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            Life and Death

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               When Time Trampled on her Head

            

            
               
                  Beyond the city alleys,

                  Where golden food crops grow;

                  Within the glens and valleys

                  Where waters edge and flow,

                  She picked the blood red poppies,

                  The slender drops of snow.

               

               
                  I answer if you ask me:

                  “Has beauty’s crown been won?”

                  ‘Look not to the apple tree

                  Which blossoms in the sun:

                  Beauty, dressed in flesh, could see,

                  Could talk and leap and run.’

               

               
                  Like jasmine of the orient

                  She filled the soul with glee:

                  Nimble, youthful and salient,

                  Bright, vivacious and free,

                  Her face was far more radiant

                  Than sun beams on the sea. 

               

               
                  When time trampled on her head,

                  It plucked its hair quite thin;

                  Eyes turned dim and ears like lead

                  With bristles on her chin;

                  Her face, like a ruffled bed,

                  Showed sunspots on the skin.

               

               
                  Age worked hard its cold steel mill

                  And crumpled her pure brow;

                  With its creeping perfect skill

                  It caused her back to bow;

                  In her features one sees still

                  Signs of past beauty now.

               

               
                  She waits for death to vanquish

                  Her body in its hold;

                  Her legs, once pretty, languish

                  Beneath her weight and fold;

                  Heaven will have no anguish

                  But streets of light and gold.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               You Slipped Away

            

            
               
                  You slipped away

                  Out of your warm glittering light,

                  You slipped away

                  Into your cold and moonless night;

                  You left without saying goodbye,

                  You did not smile, you did not cry:

                  You simply walked out, slipped away.

               

               
                  You left us and you felt no pain,

                  Nor will you come to us again.

                  Where is your earnest tight embrace?

                  The knowing look, the tender face?

                  The mundane plans and the surprise?

                  The loving twinkle in your eyes?

                  All was lost: you slipped away.

               

               
                  You pay no heed to call or sound

                  Nor to appeals from all around;

                  You left us while you stayed at home,

                  You walk from room to room and roam,

                  You do not seem to care at all

                  Whether we die or rise or fall:

                  You slipped away in your mind. 

               

               
                  You shuffle as your lose your way

                  In your own home by night and day,

                  Then stumbling fall and cannot rise:

                  The spider crawls, the hornet flies,

                  But you remain upon the ground

                  Not crying or making a sound

                  You slipped away in your mind.

               

               
                  I slipped away

                  Out of your memory and care;

                  I slipped away

                  You know not when, you known not where:

                  As if I am no longer there;

                  You look at me, but do not see

                  How you prided yourself in me:

                  I slipped away from your mind.

               

               
                  You are not bothered if I creep

                  Or crash a glass jug as you sleep;

                  Although I see you, thin and frail,

                  My love for you will never fail.

                  The time will come when we will meet

                  Renewed before our Saviour’s feet

                  When this sad world slips away.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               The Obese

            

            
               
                  He steadily increased in weight,

                  It was his nature to be great:

                  But can his big heart tolerate?

                  Will not his belly ulcerate?

               

               
                  His friends pretended to be wise:

                  Each one was eager to advise;

                  His figure could bear no disguise

                  Nor he the portents of demise.

               

               
                  “Check your cholesterol level,

                  Fats and uric acid gravel,

                  Thin your blood sugar with a shovel,

                  Must death join you on your travel?

               

               
                   “Attend a slimming club and train:

                  We bet you will be thin again,

                  Begin to lose a stone or twain:

                  Your fat will slither down the drain.” 

               

               
                  Was that all their conversation

                  Just to increase his frustration?

                  Bigger men are in the nation

                  Who feel greater consternation.

               

               
                  His friends all died in turn, each one,

                  But he outlived their jokes and fun

                  And when his life on earth was done,

                  He said his farewell to the sun.

               

               
                  It was when he, an old man died,

                  One digger to another cried:

                  Make sure the gave is deep and wide,

                  This man is big from side to side.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               The Cattle Market

            

            
               
                  Some people in the West and East

                  Count a woman a market beast,

                  Or a Jersey cow at least,

                  With flesh to yield a wholesome feast.

               

               
                  She is too plump to be a bride:

                  Her skin is best suited for hide!

                  They look upon her and deride,

                  Judging her figure short and wide.

               

               
                  Fine features, but her nose is big,

                  Her hair looks like a painted wig!

                  What stocky legs, rump of a pig!

                  What voice! just like a breaking twig.

               

               
                  How lovely is her smiling face,

                  A spring of happiness and grace,

                  But that dark mole is out of place

                  Like a foul spot upon white lace.

               

               
                  With his brain, as sharp as a knife,

                  He seeks for one to share his life; 

                  He can face men in peace and strife

                  When he proudly shows off his wife.

               

               
                  I have known people in my time

                  Who sought a young wife in their prime,

                  Counting themselves truly sublime.

                  Choosing between the quince and lime.

               

               
                  Beauty is skin deep, it is said,

                  Time creeps upon its neck and head:

                  Some folk will wake one day in bed

                  To find their gold a mass of lead.

               

               
                  True beauty lives within the soul:

                  Heart to heart will forever call,

                  It breaks down fences, strong or tall

                  To be in love the all in all.

               

               
                  Look on the heart, not on the crust,

                  The charm of person, not the bust

                  On things that will endure you lust

                  When all else crumbles into dust. 

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The Desert

            

            
               
                  Stretching out beyond man’s eye

                  As if to eternity,

                  Yet of this world much a part

                  In danger, serenity.

                  Of the landscapes of the earth

                  Is a special entity:

                  Mother of energy, might,

                  Bed of death and enmity,

                  Queller of man, unconquered,

                  Proving his mortality,

                  Yet he finds rest for his soul

                  Within your tranquility.

               

               
                  Your dunes, as gentle ripples

                  Of the deep waves of the sea,

                  Unfixed and ever changing,

                  Beckoning, calling for me,

                  Yet at times blown and blasted

                  Into heaven to be free,

                  Like a sea storm on your face

                  Where death and fury agree;

                  Life becomes gravely threatened, 

                  Man trembles and bends the knee

                  As he cries for God’s mercy

                  That danger may pass and flee.

               

               
                  I love you, not for the oil

                  Buried deeply in your land,

                  Nor that stars in the dark night

                  With luculent brilliance stand,

                  But that my father did earn

                  A living from your harsh hand,

                  Not seeking riches, but life,

                  Meek was his honest demand

                  Until his life was ended,

                  Until he, at God’s command

                  Slept in earthen grave beneath

                  Your fervid and sun-baked sand.

               

               
                  One day I took my mother

                  To visit him where he lay,

                  She stood alone, bewildered,

                  Not knowing what words to say;

                  Lonely and broken by time

                  Where silence vanquished the day.

                  Her lips quivered tenderly,

                  She appeared intent to pray.

                  The grave stone had subsided

                  Beneath the weight of decay;

                  I wondered when the desert sand

                  Will erase its marks away.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Desert Death

            

            
               
                  He lost his way and could not find it back;

                  The wind erased the marks of his one track:

                  His car ran aground in the sandy dunes

                  While he listened to jolly radio tunes;

                  No man passed, no buzzard or curlew

                  But snakes and flies and deadly scorpions knew:

                  His bones were picked as if polished by hand

                  As he decomposed in the heated sand.

                  Great was his courage, short his earthly run:

                  His mother lost a noble elder son.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The Dingle

            

            
               
                  I walked through a valley dingle

                  Where trees embraced above my head

                  Forming a lacework that mingled

                  With piercing spotlights widely spread;

                  I strode on the path I singled,

                  Upon branches and twigs long dead.

               

               
                  In the solitude of silence

                  I pondered on nature’s design,

                  Felt the rustling leaves and presence

                  Of the oak tree and wayside pine

                  Where the shrubs entwined in semblance

                  Of hands begging the light to shine.

               

               
                  I soon had reason to regret

                  The use of nature as a pan

                  As I saw a reeled out cassette,

                  Newspaper, glass, an empty can,

                  A disembowelled radio set,

                  Plastic and the refuse of man.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Uncle Evan

            

            
               
                  Oh, take me to the graveyard,

                  Let me see the stone

                  Where he laid his weary head,

                  Where he sleeps alone.

                  He walked up ahead of me

                  On that solemn hill,

                  Then stood against the grave,

                  Motionless and still;

                  No words were said between us,

                  Each reviewed the past,

                  But I knew that tenderness

                  And grief held him fast.

               

               
                  We stood there remembering

                  One who grows not old.

                  It was before the Winter,

                  But the wind was cold;

                  No tears escaped from our eyes:

                  They were trapped inside;

                  Not so with the cloud that passed

                  By the Welsh hillside:

                  It wept hard upon the grave 

                  And upon our head,

                  Spoke the language of the heart,

                  Said what should be said.

               

               
                  His chest narrowed upon him

                  Exhausting his breath,

                  Till at fifty seven years

                  Relief came in death.

                  His dear father, my uncle,

                  Inhaled the coal dust

                  Until his lungs were shattered,

                  As if lined with rust.

                  What could one say on that hill

                  In the south of Wales?

                  Is there need? The Autumn wind

                  Comes each year and wails.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Mrs. Hughes

            

            
               
                  In the small town of Tregaron,

                  Between valley and meadow,

                  Bryntirion sheltered the aged

                  Whose life was a bare shadow.

                  One lady there was ninety four,

                  A widow of long standing,

                  Wizened and thin, wrinkled and old,

                  Failing in understanding.

                  Her memory of the present

                  Lasted for a brief moment,

                  But childhood days returned afresh,

                  Were happy, free of torment.

                  Most friends had died, those who remained

                  She could barely remember,

                  As if the calendar of her days

                  Had marked early December.

                  Not knowing how to gather words,

                  She muddled and threw them out;

                  Despite the lostness of her thoughts

                  Her features were stern throughout;

                  She said: “Now only John and I

                  Are left to live together”,

                  Her John had slept for many years

                  Beneath the soil and heather.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The Village Church

            

            
               
                  Kneel my soul, before the service starts:

                  There is time to remember

                  The common fire in our souls and hearts

                  That left a single ember.

               

               
                  One large family in bygone days,

                  We went to church together

                  And raised our voices in hymns of praise

                  In fair and stormy weather.

               

               
                  Our parents joined the singing aloud:

                  Though small, we tried to follow,

                  Were told that we should never be proud

                  Nor should our hearts be hollow.  

               

               
                  As children we rushed to Sunday School

                  To hear of Jesus the Lord;

                  We learnt of the wise man and the fool,

                  Had no reason to be bored.

               

               
                  My father called us daily to pray

                  While falling upon our knees, 

                  But Sunday was a most holy day

                  As the bell rang through the trees.

               

               
                  Lonely church, wounded by time, it stands

                  Amidst elm trees and oak

                  Which scattered sunlight that fell in bands

                  On Revered Morgan’s cloak.

               

               
                  Its metallic spire with sabre point

                  Reached upwards toward the sky

                  To lift our eyes to Heaven and point

                  To our blessed home on high.

                   

               

               
                  O quiet Graveyard with grey on green,

                  How sadly I often stood

                  Where primroses, daffodils were seen,

                  The cuckoo chimed in the wood.

               

               
                  When small, I wondered how bodies slept

                  In the restful arms of death,

                  Their spirits gone to God to be kept,

                  Transported by their last breath.

               

               
                  Within the church my sister married

                  The man she loved so well

                  And in the grave we came and buried

                  Her frame which in childbirth fell.

               

               
                  Her wedding bells, which shattered the air,

                  Then rang their mournful slow knell;

                  How I miss you my sister, most fair,

                  Much more than verses can tell. 

               

               
                  My elder brother ventured to make

                  A living in the city,

                  But he did not utterly forsake

                  The home of love and pity

               

               
                  Where compassion manifestly showed

                  In fire, teapot and kettle,

                  Where God’s love made our home its abode

                  In grounds with sheep and cattle.

               

               
                  Dare I remember them and not weep

                  For parents sisters, brother?

                  For my small sister in death’s long sleep

                  Who fell amidst the heather?

               

               
                  Their bodies are here, their souls are found

                  Resting in our Defender;

                  I love that parcel of sacred ground,

                  My bed when I surrender.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The Reaper

            

            
               
                  Pass O Reaper, pass me by,

                  See, I am no longer fresh,

                  Fat and flabby is my flesh,

                  Hard my hearing, dim my eye,

                  Pass O Reaper, pass me by.

               

               
                  I shall pass, but will return

                  When your flabby flesh will rot

                  Like a rump broiled in the pot,

                  Better if your dust will turn

                  Into ashes when you burn.

               

               
                  Sharpen blade when you come back,

                  Let the cut be swift and clean,

                  Be the craftsman when you glean;

                  I do not think that you lack

                  Practice when you strike and hack.

               

               
                  Give me sleep, let me not see

                  Your sharpened steel gleaming bright

                  As it cuts me from the light;

                  Take my body, set me free

                  While true life beckons to me.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Autumn in New Jersey

            

            
               
                  I spent the evening in the porch

                  Upon a swinging chair

                  While the soft breeze caressed my face

                  And told me it was there

                  To cool and comfort my sad brow

                  And circulate the air

                  As maple trees, painted with blood,

                  Waved with a fiery flare.

               

               
                  The carefree birds on bough and branch

                  Shared tunes with some unseen

                  While in the porches pumpkins stood

                  Ready for Halloween;

                  Motorcyclists rode up the street

                  Each proud of his machine:

                  A thumping Harley-Davidson

                  Spotlessly polished, clean

               

               
                  Nature’s autumn, autumn of life,

                  Marches to signalize

                  That winter’s night will surely come 

                  To bring tears to our eyes;

                  The breeze, the sigh, the breath of life,

                  Fluent without surmise,

                  All said, my mother’s star will set

                  Before the next sunrise.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The Funeral Director

            

            
               
                  It is quite strange how men presume to live

                  For endless years when none can truly give

                  That certainty that his days will be long,

                  That death has ceased from subduing the strong.

               

               
                  There lived a man in a modest Welsh town,

                  An undertaker of some great renown;

                  Men came to him to have their dead interred

                  In graves, or be cremated if preferred.

               

               
                  I went to ask how he ordered his trade

                  In case the time came when I needed aid;

                  He showed me schedules of varying price,

                  Suggested I book while the cost was nice.

               

               
                  He then bragged of how many men he placed

                  Within the ground, whom death pursued and chased,

                  Famous people, well honoured in the land

                  Who passed through his parlour under his hand.

               

               
                  “I buried this one and I buried that,

                  Buried all kinds, the lean and the fat, 

                  Provided a service, sombre and clean,

                  Partnered my father when I was nineteen.”

               

               
                  He mentioned by name a knight of the queen

                  Whom he buried when death ruptured his spleen,

                  “His brother remains, you can guess,”he said,

                  “Who will bury him when he drops down dead”.

               

               
                  I was amazed how he dared to presume

                  That he will last before meeting his doom

                  When he was in his seventy ninth year

                  Standing at death’s door, living in its sphere.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Mrs. Jones

            

            
               
                  She lived alone in a house of stone,

                  My neighbour for countless years,

                  Widow forlorn, no one to own

                  Yet sheltered away her tears.

                  The day was hot and I did not

                  Consider lighting my fire,

                  But I did spot her chimney pot

                  With smoke rising up higher.

                  I rang her bell, my pulse did swell,

                  I worried she caught a chill,

                  But I could tell that all was well:

                  She seemed too bright to be ill.

                  She looked and turned, the coal fire burned

                  The hearth was covered with dust,

                  The hot air churned, Summer returned

                  To discomfit the robust.

                  I asked her why the flame was high

                  On a day, warm as could be;

                  She was not shy of her reply:

                  “It is company for me”.
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