin-cleansed
and full of rude health, country folk

can shoulder usual hazards of living off land
that asks for far more than Sunday-best.
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Far More.

Far More.

Rain wringing out great drops on sodden yards
wetting Sunday-faced farmers

plus ripple of following offspring who mincing
thru' grass yawn slowly uphill

to mud-spattered salvation of weekly worship
and damply pewed, wait for the sermon.

Built of stone-hard resign, staunch parson rule
offers no finery, portal-plain duty

calls, aged by saline sea-ravage muted walls
wait for maids and their matrons

to kneel and receive forgiveness by donating
so by inbuilt faith can sin-ache alter.

Hatted heads bow as onslaught of next storm
fling windowed reminders to all

reverently bent but men know gale-flat grain
awaits no redemption from

sudden battering, cattle-full sheds bellow out
for attention as gates lean on

torn hinges squeaking in vain, time is wasted
in best attire when fierce tempest

empties coins' plated rattle as men scramble
for doors before moor-top service ends.

Smallholding tasking ever takes precedence
but for one holy-hour, chapel then

done and Hellfire quenched Sunday skirts lift
as lady-boots quickly skid homeward
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to kitchen heaven of baked bread smells and
roasting aromas when welcome hands
closed in thanks after renewing, sin-cleansed
and full of rude health, country folk

can shoulder usual hazards of living off land
that asks for far more than Sunday-best.
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Far More.

Far More.

Rain wringing out great drops on sodden yards
wetting Sunday-faced farmers

plus ripple of following offspring who mincing
thru' grass yawn slowly uphill

to mud-spattered salvation of weekly worship
and damply pewed, wait for a sermon.

Built of stone-hard resign, staunch parson rule
offers no finery, portal-plain duty

calls, aged by saline sea-ravage muted walls
wait for maids and their matrons

to kneel and receive forgiveness by donating
so by inbuilt faith can sin-ache alter.

Hatted heads bow as onslaught of next storm
fling windowed reminders to all

reverently bent but men know gale-flat grain
awaits no redemption from

sudden battering, cattle-full sheds bellow out
for attention as gates lean on

torn hinges squeaking in vain, time is wasted
in best attire when fierce tempest

empties coins' plated rattle as men scramble

for doors before moor-top service ends.

Smallholding tasking ever takes precedence
but for one holy-hour, chapel then
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done and Hellfire quenched Sunday skirts lift
as lady-boots quickly skid homeward

to kitchen heaven of baked bread smells and
roasting aromas when welcome hands
closed in thanks after renewing, sin-cleansed
and full of rude health, country folk

can shoulder usual hazards of living off land
that asks for far more than Sunday-best.
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Fartherness.

Fartherness.

Over the future horizon
life lies

in wait.

Mystery, as yet unstyled,
infiltrates

minds given to
anticipation.

Impressive beyondness
beckons

when present waves
welcome

to what is

ahead.

Accepting tomorrows
brave minds

kept high

will readily

celebrate

challenge of change.

Heaven blesses hearts

who unafraid
enter life's fartherness.
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Fate Waits.

Reinvention.

Rose coloured spectacles have to be grown
to capture passing of time.

Looking backward un-earths spectred races
where ghosts evoke poetic insight.

Lines may be composed on manifold strings
when special prisms are worn.

Fate walits for a scribe who, shades in place
reinvents life of ages before.

Covered with bloom of imagined events

the past can glow like a rose.

Poets might scent the never remembered

to invoke events nobody knows.
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Favours

Favours.

And the steed thy Lady now rideth
leaps countless viewed dangers
to bring thee her favours, thereby
on arrival she most hasty requireth
thou leave Sire no wooing untried.
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FEARLESS.

Fearless.

Wild are the fiercest of changes

when lovelight takes up home in unsuspecting
wide-apart dwellers of east-west

togetherness.

Magnets let loose attract oceans

of ironized fragmented need, feel easily warm
and bind in clandestine joy

closeness unsought. .

Freedom swings from forgotten

roofed-in beams and much weathered lifetimes
of hiding to join hands across

unfettered miles.

Singing arises then from caverns deep

inside duo's core, starts wild changes as coming
alive becomes brightened with

fearless love.
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Feelings

Feelings.

Unsettled my sleep,
yet were | with thee
each night would be
bedded in sated need.

Uneasy my soul,

yet were | to hold
thee as mine alone
would feelings unfold.

Unrested my mind,
yet were | now thine
on fire would be night

while we Paradise find.
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Felt but Unheard

Felt but Unheard.

Here | am

inside your stillness and before more grief breaks
| will stop swell of teardrops.

| see your distress and shall melt it away.

Here | walk

before hours of darkness and as first star appears
| will share every twilight

| stand, a whisper away so listen and hear.

Here | lie

betwixt your sobbing and defeated sense.

| will in empathy act.

| taste the heartache of your nightly unrest.

Here | sit

viewing your need and knowing your dreams

| am here with much caring.

Felt but unheard | see each breath you breathe.

Here | wait until

love finds a way
and it will.
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Felt Care

Felt Care.

Where felt care exists
hearth of hearts
begin to be warmed.

Hurts melt without words
for friendship's

handshake breaks silence.

Page 602/1863



%Mdm ()-2, Anthology of Fay Slimm.

Ferment

Ferment.

Say no more lover of mine.
Lower your anchor, forsake anger,
give time its time.

What is broken may be healed.
Taken as token forgiveness mends much
So let sense appeal.

If bent head of regret reaches warm
shores chill might subside.

Low will rise and regretful ferment
can then be cleansed

by the tide of what we once were.

If meant sorry leads us both there

we no more need contend

so, lover of mine, let's start again.
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FERTILITY.

Fertility.

Beneath the dark earth
and out of sight

the pod breathes and stirs
at feel of life.

A blind cocoon yearns

for tight inside

to swell, birth and burst
upward to light.

Secured in moist soil
nature unfolds,
impregnates root-coil
for germ to grow.

A pregnant seed's oll
aids it at slow
pace so not to spoil
blossoming show.

Flora's ultimate glow
starts by mute joy

of ripened seed sown
with ready loins.

Let us keep the flow

of fertile soil.
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Fervour.

Fervour.

Whence cometh this sudden burst ?

Strong the feeling of need to unearth quill
and clutter blank canvas.

Why falleth such daze of commitment ?

This utter compel to verse comprehension
with ink and pen,
is't call of the Muse that so draws ?

Or perhaps a deep awe taketh poetic minds

to other than normal.

Wouldst mine own experience of versing
beyondness inspire new ideas ?

Wonder's strict urge to word the unwordable

is it so rare ?

To set down the force of emotional fire in neat
order proves the vocation of serious scribing.
A flow of lined fervour cometh alive and eateth
the will despite dirth of time.

Yet what behest dost survive felt pressure when
lettered addiction graspeth its hold ?

"Tis more than mere ring in the nose set

the ink-bitten soul to capture by mark Heaven's
intelligence or the pits of darkest hell.

If written expression be older than old
and every sure pen-stroke lead viewing hearts
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to read on, all praise to the bard.

Long-licked bones maketh the shape of a poem.
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Fierce Hunger.

Fierce Hunger.

How many dawns shall a gull's wide wings
carry night's shiver enough

miles to appease birds' fierce hunger

at sea, aiding eyes to catch something
that eaten keeps a feathered heart warm.?

How many dusks will a young wife's lips
hopefully open on same

ocean as similar need fills with ache

a heart missing harbour-safe kisses

as his overdue boat battles fierce storm.?

How many tides could it take to renew
resolute faith as starved eyes

search time and again empty horizons,
re-scanning each mile for love's food
sailing in late with her sailor on board.?

How many hours can be spent praying
for courage to shake away dread

and feed on the times when fishermen,
heavy with haul set homeward again

knowing a woman waits bravely in port.?
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FINALITY.

Finality.

Veiled is her cry so deep it lies
that when surrounded by other
emotions it captures and stifles
every tear for a while.

Silent it stays, hidden away and
eating the heart until the day it
explodes and starts uncontrolled
as shuddering whine.

Her grief emits moans with voice
which increases from low to wild
howls without abate.

It rocks her bowed frame under
the weight that shall never again
allow for restraint.

As awful abandonment takes over
her mind becoming a plea for hope
of appeasement she faces anguish
of death's finality.

Utterly sad is her bafflement once
let out with inconsolable questions
felt by bereft mothers in mourning
the death of an only child
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Finding

Finding.

And as the wind finds holes

to whistle thru' | see gaps in the mist
of fancy's hold

and string words to fill

them, as poets do, then brimming
with lyrical hope

| find rhythm and begin to blow.
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First

First.

In the garden where love ever grows
we tasted summer's golden ooze.

Waxen cells melted as spirit to spirit
we sipped sweet honey's lit candle.

When raw emotion quenched thirst
we scented desire's hotter liqueur.

Fresh as then is that untied illusion
| could ever forget first passion.
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FIRST BALLAD.

First Ballad.

Symphony in the making was silently
waiting in his old workshop.

| viewed with amazement that motley
collection of well-used tools

and knew how unusual was the music
hung there adorning the walls.

Hammers and saws tuned in for action,
tin shears and gimlets

stood ready to combat wood-shrinkage,
old oil-stones for honing

the blades all told me they could sing to
a Maestro's conducting.

An old wicker-chair in which | was sitting
plaintively winced at my

young movement as | examined the magic
in that Merlin's cave for,

about to be married | needed a man who
was declared a true master

of all things wood and who by talented
hands could teach me the craft.

| for once was eager to learn all the hows
of the trade, thankful the chance

of fine carpentry was coming my way so

| put on my new white apron,

picked up the apprentice-stick-measure
and like a baton gave it a tap
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as my first ballad was about to take shape.
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First Flush

First Flush.

From her first flush Spring trumpets
with full-throated daffodil-gold
her vibrant welcome to lovers
of April's effective proposal
of making new season push
her bud-bursting notions
while whispers blown

thru' each petal look

to birth pale colour

which sets pace

of growth-rush

when Summer

takes over.
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First Light.

First Light.

If first light following night's release
seizes every day's dawning

to increase

the force of nature's fresh air feast
which overrides

residues of human sleep drifting
and provides more

meaning to a deep-stretch revival

why not breathe it in ?

If delight upon which one stumbles
at first light gives the urge
contained in that

humbling moment as dawn takes
up reigns cleansed by

dark silence to draw in morning air
and purge dream-dried

remains in lungs, heart and mind

why not breathe it in ?

If alchemy, in waking at first light
outweighs and changes

last cosy minutes under a duvet
by urging fresh ways

to adventure which illuminate life

why not breathe it in ?
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First Love.

First Love.

When she tasted the unbreathed air
away from girlhood's shallow stream
then it was she pinned up her hair
laced in her waist and saw meaning
in catching attention with breast

held high and eyes full of secrets.

But the boy covered his face, webs

of birds' nests cocooned his dreaming,
for climbing trees came first with him
yet as she strolled, branding his mind,
perfuming trails with siren-schemes
lone lake-bathing became tasteless
as surges drowned his stranded grief.
Remembering her scarlet mouth
hooked like a fish his writhing lips
dried while first love took its bounty.
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First Love.

First Love.

| see

butterscotch evenings,

red sky honied in amber-cream,
last light frothing waves

as sea's olive coverlet changes
to caramel-sepia.

| see

Twilight blush streaking,

drab dusk striped in humbug-tints,
pink cheeks surround day

as sinking in cherry-lip memories
dark paints clandestine scene.

| see

Treacle-soft times sealing

new fate in sugared vows, trying
each offered treasure

of sun-down discovery, eagerly
sharing mutual feelings

| see.

Chocolate-smooth dreaming
invading my mind, held sacred
young romantic secrets
exchanged 'neath moon, tasting
again of first-love sweetness.
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First Love.

First Love.

When she tasted the unbreathed air
away from girlhood's shallow stream
then it was she pinned up dark hair,
laced in her waist and saw meaning
in catching attention by tiny breasts
held upright and eyes full of secrets.
But the boy covered his face, things
like birds' nests cocooned his sight
so climbing trees came first with him
yet as she strolled branding his mind
with scented trails her siren-schemes
made his lone lake-bathing tasteless
as urges drown him in stranded grief.
Remembering her scarlet-red mouth
he, hooked like a fish with writhing
lips sunk as first love took its bounty.
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First Love.

First Love.

| see

butterscotch evenings,

sky honied in given kisses,

last light unfrocking

need as sea's cover