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INTRODUCTION 

			I’ve named this book Where is the Nightglow? based on an erroneous impression, the true facts being much more prosaic than my imagination. It was during the pandemic of 2020 onwards, and when I looked out of the bedroom window of my house, southwards to West London, I was under the impression that a nighttime glow I had seen in the sky before the pandemic, had disappeared. 

			The truth of the matter, although I can’t verify it, is that what I was seeing was not the glow of all the buildings in central and West London, but lighting used in Wembley Stadium at night to encourage the grass of the pitch to be healthy!

			The poem “Where is the Nightglow?” describes my feelings about the lights of London being effectively switched off by the pandemic. Other than that, there are many poems about nature, with perhaps not as many satirical poems as in my first two poetry books, Alone in the City and My Abstract Life.

			This book is arranged in alphabetical order. All of  the poems herein are featured on my Instagram page,  @paulklingerpoetry. Each chapter starts with a painting by myself appropriate to one of the poems in the chapter.

			I have only delved into the world of Instagram since 2019, a year after my last poetry book, My Abstract Life, was published. In that year I spent some time in the very comfortable Wellington Hospital in London, where I had time and space to paint and write poetry. 

			During a visit from my friend, Ruben, he suggested I should put my art on Instagram, which I have done ever since. Then, a year or so later, I did the same with my poetry. This book serves as an archive for my Instagram poetry, whereas my Instagram art page serves as an archive for most of my paintings. There are almost 800 pictures on my Instagram art page, @klinger459, and my poetry page can be found at @paulklingerpoetry. 

			Since my last book was published in 2018, I have retired, so have more time to pursue other interests, one of which is learning to play the piano. I have found that music composition has been another outlet for my creativity. I have recorded many YouTube videos of my performances of these compositions, for example, a search of ‘Paul Klinger The Bumble Bee’ should reveal one. I have not yet mastered how to professionally produce such videos, as will be obvious when viewing them!

			I would like to thank my partner, Angela, for her steadfast faith in my poetry and art, and her helpful musical guidance, coming from a talented and experienced musician.

			Paul Klinger 

			Stanmore

			2025
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			A Billion Stars

			A billion are the stars in the sky,
A million are the grass blades;
There are thousands of cities in the world

			But only one of you were made. 

			A billion are the lights in the sky,
A million are the blades of green,

			There are thousands of places all lit up
But your eyes are the brightest I’ve seen.

			A billion are the words that have been written;
A million are the books to read;
There are a thousand volumes of reference, 
But you are all I need. 

			A billion are the thoughts I have thought,
A million are the words I could write;
There are a thousand expressions of love,
And I’m going to start tonight.


		
			All the Philosophers

			All the philosophers, and therapists,
And psychiatrists in the land;
All the professors and doctors
Don’t understand, 

			All the physicists and chemists,
And geologists that they send;
All the engineers and technicians,
Can’t comprehend, 

			All the accountants, and actuaries,
And mathematicians who are about;
All the statisticians and economists,
Can’t work it out, 

			All the journalists and editors, 
All the authors and writers;
All the novelists and publishers,
Can’t decipher, 

			All the experts in the world,
Even for an expensive fee,
Can never work out the connection
There is between you and me.



		
			Alone in the Woods

			Alone in the Woods
Amongst trees, so old.
I want to hear their stories,
If only they could be told. 

			There is spirituality present; 
The birds know it well,
And so too do the animals 
As far as I can tell. 

			I met a fox;
Our eyes briefly met.
His gaze told me
That I’m not ready yet 

			To learn about God’s ways,
Ways he already knew.
Ways that are known,
By the very very few. 

			But the trees know 
And so do the birds,
And that’s why they make
The most beautiful sound heard.


		
			An Appreciation

			Sometimes I can’t use paintings
To illustrate a scene.
So words have to be used
To describe what I’ve seen. 

			The setting sun
On the distant trees,
The fluffy white clouds
Nudged on by the breeze. 

			A slight disturbance of the leaves,
In the moving air
Makes me want to leave my room
And be just there! 

			Trees of different colours
And shapes and sizes;
I watch a distant plane
As it slowly rises 

			Into the vast sky
Changing colour in the sunset.
I want to grab every last bit
Of daylight I can get. 

			And when the sun goes down
And the blue sky turns to grey,
I remember everything I’ve seen
And pray for the new day.


		
			Atlas of the World

			I could travel to distant lands
Where the sun shines down on golden sands.
Or see snow atop mountains high 
Where eagles soar and condors fly. 

			I could visit far-off places
With vast vistas and open spaces,
Where the crops grow in wide-open prairies,
Or see dappled woods which entertain the fairies. 

			I could search for glaciers of ice 
In lands so cold which still entice;
Or cross lakes fifty miles long
Where herons and waterfowl belong. 

			I could arrive to see the dawn
In stately homes with manicured lawns.
Or see haunted castles, well-fortified 
And hear the sounds of maidens’ sighs. 

			I could journey to beautiful palaces 
And see knights of old with swords and chalices,
With wonderful paintings on the wall
Of the great and good, pictures all. 

			I could cross deserts so dry
And find an oasis where camels lie,
Seeing ancient monuments of rock and stone 
And hear the sound of the wind as it moans. 

			I could visit oriental climes
Seeing magic carpets with cords entwined,
Watching glittering lanterns on magic boats,
Hearing tinkling bells as they float. 

			Let’s face it the world is immense,
And can be visited at great expense,
But it’s easier to sit with my cat, curled, 
Looking at my atlas of the world.


		
			Autumn in the Woods

			Autumn is here, some say fall,

			And I’m overwhelmed by it all.
By the magic carpet on the ground;
Yellows and reds all around. 

			Also, some browns and green,
Branches bare where leaves have been,
And when the sun comes out as well 
There’s beauty, more than I can tell. 

			Acorns drop from the mighty oaks,
And hug the ground like strange cloaks.
Conkers also are on the ground 
Painted in colours of reddish-brown. 

			I have fantasies I can confide, 
Of taking a magic carpet ride
On the golden rug of leaves, 
Through the woods I’d weave. 

			All the woodland creatures smile 
And take time out for a while, 
From their woodland tasks
To watch as I fly past. 

			The carpet lowers me down,
And I go home with a frown,
Because I’m leaving my friends
I didn’t want it to end. 

			But, fear not, when the season changes
And for three months winter rages,
Beauty, again, will show
In the pure, white, soft snow.



		
			Avenue of Trees

			I walk through the avenue of trees;

			I do not know their names.
My arboreal knowledge is incomplete,
For that I take the blame. 

			I asked what they’ve done 
Since I saw them last.
I know their present;
I want to know their past. 

			They told me of the hours 
From sunrise to sunset.
They told me of every bird,
Who on their branches they’d met 

			They told me of the stories
The birds had to tell.
They told me about squirrels
And snails in their shell. 

			There was too much to write down
In any chronicle or book,
So what I remembered 
Was all that I took 

			From that arboreal encounter
Through that arcadian place,
And because I was thinking 
It slowed up my pace, 

			So that people passed me by,
And wondered about the delay.
He’s not as young as he was 
Is what they’d probably say. 

			But what was in my head 
Was better than their speed.
Maybe my muscles weren’t exercised
But it’s my imagination I feed. 

			Because if they slowed down
And didn’t speak to their fellow,
So they could concentrate
On colours red, green and yellow 

			They’d understand maybe more
About nature abounding,
And listen to life around them, 
And how wonderful it’s sounding. 
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