
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Glass Soul - Songs and Poems

        

        
        
          Philip J Bradbury

        

        
          Published by Philip J Bradbury, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      GLASS SOUL - SONGS AND POEMS

    

    
      First edition. September 15, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Philip J Bradbury.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8849926018

    

    
    
      Written by Philip J Bradbury.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    I would like to acknowledge all the things that have hissed me off … environmental savagery, political lies, media manipulation, police brutality, smelly socks, noisy frogs and a whole host of things that chose to upset me. Without them, many of these poems would not have been written.


I would also like to acknowledge a whole lot of amazing people and experiences that I could not resist writing about.


Actually, when I think about it, I’d like to acknowledge everything on this planet, in this life, for everything – absolutely everything – is a nudge to get pens scribbling on paper.


So, if you are part of everything or, indeed, nothing, then my gratitude to you and all who sails in her.


My friend, Leonie Mulqueeny, created the speech-mark graphics – that also look like the brain and brainstem – and the cover graphics … an artist too modest for her own good. You can see some of her work on her Instagram profile at https://www.instagram.com/loniart/
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DEDICATION

Some odes to you, my star

From me here to you afar
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WHENCE THE POETRY
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People ask how I find the words, phrases, stories, songs, novels and non-fiction books. My answer is always, “I don’t. They’re not my creations.”

People look at me weirdly and so I explain that my job is to get out of my own way, let the words turn up and flow through my pen. We have these copyright laws and think we “own” the words we pen and type ... but we don’t at all. We just allow them to be birthed by stepping back, disowning them and allowing them to flourish in their own sweet way.

This was disconcerting, at first, as I’d start out intending to write something and it would twist and turn in the birth canal and come out quite differently. It’s usual for stories to not tell me their punch line until I’m writing my last few sentences. Sometimes I think I’m going to write prose and a poem comes out, or vice versa. I have learned to love the mystery and allow the unknowable to make itself known to me. That’s what I call magic.

I tried to sort these poems into different categories and my accounting brain – yes, I was once an accountant – decided there should be an equal number of poems in each category. But life is never that tidy, is it? And the categories ... well, everything is spiritual. Everything is personal. Everything is political, in some way. So, though I have created categories, you’re welcome to ignore them and just read where the page falls open. I suspect that, if you follow that more random system – the system without a system ... synchronicity – the right poem will make itself known to you each time. That’s also what I call magic.

So, enjoy the magic and smile.
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INTRODUCTION TO MY GLASS SOUL
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Poetry needs no explanation for it comes not from the bright light of day, where all is certain – clear, white and explained. Neither does it arise in the night where all is black, unknown and feared. No, the sweet, small time for poetry is in the early rising dawn where nearly-light flutters through the nearly-dark, where all is potent and nothing sure. It rises as the sun, with hope and not knowing of the day ahead. This is the time of knowing we need not know; the time to revel in the mystery of unknowing when explanations banish magic and logic is a foreign invader.

If you need poetry explained, you are on the dark path where insanity can be excused and ghastly deeds go unnoticed by those in defiance of humanity. Dictators and tyrants write no poetry for their ghastly deeds would be exposed and undone. 

The contradiction, you see, is that analysis and explanation cover evil deeds with snarling dogs we back away from, while knowing – simple knowing – exposes every sweet and sordid action for what they are ... the glass soul in which all is transparent.

Artists are a waste of space, my father would say, and he’d rail at every municipal expense of artworks in this town or that. However, a writer he became and a ferocious reader he was. He saw beauty and humour where others couldn’t and he raised smiles and tears with words no one else could conjure. The weight of the world, however, lay heavy on his shoulders and financing a family and managing a 22,000-acre farm with 40 horses, 70 dogs, 20,000 sheep, 2,000 cattle and up to 20 humans took its toll on a man who saw beauty in sunrises, smart dogs and resilient men. 

The same for all of us. Beauty is there in some deep, secret place in our minds. It wishes to release itself but we quash it in the rush to make something of ourselves in this world. What we secretly know, however, is that the rush makes something of us that we are not ... and still that quiet beauty waits to return us to our souls.

Your beauty may not be in poetry or even art. It likely, however, is in the opposite of what strives you – the accountant wishing to be a chef, the chef a truck driver, the truck driver a singer and the singer an accountant ... you get my drift. As the lark or kookaburra need no reason to sing, these yearnings need no explanation to arise. We are, though, driven from birth to explain ourselves, to analyse, and prove our worth to the world in some bizarrely syncopatic genuflection to a god that doesn’t actually care for you – only for your genuflection.

And still your beauty calls without reason. And reason the world must have so you deny your beauty.

I have, however, broken the rule – as one must for otherwise it is not art – and provided origins for many of these poems. The origins are not to take away the meaning they instantly – or laterly – bring up in you. Oh, no, I would not deny you that. They are, instead, to show you how easily our simple lives – and the simple in them – give rise to something beyond the logical and mundane. By this artifice, I strive to encourage you to write your poetry, paint your pictures, cook your pastries or drive your tractors ... to do whatever calls to you from the depths of your Glass Soul and realise your life need not be exotic or fanciful to take others to places they’ve never been.

Art is simple but allowing it is not. I wish you bring you to the knees of your beauty and sip of the cup it proffers. Just for minutes each day, I implore you – taste that sweet amber. Make time for the beauty you see inside of you and shine a moment. Then allow that shine of yours to glow in us.

For a moment, just now, take off your tie, your lab coat, your apron, your overalls and scribble, write, whittle or do something useless. And then smile. Please, do it for me ... just now.
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​​​The Peace Poem

The pot called the kettle black

The kettle said nothing

And that was that

​

A Day Off

Oh, for a day off from this earthly tattle

A respite, reprieve and a break

Clear of misery, bile and sword-blade rattle

The media’s twisted view, its fickle take

Give me a day of clear skies and sun

Long mountain streams and red-earth tread

Kookaburra song, rustling leaves and still gum

Silences, chuckles, nothing to wake the dead

Give me a break from what stories that won’t merge

From “I’m right, you’re not, get ruddy stuffed!”

Scientists, statesmen and medicos singing their dirge

Of paymasters saying, “Obey or be handcuffed”

Give me a day, Sweet Lord of mine

Give me a day with only a smile

No truth to be told, combatted with whine

For trees, birds and streams do never revile

The world is real, I know, its river of blood

Its winners, losers, sad and confused

Its stories, lies, narratives and meaningless crud

I can’t deny, so many down and abused

But give me a day, Sweet God of Good

Give me a day to fall, surrender and smile

Just one day of banterless peace, if you could

Just one day of release, chuckle without guile

Just this one day ... please

​

The World’s Not Growing Crazy

The world’s going crazy, they say

Insanity’s growing worse, day by day

Lies, abuse, corrupt, terrible things

Once-nice leaders, now indulgent kings

But I don’t agree, one little bit

And you gasp, “The world’s gone to shit!”

“No,” I say, smiling, letting you calm
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