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  Within these pages there are myths: some known, some newly created, some yet to occur and some which may prove to be reality.


  There are vistas of old age from a viewpoint which does not preclude a future or a sense of humour; where the use of set forms indicates maturity and balance.


  There are lies aplenty, although different readers may have different views as to where they occur.


  There is love and murder, hope and despair, tragedy and comedy; even nonsense.


  There is a modicum of sex involving two amorous seals.


  In short, there is variety and, hopefully, enjoyment.


  The Way of the Poet


  Sitting outside Caffè Nero.


  Sipping my Americano


  and reading Brian Patten


  selected poems. Thinking,


  as is the way of a poet,


  I could have written these.


  Then acknowledging I couldn’t,


  other than by copying.


  So I observed a pigeon


  wrestling with a crust and,


  as is the way of a poet,


  sought to enter a mind


  whose only mantra was,


  eat, procreate and survive


  Then I realised the mind


  was similar to mine.


  I watched people pass by,


  walking, running or wheeling.


  In ones, twos or moresomes.


  Each one of them a story.


  Well, there’s a cliché, which,


  as is the way of a poet,


  I can swiftly cover up,


  by claiming intention.


  There’s an elderly couple,


  holding each other’s hands.


  For support or through love?


  A mother looking anxious,


  until two boys arrive breathless.


  Like the pigeon, I’m waiting


  for a crust I can chew on.


  As is the way of a poet.


  Selkie Encounter


  Note: The Selkie are an allegedly mythical race who spend most of their lives as seals, but who can, on occasion, shed their skins and adopt human form.


   


   


  An errant ray of sunshine squeezed


  between fast departing storm clouds


  highlighted the whiteness part wrapped


  in brown bands of bubbled seaweed


  He knelt and gently uncovered


  her pale body beaten and torn


  by cruel rocks and floating debris


  But she still breathed softly, softly


  He carried her, wrapped in his coat


  to the shelter of his cottage


  With unaccustomed tenderness


  he treated her wounds and bruises


  Then as she slowly recovered


  her beauty assailed his senses


  Hair dark as the heart of a storm


  A smile which dimmed any sunset


  Above all her eyes, oh those eyes


  the deepest blue, then much deeper


  Ready for a man to dive in


  and then glory in his drowning


  Love grew as a summer wave swells
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