
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


NO TIME

I don’t have time,

For words that do not rhyme,

I need the chatter of birds,

The whispering of the sea,

The dawn when it wakes me from sleep.

They help me solve the mysteries of life,

With all its cares and woes,

Raise a flag for beautiful things,

Like the planting of a tree.



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    With thanks to my wife for her patience and love.
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FOOTPRINT
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The human gazes out, 

Betraying fragile thoughts inside,

The thin shell of our demeanour full of holes 

Where tears and smiles leak out. 

Words act like colours,

Not everything is black or white 

The subtlety of a phrase,

The glint of an eye

We paint a portrait of ourselves

Like a bird singing from a tree

But more unique each one of us a species 

In the way we act and think.

We need self-belief like water to survive,

Without it we creep away defeated hiding in the shadows of the city, 

In the wastelands of our minds.

We are the footprint of humanity,

Becoming who we are,

We learn to walk and then to fly.
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LIFELESS
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Giant boulders soaked in folklore,

Cling to the hill sides with an iron grip.

Offering sheep a meagre shelter,

From the wind and rain.

I watch with curiosity as a band of raucous rooks,

Break the silence before vanishing,

As if by a spell,

But there is no magic.

In its place an atmosphere of sterility,

As if drained of life,

Except for the token buzzard turning circles in the sky.
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IMPORTANT
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We are taught to obey the law,

Thou shalt not steal or disagree with authority.

Hunting foxes with dogs is right,

It helps save the chickens

And the gentry’s jolly life.

An example of how the fault lines endure.

Not allowed to change for fear of a creeping disestablishment 

Reducing the size of the cake controlled by the smooth rich.

We live in a society where the wealthy make the rules,

The rest forced to live with rivers like open sewers. 

A green and pleasant countryside,
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