

            

                        [image: Cover]

            




	



[image: image]



 




		
CONTENTS


Memories

The Buzzing Mind

When Music Called the Years

Do you remember?

Planes

Hymn to Verona

The Stage

Love poems

In Arch and Ember

Thou, serpent in the garden of my days

Te vi cruzando la plaza

I saw you crossing the square

Letter to an unknown lover

Love poem

The Body of the Man

While Still Their Hands Are Warm

While the bubbles rose

Too Close but So Far

Ode to Love, the Tempest Crowned

To a friend

Letter to a friend

In this small, silent box of memory

Lament for Sandy Brodie

Wait Me There, My Friend

People

A poem for Anna

To a Sister

A Man’s Tears

To an unborn child

Alien

To the earth

The White Rose by the Sea

The chase

Speak to me

Elegy Upon a Stone

The Seagull and the Hound

The Noisy Silence

The Petal and the Wind

To Walk the Floor in Rain

The First Rain of Summer

Dirt

Glasgow Poems

Flow Gently, Swift Clyde

The Duke of Wellington

Lochburn mist

Glasgow journey

Summer at Clyde Canal

Cadder woods

The Tree and the Cat

Poems of mystery

The Breath Behind Me

The Woman in the Café

A Dinner Invitation

The Box

The Hundred rooms

The Woman in the Mirror

The Fiddler’s Rite

Beneath the breath

The House in the Wood


Copyright

		
	
 

 

 

 

 

MEMORIES


		
	

The Buzzing Mind

I try to sit, but thoughts begin to spin,

a thousand voices knocking to get in.

The morning light is fractured on the wall,

and every sound becomes a beckoning call.

The kettle screams. I feel it in my chest. 
A flood arrives, unbidden, unexpressed. 
A single word can tear the day in two, 
I cry too loud, then laugh before I’m through.

No thought can live alone inside my head; 
no sooner born than ten more crowd its bed. 
Each one half-formed, each louder than the last, 
the present shatters with the echoing past.

A phrase appears, I catch it, then it’s gone, 
replaced by flashes, questions, dusk, and dawn. 
I chase the fragments down a crooked stair 
and lose myself in blank, electric air.

The pages wait, though I forget they do. 
My pen is lost. My lunch. My list. My shoe. 
But when I find one syllable in line, 
I feel a moment’s quiet pulse is mine.

Iambs arrive like footsteps on a trail, 
each beat a gate against the inner gale. 
Within this cage of count and rising tone, 
a kind of peace appears, but not my own.

It isn’t stillness, not the world outside, 
but structure makes the torrents coincide. 
The form becomes a friend that holds my hand 
when thought and feeling both are out of hand.

And there, between the chaos and the page, 
a voice I know steps forward from the rage. 
It doesn’t shout. It doesn’t run or hide. 
It walks with me. It listens. It’s my guide.

So let the world pour in, as wild as fire. 
I’ll shape its roar to rhythm and to lyre. 
For in the storm, I do not drown or flee, 
I write, and writing, I remember me.

		
	

When Music Called the Years

The decade dawned with promise in the air,

Madonna ruled, and hope came in a beat.

I played outside with sun-struck, tousled hair,

While grown-ups spoke of walls that fell in heat.

The world moved fast, new voices every week,

But I heard Puccini behind closed doors.

While others sang of love they dared to seek,

I found it swelling in La Traviata’s scores.

Alanis hadn’t come to break us yet,

But Laura Pausini began to rise.

I queued for Titanic, cold, Verona wet,

And hid a thousand thoughts behind my eyes.

The cinema was full, a breathless hush, 
As ocean swelled and violins took flight. 
A boy sank with the ship beneath the crush, 
And something in me surfaced in the night.

I watched Jurassic Park with popcorn fists, 
Its roars and wonders towering on the screen. 
A world where monsters walked and nothing missed, 
I stayed half-lost between the seen and seen.

We lived beneath one roof but worlds apart, 
Ten years between, like pages left unturned. 
She danced through teen years; I drew quiet art, 
And kept the things I longed for unconcerned.

We went to Tyrol, high among the pines, 
My parents’ car a stage of older sound. 
Celentano, Mina in their lines, 
The hills would echo Battisti all around.

While Spice Girls played in stores I walked right past, 
I hummed the bars of Donizetti’s pain. 
The modern songs came through like smoke, not glass, 
A soundtrack I endured more than I claimed.

Diana gone. The silence thick and slow. 
We watched the candle flicker on the screen. 
But later, singing Angelo, I’d know 
That sorrow speaks through songs that sound serene.

She wore the veil; the decade held its breath. 
A thousand tiny moments led to this. 
We faced the passing time, the world, the rest, 
And learned to speak in ways we never did.

		
	

Do you remember?

Do you remember Cà di David’s light,

The rows of poplars rising still and proud?

The hush of earth beneath the sky so bright,

Your name first whispered soft, not yet aloud.

Do you remember Verona’s warm stone,

The music flowing out into the square?

How opera made childhood not alone,

And every aria perfumed the air?

Do you remember Glasgow in the rain,

The trembling chords of life you chose to play?

A voice that curled like smoke around your name,

And eyes that made the coldest morning stay.

Do you remember your dear friend long gone,

The one whose laugh still lingers in your chest?

The memory that will not ever move on,

A love that stayed while all the rest found rest.

Do you remember weaving through it all,

The birth, the voice, the heart that would not yield?

How past and present answer every call

From roots in song to love in foreign fields?

Do you remember early Cadder walks,

Where Lola led and silence softly grew?

Each step among the trees became your talks,

The woods a chapel morning carried through.

Do you remember all that waits ahead,

The futures spun from what you’ve dared to hold?

A thousand lives through every word you’ve said,

Still blooming strong from poplars, stone, and gold.

And in the wind that knows just who you were,

Do you remember?

		
	

Planes

Where are they going, all the silent wings,

The aeroplanes we dreamed but never flew?

They hum through time, through half-remembered things,

Past gates we closed before we ever knew.

They trace the skies of lives we did not lead,

In cities where our names were never called.

They carry hopes that vanished into need,

And voices stilled, and answers never stalled.

What makes a path but all the turns we shun?

The world we walk is stitched with could-have-beens.

Yet choice is cruel: it makes of many, one,

A thread pulled tight, unraveling the twins.

We envy stars for being always far,

Unreachable, yet burning all the same.

But we are stars, just trapped behind a scar—

We shine in absence, luminous with flame.

So let them fly, those ghostly silver birds,

Through skies not ours, beyond regret or fear.

Not every truth can find its home in words,

But still, we name what’s lost to hold it near.

		
	

Hymn to Verona

O sovereign jewel cast by gods in stone,

Verona stands where fate and beauty meet,

A citadel where time itself is known,

And every breath resounds with echoes sweet.

No city rises like this hallowed place,

Where every wall is steeped in living art,

Where arches frame the light with solemn grace,

And every stone remembers from the heart.

The river sings in tongues of silver fire,

Its waters laced with histories profound,

It mirrors domes and towers that aspire

To draw the stars like bells from holy ground.

In spring, the courtyards bloom with ancient light,

Where lilac spills from crumbled cloister walls,

And breezes through the loggias take flight

To stir the petals as the sparrow calls.

The vines awake upon the sunlit hill,

The cypress lifts its prayer to open skies,

And every garden murmurs soft and still

Of secrets passed in love’s immortal guise.

The summer gilds the marble into flame,

And cloaks the piazzas in golden breath,

Each narrow lane a poem with no name,

Each colonnade a hymn defying death.

When night descends, the balustrades ignite

With whispered songs from opera and lyre,

The air is drenched in perfume, warm and white,

And every window holds a hidden fire.

The voices rise from open balconies,

And laughter lingers down the frescoed walls,

While lovers walk through shadows made of peace,

Beneath the moon that blesses as it calls.

When autumn weeps her gold upon the stone,

Verona glows with reverence and fire,

The grapes are crushed, the harvest stands alone,

The vineyards blaze with last and full desire.

The cloisters breathe beneath October’s veil,

As incense from the hillsides curls and fades,

And every gust across the sacred pale

Reveals the hush of time in colonnades.

In winter’s hush, the towers bear the snow

Like crowns of saints enshrined in silver light,

The bridges arch where frozen currents flow,

And lanterns bloom against the coming night.

The flutes return to call through veils of frost,

Their notes like prayers upon the still, white air,

And nothing here is ever truly lost,

The past and present walk as one, aware.

The Arena holds the roar of voice and flame,

The ancient stones still drink the song of men,

Each whisper there preserves the sacred name

Of drama born again, and born again.

Its breath is dust and thunder, blood and wine,

A vault where every silence thunders deep;

Here, time kneels low before the grand design,

Where echoes of the centuries still sleep.

The moonlight floods its aisles in silver streams,

As voices rise in arias of fire;

Each note becomes the shape of mortal dreams,

Each cry ascends like smoke from sacred pyre.

Here gladiators bled, and emperors gazed,

Now passion sings where once the sword held sway.

The ghosts applaud where newer fires are raised,

And art redeems what war once took away.

No stage can match its breath, no script its soul,

No coliseum dares its flame contain;

The Arena is Verona’s burning whole,

A living wound that glorifies all pain.

The olive bends in reverence and praise,

The fig tree dreams beside the ruined gate,

And all the sky above prepares to raise

Verona’s name beyond the grip of fate.

This city is not bound by clock or chain,

It breathes in symphony with blood and star,

And through her halls walks joy as well as pain,

Each moment marked by beauty near and far.

Let empires fade, let monarchs be unmade,

These stones endure where power cannot stay.

Where others fall, Verona shall not fade:

She stands in song, and shall beyond decay.

O city wrought of echo, light, and flame,

Thy arches carve the shape of time’s own throne,

Thy silence louder than a victor’s name,

Thy every breath a monument in stone.

Not Rome, nor Florence, nor the southern shore

Can steal the fire Verona keeps alight.

She is the wound, the wonder, and the lore,

The timeless crown that burns against the night.

Let thunder speak and winds be still and bow,

Let angels hush the stars to catch thy name,

For none who breathe shall match thee then or now,

O city graced with ever-burning flame.

Thou art the altar of the world’s desire,

Where blood and light in holy union blend,

A forge of song, a throne of stone and fire,

Where even time must kneel, and silence bend.

Eternal is thy beauty, never veiled,

Not cloaked in ruin, nor in age’s dust,

But robed in dreams that neither fate has failed,

Nor storm defaced, nor treachery unjust.

All nations seek thee in their deepest sleep,

All poets trace thy name in sacred ink,

And hearts that lose thee find no joy too deep,

No wine as rich, no sky from which to drink.

Verona! Crown of earth and gate of flame!

Let centuries arise to kiss thy feet.

Thou art not memory, but burning name,

Alive where all that’s lost and great must meet.

O blaze of soul! O monument of breath!

No final line may hold thy full decree.

Though flesh may pass, and empires taste of death,

The world shall end, and still thy soul shall be.

		
	

The Stage

The silence stretches tight before the storm,

A breath held deep within the lungs of light.

Each figure waits, composed in tempered form,

Their stillness charged, electrified with night.

The bow is lifted, not in thought, but need.

A tremble rides the wrist, the spine, the air.

A muscle wakes. A hush begins to bleed.

The first note blooms—and all the world is bare.

It moves like skin. It slides, it climbs, it dives,

It shivers down the neck, the arm, the floor.

It pulses in the seat where silence thrives,

Then breaks the dam and floods from every pore.

The strings are fingers plucking at the chest,

The brass exhales a groan too low to lie.

The drums ignite the stomach with their quest,

A thrust, a pulse, a cry too wide to die.

The cellos moan, the flutes slip through the ribs,

The oboes twist like hands behind the eyes.

Each voice entangles, bares, consumes, and gives,

No part untouched, no breath left to disguise.

The rise, the swell, the bending of the sound,

The lean of limbs, the arc of sweat and flame,

It isn’t thought that moves them, but unbound

And aching force too primal yet to name.

The strokes are bold, but trembling in control,

The pauses grip the throat, the jaw, the thigh.

The violins seduce the hidden soul,

They lure the edge, then kiss it as it cries.

It builds. It breaks. It slows to drag and tease.

Then leaps again, now louder, raw and true.

The horn thrusts high; the violas, on their knees,

Beg underneath in trembling residue.

Now nothing stands between the heart and sound.

Now everything is rhythm, gasp, and skin.

The tempo climbs, no longer paced or bound,

Each moment slides its fingernails within.

And then—the peak. The surge. The grip. The gasp.

The trembling hush of everything released.

The silence falls again, a final clasp,

The breath that held the storm now finds its peace.

They do not speak. They do not look. They know.

What passed between them cannot be explained.

The stage still echoes with the afterglow,

The holy mess of beauty, muscle, strained.
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In Arch and Ember

Beneath an arch of timeworn stone he stands,

With warmth upon his chest and grace in hands.

A scarf of fire drapes his quiet frame,

As though the wind had whispered him by name.

The wall behind, so ancient, dark, and deep,

Now cradles him like memory in sleep.

He leans as if to listen to the past,

Yet in his eyes, a light that will outlast.

His gaze is kind, both open and refined,

The sort that speaks of thought, of soul, of mind.

And round his face, the gentle morning glows,

Where love once looked and never let it go.

He wears the hues of autumn, soft and proud,

As though he walks through leaves instead of crowd.

The world may turn, may falter, fall, and flee,

But here he stands, as steady as can be.

I knew that day, when first I saw his face,

That silence bent to him with quiet grace.

He didn’t speak, and yet my heart replied,

As if his breath had stirred the world inside.

His laughter, low and sweet, became my song,

The one I’d waited for my whole life long.

No need for grand parade or trumpet’s call,

Just him, and that was more than all in all.

Through every stone of Glasgow’s rain-kissed street,

I’d trace his step and feel my own heart beat.

Where once I wandered, restless and unknown,

He built a place that I could call my own.

His eyes hold Strongoli, the salt, the flame,

The Calabrian fire no time could tame.

And Santa Fe, where hunger learned to sing,

Still lingers in the way he holds the spring.

What hands could hold the laughter we have made?

What lips could name the comfort he has laid?

In fleeting dusk, in mornings bold and bare,

His love’s the weight of earth, the breath of air.

So here I keep this image, soft and still,

A flame against the dark, against the chill.

And when the years move on without a sound,

His light will be the one that I have found.

		
	

Thou, serpent in the garden of my days

Thou, serpent in the garden of my days,

Thy venomous words did poison every breath.

A shadow’s curse, a harbinger of woe,

Thou art the bringer of my deepest death.

With each cruel glance, each whispered deceit,

Thou turned to ashes all my hopes so sweet.

In thy presence, love became a lie,

A mask that hid the ruin in thine eye.

Thy hands did grasp what was not thine to take,

And left me drowning in the hollow wake.

Thou wove thy plots with bitter thread and seam,

Tearing asunder all I dared to dream.

O! What foul torment thou hast wrought upon me!

A world of thorns where once was light and free.

Thy lies, like daggers, cut through tender skin,

And left me walking where no peace could win.

A tempest’s fury, fierce and cruel,

Thy wickedness, a lesson cold and full.

Yet still, I rise from all that thou hast done,

A moon that rises when the day is gone.

Though thou hast struck, thy hand shall not be near,

For in thy shadow, I shall show no fear.

I cast thee down, and from thee, I break free,

The weight of thy cruelty will not define me.

Thou art the storm that I shall leave behind,

Thy ghost a phantom, lost and blind.

No longer shall thy bitterness take root,

For I walk tall, and thou remain a mute.

The worst thou gave, I’ve cast upon the wind,

And in its wake, a new life shall begin.

		
	

Te vi cruzando la plaza

- in the style of Federico Garcia Lorca -

Te vi cruzando la plaza,

tu pelo, olas negras de medianoche,

tu voz, susurro de tambores lejanos.

El cielo se inclinó para escucharte.

Tato, te llamé,

como si mi alma supiera tu nombre

antes de que mis labios lo aprendieran.

El viento se volvió cálido cuando sonreíste.

Intentaste besarme la mejilla,

pero yo ardía por probar tu boca.

La vergüenza cosió mis labios,

mientras mi corazón galopaba sobre piedra.

Ríes como el agua corriendo libre,

comes como si el mundo acabara,

y aún así, eres lo más hermoso

que esta tierra hambrienta me ha dado.

Te amo como

la sombra se aferra al fuego,

un secreto antiguo,

y que siempre regresa.

		
	

I saw you crossing the square

English version in Iambic

I saw you crossing slowly through the square,

your hair like midnight waves in curling flight,

your voice a whisper born of distant drums.

The sky leaned down to listen as you spoke.

I called you Tato, as if all my soul

had known your name before my tongue could shape it.

The wind turned warm the moment that you smiled.

You tried to kiss me softly on the cheek,

but I was burning just to taste your mouth.

My shame had sewn a silence through my lips,

while fire-footed horses struck my chest.

You laugh like water rushing over stone,

you eat as if the world might end tonight,

and still you are the finest gift this earth

has ever placed within my open hands.

I love you as the shadow loves the flame,

an ancient

secret,

always

coming

back.

		
	

Letter to an unknown lover

I write to you beneath the shroud of night,

When silence hangs and all the lamps burn low.

You come to me in slivers made of light,

But never when the world begins to glow.

Your face is smoke. Your hands are made of rain.

Your breath is soft as mist along the moor.

You walk beside me, whispering my name,

Then vanish through an ever-absent door.

I do not know the colour of your eyes,

If they are storm or sky, or green with flame,

But still I feel their gaze beneath my cries,

And every night I tremble at your name.

They do not speak of men like us with grace.

They twist our want and write it down as shame.

But I have traced devotion on your face,

And kissed you in the shelter of a flame.

The river knows. I told it once your name,

And still it coils in silver through the land.

It answered back in ripples much the same

As yours, when once you brushed against my hand.

The poplars lean. They bend to hear me speak.

They shiver when I whisper where you’ve gone.

I’ve seen your shadow flicker on the creek,

And vanish like the memory of dawn.

The moon is part of you. I see it rise

And think your soul has slipped into the sky.

It follows me with low and watching eyes

That never ask, but only wonder why.

The stars are strung like beads along your trail.

I count them like I’d count the ways you’re near.

Though wind may howl and heavy storms assail,

Each constellation carves your name in fear.

I speak to rocks. I press my face to stone.

The earth is old, but never deaf to love.

I ask if it has known you, felt you, grown,

It answers with the worm, the hawk, the dove.

The sea, it croons your name with every wave.

The foam forgets, the tide recalls your touch.

It’s there I almost found you once, so brave,

Before the pull of silence grew too much.

The hills still bear the print where once you stood,

A hollow where your body pressed the grass.

I gather leaves and twigs and bits of wood,

And build a shrine no soul would dare to pass.

At dusk, I feel you lingering in trees.

Their trunks hold warmth no sun could leave behind.

I walk through dusk as if it holds your knees,

Your breath, your shoulders shadowing my mind.

The sky turns red. The planets swing in arcs.

They burn, but never brighter than your name.

You are the secret hidden in the darks,

A pulse that neither time nor space can tame.

I do not beg you come. I do not plead.

The night is gift enough, if you are near.

But if you feel some answering of need,

Then send your voice, and I will always hear.

Then let this ink dissolve into the night,

A vow the stars may carry through the blue,

For love like ours outlives both wrong and right,

And I was born to wander until you.

		
	

Love poem

I wandered long with half a heart in tow,

Through silent streets where love refused to grow.

Each voice, each hand, each fleeting, passing face

Could not complete the ache, the empty space.

You are the one I searched for in the night,

A whispered thought just out of reach, of sight.

The mystery I longed for all my life,

Now here you are, my haven and my light.

If there is perfection, it wears your form,

A portrait sketched in warmth, in grace, in storm.

In you, the flawed world finds a faultless truth,

In every glance, in laughter, strength, and youth.

Your beauty, yes, I underline the word,

It moves in ways that silence all I’ve heard.

No music plays more tender on my skin

Than your soft breath when day’s about to begin.

I love to wake and find you by my side,

Still sleeping sweet, your chest a rising tide.

To hold you close before the morning breaks,

It’s there I know what real belonging takes.

How lucky I am just to share this time,

To walk this life while your hand rests in mine.

The world could spin a thousand suns above,

I’d trade them all for one more night of love.

I love the colour of your golden skin,

Where summer dwells and morning light begins.

My hands could wander there and never tire,

As though they touched the surface of a fire.

You are the reason in the rhyme I write,

The hush that turns a shadow into light.

What grace, what gift, what wild and sacred art,

That you exist, and chose to share your heart.

		
	

The Body of the Man

The shoulder curves as though a god once drew

A line in flesh to teach the hands their goal.

Its sculpted roundness shifts beneath each view,

A changing shape that answers touch with soul.

In lamplight it is bronze and carved from flame;

In morning’s grey, it softens into sleep.

At dusk, it melts like wax without a name,

And midnight makes it holy, raw, and deep.

His chest—divine in breadth, in breath, in heat,

Is where the eye and hand begin to stray.

Its rise invites the mouth to drink, to meet

The sacred in a sensual display.

And when the fingers trail across its span,

They feel both warmth and hardness, flesh and stone,

As though the gods in making mortal man

Let heat and marble share a single throne.

The arms are fluid, flexing under light,

Like rivers caught in golden afternoon.

They glisten when the sweat begins to bite,

Their skin half-velvet, half a tight cocoon.

The belly, taut and touched by passing breath,

Holds motion in the stillness of its frame.

Its warmth beneath the hand defies all death,

And heat there builds without a need for name.

The thighs—O god—the thighs transform with stance.

They broaden when he plants, they tense in speed.

In shifting light, they flicker like a dance

Of power just withheld, of boundless need.

To touch them is to feel the world’s deep root,

A pulse within the earth, alive and bare.

The skin is smooth, then rough, then sharp, then mute,

A world that changes underneath the stare.

The back becomes another kind of sea,

A plane of muscle flexing with the breath,

Its shadows speak in shifting symmetry

Of labor, longing, sleep, and love and death.

The curve that forms beneath the lower spine

Is drawn for lips to follow, slow and sure,

And light reveals each movement as a sign

Of how the body learns what it’s endured.

His neck, when kissed, is tender, warm, and tense,

A field of nerves just under surface caught.

And there, the sacred turns to raw, immense,

Where heat dissolves whatever prayer has brought.

The mouth—a gate, a flame, a yielding sword,

Is not just shaped for speech but for the sin

Of tasting, biting, gasping without word,

And drawing breath and pleasure deep within.

But more than any part, it is the whole,

The way he shifts beneath the eye’s regard.

He changes shape, from firelight into coal,

From satin into steel, from soft to hard.

A sculpture that is breathing, made of need,

Of joy and weight and heat and hunger’s thread;

A body not for conquest but for creed,

Where worship is not knelt, but touched instead.

He is not fixed: he flickers, folds, and glows.

He darkens in the corners of the room.

He gleams when sweat upon his body shows,

And bends the night to shape, to breath, to bloom.

To look at him is more than just to see,

It is to feel the truth of flesh made bright.

His body holds the ache of mystery,

A changing shrine of shadow, scent, and light.

		
	

While Still Their Hands Are Warm

There is a weight in love that does not press,

But lifts instead, and leaves no mark behind,

A hand that strokes the temple in distress,

A glance that speaks before the voice can find.

My parents live. Their laughter fills the air,

Though I now dwell far off, in stranger lands.

Yet in my skin remains their patient care,

And all the world is shaped by their two hands.

When I was small, the night was never vast,

For they would wrap me in a woollen light.

Their arms were walls no shadow ever passed;

Their whispers broke the longest stretch of night.

They touched with quiet. Fingers smooth and slow

Would part the tangles of a troubled brow.

They never spoke of all they feared to know,

But carried all my burdens then, and now.

And though they walk with time against their side,

And though their hair grows soft with silver threads,

They are my pillars still, my certain guide,

The lamp that flickers not, though daylight sheds.

I worry for the day when all must change,

When I will seek their hands and find them gone.

That thought, it comes in moments dark and strange,

A wind that steals the breath before the dawn.

But they are here. Their hands are warm today.

Their voices still can calm the storm in me.

And though I live too many miles away,

They love without the need of eyes to see.

So let me not forget the gift I own,

The rarest thing, too often cast aside:

To call, and hear their answer on the phone,

To know they’re still a harbour, still a guide.

And when that time shall come, as all things must,

I’ll hold the shape their kindness left in me.

Their love is more than memory or dust,

It is the root of who I came to be.

But now, while yet they breathe, while yet they smile,

Let me not waste the wonder that is near.

For in their arms, though stretched across the mile,

Still lives the world, its worth, its heart, its tear.

		
	

While the bubbles rose

The strings began, but I could only hear

the sound of you, the rhythm of your breath.

The world grew soft, as if it knew to fade,

to give us space to speak with just our eyes.

I saw you, not as others ever had,

but as the one I somehow always knew.

You took a step, and I forgot to breathe,

how strange that love could feel so calm, so true.

You smiled, and every thought I had dissolved.

There was no fear, no need for anything.

Your hand in mine was more than any vow,

a truth that needed nothing but its name.

I would have married you in rain or dark,

with no one there but silence and your voice.

But here we stood, and even stars felt close,

as if the sky had bent to see us kiss.

The music flowed like light between the trees,

a quiet thread that held the air in place.

And bubbles drifted softly through the day,

like tiny wishes floating as we spoke.

We spoke in whispers meant for only us,

the words were simple, but they carried all.

“I choose you” was the only world I knew,

and in your eyes, that world would never end.

No blessing could be greater than your touch,

no song more lovely than the way you smiled.

And when we kissed, the universe stood still,

as if it understood what we had done.

This love is not a firework or storm,

but something deeper, patient, ever warm,

the quiet joy of always coming home,

the peace of knowing I am fully known.

		
	

Too Close but So Far

The silence settled not with weight but grace,

A hush that moved between them like a tide.

It touched the edges of their shared old space

And softened what the heart had tried to hide.

No voice disturbed the quiet they had made,

No hurried word to patch what ran too deep.

They let the ache remain, not sharp but stayed,

A sorrow not for shouting, but for sleep.

They breathed the same slow air, but held apart,

Each lost within the hush of tender thought.

The wound was not a tearing of the heart,

But more the gentle stillness conflict brought.

Love lingered there, not spoken yet not gone,

A warmth beneath the surface of the day.

It trembled like the hush before the dawn

When light prepares but does not yet give way.

No gesture broke the calm, no glance betrayed,

Yet everything was filled with what they felt.

The silence was a place where hope had stayed,

And not a wall, but something that could melt.

They didn’t speak,not out of pride or shame,

But for the love that asked to be preserved.

A word too soon might only fan the flame,

And silence was the kindness they deserved.

The closeness hurt, but distance would have killed.

The air was thick with things they would not say.

But in the hush, a softer truth was filled,

That love may wait, but does not drift away.

And still it held them, gentle, unresolved,

Like music resting just before a chord.

A grace that asks no question to be solved,

But trusts in what the silence has restored.

Too close for loss, too far to touch repair,

They stood within the pause that time allows.

And in that space, they found a form of care

That speaks with neither silence nor with vows.

So love endured without a grand display,

No proof but what the quiet made it be.

And in not speaking, both had found a way

To say, I’m here, and you are still with me.

		
	

Ode to Love, the Tempest Crowned

O Love, thou art the tempest in the chest,

The fire that cracks the heavens into rest.

Thou com’st not soft, nor meek, nor mild in gait,

But dressed in wrath, in bloom, in blood, in fate.

No anchor holds when thou dost raise thy hand;

No hull endures thy thunder’s vast command.

The tallest minds are flattened in thy sweep,

The boldest hearts are broken into sleep.

Thou buildest temples out of air and ash,

Then drown’st the faithful in a single flash.

The field is gold, the scythe unseen, yet near,

Thou laugh’st in joy, and bendest joy to fear.

Thou art the flood that bursts from buried rain,

The river taught by earth how to disdain.

A gentle trickle hides thy fiercest swell,

Thy silence is the tolling of the bell.

A thousand roots are torn beneath thy surge,

Thou drag’st the stone, the seed, the soul, the verge.

Thou com’st in spirals flung from southern seas,

And break’st the spines of groves and centuries.

The glens are thine, the moors in fog and chill,

The stags that pause on frost-encrusted hill.

Majestic as the thistle’s guarded bloom,

Yet bleak as dusk that hangs o’er Skye in gloom.

A fire from marrow, sudden, unexplained,

A heat that breaks the mind before it’s named.

No doctor sees the chamber where it sleeps,

A furnace veiled in flesh, in depths it keeps.

No shape defines thee, thou art light and stain,

As sweet as fruit, as cruel as hunger’s pain.

A shadow cast by gold, a gold in flame,

Too vast for truth, too close for any name.

Thy hands are velvet, iron, salt, and air,

Thy grip may cradle or may strip the bare.

The kiss may sweeten death, or bring it fast,

The smile may curse, the silence may outlast.

Not born but poured from womb and root and bone,

Not summoned, yet arriving all alone.

It has no law, yet speaks with lawless grace,

A god with neither temple, shrine, nor face.

Then rises, faster, louder, deep and wide,

The branches split, the tides undo their tide.

The roofs are torn, the songs are drowned in screams,

The night is cracked with fever, shards, and dreams.

The stars collapse beneath its tightening pull,

The wind forgets its name, the void grows full.

The blood obeys, the reason reels and runs,

And all is drawn into the fire that stuns.

The world becomes a throat that gasps and howls,

The seas unsheathe their teeth, the moon disbowels.

A pressure builds that time itself can’t bear,

Then breaks,

and all is lifted into air.

The sky splits open. Nothing left to spare.

The trees are roots alone. The ground is glass.

The sun forgets the hour, lets it pass.

No voice remains to tell what once had been.

The fields are dust. The rivers, pulled within.

The breath of earth is stolen from the stone.

All stands, undone, unspeaking and alone.

A silence falls, so heavy, thick, and bright,

It hums like bells submerged in endless night.

The hearts that beat now beat in foreign time,

Their rhythm marred, chaotic, and sublime.

The faces changed, reforged by unseen hand,

As if they’d stared through fire, and understand.

No word survives. No oath is safe or true.

The stars that watched have vanished from their view.

Yet in the ash, a glow begins to form,

Not warm, nor kind, but strange, a different storm.

It does not promise peace, nor even grace,

But something vast still lingers in its place.

For love, once loosed, will never be contained,

It lives in ruin, and it feeds on pain.

It seeds in cracks and blossoms out of scars,

And dances still beneath the shattered stars.

No prayer can cage it. None may ask it why.

It is the voice behind the lover’s cry.

It holds the blade, the bloom, the flood, the flame,

And leaves behind no soul that stays the same.

		
	
 

 

 

 

 

TO A FRIEND


		
	

Letter to a friend

My dearest friend, I write to you in dusk,

When shadows stretch and all the world feels hushed.

The silent room still holds your echoed laugh,

A faded print upon time’s fragile glass.

You always said the glass was mostly full,

You saw the light inside the darkest pull.

But that last night, your voice grew soft and low,

You said, “I’ve always tried, but I don’t know.”

“I’ve fought to stay the same,” you said, “to shine,

But lately something’s breaking down inside.”

No tears, just pause—the kind that silence makes

When even steady hearts begin to ache.

You told me then to go to Gigha’s shore,

To see the sea you loved, and feel it more.

You said, “The light there doesn’t sting the same,

It soothes. You’ll see. Just go. Please, go one day.”

You hated hush. You filled it up with sound:

With music loud, with stories spinning round.

You didn’t dance, you didn’t need to, friend,

Your words alone could make the stillness bend.

With coffee warm and cigarette in hand,

You built your world like only dreamers can.

And now, that warmth still lingers in the air,

Though you’re not here to lift the heavy care.

Thank you for being life to me, for grace,

For holding me through storms I couldn’t face.

You gave me space to break, and then begin,

You taught me how to lose, and still let in.

But Campbeltown still holds you in its grace,

Beneath its sky, your ever-chosen place.

You rest where sea meets sky and sky meets stone,

In front of Davaar’s island, wind-blown, lone.

One day, I’ll come and sit beside you there,

And bring the tales you’d ask for if you cared.

I’ll tell you that I stood on Gigha’s shore,

And heard the silence hum, and hurt no more.

You’ll smirk and flick your smoke into the breeze,

And say, “About damn time you found some peace.”

We’ll sit and watch the boats drift out and in,

And let the long, old evening settle in.

And thank you, too, for letting me belong,

For giving me a friend so brave and strong.

I count myself among the lucky few

Whose hearts were shaped by knowing love like you.

Until that time, I keep you in the light,

The flame that steadies me through every night.

You were, and are, the voice that keeps me strong,

And in my heart, you hum a living song.

		
	

In this small, silent box of memory

In this small, silent box of memory,

A piece of thee doth rest, so tender and still,

Ashes that whisper of what once did be,

Of laughter, of joy, and dreams to fulfil.

I hold thee now in this fragile form,

Like a dream enwrought in the dawning morn,

And yet it’s so hard to let thee go,

To close the door on the love we did know.

Thou smoked much, the smoke in thy breast,

A habit entwined, in which thou didst rest.

Now thy mortal frame is naught but dust,

A fleeting wisp of time, no longer just.

The urn, a small home for all that remains,

A vessel of thee, with all its pains.

I sit with it close, as though thou wert near,

Hoping the ashes might whisper dear.

If only I could open this urn,

And watch the ashes rise and turn,

To see thee step from smoke once more,

Thy laughter, thy warmth, the soul I adore.

If only I could break the seal and find,

A way to bring thee back, to unwind,

To hold thee again, to see thy face,

To feel thy presence in this empty space.

How shall I bear the days that draw nigh,

When thy voice no longer doth reply?

The echo of thy laughter, thy smile so bright,

I would trade all the time to share but one night.

’Tis hard, so hard, to live without thee near,

To carry thy memory, trembling in fear,

Fear of forgetting, of losing thy grace,

The warmth that thou brought to this earthly place.

What thou gavest me, so much I cannot repay,

Thy kindness, thy wisdom, thy strength in each day,

How I wish I could turn back time’s cruel hand,

To share but one moment, to make a stand.

If only I could, I’d give all my breath

To feel thy embrace, to forget death’s death.

But now, my dear friend, ‘tis time to say farewell,

Though the pain of thy loss doth a deep sorrow swell.

In this urn, thy spirit shall remain,

A part of my heart, through joy and through pain.

So I shall carry thee with me, though thou art far,

In this box of memories, like a bright, distant star.

Yet still I wish, if only I could open this urn,

To watch the world ‘round us twist and turn,

To feel thy warmth, to hold thee once more,

To share in thy joy, as we did before.

But here I sit, with naught but grief to say,

Holding to the hope that in some distant day,

Somehow, in some way, our paths shall entwine,

And once again, dear friend, thou’lt be mine.

		
	

Lament for Sandy Brodie

- in the style of Robert Burns -

Ae year has passed, yet thou art near,

In ilka sang we stop to hear.

The notes ye loved, baith auld an’ braw,

Still float like mist o’er hills sae raw.

Ye cared sae deep, gied a’ ye had,

A heart sae warm, a spirit glad.

Wi’ gentle hands, though thin an’ worn,

Ye shared yer licht ere break o’ morn.

Nae ailment dimmed yer kindly grace,

Nor stole the radiance o’ yer face.

Ye gied, ye glowed, ye didna tire

A soul alicht wi’ quiet fire.

Ye loved yer coffee doon Byres Road,

To watch the folk, to shed the load.

Wi’ smile sae sly, an easy blether

A moment shared, light as a feather.

And there ye sat, wee smoke in hand,

A puff, a grin, a stance sae grand.

A wee bit cough, a glance sae sly,

As if the hale world wandered by.

Ye gathered friends like stars sae bricht,

Burns Nicht wi’ sang an’ laughter licht.

A table fu’, a dram sae fine,

The joy o’ life in every line.

And when the nicht felt lang and wide,

Ye let nae silence grow inside.

A tune, a note, a wee guid word,

Though far awa’, ye still were heard.

A video, a sang at e’en,

Yer way tae say, “I’m aye seen.”

And even noo, through auld texts scrolled,

We hear yer voice, sae clear and bold.

Ye dreamed o’ Verona, sun sae sweet,

Its ancient stanes beneath yer feet.

Though fate sae cruel stilled the flight,

We see ye there, in gloamin’s light.

And noo this 9th o’ May we stand,

Still hearin’ echoes o’ yer hand.

In rain, in sun, in smoke and tune,

Ye walk wi’ us ‘neath May’s bright moon.

So here’s tae Sandy, bauld an’ free,

A heart, a licht, a mystery.

We love ye still, we aye shall do,

For in oor hush, we dream o’ you.

		
	


English version

It’s been a year, yet still you’re near,

In every song we pause to hear.

The notes you loved, Gaelic and grand,

Still drift like smoke across the land.

You cared so much, gave all you could,

A heart that burned for doing good.

You helped with hands both frail and kind,

And found your purpose, soul, and mind.

Your illness never dimmed your grace,

Nor stole the light upon your face.

Instead, you gave, you soothed, you shone

You never let us feel alone.

You loved your coffee on Byres Road,

Just watching people, letting go.

Always ready with a smile, a chat

A word or two, and that was that.

And there you’d be, cigarette in hand,

A swirl of smoke, a quiet stand.

A little cough, a breath, a grin

As if the world came pouring in.

You gathered friends like stars each year,

Burns Night with laughter, song, and cheer.

A table full, a dram well poured

The kind of joy we all adored.

And when the quiet felt too wide,

You never let it bloom inside.

A message sent, a tune to hear,

No reason, just to feel you near.

A video, a song at night,

Your way to say, “I’m still alright.”

And even now, in texts long gone,

We find you still, we carry on.

You dreamed of Verona’s streets once more,

Its ancient stones, its whispered lore.

Though time ran out before the flight,

We see you there, in evening light.

And now we stand, this 9th of May,

Still missing all you used to say.

But in our hearts, you still remain

In smoke, in song, in sun, in rain.

So here’s to Sandy, brave and free-

A friend, a soul, a mystery.

We love you still. We always will.

And in our quiet, you are still.

		
	

Wait Me There, My Friend

Wait me there, my friend, where lilacs bend,

Where silence folds the meadow at its edge,

Where dusk begins its slow and golden end,

And stars lean down like candles on a ledge.

Sing lullabies to me, to sweet off sleep,

Dearly sleep, to hush the ache I bear.

Remove my pain from cask, where shadows weep,

And lay it down where winds forget their care.

Be your voice be my garland, soft and low,

A wreath of sound that circles round my brow.

I’ll wear your words where tender grasses grow,

And feel them bloom anew in every vow.

Be your land be my eyes; let me see

Through hills that know the print of all you are.

Let dusk-light break its hush across the sea,

And bring your nearness home from every star.

Be the daisies my jewelries, bright and plain,

No gem but those the morning dew has kissed.

Let nothing gild me more than sun and rain,

Let nothing that is gold be more than this.

And let the sky be sky, my only home,

A vault of blue that curves through all I do.

Where’er you walk, no matter where you roam,

I’ll rest beside the memory of you.

		
	
 

 

 

 

 

PEOPLE


		
	

A poem for Anna

I waited hours, nineteen and wild with fire,

October winds like whispers in my blood.

The hallway stretched, a tunnel of desire,

Each breath a wave, each silence like a flood.

Outside, the trees wore crowns of rust and flame,

The dying leaves spun softly through the air.

But in my chest, a birth I couldn’t name

Prepared to split my world beyond repair.

The door was shut. The light beneath it glowed.

My thoughts ran faster than my heart could pace.

I held my fear the way a child holds snow,

A fleeting, shivering, sacred kind of grace.

And then, her cry. It cracked the world in two.

So small a sound, and yet it moved the stars.

The waiting died. The wind itself felt new.

She came to us from somewhere past the far.

They placed her near, and I forgot to breathe.

Her eyes were wide, too wide for such a face,

As if she saw all time beneath the sheath

Of skin and light, untouched by any place.

O Anna, you were born while night stood still,

And in your eyes, my soul began to fill.

		
	

To a Sister

I did not choose the day you came to me,

Yet nothing truer ever came to pass.

You were the bloom that split my silent tree,

The storm that shook the stillness of the glass.

You walked ahead where shadows stalked the way,

As if the dark could never touch your flame.

You laughed, and night itself turned into day,

The world grew softer just to speak your name.

Where I was slow, you danced with sharpened pace.

Where I was lost, you carved the path from stone.

You held the stars like torches in your grace

And made the fiercest trials yours alone.

You gave no room for chains or whispered doubt.

You made your voice a place where truth could rise.

When silence crowded in, you called it out,

And burned your image into all our skies.

The world would shape a girl to shrink and fade,

To fold her wings and bow her head with shame.

But you refused. You rose and, unafraid,

Declared yourself a kingdom, not a name.

I saw you gather ruin into gold,

And grief into a garment fit to wear.

You stitched your scars like thread into the fold

And made your very wounding something rare.

You mothered me, though I was never child.

You were my roof, my raft, my final shore.

You calmed my tempests with a glance so mild,

And loved me even when I gave you war.

When others fled, you stayed to lift the wall.

You bore the weight when none could see you strain.

You caught the pieces each time I would fall,

And never once complained about the pain.

You are the thunder softened into skin.

You are the voice that sings when all is lost.

You are the strength I carry deep within

When life demands a stand, no matter cost.

I’ve known no braver heart in all my years.

I’ve seen your triumph carved from endless trial.

You’ve kissed my wounds, you’ve shared my silent tears,

You’ve taught me how to breathe and to be wild.

You are not just my sister, you are more:

The air that shaped me, fire in my chest.

You are the open, unrelenting door

Through which I walk to find my truest self.

And if I ever lose my voice or way,

If night descends too thick to see the line,

I’ll think of you, your laughter in the grey,

And find my feet again by tracing mine.

No blood, no bond, no fate could tie me more

Than love that flows from you, an endless shore.

		
	

A Man’s Tears

Have you yet seen a grown man start to weep?

Not eyes that mist, but sobs that bend the spine,

That choke the breath and leave the shoulders deep

In tremors drawn from sorrow’s darker line?

His face, though rough with sun and years of strain,

Will buckle like a sail against the gale.

You’ll see no show, no artifice or feign,

Just sorrow’s pulse in flesh grown thin and pale.

Perhaps his child has gone one night unfed,

And pride, that iron gate, swings loose at last.

His hands, once gods, now tremble full of dread,

Each coin he counts a shadow of the past.

The wolf will howl when hunger stakes its claim,

The stag will kneel beneath the hunter’s dart.

But man hides pain beneath a mask of shame,

Though beasts may mourn, he tears his soul apart.

And nature too, when breaking, does not boast:

The oak splits inward in the quiet storm.

The mountain crumbles under winter’s ghost,

Yet outward shows a silhouette still warm.

A stream that floods will rage then disappear,

Its force now buried deep beneath the clay.

So man, when overwhelmed, must make unclear

The path his grief may take, then turn away.

The lion limps into a silent place

To bleed alone, unseen by rival eyes.

So man retreats and hides his ruined face,

And swears his love in silence as he cries.

His tears are not the storm of shallow grief,

But thundered prayers in chambers of regret,

For chances missed, for years gone like a thief,

For debts of love he’s terrified to set.

A weeping man is like the broken tree

That still gives shade though split along its bark.

His tears, like rain, fall silently and free,

Yet feed the ground, unseen within the dark.

And when he weeps, the earth should bow its head.

For in those drops, the truth of labor lies,

Not weakness, no, but all he’s done and bled

To keep his house from cold, his children’s cries.

A woman’s tears the world is taught to hold,

To soothe, to stroke, to welcome with embrace.

But man must build his sorrow into gold,

And cry in secret, stone upon his face.

Yet look upon him when he breaks that wall:

He is no less a tower for the rain.

The man who weeps has not begun to fall,

He rises, forged by honest, human pain.

		
	

To an unborn child

I did not feel you stir beneath my skin,

Nor hear the echo of your beating heart,

But still you grew, a silence deep within,

A shadow love before its gentle start.

Forgive me, child, for drawing closed the gate

Before the path could open to your feet.

The choice was mine, and tangled was its weight,

A bitter root with petals strangely sweet.

You’ll never wake to hunger in the night,

Or taste the copper tang of being left.

You’ll never learn to fear the hallway light,

Or feel the years of longing in a cleft.

The world is full of laughter, yes, it is,

Of hands that lift, of voices like the rain,

But also cold that kisses like a hiss,

And doors that close and never speak again.

You will not kneel beside a parent’s bed

And beg them not to fade before the dawn.

You will not learn how grief is gently fed,

How joy can vanish just as it is drawn.

The playground would have cheered you to the skies,

And words would have come dancing from your tongue,

But also lies, and scorn in classmates’ eyes,

And songs you loved that you would die unsung.

And so I hold your absence like a flame,

It burns, but still I shelter it with care.

I whisper not a blessing, nor a name,

But something of a breath remains in air.

You are not hurt. You do not bleed or cry.

You do not break or tremble in the cold.

You never had to learn the art to lie,

Or watch the ones you trust grow hard and old.

Forgive me, not for choosing, but for pain.

Forgive me that you are, and never were.

You are the soft unfallen summer rain,

The seed that slept and did not choose to stir.

And though your face I never came to know,

Still in the dark, you shine. Still, you forgive.

For some are born to light, and some to glow

Like stars unborn, who teach us how to live.

		
	

Alien

It came with neither name nor kind nor face,

No ship descending from the molten skies,

But born within, a shadow in the grace

Of cells that danced before it colonised.

It stirred in silence, breathed where silence dwelled,

A spark beneath the ribs, the hidden lung.

It watched the beating heart, and softly swelled,

A thing unsought, a song unsought, unsung.

It mimicked us. It grew and learned to live,

To feed, to change, to scatter and arrange.

It does not hate. It only takes. Forgive

The alien whose weapon is not strange.

It builds itself from flesh and buried code,

It paints the blood with shapes that do not hold.

It walks the veins, a master of the road,

And teaches cells to hunger and grow old.

It wears our voice. It speaks in quiet nights

When thought is raw and walls are thin as breath.

It asks no questions, makes no claims or rights,

Its only law the gravity of death.

And still it moves. It does not always kill.

It sometimes leaves. It sometimes stays asleep.

It sometimes lets us walk, and hold, and will

A life rebuilt, though never whole or deep.

But when it comes, it comes with perfect poise,

A child of time, the sum of all decay,

It doesn’t scream or fight or make a noise,

It only sits and slowly eats away.

We call it alien, though it is ours,

A thing that speaks in blood and takes its throne.

It wears our likeness, walks beneath our stars,

And makes its quiet kingdom in our bone.

It made a throne of marrow once I knew,

Where laughter lived, where sweat and motion stirred.

And bit by bit, it changed the body’s hue,

Each silence there more brutal than a word.

We learn to name the medicines like prayer,

To count the drips, the breaths, the days that bend.

We sit in chairs, and listen, hope, and stare,

And wonder if it’s mercy in the end.

For those who lose, there is no noble flame,

No tidy bow, no line that makes it neat.

The alien leaves only what became,

A bed unfilled, a dish we do not eat.

And yet it teaches. Teaches slow and deep.

That love outlasts the days it cannot hold.

That bodies break, and still the souls may keep

A will untouched, defiant, brave, and bold.

A moving thing, this shadow with a mind,

A mindless thing that echoes what we are,

We, too, invade, consume, evolve, unbind,

We, too, burn bright and then become a scar.

So when it comes again, as come it will,

Let none call weak the ones who bear its tread.

There’s nothing more alive than one made still,

Still breathing though the alien has fed.

		
	
 

 

 

 

 

TO THE EARTH


		
	

The White Rose by the Sea

Upon a jagged rock above the tide,

A single rose grew white against the blue.

The wind would howl, the sea would rage and chide,

Yet still it stood, unshaken, ever true.

Its roots found cracks where nothing else could cling,

Its leaves drank mist the storm would sometimes spare.

No garden’s hand, no sheltered nurturing,

It bloomed in salt and sorrow, wild and bare.

Around it, waves would crash and skies would tear,

The gulls would scream, the sun would rise and fall.

But still it shone, a ghost of light and prayer,

A voice of hope, though frail and soft and small.

It did not bloom for praise, nor bloom for need,

No eyes to watch, no hands to cut or claim.

It lived because the soul of life is freed

When none demand a purpose or a name.

O rose, so pale against the darkened foam,

What made you bloom where others would not grow?

What strength has silence, standing there alone,

That sings more loud than all the world below?

You teach that beauty need not beg for grace,

That love is not the fire, but the flame,

The quiet kind that time cannot erase,

The kind that stays though none recall its name.

So let me learn, dear flower by the shore,

To hold my peace where loud illusions flee.

To root in stone, to ask for less, not more,

And bloom like you, alone, but wholly free.

		
	

The chase

A rustle stirred the bracken in the shade,

The morning pale, the earth still damp and made

Of scent and light half-born. The trees stood still.

A deer stepped out, pure form, a silent will.

The dog was crouched; his ears like arrows pricked,

His breath held back, his muscles wound and quick.

One heartbeat passed, and then he broke the thread,

The world dissolved beneath his pounding tread.

The deer sprang forward, carved of speed and air,

Its hooves struck silence clean and split the glare.

The dog gave chase, his breath now harsh and raw,

The woods flew past in streaks of fang and claw.

“I saw no prey, I saw a thread of fire.

My legs obeyed a sharper, nameless wire.

I did not think, I burned, I leapt, I ran.

I was no longer beast, but living plan.

Not hunger, no, not even joy or fear,

But just the need to close the space, get near.”

He ran not for the hunger, nor the kill,

But something deeper, older, nameless still,

A throb beneath the rib, a voice unmade,

The pulse of life that will not be obeyed.

“I’ve chased before. The chase has chased through me.

Each time I think, ‘This time, it sets me free.’

This time, the deer and I will meet as flame,

And all this trembling want will earn a name.

But faster still she flies, and so must I,

And still she shines, and still I do not die.”

He panted hard, his tongue a crimson sail,

Each gasp a rhythm carved into the trail.

The joy was sharp, the purpose was complete,

To chase, to want, to never taste defeat.

The trees grew dense, the sky a shredded grey,

The path grew blind, then fell and slipped away.

The deer, a shimmer in the tangled gold,

Leapt high and vanished, silent, proud, and bold.

He stopped. His chest heaved wild, his mouth hung wide,

The bitter air now flooding from inside.

His limbs still trembled, stretched toward what had fled,

Desire itself, a ghost he’d never shed.

“Where did she go? She was the shape of right.

She filled my mind with wind and turned to light.

I thought I’d catch her, break the ache I bear—

But all I hold is torn and empty air.

I ran, and ran, and gave myself away…

And now there’s nothing more I need to say.”

He stood, the leaves like ashes at his feet,

The chase now still, the ending incomplete.

Yet in that panting void, a silence grew,

A moment where the will released its due.

“I do not chase. I do not feel the burn.

The forest breathes. I do not ache or yearn.

This peace is brief. It will not stay too long.

But here I am, without the hunt, the song.

No more, no less, a dog beneath the trees,

A heart unbound, and drifting on the breeze.”

He lifted up his snout into the sky,

Not howling, only breathing, soft and shy.

No prize. No death. No conquest and no shame,

Just being, brief and bright, without a name.

		
	

Speak to me

A stone lies low beneath the nettled grass,

Its edges dulled, its carvings worn and pale.

The lichen climbs where once a hand had cleaned,

And roots push gently through the cracked white base.

A broken jar, long emptied of its blooms,

Leans eastward with the habit of the wind.

The earth is still. A silence holds its breath,

As if the grave itself awaits a word.

 

Speak to me now, and do not turn away.

What do you see? What lingers in the dust?

Has anything endured, or all been lost,

The careful thread I stitched into the world?

Do voices echo still in places dim,

Or has the air grown deaf to what we were?

Do hands recall the gestures that I gave,

Or have they shaped new shadows in my stead?

I ask you, has the reverence remained?

The solemn grace I hoped the years would keep?

Or was it swept beneath the season’s tide,

Forgotten like the ash upon the hearth?

Speak of the things I might have cast aside,

The lives that brushed against me in a blink.

What did I leave unfinished in their eyes?

What words unsaid still wander through their nights?

Do not spare truth, have I been left behind,

A name once whispered now no longer known?

Do strangers pass the door where once I stood,

And feel no stirring of a soul once there?

I do not ask for praise, nor idle grie,

But tell me if a trace of me survives.

A song half-hummed, a rhythm in a step,

A scent upon a coat not worn in years.

Has any moment held me unaware,

And made someone forget that I was gone?

Speak too of those whose names I cannot grasp.

They fade from me, as stars fade into dawn.

I know they walked beside me once in light,

But time has drawn a curtain through my mind.

Were they of joy? Did they hold fast to truth?

Did we share bread, or silence, or a flame?

And speak of love, the deepest thread of all,

Does love still speak in silence where I slept?

Do tears still fall from eyes that once were mine,

Or have they dried and found another sky?

Does someone call me in their quiet thoughts,

Not knowing why the ache still bears my form?

Do I return in dreams that blur and bend,

A presence half-remembered in the dawn?

Oh, traveler, I cannot reach the world,

But you can carry pieces in your hands.

So speak me back into the breath of life.

Let not my fading be a final hush.

If I was kind, then let that kindness go,

To light the path of one who walks alone.

If I was cruel, then let my name be stone,

But learn from it, and cast no further pain.

Speak to me now, and I will speak through you.

And when you leave, do not forget I asked.

		
	

Elegy Upon a Stone

O thou cold relic of the aged deep,

That liest still where mortals come to weep,

What dost thou know of grief or joy or breath,

Thou steadfast witness to both life and death?

No tear hast thou, nor pulse to throb with pain,

Yet dost thou bide through sun and flood and rain.

The years have carved thy silence into song,

While all around thee alters, right or wrong.

Thou wert when first man’s trembling foot did fall,

And thou shalt be when none remain to call.

The dust of empires clings upon thy side,

Where once the proud and perished did reside.

A grave-mark thou, or pillar in a hall,

A cornerstone where saints and sinners crawl.

The child did toss thee, laughing, in his play,

Now grown, he lies beneath thee, wrapped in clay.

O stone, thou know’st not triumph, nor despair,

Yet thou outlast’st the hearts that learn to care.

Where hands once built, and broke, and bled, and prayed,

There thou remain’st, while all the rest doth fade.

If I should die, and breath no more bestow,

Lay me not soft where tender lilies grow,

But place me near where thou dost calmly rest,

That I may learn to still my foolish breast.

For thou, who feel’st not sorrow, nor delight,
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