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Hear me


All the babies of the world


Crying out for love and recognition


Some of them now dressed in


Suits and fancy frocks


Lined faces or polished exteriors.




Green


You ache thinking you had it bad


Thinking if only


If only you had what I had


And I ache equally sad


Wishing that I had what you had


Relieved of the burdens I carry


Relieved of what makes me mad.




Moonlight


The quivering shadows glide through the moonlit forest


I edge my way though the depth of crisp autumn leaves


No rich colours can be seen


Just the pale glimmer of light peering through the trees


The icy wind cuts bitterly through the scurrying creatures.




Heartbeat


I listen to your heartbeat


As I hold you close


I could listen to that


For ever


The gentle patter


The sound I love most.


A lifetime of heartbeats


Our private reserve


What about those


Wasted on worry


On anger


On swallowed feelings


On things for which


We don’t care.


Let’s use up our heartbeats


Now


Dancing


Laughing


Crying


Singing


Screaming


Vibrating together.




Summer


Mossy pillows through which the seeping water’s edge


Contrasting with the rushing torrents cascading into a


Deep plunge pool of foaming upheaval


The towering trees with arms of gentle pine and


Sweet heavy scents lower themselves to mingle


With the bright green of the rich undergrowth


Hilarious laughter and screeching hysterically


Drowned maidens race in frenzy, breaking


The calmness of the valley but blending


In the joy of summer.


[image: ]




Indepth


Seeping thoughts not thoroughly eager
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