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  Earth's Shaken




  

    Without a thought the earth did roar;

  




  

    Two plates once bound

  




  

    for an age, or more

  




  

    did slip, and unwound.

  




  

    


  




  

    Galloping forth, unbridled, wanton, unchecked

  




  

    All in their path

  




  

    Were wrecked.


  




  

    What once was, now no more.

  




  

    


  




  

    Silence,

  




  

    Force now spent;

  




  

    But at deep it continued, defiant cadence.

  




  

    Until another, rent

  




  

    shook and earth did scream,

  




  

    again.
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  Misused




  

    Misused for pleasure, not hers.

  




  

    On roadside cold

  




  

    she stands, in dress too thin; and haggard looks, too old.

  




  

    


  




  

    Frost-bitten mite, she looks and hopes

  




  

    to save her stolen plight, youth long lost.

  




  

    At cost.

  




  

    


  




  

    Failed waif legal just, forced mature

  




  

    afore her time, she’s aged

  




  

    and, in this theft of life, caged.

  




  

    


  




  

    Joy only for each moment short, the warmth

  




  

    of body close – or heat

  




  

    of car. Thrown, then, back to street.

  




  

    


  




  

    No change each night, she’s

  




  

    used and misused, no one cares

  




  

    despite, poor quality of her wares.

  




  

    


  




  

    Misused for pleasure, not hers.

  




  

    On roadside cold

  




  

    she stands too tired; too thin;

  




  

    too hard and haggard,

  




  

    ever bought and over-sold.
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  Changing mores




  

    


  




  

    Turned Society now, upon its head

  




  

    Tis said,

  




  

    Once; we wed, before bed.

  




  

    Now; we bed, afore we’re wed.
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  What is this life: Part 1.




  

    


  




  

    What is this life that we do lead

  




  

    When all we do just makes us bleed,

  




  

    And all we sow comes up as weed.

  




  

    ?

  




  

    What is this life that curses so

  




  

    And drags us through on tow.

  




  

    And little in the garden, here, does grow.

  




  

    ?

  




  

    What is this life that brings such woe

  




  

    When bosses think, and then say no.

  




  

    And each of us then, becomes a foe.

  




  

    ?

  




  

    They sit up there, in ivory tower

  




  

    Yielding such expansive power

  




  

    Expecting us to do, but cower.

  




  

     !

  




  

    What is this life that we do lead

  




  

    When all we do, seems to feed

  




  

    The notions they have, such greed.

  




  

     ?
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  What is this life: Part 2.




  

    


  




  

    What is this life that we all lead

  




  

    When happiness was, we thought, decreed

  




  

    And then forced, we were, to concede.

  




  

    ?

  




  

    That crazy hand of cards was dealt;

  




  

    Who left that Joker in, and gave us that belt.

  




  

    Happiness was then left, to melt.

  




  

    ?

  




  

    But one year on we may have won

  




  

    That's surely, now, how it is done.

  




  

    No one left, to point that gun.

  




  

    !

  




  

    But what this life, we now lead,

  




  

    When weeks fly by, and we pay heed

  




  

    To tumbled numbers that we need.

  




  

    ?

  




  

    Now lead us this life of promised hope,

  




  

    And surely we are made to cope

  




  

    With each and every persons’ nope!
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  Onto the page




  

    


  




  

    sizzling words across the page

  




  

    burn, through rhyme to break the cage

  




  

    of life; that’s often cruel.

  




  

    


  




  

    characters chiselled paper deep

  




  

    crafted, in hope to make us weep.

  




  

    life's forgive-less school.

  




  

    


  




  

    wisdom words carry afar

  




  

    written once, they say or jar

  




  

    a tale of woe or joy, (may-haps even), cool.
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  It's been a Pig....




  

    


  




  

    It's been a pig of a week,

  




  

    Swine the World over,

  




  

    It's a take-over they seek.

  




  

    


  




  

    It's been a pig of a week,

  




  

    Sneezing here and tissuing there,

  




  

    But better, by far, than bankers' tweeks.

  




  

    


  




  

    It's been a pig of a week,

  




  

    Mexico or Novel, what a choice of a name,

  




  

    Better, by far?, just porcine with no beak.

  




  

    


  




  

    Ahhh-hhh-tish-shoo;

  




  

    It's been a pig of a week.

  




  

    They've been hogging the limelight,

  




  

    The Swine!

  




  

    Every airway, newsprint and chat show.

  




  

    Humanity finds, it's in a fight.

  




  

    


  




  

    Flu it has flown, right around the World,

  




  

    Driven to seek,

  




  

    To smite the weak,

  




  

    It's been an absolute Pig Of A Week......
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  Sitting Primly




  

    


  




  

    Sitting primly

  




  

    looking at me;

  




  

    Mistress She,

  




  

    living free.

  




  

    


  




  

    Eyes wide

  




  

    gazing, from

  




  

    pools of azure

  




  

    between hooded lids.

  




  

    


  




  

    She winked, once, then twice,

  




  

    her tongue curled, and lingered

  




  

    on her lips.

  




  

    


  




  

    Fully raptured

  




  

    totally captured.

  




  

    


  




  

    and then she gave the game away;

  




  

    a smile

  




  

    a yawn;

  




  

    My dear,

  




  

    what sharp teeth you have,

  




  

    Little Pussycat !
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    The Word Artist


  




  

    Words do fail me;

  




  

    How can that be.

  




  

    Short words, long words, and those in-between.

  




  

    Big words, little words, please help me to see.

  




  

    


  




  

    Splice words with images;

  




  

    Word-craft in stages.

  




  

    Short words, long words, and all those between.

  




  

    Big words, little words, not trapped in those cages.

  




  

    


  




  

    Open the stage;

  




  

    Fill up the page.

  




  

    Short words, long words, and those in-between.

  




  

    Big words, little words, temper with sage.

  




  

    


  




  

    Chisel the sentence;

  




  

    Careful with senses.

  




  

    Short words, long words, and those in-between.

  




  

    Big words, little words, open those fences.

  




  

    


  




  

    Words that do rhyme

  




  

    Those full of time.

  




  

    Salute those who fight

  




  

    To get those right.

  




  

    Take all those characters and set up a scene.

  




  

    


  




  

    Write in full vigour

  




  

    Infuse with due power.

  




  

    Short words, long words, and those in-between.

  




  

    Big words, little words.

  




  

    Bring right unto flower.
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  Snakes of Pain




  

    


  




  

    Spirits in the rainbow,

  




  

    tears in the rain.

  




  

    How can thee not know

  




  

    the joys of love,

  




  

    the Snakes of Pain?

  




  

    


  




  

    Brave chariot of Helios,

  




  

    flying overhead

  




  

    the unruly chaos.

  




  

    How dost thou see,

  




  

    the Waste of Dead?

  




  

    Cold hearted Selene,

  




  

    you rule at night.

  




  

    Bleeding them clean

  




  

    in endless battles,

  




  

    But is it right?

  




  

    


  




  

    Spirits in the rainbow,

  




  

    tears in the rain.

  




  

    How can thee not know

  




  

    the joys of love,

  




  

    and Snakes of Pain?
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  Up Above




  

    


  




  

    Does the rain wash away

  




  

    the colours from the rainbow?

  




  

    Do the clouds cry out

  




  

    as the rain drains away?

  




  

    Can we see teardrops on the mountain

  




  

    and the fire-flies in the day?

  




  

    Is there a golden heaven up there

  




  

    just waiting, high above?

  




  

    


  




  

    Do the snowflakes dance

  




  

    to a tune in the wind?

  




  

    Does the sky up above hold on

  




  

    to its daydreams?

  




  

    Can we see the deep drifts, up there in the valleys,

  




  

    the edelweiss out, in bloom?

  




  

    Is it a heaven up there,

  




  

    just waiting to be claimed?

  




  

    


  




  

    Does the high wind scream

  




  

    as it drives through the ether?

  




  

    Do the bright lights of night

  




  

    scintillate through our dreams?

  




  

    Is there a heaven up above

  




  

    or an elusive crock of gold?.

  




  

    


  




  

    The rain does wash

  




  

    away all the troubles,

  




  

    and the clouds,

  




  

    they do scream

  




  

    as the fireflies burn.

  




  

    The snow covers the mountain

  




  

    To hide all its sins.

  




  

    And the sky gazes by

  




  

    in a drunken obscurity

  




  

    Whilst high up above,

  




  

    the blooms they are precious.

  




  

    


  




  

    The tempest so strong

  




  

    there’s no place for a heaven.

  




  

    Does the rain wash away

  




  

    the colours from the rainbow?

  




  

    Do the snowflakes dance

  




  

    to a tune in the wind?

  




  

    Can we talk of the moonbeams

  




  

    as it drives away the colours?

  




  

    Is there a heaven up above?

  




  

    Come on up, or wait and see.
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  ....and memories too.




  

    I’d rather go, where the crowds be thin,

  




  

    no hustle, bustle, and other such din.

  




  

    Somewhere where the sun shines,

  




  

    and the wines

  




  

    don’t make my head spin.

  




  

    


  




  

    I’d rather go, where the air is pure,

  




  

    water clear, and pains can cure.

  




  

    Somewhere where my heart can rest,

  




  

    and the best

  




  

    of all, to be good and sure.

  




  

    


  




  

    I’d rather go, where pace of life is slow,

  




  

    no fast moving cars, nor brats in tow.

  




  

    Somewhere not too far away

  




  

    but far enough to avoid the fray.

  




  

    I’d rather go and just lie low.

  




  

    just me and you

  




  

    and memories too.
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  Invocation




  

    


  




  

    By the power in these stones, I call thee forth.

  




  

    By the nine I invoke your mind.

  




  

    


  




  

    Within thy bones, I seek the sense

  




  

    to bring forth the power to find…………

  




  

    


  




  

    An attendant Muse who daily feeds my craft,

  




  

    known to men of old, by Plato, Socrates and Aristotle.

  




  

    She draws the words but carefully into every draft.

  




  

    Always there, but genie-chained, in Enchanted Bottle.

  




  

    To bring about a marriage, perfection; of word and metre and rhyme,

  




  

    with each and every word to raft

  




  

    throughout the endless realm of time.

  




  

    


  




  

    By the power in these stones, I call thee forth.

  




  

    By the muses, nine, I invoke your mind.

  




  

    


  




  

    Within thy bones, I seek the sense

  




  

    to bring forth the power to find…………

  




  

    


  




  

    The magic within my bottle.
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  Earth Shakes




  

    


  




  

    The Earth does daily itch and twitch,

  




  

    like raft on open water does yaw and pitch.

  




  

    She shivers always every day,

  




  

    in each and every other way.

  




  

    Whilst travelling light along a cosmic way.

  




  

    


  




  

    Most days she’s gentle, but one or two

  




  

    like sneezes in a hay-filled meadow

  




  

    will rock and buck and quake her mantle-shelf

  




  

    by sending quaking elf

  




  

    to drag those plates that grind and stray.

  




  

    


  




  

    A biggish one did occur yer-day,

  




  

    A seven-point-oner

  




  

    Down Honduras way.

  




  

    She’s not forgotten her way

  




  

    Whilst travelling light along a cosmic way.
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  Seek the light




  

    


  




  

    Sunshine colours do fade away

  




  

    as night surely follows each day.

  




  

    Warming shadows paint the night

  




  

    as cool blue light takes o’er our sight.

  




  

    


  




  

    Icy blue by light of moon,

  




  

    as steel pervades an endless night.

  




  

    What is black and what is white, it’s too soon

  




  

    as faking colours inveigle our sight.

  




  

    


  




  

    Is light the illusion, or is it us

  




  

    as we traverse an alien land

  




  

    Created by no slight of hand or truss

  




  

    but death of Helios by night’s hand.
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  Coffee Break




  

    


  




  

    By dearth of coffee shall we suffer

  




  

    and lacking daily doses we flag.

  




  

    Quickly running to a buffer.

  




  

    We hate to huff and puff and nag,

  




  

    So fill us up with a prince of drink

  




  

    as quick as can with a saucy wink.
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  Spring




  

    


  




  

    When snowdrops melt away

  




  

    and daffodils trump out loud;

  




  

    a new spring has begun.

  




  

    When green mist lies low upon ploughed lands,

  




  

    we wait,

  




  

    then,

  




  

    the first swallow to swoop.

  




  

    


  




  

    When skylark soars high,

  




  

    and golden hedgerows blaze;

  




  

    a new spring had begun.

  




  

    When morning mist clears upon warming sun,

  




  

    we wait,

  




  

    then,

  




  

    the cuckoo to call.

  




  

    


  




  

    When goldfinch squabble,

  




  

    and primrose brightly shine;

  




  

    a new spring is well upon.

  




  

    When morning dew sprinkles diamonds,

  




  

    we no longer wait,

  




  

    then,

  




  

    summer’s soon due.
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  Muse of mine




  

    I’ve delved deep within, to the core of my soul

  




  

    to find such cherished thoughts, to fill my bowl.

  




  

    With grandiose words, to sustain this harmonic rhyme

  




  

    from first to last; with each to last, through ravages of time.

  




  

    I’ve searched the nerving ways and sparking channels

  




  

    to source the characters I stitch and thread my tapestry of annals.

  




  

    From each and every highway in my essential being

  




  

    ignited and aflamed to burn on page of life with feeling.

  




  

    


  




  

    My muse be love, my craft be plain, my goal indeed be passion.
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  Rain!




  

    


  




  

    Why does it always appear to be raining.

  




  

    It is surely a travesty of natural law.

  




  

    What does the weather think it is gaining

  




  

    With this endless, mindless, relentless pour?

  




  

    


  




  

    Why does it always rain on our days off.

  




  

    That is surely a travesty of working law.

  




  

    What does the weather think we’re made of

  




  

    With this endless, mindless, relentless pour.

  




  

    


  




  

    Why does the chaos of weather define us.

  




  

    Blinding rain, breath-taking wind and senseless heat.

  




  

    What does it think it is doing, the weather on us.

  




  

    With this endless, mindless, relentless beat.

  




  

    


  




  

    Why does it always win

  




  

    Why does it always win

  




  

    Can’t the lords in the heavens defend us

  




  

    Can’t they help us without any fuss.

  




  

    


  




  

    Butterflies flap their wings in Asia,

  




  

    Monsoons move into Fantasia.

  




  

    Fir cones swell and seaweed drips

  




  

    No one likes soggy fish and chips.
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  Time




  

    


  




  

    Isochronous motion

  




  

    Worlds’ clocks go round and round

  




  

    trusting always to emotion.

  




  

    


  




  

    Cosmic streams alive

  




  

    Starlight music performs

  




  

    And planetary bodies do jive.

  




  

    


  




  

    Time Travellers with vocation

  




  

    No time now to really spare

  




  

    As Gallifrean Lords provide eternal devotion.

  




  

    


  




  

    All alive, five by five

  




  

    Multiverse lores made to form

  




  

    Space bees fly, one giant hive.

  




  

    


  




  

    Isochronous motion

  




  

    Worlds’ clocks do fool around

  




  

    trusting always to the laws of motion.
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  The Three




  

    


  




  

    the oak, the ash and the hawthorn too,

  




  

    earth’s own trinity by druid true;

  




  

    each bound one by one unto the ground

  




  

    each one bends but trusts the wind, whilst very earthen-bound.

  




  

    each one seeks the link ‘tween earth and sky.

  




  

    


  




  

    the oak, the white, she seeks the heights and nods

  




  

    her majestic crowns to lightning gods;

  




  

    with roots she delves beneath to depths unseen

  




  

    whilst yearning to lift her boughs of fertile green

  




  

    up high to seek the link between

  




  

    the lands of shamanic worlds with balance

  




  

    and revere the dance

  




  

    of merry maidens under light of sweet Selene.

  




  

    


  




  

    from ash we came for good or ill,

  




  

    by grace of Zeus or Yggdrasil;

  




  

    like oak she soars and seeks

  




  

    the heavens miles above mountains peaks,

  




  

    and in our names she speaks

  




  

    of witches brooms and rods divine

  




  

    which echoes Hellenic rites and sign

  




  

    of dew ‘pon thine maidens’ cheeks.

  




  

    


  




  

    hawthorne, but one of three,

  




  

    more a bush, they say, than tree;

  




  

    but anger not the Faerie, do not fell

  




  

    the marking here of spring or well.

  




  

    spirit tales can often tell

  




  

    like oak and ash, she marks the way

  




  

    mayhaps be found on lines of ley.

  




  

    at first of blooms, Beltane she marks, as maidens dance the pole for we.

  




  

    


  




  

    the oak, the ash, the hawthorn too,

  




  

    earth’s holy trinity by druid true;

  




  

    ancient lore inspired by mead

  




  

    Melial to guide, Dryad to lead,

  




  

    Faerie tales in balance

  




  

    and perfect reverence.
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  ..stayed at home..




  

    


  




  

    Onward went they for freedom

  




  

    whilst the leaders stayed at home.

  




  

    Marched out they in order

  




  

    with heads held high in pride.

  




  

    Hoping for gold and glory

  




  

    whilst the leaders stayed at home.

  




  

    


  




  

    Quiet stole over countrysides

  




  

    whilst factories did so too.

  




  

    The workers heeded same calls

  




  

    and swapped their tools for war.

  




  

    Hoping they win victory

  




  

    whilst leaders stayed at home.

  




  

    


  




  

    Silence now in victory,

  




  

    as marched they did back home.

  




  

    What becomes of honour, Sir?

  




  

    when foes of yourn lay low.

  




  

    History often tells,

  




  

    My Lord,

  




  

    The Leaders stayed at home.
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  Just one?




  

    


  




  

    one stray unjust word that slipped the leash

  




  

    from errant tongue

  




  

    but loose, now free, to batter, to cut and drive

  




  

    a wedge between.

  




  

    one word unjustly penned or typed by feeble hands,

  




  

    in quick riposte:

  




  

    and idle despatch

  




  

    with nary a thought, now free

  




  

    to wing with sharpened barb, or razor slice, or

  




  

    withering thump.

  




  

    


  




  

    just one word to hurt.

  




  

    pity if that were so.

  




  

    a breath inhaled

  




  

    a shock

  




  

    delivered.

  




  

    


  




  

    


  




  

    now stirred, the maelstrom

  




  

    feeds,

  




  

    that one becomes

  




  

    a storm, no mercy.

  




  

    torrential barrage

  




  

    that hammers, and batters, and breaks

  




  

    defences.

  




  

    barraged with no care,

  




  

    the give, the take,

  




  

    to wound

  




  

    to bleed

  




  

    by slings and arrows

  




  

    aimless maim.

  




  

    


  




  

    now spent

  




  

    time

  




  

    now to pause

  




  

    and mayhap

  




  

    relent.

  




  

    


  




  

    the tide doth break,

  




  

    wax and wane

  




  

    more gentle now.

  




  

    but bruised.

  




  

    mere words

  




  

    but powered

  




  

    nonetheless.

  




  

    strength of heart

  




  

    a beat quiesce.

  




  

    


  




  

    a spark of shame

  




  

    no one to blame

  




  

    no one to make the claim

  




  

    will it stay the same.

  




  

    does the flesh somehow tame.
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  Haiku




  

    


  




  

    rain falls-

  




  

    cattle and men

  




  

    fail on barren lands
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  Stroll




  

    


  




  

    Take my hand and we shall stroll

  




  

    along the rocky road of life as one.

  




  

    


  




  

    White river water flows along our side,

  




  

    rafting troubles far away

  




  

    and minnows come along for a ride.

  




  

    Tempestuous storms a’head

  




  

    bleed rain from darkened clouds

  




  

    the drowning tears.

  




  

    Wild winds chill the marrow of our bones

  




  

    deep to the very depths

  




  

    and whale song invades.

  




  

    Warm summer breezes inveigle

  




  

    away the weary dregs of winter’s morns,

  




  

    and snowflakes melt upon the hearth.
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  morning




  

    


  




  

    shorn of warmth; the earth

  




  

    of frozen diamonds,

  




  

    that scintillate

  




  

    in full moon glow,

  




  

    a myriad of prisms cold

  




  

    and beauty hard,

  




  

    beneath our feet

  




  

    that crunch along the way,

  




  

    ‘cross silvery green

  




  

    towards the rising glow

  




  

    of another dawn. 
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  as we age




  

    


  




  

    washed away my cares

  




  

    spring showers

  




  

    opened up my dreams

  




  

    summer warmth

  




  

    blood crimson fruits from blossom

  




  

    autumn cool

  




  

    virgin white at end

  




  

    winter ice

  




  

    nay begin again

  




  

    


  




  

    cycle on, cycle on

  




  

    season faster as we age.

  




  

    


  




  

    © 4 June 2006

  




  



  Genes of future




  

    


  




  

    Shot a million little arrows deep,

  




  

    Inside.

  




  

    They swim, a tide

  




  

    Of teeming white, driving forth.

  




  

    Paths they took

  




  

    Some straight, some like a little brook.

  




  

    Urges, primordial,

  




  

    New life to join

  




  

    Or wasted barrier held;

  




  

    A pleasure spent,

  




  

    Or genes of future;

  




  

    Ensured.
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  Spring is here




  

    


  




  

    zephyrs whisper ‘cross the field,

  




  

    motes of pollen, anther peeled.

  




  

    drunken bees, bumble on

  




  

    pimping ‘til the day is done.

  




  

    


  




  

    lacewings new,

  




  

    bake their wings, from morning dew.

  




  

    swallows flitting through the blue

  




  

    spring’s now full, a thrilling hue.

  




  

    blackbird’s thrilling chorus

  




  

    ever free, wild thesaurus.

  




  

    spawn hatchings fill the pond,

  




  

    nature’s magic with her wand.

  




  

    


  




  

    welcome life’s new season here,

  




  

    balmy days we hold them dear.

  




  

    


  




  

    © 12 May 2005

  




  



  The Sun




  

    


  




  

    blazing forth through frozen void,

  




  

    by power of atoms all destroyed

  




  

    golden orb which rules our life

  




  

    cuts the night with sharpened knife.

  




  

    blazing fires o’er miles and miles

  




  

    our synapses, they waken

  




  

    as retinal displays be shaken.

  




  

    hues galore

  




  

    from land to sky, sea to shore

  




  

    our gaze

  




  

    always amaze.

  




  

    


  




  

    © 12 May 2005

  




  



  Earth's Yearning




  

    


  




  

    When first the wind blows

  




  

    Turn and bow to the east;

  




  

    With the rising sun bathe,

  




  

    Take its warmth as a feast.

  




  

    


  




  

    When next the wind dies

  




  

    Turn widdershins to the west;

  




  

    Let the dying sun bless,

  




  

    Seeing you at your best.

  




  

    


  




  

    When next the sun dims

  




  

    Turn again, widdershins to the north;

  




  

    Feel earth’s pull,

  




  

    Power all feelings forth.

  




  

    


  




  

    When next the rising moon,

  




  

    If in the full;

  




  

    Widdershins to the south, turn again;

  




  

    Cleanse your soul with the tides

  




  

    Take it deep to each vein.

  




  

    


  




  

    When next you dream

  




  

    Sail deep through the night;

  




  

    Mother earth to one side

  




  

    Deep love to the right.

  




  

    


  




  

    Feel Earth’s deep rhythm

  




  

    To the pores of your soul

  




  

    Helping you through the night;

  




  

    Keeping you whole.

  




  

    


  




  

    Look forward the birth,

  




  

    Of another day.

  




  

    When first the sun’s rays shine,

  




  

    Turn widdershins again,

  




  

    And again.

  




  

    


  




  

    © 30 March 2005

  




  



  tic’ tak' of love




  

    


  




  

    grandfather clock ticks so slowly,

  




  

    tic’, toc’, tic’, toc’…

  




  

    keeping time with you so holy

  




  

    tic’, toc’, tic’, toc’…

  




  

    tak’ me by the hand

  




  

    and together we shall stand

  




  

    against ravages of time.

  




  

    hand in hand together…

  




  

    tic’, toc’, tic’, toc’…

  




  

    


  




  

    © 25 June 2009

  




  



  ....and true




  

    I walked naked through

  




  

    the meadow at dawn,

  




  

    betwixt tall grasses bowed

  




  

    so heavy with seed and dew

  




  

    that caressed the skin

  




  

    to wash the cares away.

  




  

    whilst all around

  




  

    the air was filled with bees who bumble

  




  

    and slake their greedy thirst,

  




  

    and butterflies do take to wing

  




  

    to taste the heavy scents that infuse

  




  

    the gentle airs

  




  

    with honeysuckle, rose and orange tree.

  




  

    


  




  

    I walked naked through

  




  

    meadows at dawn,

  




  

    with you beside; and true.

  




  

    


  




  

    © 4 July 2009

  




  



  Cold Anger




  

    


  




  

    how many more to die

  




  

    how many more to lie

  




  

    once more

  




  

    on foreign field far

  




  

    from home.

  




  

    


  




  

    how many more to maim

  




  

    how many more until the aim

  




  

    to please

  




  

    is done on foreign soils far

  




  

    from home.

  




  

    


  




  

    how much more time

  




  

    how much more, ‘fore deeds chime

  




  

    at last with aspirations

  




  

    for lands far

  




  

    from home.

  




  

    


  




  

    how much more fight


  




  

    how much more brilliant flames of right

  




  

    shall die away

  




  

    in lands far

  




  

    from home.

  




  

    


  




  

    how many more dreams

  




  

    will it shatter

  




  

    chasing smoke and dreams

  




  

    across lands

  




  

    far from home. 

  




  

    


  




  

    © 5 July 2009
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