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*charon Chorus Current Version*

Ghost of Christmas present, past or future perfect spun or spurned,
shepherd, wolf in pastor's pasture, mess is earned, world less concerned.
Aeons long or echo fleeting, naught completing, mocking glass,

mirage little else repeating besides 'I thought I thought I passed! '

Whether old one passes over, young unsung, berth premature,

guilt gilt gifted four leaf clover, or homeless, wan, naught can endure.
Shirk's blood, pain, sorrow, find dread reaper works stalks deathwards, talks
stacked cards,

slight consolation for bed weeper a-wake in sombre sable shards.

Polished pebble tide toned, rounded, priceless gem, physique homespun,
each as sand ends, bright dreams grounded in oblivion undone.

Win or lose, love shared, ignored or left to shrivel by the way,

two sides of one coin, ring Mordor or for Frodo, naught may stay.

Had Mount doom not gobbled Gollum could eye Rove omnipotent?
would there have been some 5th column on fresh liberation pent?
Quantum physics, 'Stargate' series, states 'n' states can co-exist,
what's truth? gilgul, golem, dybbuk? - infinite parallels persist.

Whether bright illusion shatters, big head shed when will walks small,
ermine, mink, stink patchwork tatters, matters little if at all.

Mad as hatters, silver platters, wrinkled crone prone, belle of ball,
prey greed batters, prayerbead chatters, matters little if at all.

Clasping straws proves vain delusion 'sink not swim! ' Time's siren calls,
S.0.S., self-help, confusion sows, curtain falls as engine stalls.
Archimedes' fulcrum fable, 'firm spot' held fast, all recall,

rock of ages shown unstable, all erodes - howe'er it galls.

Alternative event horizons fact or fiction find the same,

ferry floats with Charon's eyes on boating souls without a name.

Mozart notes communal buried welcomed heedless - magic flute

could not spare from journey ferried through the 'haunts of hern and coot'

Laments unheeded, red rims beaded with emotions on the fly,

strangers never know they needed, nor regrets, nor passing sigh.
What waste motives honed for getting, ever chasing unchaste aim,
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last laugh's left with time, forgetting fame's flame, game's name, wild or tame.

Hermit's tower, houri's bower for brief hour flower, fail,
fatter thinner, loser winner, placed sole on soul's scale bewail
breath deleted, uncompleted or fullfilled in narrow scope

are forgotten gains ill-gotten, unbegotten seem, steam hope.

Whether mortal masses money, syphons honey from the hive,
whether disposition sunny, funny bunny, sad, all strive,

fall is fleeting, call competing, opt-out, know in turn sobs' sighs,
cut-throat cheating, spouse deceiting, one by one feel throbs' demise.

Day night follows, night day hollows each urned, teach Time won't play ball,
if Apollo, Pluto, swallows, matters little if at all.

Climate change, Trump's Bannon banner, Breitbart Right or Huffpost Left,
coarse, uncouth or gentle manner, all of relevance bereft.

All ends equal, clock recording second thoughts docked, time-lock knocked,
self-centeredness proves vain, affording little leeway when boat's rocked.
Palm tree dates' anticipation appetites encourage though

few know what matters, grief, elation sound the same when fast moves slow.
Atomic half-life cannot counter snowball earth, lost wherewithal,

comet, asteroid encounter, matters little if at all.

Namby-pamby, merchant magnate, patriot or terrorist,

evangelical, apostate, queue on stream, doomed, dreams dismissed.
Watch all line up rough unready, pay for final fy ride,

hale and hearty, frail unsteady, time will bury. Charon, guide,

steers unveering out of hearing she who cried and he who'd stall,
dearth of cheering, rebirth clearing, none answer summons for recall.

Time and place trace unimportant, social standing, gypsy van,
knock-kneed yellow liver, giver, false forgiver, pale or tan,
open hearted, closed-shop smart id, ancient genealogy,
orphan cast-off, Leo, Libra, Virgo, Pisces, culled from tree.

Wishy-washy, busy-body, helter-skelter grave conveyed,
Luxury or gift-shop shoddy, loans unmet and those repaid,
Shilly shally, daring, dally, slave in galley, from parade

fade as Lily of the Valley's beauty wanes, by Death betrayed.
Taste embody, glitter gaudy, 'cease upon the midnight' pall.
quantum quark or antibody matters little if at all.
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Ruthless raptors rampant running through Cretaceous countryside
packs aren't facts, film fiction stunning, few skeletal claws abide.
Park Jurassic may seem classic only amber flies remain,

cage thoracic, plankton plastic, seabed solid can't complain.

Friendly fire or hostile missile, error prone drone, terror wrist,

margin call when market tumbles, earthquake rumbles farewell kiss.
Strife life haunted, illness gaunted, Death undaunted rides afield,
Time cares nor jot nor tittle, wit will lot meet, plots defeat, soul yield.

Whether lapping wave band foam bath, thunder clap, tsunami tall,
weather warm, storm, glacier calf, matters little if at all.

Rebels routed, tyrants clouted, sidereal void's photonic sprawl,
lost species sprouted, dogmas doubted, matters little if at all.

Forty years of desert sojourn, dungeon dank or thankless task
end alike for saint and sinner, rake fake, winner, takes to task.
Health undoctored, wealth untaxed or kiss as kismet thanks luck's stars,
equal tie when ties are sundered, fickle Fate appeal deal bars.

He who dumbstruck sprawls in gutters, she bread butters - penthouse sweet -
she who stagestruck feels heart flutters, sole curse mutters, all deadbeat,

one run down, whose engine stutters, one, prim posy, as pin neat,

sleep 'neath sods, none opens shutters, pops up seeking run repeat.

Template telomeres with aging evolution's leaps ensures,

one mutation disengaging from another: naught endures.

Sickles sharp harp strings soon sunder, angels fall from grace and light,
meek or cheeky share down under lost to memories once bright.

High and mighty host unpleasant, guest of unguessed worth, to earth
soon consigned, resigned, peer, peasant give redemption widest girth.
Promise kept, unwept oblivion, dreams, delusions commonplace,

high priorities proved rotten soon debunked, synch sunk untraced.

Here today and gone tomorrow: foregone conclusion from day won,
save or borrow, laughter sorrow, no weight pull in fear or fun.
Last Trump POTUS fact and fiction merging, toadies playing ball,

blows his cover's contradiction, little matters if at all.

Wedding banned rings bells at altar, hands wring sooner, later, washed
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away by doomsday naught may alter, nipped in bud, ambitions squashed.
Story told, tale unrecorded, archive access, desert bloom,
each reflects each, dust rewarded, leach teaches blood's recycling doom.

Sapiens on cusp Aquarian out of kilter falters, flails

as regimes totalitarian totter when fail-safe wickets, bales,

fly asunder, stumped go under, soon submerged by fly-by ball,

Everest beneath earth's ocean was seabead once, now fossils call

the tune five thousand feet cloud covered, turned turtle by tectonic plates.
What falls, what rises to surprises, equal prove scaled by Ma'at's weights.

Human Rights' bright lantern calling generations to reform,

one step forwards, two back falling, face recurrent 'perfect storm'.
Brave New World shall self extinguish, exploitation seems apt term,
politicians won't relinquish oversight of stem cell, sperm.

End result: most good intentions role reversed by fear or greed

pave Hell's road, dispel dissensions, souls dispersed can scarce succeed.
Information access doubles each decade but budget cuts

fragilise fair freedoms, stubbles, weeds, what once seemed well ploughed ruts.

No explanation offers simple panacea for man's ills

Wimpled dimple, puss and pimple, can't steer clear of bitter pills

Few learn truth from joys, grief, yearn cloys, second thoughts soon damn Man's
years

in despond's vale clever ploys fall on unreceptive ears.

From enjoyment and employment ant and giant trapped within
time-trap gin from first sigh last cry seek to understand life's spin:
quest request for why and wherefore hovers moth-like facing fame,
stymied questions sink, and therefore few call for/to true go[o]d name.

At weathered monumental engravings Time jeers, grime sheers, climb hastes
fall,

joyless jaded, constant cravings, lust's treat dust meets, swallows all.
Seldom sense in destination is revealed, within the Way

purpose lies peregrination in, of, through itself holds sway.

Feelings, double-dealing spieling, weighed against fate's feather, fail,
healing, trouble, celestial ceilings can't resist change whirlwind gale.
Fauna, flora, extant for a wink fuss, fall extinct, beyond Time's pale,
impassive Charon's sexton chorus keeps an even keel, mocks grail.
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Gnomes anonymous departed concomitant foes withal
lost in limbo lie uncharted, matters little if at all.

In a blinking thinking inking from life's calendar is torn,

one falls, thousands rush, Fate, winking, re-intones rites trite, well-worn.
Hive cells, hexagon alignment, queens from workers separate,

all from solit'ry confinement soon released must lie in state.

Phantom pantomime enacted through dimensions none can count

in black hole consumed, compacted, to molehill melts the highest mount.
Here today and gone tomorrow foregone conclusion for grief, glad,

leave leaf laughter, shore leave sorrow, income. Outcome? naught to add.

Whether generations flourished, shared, bore brunt of grunt or gall,

prospered hale, failed, wailed ill-nourished, fate trumps all who'd last date stall.
High and might blown to blighty staid or flight culled on call,

second thoughts or wishful thinking, matters little if at all.

Second chance, time travel star gate wormhole soul revival wheel,
spins hearsay saga compensate for lights soon blighted lies conceal.
Survival is mental delusion, rival theses sefer sealed,

intellectual illusions, Lethe's sentence unrepealed.

Spy inherent contradictions in between ways gleaned means stretched,

double binds recycle ball-games till dread reaper soul has fetched.

Sleepy head abed, bird early, worms will feed with curtain call

bowed out, cowed dread, hair straight, curly crowd shunned coffins cover shawl.

Tears, cheers mingle hearse horse jingle on last journey six feet deep,
token shingle intermingles with worm disturbing sacred sleep.

Yet sleep Earth must as groups galactic meet supernova destiny

fire or ice, earthquake climactic, flood submerging scrutiny.

Singularity's advances, urge surge merge acceleration,

compromise prized dogmas, chances purged from sojourn's holding station.
Generation gaps, increasing, bleed anthropophomorphosis:

Lip service landslip slide's self-greasing, strange change looms, booms farewell
Kiss.

Top of pops or relegation, winning streak, weak gamble lost,

fresh life quest request negation meets sans suite, whate'er the cost.
What of passion? What of pain vain unrecorded, unconceived?
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shadow-shapes we wander, chain train shatters soon with what achieved?

Old souls flock from time-lock fleeing, putting up resistance fierce,

Young well-hung, the waif wraith being, Charon's mystery none pierce.

Coin praise each pays forlorn. Dis preying displays beneath scythed daisies shorn
tithed remains of phrases, baying tunes to moons from faiths stillborn.

Threadbare pauper lacking stitch or rich endowed with silver spoon
share communal grave, can't pitch for more days for play's over soon.
Stanzas cease, release pure, grimy, tocsin tolls for star's eclipse,

who heeds deeds when fungus slimy peerless rose's petals strips.

From confusion into fusion tracks once concrete turn to slime,

ends, means, merge, can't draw conclusion coherent through un-numbered time.
Through apparent convolution evolution's 'upwards climb'

boomerangs, causal revolution cancels out all 'worth a dime'.

Whether generations flourished, shared, bore brunt of grunt or gall,

prospered hale, failed, wailed ill-nourished, matters little if at all.

Ignorance or understanding tapping history on call,
lightning, thunder, truth or blunder matters little if at all.
Charon's charges chant in chorus 'auld lang syne' before corpse fall,

where lie Quetzalcoatl, Horus? . Little matters, tall lies small.

Jonathan ROBIN
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*intelligent Design*

I, dot, would score, scour ocean floor,
you too were dot, not more.

We'd LOOP the LOOP in primaeval soup
our POOL gene POOL core corps.

We'd POLO here, there POLO for

none then knew scoop could droop.
We'd grin, twin core to win encore

no sour sin, hour, no law!

No fairies, flowers' fragrant bower,

nor need, nor greed for power.

No men's omens, hymns, amens dour,
no hymen's Babylonian tower -

Nno cause because nor clause, paws' claws,
no doors, chores, flaws, no pause.

I'd stoop, you'd swoop, with helluva whoop -
no care, unfair dis....pair.

Above, below, we'd group, regroup

all with no 'mal[e] de mer'.

Amino here, ah me! know there

was troop on troop on troop, -

we'd pair, repair, again prepare

see sea combine with air.

We'd twirl, we'd whirl, like a hoola-hoop
around, around some more,

in tune to moon as cock-a-hoop

we'd twin, to spin restore.

Linked chain would roam upon Time's foam,
off shore s[p]aw[n], sink or soar,

'neath starry dome in mono chrome,

no after, no before!

We'd skirl, we'd swirl, up, down would curl,
ages of practised ease,

we'd furl, unfurl, in endless whorl,

world with no word disease.

When I was girl and you my pearl,
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no men, to bend, no knees, -
no need but feed we all agreed
to speed on pretty please!

No peg was round, no hole square found,

when round and round half, whole,

ringed whole half bound by no compound

too stable. Time redoled

quad code surround life force around

niche roles from pole to pole.

Unsound were some, some sound, none crowned
with soul, goal, go[a]d, control.

Inside was outside, outside in,
with no dividing line, -

we'd do without ‘without', ‘within’,
but ever intertwine

ignoring every moral gin,

we played both vine and wine,

no angels danced upon a pin,

no hypocrites to whine!

Though question begs, we had no legs,
nor sought to understand, -

we were the dregs from which All pegs
its story book to hand.

We by degrees, through fire and freeze
rose from a twisting band

to all one sees through seven seas

in water, air, and land.

LAYER would RELAY by night and day
Y REAL would, EARLY, wait

in reel we'd feel we'd feel - this way
all could participate.

Blown ONION clone ON I ON loan
ionosphere alone.

No chromosome, no chronos zone,
no wear, no tear, none lone.

We'd dance to chance as all advance
tomorrow WAS SAW today,
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electrons free charged you and me
with mission key to play

from cause/effect to Man erect -
elected some would say -

but Man's a phase, an empty phrase
on evolution's way.

BEYOND YE BOND, before spore, frond,
FREE on REEF miocene,

we'd LEAP, PEAL, monde, in ocean, pond,
HOMY? OH MY! what scene!

Both black and blond could thus respond -
back, front, as same was seen -

in rondo fond knew no despond

all were both king and queen.

This VERSES SERVES, through learning curves
TIME'S TIDE DIETS EDITS,

EMITS MITE'S swerves, all ITEMS pervs,

no value judgement sits

on PAST, TAPS nerves with morals verve
refuses to admit.

DEW WED RESERVES surprise deserves
REVERSES SURE, RUSE writ.

AIM I AM splice to WE IS - WISE,
STREAM'S MASTERS all, explored
before lice, rice, mice, pure or vice,
the protein chains which stored
Man's gene device which in a trice
sees stable links restored.

No 'ugly’, 'nice' in fire and ice,
religions were abhorred.

Each THREAD no DEARTH of wealth gave Earth,
biodiversity,

chance gifted worth, some death, some birth,
as opportunity

to find true berth, to wind, unearth

niche branches on life's tree -

expanding girth Man calls with mirth

'his' geneology.
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In RING we'd GRIN as out and in,
and in and out without

a doubt begin with end, no sin
know - not the slightest doubt.
Win/win we'd spin, ere flesh or fin
food chains devised, we flout
God's origin as Man's odd kin
[r]evolving roundabout.

Ah me! amoeba's form from storm
original to worm

went squiggle wriggle, - then no norm
defined existed - term

invented to give guiding cue

to those whose epiderm

and ethics hairless grew, who'd woo
one sect, one spouse, no germ!

My coil with toil from sea to soil

rose from primaeval beach,

the tide we'd ride - some turned to oil -

to show there's reach in each

to change arrange - styles passing strange -
despite strange Kansas preach.

The basic code stays a la mode

the generations teach...

From ape to man mutating plan
expanded over time,

no date began, none ends the span

as human pantomime

is but a stage which slave and wage
conceived, believed a crime,

but when life's page leads to New Age,
will ever poet rhyme?

Some say through sin redemption win, -
‘intelligent design'

inset to whet hopes thin they pin

on certainty divine

without the which they cannot stitch
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through life of strife straight line,
alternate pitch hold poor, not rich,
may compromise set shrine.

Thoughts heretic hold wasting wick
which must itself consume,

to fixed line stick, on others pick

as sentenced to dark tomb.

One truth deduce - Hand did produce
some superhuman loom

and then set loose the sacred goose
to save man from sin's doom.

Who query climb from seabed slime

to homo sapiens

dont care a dime for threats to clime
from man's invasive trends

prefer prime-time's polluted grime -
jest blessed by best 'amens'.

Believe that time through endless time
plays out planned requiems.

At all events some Peter's pence
provide, and daily pray

for guidance whence God's evidence
may spring, sting wayward, gay.
Devoid of sense, 'intelligence’
'divine' they say Man's way,

began, - intense, spare no expense
to show 'design' at play.

Verse worldywise some curse supplies
an overview to plead

that chance suprise from chaos buys
Man, monkey. Key indeed

in deed must rise as acts advise, -
not Acts the future feed, -

not Heaven's skies, but causal ties
think links beyond base crede.

One could flow on but some upon
Earth pan attention span,
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feel overdone more words than one! -

hide-bound mind-sets deadpan.

Feel for 'such stuff' four lines enough -

where awe's applause they'd pay.

Through smooth and rough, think groove, act tough
to prove G[o]od's interplay.

Most sit on fence in self-defence,

as arguments they weigh,

to all intents expedience

allows cowards leeway.

Good sense prevents incense pretence, -
who'd welcome overstay?

My pen repents, I fold poor tents,

tip forelock, slip away.

© Jonathan Robin 13 April 2005,16 November 2006,17 August 2008
Verses written 13 April 2005: part 1.2.3 first half 4-8.16.

Verses written 16 November 2006 part 1 3 second half,5.14.15.17-24
Verses written 17 August 2008 part 1 9-13 plus minor revisions

NOTES
Words in CAPITALS: From form morph /loop polo pool... anagrams

Bracketed words s[p]aw[n] have several meanings spawn, pawn, awn, aw(e) ,
saw, spa span etc

Miocene: Period from 25 million to 13 million years ago; appearance of g[r]azing
mammals

Synopsis

This poem traces the evolution from primaeval soup to today through
underscoring the world before words and tracing the development of Evolution
basic chains
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'rose from a twisting band' to the amoeba

'Inside was outside, outside in' to mankind

'from cause/effect to Man erect'

and beyond

'but Man's a phase, an empty phrase

on evolution's way.'

and presents an evolutionary case despite the opinions of the recently defeated
Kansas Board of Education anti Darwinian legislation

'despite strange Kansas preach.'

Thus 'From ape to man mutating plan
expanded over time,

no date began, none ends the span
as human pantomime

is but a stage'

and 'Who query climb from seabed slime
to homo sapiens? '

...the poem reiterates the belief

'time through endless time

plays out planned requiems'

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

15



*rubaiyat Of Invention And Innovation - After Edward
Fitzgerald - Rubaiyat Of Omar Khayyam#*

Please see notes BEFORE reading

Those only interested in the second part explanation on differences in
female/male thoughtmodes may scroll down to the highlighted couplet below:

yet now its time for rhyme to help poor male
to understand why women lead the way!

Rubaiyat of Invention and Innovation

At rubaiyat muse plays as thought explores

for your amusement Life's *hows', ‘whys', ‘wherefores’,
thoughts thread together, beaded rosary

to bloom until stark tomb dark curtains draws...

Once words have left returning page to find
imprinted home in spirit or in mind

retain gold dear, steer far from dross loss base -
touch base with open eyes which once peered blind.

Life veils ‘beyond the pale' through which few see -
too many haste to taste eternity,

ignore life is succession finite, -

sum of infinite opportunity.

Can &quot; Truth&quot; exist? we're asked, who'd taste masked core,
touch tendrils, clutch at straws, rehearse a score

whose strophes three score ten, twice more again,

write introduction light untold before.

Here Left and Right we join or juxtapose,

as letters twenty six may recompose

thought-waves without the need to favour court, -
nor ought fraught taut retort be brought verse, prose.

As Caxton's soldiers fan out page to page,
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wage war with work, or work with living wage,
words' worth seeks judgement balanced, sets the stage
without judgemental values used as cage.

Here content, style, a while, united are,

to s[t]imulate reflection, nothing bar,

to pleasure, treasure, or discard at will

by Jack and Jill, Left, Right, at odds, on par.

So in these stanzas that speed to succeed

each other helter-skelter, thinking feed,

Green represents most right-brain thinking while
Blue underlines Left's understanding need.

Right brain most female thought-modes represents,
while Left brain runs male mind-sets bent on sense,
conclusions drawn between the two explain

these verses' rhyme and reason may condense
ways men think women feel their flower world,
ways women feel men think their power hurled,
the bridge of sighs between the two we try

to etch or sketch as headlong minds wind whirled
must surf our Universe, &quot;the ‘why' not knowing,
Nor whence, like water willy-nilly flowing:

And out of it, as wind along the waste,

it knows not whither, willy-nilly blowing.&quot;

Read here, we're led to shed some light on what
could be by robot programmed, ‘tis the lot

of whosoever dares, ahead of time,

create ideas that stimulate a lot.

Whatever our allotted span, our race

worldwide too favoured narrow man as ace, -
soon woman's savour shall claim pride of place,
replace man's place of pride and flavour base.

So grasp the moving finger as it writes

wait not on Time, but tune to timing - flights

of fancy twin with opportunity

which may not seed again feed dream's delights.
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Here we explore core paradoxes which
divide left brain from right, and offer switch
inviting insight into ways all think

Jack Left, Jill Right, communication stitch.

In passing thank Fitzgerald whose Omar

Is as important as the Calendar

the latter gave the world in years gone by, -
without the which we couldn't travel far.

&quot; The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,
moves on: nor all thy piety nor wit

shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,

nor all thy tears wash out a word of it.&quot;

‘The Moving Finger writes, moves on once writ’,
says Left, ensuring that conclusions fit,

Alas! - train Right brain finds track rigid, tied
to thought-mode far too tight, Will wanting wit!

At stake is not just opportunity

to mock Pandora's lock neccessity,

Knowledge must link to Intuition's guide, -

Time mocks rocks, dykes which walled off sea from sea.

Invention, innovation, share few tracks,

the former leans on what the latter lacks, -
Left brain is organized, by logic backed

while Right brain loves to test conflicting tacks.

One seeks salvation's compliments right now,

one tweaks, creation complements, finds &quot;how&quot;,
but [k]needs the trip itself where'er it leads, -

each track is farrowed by a different plough.

NIRVANA reads RAN VAIN when lacking span
to shrink the link dividing man from man,
RA IN VAN enlightenment sums sun,

where I RAN VAN entitlement works plan.

Invent pursues where innovation points,
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from its zen flesh and bones provides the joints
the world's attention gains, an iceberg tip
to trace the crown our surface race anoints!

Invention: information channelled, spelled,
Where end result is traced from chase compelled
by circumstance - necessity as dam -

objective gained, no energy withheld.

Innovation: flashpoint few foresee,
lightning strike, transforms reality,
stems less from dam than from home grown desire,
sires fires to damn conventionality.

Invent is news which hi[s]story appoints.
Innovation: views, not won on points,
The two approaches differ widely for
Invent is Left brain which itself anoints.

Invent: Left's spirit seldom satisfied

with status quo, would sew new ribbon tied
around edition fresh of old idea,

and profit, in all senses, from the ride.

Right, - Innovation - often steps aside

from golden rule that common sense should bide, -
warm ride more interest holds than cold gold which,
though rich in cents, insensed, distorts, can't guide.

Left puzzles pieces, Right, holistic whole.

Left scratches parts, square peg grounds to round hole.
Right parts from scratch, prefers mind vaulting pole

to catalyse spring causal, humour droéle.

Right réle games plays, irks Left who'd goal to goal
spin faster, t[h]read to carpet red unroll,

Left works with teams, Right teems with works

which whet the appetites of who'd, for perks, control.

Right little patience shows with rigmarole,
defined in terms precise which some extoll,
Right bets on hedges, Left oft hedges bets
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to safeguard steps from green with envy soul.

Red Tape is Left behind. Right circumvents
black holes, sees red when Left plays righteous, vents
spleen, envy, steam while Right anticipates
new ways to dollars save at cents' expense.

Left little patience shows for double Dutch,

plays safe, while Right relays, remains in hutch.
Left is frustrated when from tall black hat

Right rabbit pulls while both at straws still clutch.

For leads Right looks, left looks to lead, grow grand,
Finds focus where Right's dreams schemes must expand -
outstanding Right where Left would just stand out -

Left needs command, Right seeds to understand.

Right's Ball &quot;no question makes of Ayes and Noes
but here or there as strikes the fancy flows

and Left that toss'd it down into the field,

Left knows about it all - HE knows - HE knows! &quot;

Right's bat at that suspicious often grows, -

Alas, that Spring should vanish with the rose!

Left's certainties today may morrow wilt, when
&quot;Youth's sweet-scented manuscript will close! &quot;

&quot;With Earth's first clay&quot; Left wished last Man to knead,
there would of the last harvest sow the seed -

Right &quot;the first morning of Creation wrote

what the last dawn of reckoning shall&quot; breed!

And this Right knows: whether the one True Light
kindle to Love, or wrath consuming quite,

that in one flash [s]he sees mind's mirror caught

wins more than might in Left's right left outright.

Right out of senseless Nothing can provoke

a conscious Something to offset all yoke,
though yolk and white combine where omelette
of chicken-egg debate is often spoke.
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Less Left would speak but takes in hand the spoke,

width calculates, sounds stress, - where sound may poke.
Left scores ‘illicit' pleasure, under pain

of everlasting penalties, laws broke.

Left won't be left behind, when mind must work
with application, checks, rechecks won't shirk
should one experiment meet accident -

returns to find where errors, irking, lurk.

Right won't be tied behind by sect or kirk,
imagination surfs Time's tide to jerk

life's secrets from &quot;the foam of perilous seas
of faery lands forlorn&quot; - twist humour quirk.

Defence and Prosecution illustrate

the different roles perceptions demonstrate

the ways invent and innovation play

their parts within both statement and the State.

Prosecution steers procedure past,

point proves, from point to point advances fast,
weighs more than plays, stays wary where surprise
could compromise its ruts, designed to last.

Left brain improves, adapts, contrives to cast

cards schooled to rule through precedent hard, fast,
right brain senses emotivity

which left brain tests with rigour unsurpassed,

Defence cares less for strong notes than key song,
dares more, wears less, won't always string along,
lifts patterns more than sifts, dreams different guise,
wise, judges not disguise as always wrong.

Prosecution hones the Law's harsh bite
pursues relentless all that ever might
present fair play as way lest laxity,
upsets convictions, or conviction's might.

Defence runs fate's dark gauntlet, just finds way
to play for time and execution's stay -
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while Prosecution, left, preys on just fight
Defence p[r]ays, fights to fight another day.

One, left brain thinking works through day and night,
the other, right brain, writes of wrongs to right,
would equity extend to free and see

might to its place, replaced with just insight.

Left brain procedures precedents uphold,

this right brain finds restrictive, leaves it cold,
between the two grey matters black and white

draw frontiers firm in court naught caught short sold.

When something goes awry, elastoplast

Left tries - to sa[l]ve old bearings overcast,
turns back to drawing board which soon supplies
Left's logic with an answer to forecast.

Right looks aghast at formal plans and strong
Of mice and men - when sounds the final gong
they're often wanting found, ship foundering lies
floundering at the bottom of the klong.

With instinct and experience Left packs

The deal he'd seal to minimise risk's whacks, -
while Right deals out the pack which Fate defies, -
and wins or loses gambling chips in stacks.

From never rest to Everest Left would climb
intent on proving life's not p[h]antomime,

Right here's more bent upon perspectives vast
which care a dime that climate rhymes with time.

Invectives and opinions firm Left keeps

directive bland or pinions, Right squirms, weeps,
from both the world at any given time

must draw to balance checks from quantum leaps.

Left files sharp claws which both before behind,
attack or self defence, protect the mind

from flux, from change, arranges, irons out
barbed wired impressions orderedly and lined.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Left, from quotations printed fine, consigned,
advances point to point, points proves, aligned
as peas in pod, squad trained beyond all doubt,
avoiding void, vain compromise malighed.

Right's rainbow led reflections are declined, -
ground ‘neath Left's feet, unsound, seems undermined, -
lest consequence from cause risk spirals out,
Left snaps control, traps soul in double bind.

Left limits ‘strange' to context predefined,

lauds conduct clear, to weakness scarce inclined -
Reaction not Response its all about, -

matter mutters &quot; mind, do not unwind&quot;!

Left seeks respect, tweaks Right who weak he'd find, -
inclined to speculations undefined.

Right looks 'beyond', towards monde SHE may scout
mind over matter mutters 'don't be blind! '

Right's polyvalent talents are combined

with &quot;will to know&quot; not &quot;know to will assighed&quot;
Right far and wide, will doubt, conventions flout,

replacing rigid Past with Future kind.

Right colour, contour, context, weighs, inclined

perplexed not vexed by text hex too confined, ...

not &quot;in&quot; or &quot;out&quot;, but context &quot;round about&quot;
not &quot;black&quot; or &quot;white&quot;, - too tight, - rights unresigned.

Right ties rejects which, too long trained, strong twined,
leave insufficient rein when wined and dined,

reigns over networks new which serve, st[r]and out,
deserve attention due, yet undefined.

Left brain firm trains, explains, holds doubt a vice,
‘method' blessed in Prussian terms precise,

Right seeks advice, to ‘When? ' adds ‘Why? '

to trynew ways to ‘scape predestination's vice.

Left th[r]Jough due process, orders gives, obeys,
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Right resonates, tunes, amplifies, relays,
each finds reach others teach at best suspect, -
one phrase defines, one signals waves in phase.

Left, little feeling, thinks on measures, weighs,
Right little thinking, feels for treasured ways,
Each finds fond pleasure through bond interface
The other questions [Left], or, [Right] dismays.

Left comprehends, Right feels, ‘gainst wrong appeals.
Right makes amends where sometimes Left conceals
emotions with a surface self-restraint

Right often feels false travesty reveals.

Left masks emotions - tasks take precedence,

Right damns dam notions, drawing from sixth sense
though complex facts intact, contract's pursued,
Right tact prefers, contacting joys intense.

Left's sense of purpose drives momentum great.
Right's sense convergent helps to integrate,
grateful, what Left too often grates, to bring
perspective spans holistic, to create.

Left's sense of planning point to point links straight.
Right's contradictions often may frustrate,

from straitened circumstances two paths spring -
these, well combined, approach perfection's state.

Right brain responds, to empathize its role.
Left brain reacts, to emphasize control.

Each needs a dose of each to reach the stars -
who little care for spins from pole to pole.

Left is the standard cork to bottle wine,
Right has unusual ‘nose' for flavour fine:
together they complete life's kitchen where
one cutler is, one chef, - and so we dine!

One channels to produce pure data streams,

One flannels to seduce, lure, sate her dreams,
thus inspiration gleams through different ways
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we chose the dice Fate throws, streamlines extremes.

Invention is the blossom on the tree,

whose scent is innovation - what role we
elect to play is weighed by hand which writes
the score for music that posterity

will use or will abuse, for good or ill,

to chain or free, the Future's dreams fulfill

to mar, or let men Mars and far stars reach,
empower'd by women who will not stand still.

Invention is intention catalyzed,

by role reversal, vistas reapprized,
extension complicated later seen

as simple step towards a goal disguised.

Is &quot;simple step ahead on path disguised&quot;
more than old calculations rerevised?

Once inaccessible, goal gleams with second-sight
through touchstone turned once much despised.

Extension is an option exercized

which counts or counters process organized, -
play with the flow, go tack against tides tight,
examples sample, straight lines exorcized.

Some words were changed in the three stanzas which
proceeded this, the argument to stitch, -

however phrased ‘Invent’, ‘Create’, refuse

static overviews through toss and pitch.

And yet when innovation spreads its shoots

to sound the ground thought far too dry for roots,
the route is either opened or prepared

as Present, Future, Past, act in cahoots.

Yet Change's stream self-stimulates its flow
from double sources, which together sow
awareness heightened of an interplay
auto-configurated, primed to go

by synchronicity yet not in tandem though
the two may be confused in afterglow
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when hindsight's blessing seeks to document
‘invent' and ‘innovation' cameo.

Life can't run on one track, - both sot and sage,

must gear up, intuitions hear, engage,

black, white, replace with bright kaleidoscope,

and [w]ink &quot;I think I think! &quot; upon Life's page.

What matters, and to whom? What gravities
apply when anti-matter equals tease
conundrums which a life-long paradox
entertains until all memories

are atomised upon a karmic breeze,
&quot;blown willy-nilly&quot; till, like honeyed bees,
they bumble on towards a homely hive.

They stumble on till patterns by degrees

from angles wide frame, focus, offer keys

for who between the lines can read, and these
the waft and weft of substance may discern

to draw the line dividing wood from trees.

Both rhyme and reason often are withheld
till time and season ring the changes belled,
and timing is essential where the mind
must funnel forces for tomorrow spelled.

Who would evolve must choose from many doors, -
each offers either fame, or blame, doom draws.
Time twists or tows each current man would seize,
each offers health or wealth, advance or pause, -

The doors are those of inner confidence,
opened not by sitting on a fence,

though ‘Chance' a helping hand can often lend
connecting inklings into solid sense.

But sense is insufficient - those who see
the light with passion work to find a key
to free not freeze mankind, - yet better world

needs no fixed frieze to please the gallery.

What fame is, what is doom, though, who foresees?
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What choice reject, what opportunities

take for, or take as, granted, intervene
converting wonder into energies

which harness intuitions to complete

a chain of thought whose end few e'er do meet,
combining much intangible to seek

responses which Left's world will help to beat.

Who would advance must, knock upon those doors,
imagine links between effect and cause,

must persevere despite cold failure's fears,

warm ice of ignorance until it thaws.

For &quot;Cause&quot;, &quot;Effect&quot; combine as on their way
the cusps converge in subtle interplay,

although the watershed important seems

today - tomorrow's dreams may well betray.

Left brain or Right? The one extends the known,
re-engineers and hears hid pattern's tone,

the other changes gears and clears the way
intuitive the former's instincts stone.

Left brain or Right? One concentrates, would own,
the other seems to contradictions prone,

yet both explore for flaw with minds honed keen -
synaptic leaps come cheap, fresh codes to clone.

Right wastes the precious hour &quot;in vain pursuit
of this and that endeavor and dispute; -

better be jocund with the fruitful grape

than sadden after none, or bitter, fruit.&quot;

Right too well knows with what &quot;a brave carouse
some made a second Marriage in their house&quot;;
&quot;divorced old barren Reason from their bed,

and took the daughter of the vine to spouse.&quot;

Yet those who whine, those who wine-dine, one day
will meet like fate, in state with worms to stay,

or earnings urned, or sunk ‘full fathom five'

both trunk or drunk they wake too late to pray!
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The Left brain can &quot;with logic absolute

the two-and-seventy jarring sects confute&quot;
Right, sovereign alchemist, may in a trice

Life's leaden metal into gold transmute.

&quot;For Is and Is-not Left with rule and line
and UP-AND-DOWN by Logic does define, &quot;
of all that one should care to fathom, Right

was never deep in abstracts to design.

In all &quot;the seeds of wisdom both would sow&quot;,
each with his, her &quot;hand conjurs it to grow&quot;:
though this be bitter harvest most must reap -

&quot;I came like Water, and like Wind I go.&quot;

Left sizes &quot;Glories of This world&quot; while Right
sighs for the Prophet's Paradise come right,

Left takes the cash, and lets the credit go!

Who'd heed the rumbling distant drum tonight?

And Left who &quot;husbanded the golden grain, &quot;
and Right who &quot;flung it to the winds like rain&quot;,
alike to no such aureate earth are turn'd

as, buried once, Men want dug up again.&quot;

She, chaste, who s[l]aving pension's rationned crust,
He who chased to waste through greed and lust,
alike must not forget to taste the spice

of life before its root dissolves in dust.

Retirement benefits are left unclaimed

when Death, untimely, Fate's sharp shafts has aimed, -
how much of what remains by fiscal crush

is lost - what cost to generations maimed!

Though Chance unhappy is too often blamed

each makes his bed, together those once famed

for vice or virtue now forgotten lie

beneath the grass where once they, heedless, gamed.

&quot;And we, that now make merry in the room
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they left, and summer dresses in new bloom,
ourselves must we beneath the couch of earth
descend - ourselves to make a couch - for whom?

The worldly hope most set their hearts upon
turns ashes - or it prospers; and anon,

like snow upon the desert's dusty face,
lighting a little hour or two - is gone.

We are no other than a moving row

of magic shadow-shapes that come and go
round with the sun-illumined lantern held
in midnight by the Master of the Show.

But helpless pieces of the game He plays

upon this chequer-board of nights and days;
hither and thither moves, and checks, and slays,
and one by one back in the closet lays.&quot;

Left brain warp, weft, weaves patchwork into goal
Right links the jump, or jumps the link to bowl
Conformity as patterns into play

may come a dime a dozen, colour soul.

For Right, night brings rich dreams which ring a bell.

For Left, a concept new to master well.
For Right or Left it matters not a jot
if happiness cannot be 'got' as well.

Both high I.Q. and gift of second sight
fail in the scales however smart or bright,
if peace of mind, serenity, none find

to burnish daily bind with inner light.

Yet inner light is what Life's all about -

who cares a curse for economic clout -

as wallets fail but heart which true to self
remains, for cash cares not, can conquer doubt.

Left brain or Right? The one reaps what is sown
remains tenacious, sometimes claims his own
what Right brain stimulates though times be lean, -
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one schemes, replaces themes the other's grown.

Left brain or Right? The one retains control,
the latter's best exploring jeux de role,

one works his team's ideas, the other teems
with flashes filling ignorance's hole.

Left brain or Right? One works to build the whole
from parts prenumbered or explicit goal,

the other flouts conformity to find

a missing link - and, often, begging bowl.

Fiction, fact, both in their way attract, -
Left codifies, can plan, expand, extract,
Right spans apparent contradictions, may
through alchemy free essence pure, intact.

Left brain or Right? Each plays a different pitch
One seeks in process practice best, straight stitch,
the other joys in spontaneity

responds to setbacks with a humour rich.

Left brain or Right? One seeks to ‘know it all'

the other patterns ‘search’' itself, whose call

can come from outside past experience -

whence Left draws force for details great and small.

Right feels: &quot;the Idols I have loved so long
have done my credit in this world much wrong:
have drown'd my glory in a shallow cup,

And sold my reputation for a song.&quot;

&quot;Indeed, indeed, repentance oft before

I swore - but was I sober when I swore?

And then, and then came Spring, and Rose-in-hand
my thread-bare penitence apieces tore.&quot;

Right senses details will themselves in time
from chaos sort themselves, to form a rhyme
which music makes - cacophony may tame, -
Left from fresh heights will ever seek to climb.
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Left inches onwards, then momentum gains,
Right finds but slight delight in careful pains,
on tangents travels till the paradox

should solve itself - though paradox remains!

Left seeks through flair and application to
compare, tear up, wear down, and try anew, -
exploring intuitions Right defies

forgone conclusions, greets green pastures new.

For Left might might be right from strong position,
or wrong when Left is left in opposition, -
preconceptions Right feels most unwise -

a state of mind Left thinks through inhibition

is compromise he can't well supervise

if circumstances change, luck turns, surprise
contradicts conditions neatly planned -

while Right, when challenged, loves to improvise.

But what is new? What might we rediscover

which none before could, vigilant, uncover?

What old is there where worlds in parallel

Time's carefree sands join hands to carefully cover?

There is a Door to which Right finds no Key;

There is a Veil through which Left might not see: -
each needs the other in Life's partnership

to sail towards sweet serendipity.

While Left excels at logical attack.
Right scouts beyond Life's boring beaten track,
both need autonomy for reasons they

&quot;within the tavern door&quot; poor brains do wrack.

&quot;A Hair perhaps divides the False and True;
Yes; and a single Alif were the clue&quot; -
where Left sorts, grades the angels on a pin
there Right sports, plays about their angles too!

&quot;A hair divides&quot; stark failure from success,
straightjacket from a jacket straight, address
Belgravian from grave where all lies rotten, -
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forgotten f[l]Jame interred in the process.

Some here there are who daily fly a kite,

who gaily persevere despite those tight

vested interests, opposition to

approaches new, disruptive, which just might
upset their applecart, who find delight

in time-worn stale traditions, empty [w]rite,
reciting litanies to tease not ease

those who would share their gifts, not parasite!

The challenges we all embrace today, -
together Left and Right may futures sway -
yet now its time for rhyme to help poor male
to understand why women lead the way!

Left brain or Right, man, maid, - what difference!
He seeks control - oft at his mate's expense -
While she for him is woman more than whim,
won't rock the boat except in self-defense.

Man thinks ‘I AM because I, man, do rule'

and woman rules through ‘sharing tools' - one school
is based on networks while the other would

lose wood for trees, sees not that he's Time's fool! .

While he will speak for everything to know,

she'll seek still more, lets life ring true, fill, grow.
One is Left brain, the other Right - yet why

is one left right behind, though more may s[h]ow..

She minds her peace, he gives her piece of mind.
Unkind he stays, strays often, - should she mind?
She's paradise, he's dice parade between

the knots he ties [w]hitch she must then unwind.

She works her shift, he shifts his work to her.
He, shiftless, shifty, silky shifts will spur!

He preys on her where she for him would pray, -
Her pay he'd tax where she'd life lax prefer!

She cares for kids, where he kids, cares to rest
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before some sport - while she supports the rest,
works both from nine to five and five to nine.
He sports bright ties - light ties prefers the best!

She looks ahead while he, as head, looks on
good looks - which in her book is more than wrong,
regretting grass seems greener through the fence -
defence of dreams is sold short, for a song.

He wields the axe, while she bears forty whacks,
He thinks he wears the trousers though he slacks,
He waxes wroth he ‘needs', she kneeds the wax
fills cracks, unshackles, builds long lasting shacks.

He spares to live, she ever lives to share.

He won't forgive, she blossoms everywhere

needs harmony not tomb to bloom, bear fruit, -
He spi[t]es for wayfare, she, sprite, lights way fair!

He fields the work, while she must work the fields.
She feels the pinch, while he both pinches, feels.
She earns her keep while he her earnings keeps, -
She vyields the count, while he, he counts the yields!

He'd lay the rules and rule the lays. Some say
unbalanced are the scales! On Judgment Day -
when all are weighed he's wanting found withal -
while she's a paragon, he's gone astray!

She swears to honour, cherish and obey,
while he of harem dreams, as Pasha, Bey, -
what's worth his plot of earth if one fine day
parthenogenisis may come to stay?

If SHE could autoreproduce or clone,

If SHE the race continued all alone,

what trace would HE retain who, vain, sees end
as master, losing face, to lying prone?

If HE, who least believes, seems set in stone,
If HE, who most receives, leaves self-righteous moan
then Mona Lisa sentence might suspend
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and spare the rib that cuts her to the bone.

For Woman is the source, the stream, the flow,

SHE bends where HE may break when strong winds blow,
HE who would rule the cradle seldom takes
sufficient time to nurture Nature, know

that Left needs Right as friend as not as foe,

that Left needs Right to stagger stop and go,

that Left needs Right though Right's rights stimulate
the fear that Right bereft of Left might show

the way to new adventures truly told

which cut the ground beneath clay feet so cold,
while open options that may stake a claim

to true convergency, leave Left short-sold.

For though Left Man will seldom silent fold
his tents for his intents tie li[n]es of gold,
Right Lady seeks to light another flame
Whose spirit need not fail, nor yet grow old.

While HE invents, turns cents to sovereign mold,

SHE innovates, and networks to enfold,

HE's rolled into himself, seeks rich reward

where SHE, life's steward, stays the world from mould.

Still to tomorrow SHE her face will turn,

though HE stays still, will, glancing back, return
to glories past while she fast understands

the need to Present seed not Future burn.

Man's swift to burn those idols once adored,

hard head discards what generations stored

in search of stimulation to fulfill

a mind found wanting, or, through wanting, bored,
man's mate will tune a very different chord,

will read the runes, anticipate and ford

the flood he takes as threat, - for good or ill

will turn the tide and ride for peace restored.

Though some there are who through true flair clue, float,
and there are some who multicoloured coat
may don few sculpt new arches from the sky,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

34



for rainbow hue may rock, shock logic's boat.

More than before see innovation's speed
increase to meet anticipated need

which interacts in turn as catalyst

to undermine traditions bead by bead.

Where men, grey, race, would not lose face, concede,
there maids may trace, would choose with grace, as reed
to slender bend, true to the end, unkissed

by compromise - a bitter prize indeed!

When tipping point is finally attained,

with Life's entangled web in part explained

those new horizons which seemed clear,

when neared, then reappear as paradox maintained.

Invent, - which votes development sustained
where Innovation, rich, notes bent unreined -
must then in tandem act, trust persevered,
momentum for the common good maintained.

Both strong and weak too long have entertained
a system all admit is overstrained,

if insight fails, if facts miscalculate,

it will be far too late as Fate, unchained,
accelerates beyond our wherewithal

to check, to bargain gaining time, to stall, -
if innovation cannot motivate

invention to wide view beyond recall

little may stay of all today held dear.

In social earthquake much may disappear,
the writing on the wall puts second-rate
complacency aside, gaps wide can't cheer.

For those who vote, those voted in to steer -
the latter to the former lend an ear

when elections near polls forge give-[s]take, -
stay in the dark to doom impending, near

For soon am I tsunami, shall appearfore
warning pale of failings! Loud and clear
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environment around the globe may shake

despite spite's politicians insincere

who little heed Earth's thunder till the chips

are down, ground wakes beneath their feet and rips
apart ambitions which won't come to grips

with Nature's patience, climate fulcum tips.

Today Man's blind rapacity rewards

those who beat ploughshares into cheating swords, -
perhaps Tomorrow's perspicacity

will crust not bust entrust with wise awards.

Man moons explores, redraws the map of space,
finds flaws in much before his hand did trace,
perhaps time-out, return to drawing board,
might ready scene for a more steady pace
where symbiosis, Right and Left help face

a future free from fear of fall from grace,

where Woman is by Man nor spurned, ignored
as if HE could HER talents e'er replace!

&quot;Come, fill the Cup, and&quot; let Inventions swing
towards the visions Innovations sing,

&quot;the Bird of Time has but a little way

to flutter - and the Bird is on the Wing! &quot;

To Left, for scope, some, conscientious, turn,
to Right, for hope, adventurers return -

we trust these verses unrehearsed may please,
may set minds' sails on seas free-will will learn.

Some dream their acts, some act their dreams, and here
The reader sees both weakness, strengths, appear

to complement each other - we may work

to integrate all aspects, coded clear.

Enhanced, entranced, entrapped? The coming years
may mete set scene for keen and neat ideas

so each uncovers reach to harmony

to catalyze momentum free from fears.

To 'innovention' - phrase coined - we inscribe
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our praise, our prose to those of female tribe
whose Right brain thinking, lateral nuance,
enrich cold logic to which men subscribe.

One could continue till the cows come home
comparing innovation's coloured foam

to hard-track records which inventions please -
enough! no more! depart! elsewhere to roam!

Lets &quot;leave the wise to wrangle, and with me

the quarrel of the Universe let be:

and, in some corner of the hubbub couch't,

make game of that which makes as much of thee.&quot;

&quot;Perplext no more with Human or Divine,
to-morrow's tangle to the winds resign, &quot;
why care if Left or Right take precedence
can common sense true harmony decline!

&quot;Myself when young did eagerly frequent

Doctor and Saint and heard great argument

About INVENT and INNOVATION though

Most &quot;came out by same door as in they went.&quot;

&quot; Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss'd&quot;
of Female, Male so learnedly, &quot;are thrust

like foolish prophets forth; their words to scorn

are scatter'd left and right, mouths stopt with dust! &quot;

&qguot;0h, come from old Khayyam, and leave the wise
to talk; one thing is certain, that Life flies;

one thing is certain, and the rest is Lies;

the flower that once has blown for ever dies.&quot;

So go from old Khayyam, and leave the Lot

of Innovation and Invent forgot!

&quot;A flask of wine, a book of verse - and thou

with bread beneath the bough&quot; would please thee not?

Ah friend, &quot;could you and I with Him conspire

To grasp this sorry scheme of things entire,
Would not we shatter it to bits -
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and then Re-mold it nearer to the heart's desire! &quot;

So if you hold to Left, or Right enfold,

don't to temptation bow, blown hot and cold,

to self stay true, yet toleration show, -

ends, means confused steamrolls soul unconsoled.

Though Left and Right in opposition seem,

Like Yin and Yang they're complements, a team
to win the Way which choice may add to voice,
although wicks burn, the turn can pick up steam

To churn ideas discerning chalk from cheese
Avoiding quarrels, splitting hairs or peas, -

No pins, no angels, heads, tails flipped askance -
Play chance degrees, not chance prey by decrees.

As we create conditions for [ex]change

of paradigm, what once seemed out of range, -

or out of court was thought - by signals strong

is caught to show ways we may rearrange

monochromatic patterns weird and strange

into a code that chaos can exchange,

or comprehension where no &quot;right&quot; or &quot;wrong&quot;
may man from man or woman more estrange.

Thus through the watershed of Chance or plan
all may advance and man prove true to man,
to ban judgmentmental values from the game
and tame dark forces! From the frying pan
not into fire to jump, or conflicts fan,

but open source new options which then can
prepare with care progression where the flame
of change is channelled, comfort in the van.

Each incarnation, like an iceberg tip,

is evanescent phase of onward trip, -

evaporation cycle spin obeys

as witness to time's superficial skip

from post to post through ghost or phantom grip,

from concrete feet which greet their fated ship

more with mistrust, non-plussed, haze blacks and greys,
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than rainbow flow or superficial skip

across the time-zone karmic interlude

between fast, food, aims met or goals mis-cued,
calm, feud, - high, low imagined - as each act
shifts scene from fact through further fact pursued.

Pursuit involves intention to invention

embracing even active intervention

from preconception, stated point of view

whose motto seems too obvious to mention

when &quot;principles&quot; misgivings, apprehension,
may mask or compensate, hold in suspension,

whose motto is &quot;I am, as I pursue&quot;
self-justifying, trying, eases tension.

Right brain through empathy and intuition
evolves paths interactive, seeks fruition
encouraging response and not reaction,
avoiding Left brained parrot style tuition.

Left brain must train fine grained administration,
while Right will highlight sleight, anticipation,
too much of either - trains can't run on time,

or entertain a just emancipation

A dose of each - with neither on probation -
enables evolution, approbation

through moderation seeks a just solution,
avoids extremes of prison, revolution.

&quot;Alike for those who for TO-DAY prepare,
and those that after a TO-MORROW stare,

a muezzin from the tower of darkness cries:
‘Fools! your reward is neither here nor there! '

Ah, make the most of what you yet may spend,

before you too into the dust descend;

dust into dust, and under dust, to lie,

sans wine, sans song, sans s[w]inger and - sans end ! &quot;

We trust these quatrains, held up to the light,

have proved instructive, with less bark than bite,
not foundling foundered, fact found sound in sense,
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insight packed tight, intense, not sot, rot trite.

May this excursion offer up some keys
beyond its verse-abilites and seize
the opportunity to open doors awhile
to find fresh focus open to degrees.

May this diversion stimulate and please,

yet reap and garner grain not chaff nor tease,
more substance keep than superficial style
while laughing at our own absurd...ditties.

&lt;/&gt;n.b. it may be useful to scroll down to the end and read the notes before
setting time aside for a worthwhile read :) - Enjoy!

At rubaiyat muse plays as thought explores

for your amusement Life's *hows', ‘whys', ‘wherefores',
thoughts thread together, beaded rosary

to bloom until stark tomb dark curtains draws...

Once words have left returning page to find
imprinted home in spirit or in mind
retain gold dear, steer far from dross loss base -

touch base with open eyes which once peered blind.

Life veils ‘beyond the pale' through which few see -
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too many haste to taste eternity,
ignore life is succession finite, - sum
of infinite opportunity.

Can &quot; Truth&quot; exist? we're asked, who'd taste masked core,
touch tendrils, clutch at straws, rehearse a score

whose strophes three score ten, twice more again,

write introduction light untold before.

Here Left and Right we join or juxtapose,
as letters twenty six may recompose

thought-waves without the need to favour court, -
nor ought fraught taut retort be brought verse, prose.

As Caxton's soldiers fan out page to page,

wage war with work, or work with living wage,

words' worth seeks judgement balanced, sets the stage
without judgemental values used as cage.

Here content, style, a while, united are,

to s[t]imulate reflection, nothing bar,

to pleasure, treasure, or discard at will

by Jack and Jill, Left, Right, at odds, on par.

So in these stanzas that speed to succeed

each other helter-skelter, thinking feed,

Green represents most right-brain thinking while
Blue underlines Left's understanding need.

Right brain most female thought-modes represents,
while Left brain runs male mind-sets bent on sense,
conclusions drawn between the two explain

these verses' rhyme and reason may condense

ways men think women feel their flower world,
ways women feel men think their power hurled,
the bridge of sighs between the two we try

to etch or sketch as headlong minds wind whirled

must surf our Universe, &quot;the ‘why' not knowing,

Nor whence, like water willy-nilly flowing:
And out of it, as wind along the waste,
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it knows not whither, willy-nilly blowing.&quot;

Read here, we're led to shed some light on what
could be by robot programmed, ‘tis the lot

of whosoever dares, ahead of time,

create ideas that stimulate a lot.

Whatever our allotted span, our race

worldwide too favoured narrow man as ace, -
soon woman's savour shall claim pride of place,
replace man's place of pride and flavour base.

So grasp the moving finger as it writes

wait not on Time, but tune to timing - flights

of fancy twin with opportunity

which may not seed again feed dream's delights.

Here we explore core paradoxes which
divide left brain from right, and offer switch
inviting insight into ways all think

Jack Left, Jill Right, communication stitch.

In passing thank Fitzgerald whose Omar
Is as important as the Calendar

the latter gave the world in years gone by,
without the which we couldn't travel far.

&quot;The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,
moves on: nor all thy piety nor wit

shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,

nor all thy tears wash out a word of it.&quot;

‘The Moving Finger writes, moves on once writ’,
says Left, ensuring that conclusions fit,

Alas! - train Right brain finds track rigid, tied
to thought-mode far too tight, Will wanting wit!

At stake is not just opportunity

to mock Pandora's lock neccessity,

Knowledge must link to Intuition's guide,

Time mocks rocks, dykes which walled off sea from sea.
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Invention, innovation, share few tracks,

the former leans on what the latter lacks,

Left brain is organized, by logic backed

while Right brain loves to test conflicting tacks.

One seeks salvation's compliments right now,

one tweaks, creation complements, finds &quot;how&quot;,
but [k]needs the trip itself where'er it leads,

each track is farrowed by a different plough.

NIRVANA reads RAN VAIN when lacking span
to shrink the link dividing man from man,

RA IN VAN enlightenment sums sun,

where I RAN VAN entitlement works plan.

Invent pursues where innovation points,

from its zen flesh and bones provides the joints
the world's attention gains, an iceberg tip

to trace the crown our surface race anoints!

Invention: information channelled, spelled,
Where end result is traced from chase compelled
by circumstance, necessity as dam

objective gained, no energy withheld.

Innovation: flashpoint few foresee,
lightning strike, transforms reality,
stems less from dam, than from home grown desire,
sires fires to damn conventionality.

Invent is news which hi[s]story appoints.
Innovation: views, not won on points,
The two approaches differ widely for
Invent is Left brain which itself anoints.

Invent: Left's spirit seldom satisfied

with status quo, would sew new ribbon tied
around edition fresh of old idea,

and profit, in all senses, from the ride.

Right, Innovation, often steps aside
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from golden rule that common sense should bide, -
warm ride more interest holds than cold gold which,
though rich in cents, insensed, distorts, can't guide.

Left puzzles pieces, Right, holistic whole.

Left scratches parts, square peg grounds to round hole.
Right parts from scratch, prefers mind vaulting pole

to catalyse spring causal, humour drole.

Right role games plays, irks Left who'd goal to goal

spin faster, t[h]read to carpet red unroll,

Left works with teams, Right teems with works which whet
the appetites of who'd, for perks, control.

Right little patience shows with rigmarole,
defined in terms precise which some extoll,
Right bets on hedges, Left oft hedges bet
to safeguard steps from any jealous soul.

Red Tape is Left behind. Right circumvents
black holes, sees red when Left plays righteous, vents
spleen, envy, steam while Right anticipates
new ways to dollars save at cents' expense.

Left little patience shows for double Dutch,

plays safe, while Right relays, remains in hutch.
Left is frustrated when from tall black hat

Right rabbit pulls while both at straws still clutch.

For leads Right looks, left looks to lead, grow grand,
Finds focus where Right's dreams schemes must expand -
outstanding Right where Left would just stand out -

Left needs command, Right seeds to understand.

Right's Ball &quot;no question makes of Ayes and Noes
but here or there as strikes the fancy flows

and Left that toss'd it down into the field,

Left knows about it all - HE knows - HE knows! &quot;

Right's bat at that suspicious often grows,

Alas, that Spring should vanish with the rose!
Left's certainties today may morrow wilt,
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when &quot;Youth's sweet-scented manuscript will close! &quot;

&quot; With Earth's first clay&quot; Left wished last Man to knead,
there would of the last harvest sow the seed

&quot;the first morning of Creation wrote

what the last dawn of reckoning shall&quot; breed!

And this Right knows: whether the one True Light
kindle to Love, or wrath consuming quite,

that in one flash [s]he sees mind's mirror caught

wins more than might in Left's right left outright.

Right out of senseless Nothing can provoke

a conscious Something to offset all yoke,
though yolk and white combine where omelette
of chicken-egg debate is often spoke.

Less Left would speak but takes in hand the spoke,

width calculates, sounds stress, - where sound may poke.
Left scores ‘illicit' pleasure, under pain

of everlasting penalties, laws broke.

Left won't be left behind, when mind must work
with application, checks, rechecks won't shirk
should one experiment meet accident -

returns to find where errors, irking, lurk.

Right won't be tied behind by sect or kirk,
imagination surfs Time's tide to jerk

life's secrets from &quot;the foam of perilous seas
of faery lands forlorn&quot; twist humour quirk.

Defence and Prosecution illustrate

the different roles perceptions demonstrate

the ways invent and innovation play

their parts within both statement and the State.

Prosecution steers procedure past,

point proves, from point to point advances fast,
weighs more than plays, stays wary where surprise
could compromise its ruts, designed to last.
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Left brain improves, adapts, contrives to cast

cards schooled to rule through precedent hard, fast,
right brain senses emotivity

which left brain tests with rigour unsurpassed,

Defence cares less for strong notes than key song,
dares more, wears less, won't always string along,
lifts patterns more than sifts, dreams different guise,
wise, judges not disguise as always wrong.

Prosecution hones the Law's harsh bite
pursues relentless all that ever might
present fair play as way lest laxity,
upsets convictions, or conviction's might.

Defence runs fate's dark gauntlet, just finds way
to play for time and execution's stay -

while Prosecution, left, preys on just fight
Defence p[r]ays, fights to fight another day.

One, left brain thinking works through day and night,
the other, right brain, writes of wrongs to right,
would equity extend to free and see

might to its place, replaced with just insight.

Left brain procedures precedents uphold,

this right brain finds restrictive, leaves it cold,
between the two grey matters black and white

draw frontiers firm in court naught caught short sold

When something goes awry, elastoplast

Left tries - to sa[l]ve old bearings overcast,
turns back to drawing board which soon supplies
Left's logic with an answer to forecast.

Right looks aghast at formal plans and strong
Of mice and men - when sounds the final gong
they're often wanting found, ship foundering lies
floundering at the bottom of the klong.

With instinct and experience Left packs
The deal he'd seal to minimise risk's whacks,
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while Right deals out the pack which Fate defies,
and wins or loses gambling chips in stacks.

From never rest to Everest Left would climb
intent on proving life's not p[h]antomime,

Right here's more bent upon perspectives vast
which care a dime that climate rhymes with time.

Invectives and opinions firm Left keeps

directive bland or pinions, Right squirms, weeps,
from both the world at any given time

must draw to balance checks from quantum leaps.

Left files sharp claws which both before behind,
attack or self defence, protect the mind

from flux, from change, arranges, irons out
barbed wired impressions orderedly and lined.

Left, from quotations printed fine, consigned,
advances point to point, points proves, aligned
as peas in pod, squad trained beyond all doubt,
avoiding void, vain compromise malignhed.

Right's rainbow led reflections are declined,

ground ‘neath Left's feet, unsound, seems undermined,
lest consequence from cause risk spirals out,

Left snaps control, traps soul in double bind.

Left limits ‘strange' to context predefined,

lauds conduct clear, to weakness scarce inclined
Reaction not Response its all about,

mind over matter mutters &quot;don't unwind&quot;!

Left seeks respect, tweaks Right who weak he'd find,

inclined to speculations undefined.

Right looks &quot;beyond&quot;, towards monde he can scout,
mind over matter mutters &quot;don't be blind&quot;!

Right's polyvalent talents are combined

with &quot;will to know&quot; not &quot;know to will assighed&quot;
Right far and wide, will doubt, conventions flout,
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replacing rigid Past with Future kind.

Right colour, contour, context, weighs, inclined

perplexed not vexed by text hex too confined,

not &quot;in&quot; or &quot;out&quot;, but context &quot;round about&quot;
not &quot;black&quot; or &quot;white&quot;, too tight, rights unresigned.

Right ties rejects which, too long trained, strong twined,
leave insufficient rein when wined and dined,

reigns over networks new which serve, st[r]and out,
deserve attention due, yet undefined.

Left brain firm trains, explains, holds doubt a vice,
‘method' blessed in Prussian terms precise,

Right seeks advice, to ‘When? ' adds ‘Why? ' to try
new ways to ‘scape predestination's vice.

Left th[r]Jough due process, orders gives, obeys,
Right resonates, tunes, amplifies, relays,

each finds reach others teach at best suspect,
one phrase defines, one signals waves in phase.

Left, little feeling, thinks on measures, weighs,
Right little thinking, feels for treasured ways,
Each finds fond pleasure through bond interface
The other questions [Left], or, [Right] dismays.

Left comprehends, Right feels, ‘gainst wrong appeals.
Right makes amends where sometimes Left conceals
emotions with a surface self-restraint

Right often feels false travesty reveals.

Left masks emotions - tasks take precedence,

Right damns dam notions, drawing from sixth sense
though complex facts intact, contract's pursued,
Right tact prefers, contacting joys intense.

Left's sense of purpose drives momentum great.
Right's sense convergent helps to integrate,
grateful, what Left too often grates, to bring
perspective spans holistic, to create.
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Left's sense of planning point to point links straight.
Right's contradictions often may frustrate,

from straitened circumstances two paths spring
these, well combined, approach perfection's state.

Right brain responds, to redefine its role.
Left brain reacts, to reassert control.

Each needs a dose of each to reach the stars
who little care for spins from pole to pole.

Left is the standard cork to bottle wine,
Right has unusual ‘nose' for flavour fine:
together they complete life's kitchen where
one cutler is, one chef, - and so we dine!

One channels to produce pure data streams,

One flannels to seduce, lure, sate her dreams,

thus inspiration gleams through different ways

we chose the dice Fate throws, streamlines extremes.

Invention is the blossom on the tree,

whose scent is innovation - what role we
elect to play is weighed by hand which writes
the score for music that posterity

will use or will abuse, for good or ill,

to chain or free, the Future's dreams fulfill

to mar, or let men Mars and far stars reach,
empower'd by women who will not stand still.

Invention is intention catalyzed,

by role reversal, vistas reapprized,
extension complicated later seen

as simple step towards a goal disguised.

Is &quot;simple step ahead on path disguised&quot;
more than old calculations rerevised?
Once inaccessible, with second-sight

goal gleams through touchstone turned once much despised.

Extension is an option exercized
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which counts or counters process organized, -
play with the flow, go tack against tides tight,
examples sample, straight lines exorcized.

Some words were changed in the three stanzas which
proceeded this, the argument to stitch, -

however phrased ‘Invent’, ‘Create’, refuse

static overviews through toss and pitch.

And yet when innovation spreads its shoots

to sound the ground thought far too dry for roots,
the route is either opened or prepared

as Present, Future, Past, act in cahoots.

Yet Change's stream self-stimulates its flow
from double sources, which together sow
awareness heightened of an interplay
auto-configurated, primed to go

by synchronicity yet not in tandem though
the two may be confused in afterglow

when hindsight's blessing seeks to document
‘invent' and ‘innovation' cameo.

Life can't run on one track, - both sot and sage,

must gear up, intuitions hear, engage,

black, white, replace with bright kaleidoscope,

and [w]ink &quot;I think I think! &quot; upon Life's page.

What matters, and to whom? What gravities
apply when anti-matter equals tease
conundrums which a life-long paradox
entertains until all memories

are atomised upon a karmic breeze,

&quot;blown willy-nilly&quot; till, like honeyed bees,
they bumble on towards a homely hive.

They stumble on till patterns by degrees

from angles wide frame, focus, offer keys

for who between the lines can read, and these
the waft and weft of substance may discern
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to draw the line dividing wood from trees.

Both rhyme and reason often are withheld
till time and season ring the changes belled,
and timing is essential where the mind
must funnel forces for tomorrow spelled.

Who would evolve must choose from many doors, -
each offers either fame, or blame, doom draws.
Time twists or tows each current man would seize,
each offers health or wealth, advance or pause, -

The doors are those of inner confidence,
opened not by sitting on a fence,

though ‘Chance' a helping hand can often lend
connecting inklings into solid sense.

But sense is insufficient - those who see

the light with passion work to find a key

to free not freeze mankind, - yet better world
needs no fixed frieze to please the gallery.

What fame is, what is doom, though, who foresees
What choice reject, what opportunities

take for, or take as, granted, intervene

converting wonder into energies

which harness intuitions to complete

a chain of thought whose end few e'er do meet,
combining much intangible to seek

responses which Left's world will help to beat.

Who would advance must, knock on those doors,
imagine links between effect and cause,

must persevere despite cold failure's fears,
warm ice of ignorance until it thaws.

For &quot;Cause&quot;, &quot;Effect&quot; combine as on their way
the cusps converge in subtle interplay,

although the watershed important seems

today - tomorrow's dreams may well betray.
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Left brain or Right? The one extends the known,
re-engineers and hears hid pattern's tone,

the other changes gears and clears the way
intuitive the former's instincts stone.

Left brain or Right? One concentrates, would own,
the other seems to contradictions prone,

yet both explore for flaw with minds honed keen -
synaptic leaps come cheap, fresh codes to clone.

Right wastes the precious hour &quot;in vain pursuit
of this and that endeavor and dispute; -

better be jocund with the fruitful grape

than sadden after none, or bitter, fruit.&quot;

Right too well knows with what &quot;a brave carouse
some made a second Marriage in their house&quot;;
&quot;divorced old barren Reason from their bed,

and took the daughter of the vine to spouse.&quot;

Yet those who whine, those who wine-dine, one day
will meet like fate, in state with worms to stay,

or earnings urned, or sunk ‘full fathom five'

both trunk or drunk they wake too late to pray!

The Left brain can &quot;with logic absolute

the two-and-seventy jarring sects confute&quot;
Right, sovereign alchemist, may in a trice

Life's leaden metal into gold transmute.

&quot;For Is and Is-not Left with rule and line
and UP-AND-DOWN by Logic does define, &quot;
of all that one should care to fathom, Right

was never deep in abstracts to design.

In all &quot;the seeds of wisdom both would sow&quot;,
each with his, her &quot;hand conjurs it to grow&quot;:
though this be bitter harvest most must reap -

&quot;I came like Water, and like Wind I go.&quot;

Left sizes &quot;Glories of This world&quot; while Right
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sighs for the Prophet's Paradise come right,
Left takes the cash, and lets the credit go!
Who'd heed the rumbling distant drum tonight?

And Left who &quot;husbanded the golden grain, &quot;
and Right who &quot;flung it to the winds like rain&quot;,
alike to no such aureate earth are turn'd

as, buried once, Men want dug up again.&quot;

She, chaste, who s[l]aving pension's rationned crust,
He who chased to waste through greed and lust,
alike must not forget to taste the spice

of life before its root dissolves in dust.

Retirement benefits are left unclaimed

when Death, untimely, Fate's sharp shafts has aimed, -
how much of what remains by fiscal crush

is lost - what cost to generations maimed!

Though Chance unhappy is too often blamed

each makes his bed, together those once famed

for vice or virtue now forgotten lie

beneath the grass where once they, heedless, gamed.

&quot;And we, that now make merry in the room
they left, and summer dresses in new bloom,
ourselves must we beneath the couch of earth
descend - ourselves to make a couch - for whom?

The worldly hope most set their hearts upon
turns ashes - or it prospers; and anon,

like snow upon the desert's dusty face,
lighting a little hour or two - is gone.

We are no other than a moving row

of magic shadow-shapes that come and go
round with the sun-illumined lantern held
in midnight by the Master of the Show;

But helpless pieces of the game He plays
upon this chequer-board of nights and days;
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hither and thither moves, and checks, and slays,
and one by one back in the closet lays.&quot;

Left brain warp, weft, weaves patchwork into goal
Right links the jump, or jumps the link to bowl
Conformity as patterns into play

may come a dime a dozen, colour soul.

For Right, night brings rich dreams which ring a bell.
For Left, a concept new to master well.

For Right or Left it matters not a jot

if happiness cannot be 'got' as well.

Both high I1.Q. and gift of second sight
fail in the scales however smart or bright,
if peace of mind, serenity, none find

to burnish daily bind with inner light.

Yet inner light is what Life's all about,

who cares a curse for economic clout,

as wallets fail but heart which true to self
remains, for cash cares not, can conquer doubt.

Left brain or Right? The one reaps what is sown
remains tenacious, sometimes claims his own
what Right brain stimulates though times be lean,
- one schemes, replaces themes the other's grown.

Left brain or Right? The one retains control,
the latter's best exploring jeux de role,

one works his team's ideas, the other teems
with flashes filling ignorance's hole.

Left brain or Right? One works to build the whole
from parts prenumbered or explicit goal,

the other flouts conformity to find

a missing link - and, often, begging bowl.

Fiction, fact, both in their way attract,

Left codifies, can plan, expand, extract,
Right spans apparent contradictions, may
through alchemy free essence pure, intact.
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Left brain or Right? Each plays a different pitch
One seeks in process practice best, straight stitch,
the other joys in spontaneity

responds to setbacks with a humour rich.

Left brain or Right? One seeks to ‘know it all'
the other patterns ‘search’' itself, whose call
can come from outside past experience -

whence Left draws force for details great and small.

Right feels: &quot;the Idols I have loved so long
have done my credit in this world much wrong:
have drown'd my glory in a shallow cup,

And sold my reputation for a song.&quot;

&quot;Indeed, indeed, repentance oft before

I swore - but was I sober when I swore?

And then, and then came Spring, and Rose-in-hand
my thread-bare penitence apieces tore.&quot;

Right senses details will themselves in time
from chaos sort themselves, to form a rhyme
which music makes - cacophony may tame, -
Left from fresh heights will ever seek to climb.

Left inches onwards, then momentum gains,
Right finds but slight delight in careful pains,
on tangents travels till the paradox

should solve itself - though paradox remains!

Left seeks through flair and application to
compare, tear up, wear down, and try anew, -
exploring intuitions Right defies

forgone conclusions, greets green pastures new.

For Left might might be right from strong position,
or wrong when Left is left in opposition, -
preconceptions Right feels most unwise -

a state of mind Left thinks through inhibition

is compromise he can't well supervise
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if circumstances change, luck turns, surprise
contradicts conditions neatly planned -
while Right, when challenged, loves to improvise.

But what is new? What might we rediscover

which none before could, vigilant, uncover?

What old is there where worlds in parallel

Time's carefree sands join hands to carefully cover?

There is a Door to which Right finds no Key;
There is a Veil through which Left might not see:
each needs the other in Life's partnership

to sail towards sweet serendipity.

While Left excels at logical attack.
Right scouts beyond Life's boring beaten track,
both need autonomy for reasons they

&quot;within the tavern door&quot; poor brains do wrack.

&quot;A Hair perhaps divides the False and True;
Yes; and a single Alif were the clue&quot; -
where Left sorts, grades the angels on a pin
there Right sports, plays about their angles too!

&quot;A hair divides&quot; stark failure from success,
straightjacket from a jacket straight, address
Belgravian from grave where all lies rotten, -
forgotten f[lJame interred in the process.

Some here there are who daily fly a kite,
who gaily persevere despite those tight
vested interests, opposition to

approaches new, disruptive, which just might

upset their applecart, who find delight

in time-worn stale traditions, empty [w]rite,
reciting litanies to tease not ease

those who would share their gifts, not parasite!

The challenges we all embrace today,
together Left and Right may futures sway; ,
yet now its time for rhyme to help poor male
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to understand why women lead the way!

Left brain or Right, man, maid, what difference!
He seeks control - oft at his mate's expense -
While she for him is woman more than whim,
won't rock the boat except in self-defense.

Man thinks ‘I AM because I, man, do rule'

and woman rules through ‘sharing tools' one school
is based on networks while the other would

lose wood for trees, sees not that he's Time's fool!

While he will speak for everything to know,

she'll seek still more, lets life ring true, fill, grow.
One is Left brain, the other Right, yet why

is one left right behind, though more may s[h]ow.

She minds her peace, he gives her piece of mind.
Unkind he stays, strays often, - should she mind?
She's paradise, he's dice parade between

the knots he ties [w]hitch she must then unwind.

She works her shift, he shifts his work to her
He, shiftless, shifty, silky shifts will spur!

He preys on her where she for him would pray, -
Her pay he'd tax where she'd life lax prefer!

She cares for kids, where he kids, cares to rest
before some sport - while she supports the rest,
works both from nine to five and five to nine.
He sports bright ties - light ties prefers the best!

She looks ahead while he, as head, looks on
good looks - which in her book is more than wrong,
regretting grass seems greener through the fence -
defence of dreams is sold short, for a song.

He wields the axe, while she bears forty whacks,
He thinks he wears the trousers though he slacks,
He waxes wroth he ‘needs', she kneeds the wax
fills cracks, unshackles, builds long lasting shacks.
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He spares to live, she ever lives to share.

He won't forgive, she blossoms everywhere

needs harmony not tomb to bloom, bear fruit, -
He spi[t]es for wayfare, she, sprite, lights way fair!

He fields the work, while she must work the fields.
She feels the pinch, while he both pinches, feels.
She earns her keep while he her earnings keeps, -
She yields the count, while he, he counts the yields!

He'd lay the rules and rule the lays. Some say
unbalanced are the scales! On Judgment Day,
when all are weighed he's wanting found withal,
while she's a paragon, he's gone astray!

She swears to honour, cherish and obey,
while he of harem dreams, as Pasha, Bey, -
what's worth his plot of earth if one fine day
parthenogenisis may come to stay?

If SHE could autoreproduce or clone,

If SHE the race continued all alone,

what trace would HE retain who, vain, sees end
as master, losing face, to lying prone?

If HE, who least believes, seems set in stone,

If HE, who most receives, leaves self-righteous moan
then Mona Lisa sentence might suspend

and spare the rib that cuts her to the bone.

For Woman is the source, the stream, the flow,

SHE bends where HE may break when strong winds blow,
HE who would rule the cradle seldom takes

sufficient time to nurture Nature, know

that Left needs Right as friend as not as foe,
that Left needs Right to stagger stop and go,
that Left needs Right though Right's rights stimulate
the fear that Right bereft of Left might show

the way to new adventures truly told
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which cut the ground beneath clay feet so cold,
and open options that may stake a claim
to true convergency, leave Left short-sold.

For though Left Man will seldom silent fold
his tents for his intents tie li[n]es of gold,
Right Lady seeks to light another flame
Whose spirit need not fail, nor yet grow old.

While HE invents, turns cents to sovereign mold,

SHE innovates, and networks to enfold,

HE's rolled into himself, seeks rich reward

where SHE, life's steward, stays the world from mould.

Still to tomorrow SHE her face will turn,

though HE stays still, will, glancing back, return
to glories past while she fast understands

the need to Present seed not Future burn.

Man's swift to burn those idols once adored,

hard head discards what generations stored

in search of stimulation to fulfill

a mind found wanting, or, through wanting, bored,

man's mate will tune a very different chord,

will read the runes, anticipate and ford

the flood he takes as threat, - for good or ill

will turn the tide and ride for peace restored.

Though some there are who through true flair do float,
and there are some who multicoloured coat

do don few sculpt new arches from the sky,

for rainbow hue may rock, shock logic's boat.

More than before see innovation's speed
increase to meet anticipated need

which interacts in turn as catalyst

to undermine traditions bead by bead.

Where men, grey, race, would not lose face, concede,

there maids may trace, would choose with grace, as reed
to slender bend, true to the end, unkissed

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



by compromise - a bitter prize indeed!

When tipping point is finally attained,

with Life's entangled web in part explained

those new horizons which seemed clear, when neared,
then reappear as paradox maintained.

Invent, - which votes development sustained
where Innovation, rich, notes bent unreined -
must then in tandem act, trust persevered,
momentum for the common good maintained.

Both strong and weak too long have entertained
a system all admit is overstrained,

if insight fails, if facts miscalculate,

it will be far too late as Fate, unchained,

accelerates beyond our wherewithal

to check, to bargain gaining time, to stall,
if innovation cannot motivate

invention to wide view beyond recall

little may stay of all today held dear.

In social earthquake much may disappear,
the writing on the wall puts second-rate
complacency aside, gaps wide can't cheer.

For those who vote, those voted in to steer
the latter to the former lend an ear

when elections near polls forge give-[s]take,
stay in the dark to doom impending, near

For soon am I tsunami, shall appear
forewarning pale of failings! Loud and clear
environment around the globe may shake
despite spite's politicians insincere

who little heed Earth's thunder till the chips

are down, ground wakes beneath their feet and rips
apart ambitions which won't come to grips

with Nature's sufferance limited, its grips.
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Today Man's blind rapacity rewards

those who beat ploughshares into cheating swords, -
perhaps Tomorrow perspicacity

will crust not bust entrust with wise awards.

Man moons explores, redraws the map of space,
finds flaws in much before his hand did trace,
perhaps time-out, return to drawing board,
might ready scene for a more steady pace

where symbiosis, Right and Left help face

a future free from fear of fall from grace,
where Woman is by Man nor spurned, ignored
as if HE could HER talents e'er replace!

&quot;Come, fill the Cup, and&quot; let Inventions swing
towards the visions Innovations sing,

&quot;the Bird of Time has but a little way

to flutter - and the Bird is on the Wing! &quot;

To Right, for hope, adventurers return

To Left, for scope, some, conscientious, turn,
We trust these verses unrehearsed may please,
May set minds' sails on seas free-will will learn.

Some dream their acts, some act their dreams, and here
The reader sees both weakness, strengths, appear

to complement each other - we may work

to integrate all aspects, coded clear.

Enhanced, entranced, entrapped? The coming years
may mete set scene for keen and neat ideas

so each uncovers reach to harmony

to catalyze momentum free from fears.

To &quot;innovention&quot; - phrase coined - we inscribe
Our praise, our prose, to those of female tribe

whose Right brain thinking, lateral nuance,

enrich cold logic to which men subscribe.

One could continue till the cows come home
comparing innovation's coloured foam
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to hard-track records which inventions please -
enough! no more! depart! elsewhere to roam!

Lets &quot;leave the wise to wrangle, and with me
the quarrel of the Universe let be:
and, in some corner of the hubbub couch't,
make game of that which makes as much of thee.&quot;

&quot;Perplext no more with Human or Divine,
to-morrow's tangle to the winds resign, &quot;
why care if Left or Right take precedence
can common sense true harmony decline!

&quot;Myself when young did eagerly frequent

Doctor and Saint and heard great argument

About invent and innovation though

Most &quot;came out by the same door as in they went.&quot;

&quot; Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss'd&quot;
of Female, Male so learnedly, &quot;are thrust

like foolish prophets forth; their words to scorn

are scatter'd left and right, mouths stopt with dust! &quot;

&quot;0h, come from old Khayyam, and leave the wise
to talk; one thing is certain, that Life flies;

one thing is certain, and the rest is Lies;

the flower that once has blown for ever dies.&quot;

So go from old Khayyam, and leave the Lot

of Innovation and Invent forgot!

&quot;A flask of wine, a book of verse, and thou

with bread beneath the bough&quot; would please thee not?

Ah friend, &quot;could you and I with Him conspire
To grasp this sorry scheme of things entire,

Would not we shatter it to bits, and then

Re-mold it nearer to the heart's desire! &quot;

So if you hold to Left, or Right enfold,

don't to temptation bow, blown hot and cold,

to self stay true, yet toleration show,

ends, means confused steamrolls soul unconsoled.
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Though Left and Right in opposition seem,

Like Yin and Yang they're complements, a team
to win the Way which choice may add to voice,
although wicks burn, the turn can pick up steam

To churn ideas discerning chalk from cheese
Avoiding quarrels, splitting hairs or peas, -

No pins, no angels, heads, tails flipped askance -
Play chance degrees, not chance prey by decrees.

As we create conditions for [ex]change

of paradigm, what once seemed out of range, -
or out of court was thought - by signals strong
is caught to show ways we may rearrange

monochromatic patterns weird and strange

into a code that chaos can exchange

for comprehension where no &quot;right&quot; or &quot; wrong&quot;
may man from man or woman more estrange.

Thus through the watershed of Chance or plan
all may advance and man prove true to man,
to ban judgmentmental values from the game
and tame dark forces! From the frying pan

not into fire to jump, or conflicts fan,

but open source new options which then can
prepare with care progression where the flame
of change is channelled, comfort in the van.

Each incarnation, like an iceberg tip,
is evanescent phase of onward trip, -
evaporation cycle spin obeys

as witness to time's superficial skip

from post to post through ghost or phantom grip,
from concrete feet which greet their fated ship
more with mistrust, non-plussed, haze blacks and greys,

than rainbow flow or superficial skip

across the time-zone karmic interlude
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between fast, food, aims met or goals mis-cued,
calm, feud, - high, low imagined - as each act
shifts scene from fact through further fact pursued.

Pursuit involves intention to invention
embracing even active intervention

from preconception, stated point of view
whose motto seems too obvious to mention

when &quot;principles&quot; misgivings, apprehension,
may mask or compensate, hold in suspension,

whose motto is &quot;I am, as I pursue&quot;
self-justifying, trying, eases tension.

Right brain through empathy and intuition
evolves paths interactive, seeks fruition
encouraging response and not reaction,
avoiding Left brained parrot style tuition.

Left brain must train fine grained administration,
while Right will highlight sleight, anticipation,
too much of either - trains can't run on time,

or entertain a just emancipation

A dose of each - with neither on probation -
enables evolution, approbation

through moderation seeks a just solution,
avoids extremes of prison, revolution.

&quot;Alike for those who for TO-DAY prepare,
and those that after a TO-MORROW stare,

a muezzin from the tower of darkness cries:
‘Fools! your reward is neither here nor there! '

Ah, make the most of what you yet may spend,

before you too into the dust descend;

dust into dust, and under dust, to lie,

sans wine, sans song, sans s[w]inger and - sans end! &quot;

We trust these quatrains, held up to the light,

have proved instructive, with less bark than bite,
not foundling foundered, fact found sound in sense,
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insight packed tight, intense, not sot, rot trite.

May this excursion offer up some keys
beyond its verse-abilites and seize
the opportunity to open doors awhile
to find fresh focus open to degrees.

May this diversion stimulate and please,
yet reap and garner grain not chaff nor tease,

more substance keep than superficial style
while laughing at our own absurd...ditties.

Edward Fitzgerald Rubaiyat:

22 March 2003,22 April 2005,26 December 2006

Author NOTES

Link to Edward Fitzgerald's Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam

The first effective 'generation' of this composition 'saw the light' so to speak
when I was invited to give a conference on the future of the Internet following on
from contributions as Rapporteur for the UNESCO NGO Forum for the World
Summit on the Information Society. It was a highly challenging experience to be
one of four male speakers among almost 40 female speakers at the 2003 Global
Womens Inventors & Innovators Network Conference
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Frustration stemmed from the effective absence of any debate on the subject of
the differences between Innovation and Invention during the entire conference
itself.

Apart from the introduction and the conclusion the poem is divided into two
interdependent parts, the first focalizing on Left/Right brain thought modes, and
the second concentrating more on the ways in which these differences impact
Male/Female interactions and the consequences thereof.

Anyone interested in a more readable copy kindly IM email me jonathanrobin@
as the Rubaiyat quotations and different left/right brain 'highlights' are
themselves highlighted in blue and green to afford more accessible readings.

For those who have taken time and trouble to read thus far and are interested in
numbers or statistics

Rubaiyat of Invention and Innovation c.6175 words

€.9% 570 words quotations from Fitzgerald's Rubaiyat

€.26% 1605 words Right brain and/or assimilated female characteristics

c.27% 1655 words Left brain and/or assimilated male characteristics

Jonathan ROBIN
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*stranger In Strange Crowd*

Dreams stranger’s path divide

from crowd’s uneven t[h]read

who's tissue, issues poorly understood, through dread

is left behind, swirls second rate as flotsam on life's tide,
noise windmills, senses silent, life-blood sped,

bled white, so often fearing fear, by wisdom wide,
unblessed, unsteady set sights low instead.

Despite stress, sentiments denied, imagination set aside,
stranger story stores till head heeds heart, until desires well led
fire understanding rich allied with empathy sustaining ride.
Swift Pegasus is supplied

with neither saddle, A to Zed accoutrements life tears to shreds
when vested interests, motives pure collide.

Defy temptations of soft ride

along straight road which, comfort fed,
selects ‘safe way’, too often dreads
free choice, autonomy. Self-pride
corresponds to quest for bread.

Distrust that moment Fortune’s tide
entwines in fickle thread

conformity, convention wed.

Scorn empty homage, those who glide
through vain p[l]ain life, misled.

Survival instinct, safe homestead, a ‘living wage’, priorities
appear, as opportunities to seize as each spins finite set
tripped, snipped, then ripped by Norms with ease.

Far from madding crowd who dares assign

himself true réle in life, who thinks,

who sifts chaff, grain, drains lees from wine, palms pearls from swine?
Who, intact, acts and interacts, discerning fiction, facts,

opposes expedience, authority which hoodwinks

manipulated herd unheard, which lacks
true overview impartial, thus reacts
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rather than responds, its armour: chinks.
On each new generation weigh rigid systems spawned by Fate unkind.
As pawns most men play puppet parts in Time’s relay game of tiddly-winks.

Is search for self through mirrored minds
just base reflection on sight lost?
Insisting on base 'skills' man finds
intuitions atrophy: cost

greater than he thinks.

We must rethink, must redefine
reference frames most use today,
foresee the patterns Change will sign
as chance advances sans delay,
prints the future’s inks.

Stranger in crowd learns to disguise

rainbow to grey coats' pinstripe ways of thought,
'won't look too good nor talk too wise',

yet still attracts attention, caught

by paradox or kinks.

Stranger in crowd in any guise

knows his goal’s not what others taught,
retains ability surprise: not what they thought
[s]he thought they thought they sought.
Reward: solitude's sinks.

Learning is a process which reminds

of staged cocoon to chrysalid

endlessly repeated until hope's blinds

are drawn, we're hid, nailed neath yoke coffin lid,
'and Lethewards do sink.'

Restraints of social intercourse

pass through a metamorphosis

soon held acceptable divorce

none dare dismiss

between who sips, who drinks

Pierian spring whose sprays revitalize
the search for source.

New challenges set minds ablaze,
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speed rate man needs to change his course,
as once wild world shrinks.

It is difficult to integrate

progress, change, to leave behind
tenets once held inviolate:

the stays and props once used to bind
Earth to its own s[t]inks.

When man from monkey split, force fields
lost ground to sleight of hand although

as last recourse they’re held to shield.
Yet Information Age remoulds

our clay as on the brink

of sensing other ways to play

life’s game exist outside strife the past
epitomized, seek interplay

between odd intuitions cast

off once as missing links.

Banished be those whose actions snide emotions undermine, gainsaid
have equity and ethics shed, dropped principles, stopped bona fide
voice for free choice ahead.

Responsibilities most dread, endure more than participate,
ignore past’s lessons future spread, surrender birthright, hopes berate,
fear future watershed.

Self-born doubt, consistent scorn, provide a fertile breeding ground for fear
of validation, absent guide. Most tremble, fearing onward ride unclear,
paralysis abed.

Decades dovetail as wa[l]king dead
observing others from the side,
halt, hesitate from birth to bed,
stagnate, refusing to decide,

seem stillborn their sands sped.

Man needs advancement from inside,
excluding bias, stranger's stride
divides from superficial slide,

a different tread would thread
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through life, aims flame horizons wide.

Open mind must never be denied.

Shun those whose lower standards, led
through mirage mind-sets lined with lead,
to think themselves ahead!

P.S. Persto et Praesto...

Stranger in Strange Land must learn to grock
between appearances, nor spurn, nor lock,
but key into essentials, yet stay free

as world awakens to its Future Shock.

Here high 1.Q. or gift of second sight

fail in the scales however smart or bright,
if peace of mind, serenity, few find

to burnish daily bind with inner light.

Yet inner light is what Life's all about.
Who cares a curse for economic clout
as purse may fail but heart which true to self
remains, for cash cares little, conquers doubt.

27 September 1996,19 March 2005,16 December 2006 12 September 2008
robi03_1089_robi03_0000 XXX_EJIX
for previous version see below

Stranger in Strange Crowd

Dreams stranger’s path divide

from crowd’s uneven t[h]read.
Second rate, silent, life-blood bled,
most fear, unblessed by wisdom wide,
set sights low instead.

Despite stress, thoughts unreplied,
imagination set aside,
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stranger story stores till head
heeds heart, until desires well lead,
fire empathy allied

with understanding rich to ride
upon swift Pegasus supplied

with neither saddle, A to Zed
accoutrements life tears to shreds
when motives collide.

Defy temptations of soft ride,

along straight road which, comfort fed,
selects ‘safe way’, too often dreads
free choice, autonomy, - self-pride
reflecting quest for bread.

Distrust that moment Fortune’s tide
entwines in fickle thread
conformity, convention wed,

pays empty homage just to glide
through vain p[l]ain life, misled.

Survival instinct, safe homestead,
a ‘living wage’ priorities

appear, as opportunities

to seize as each spins finite set
cut by the Norms with ease.

Far from madding crowd who dares assign
himself true role in life, who thinks,

who sifts chaff, grain, drains lees from wine,
palms pearls from swine, spurns authority
politic which hoodwinks

manipulated masses blind.

Upon each generation weigh,

rigid systems spawned by Fate unkind,
pawns play puppet parts in Time’'s relay
game of tiddly-winks.

Is search for self through mirrored minds
only reflection on sight lost?

Insisting on base ‘skills” man finds
intuitions atrophy - cost
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greater than he thinks.

We must rethink, must redefine
reference frames most use today,
foresee the patterns Change will sign
as chance advances sans delay,
prints the future’s inks.

Stranger in crowd learns to disguise

rainbow to grey coats' pinstripe ways of thought,
'won't look too good nor talk too wise'

yet still attracts attention, caught

by paradox or kinks.

Stranger in crowd in any guise

knows his goal’s not what others taught,

retains ability surprise -

not what they thought [s]he thought they thought they sought,
exits solitude's sinks.

Learning’s a process which reminds
of staged cocoon to chrysalid
endlessly repeated till blinds
drawn, we are hid ‘neath coffin lid,
‘and Lethewards do sink.’

Restraints of social intercourse

pass through a metamorphosis

soon held acceptable divorce

none dare dismiss

between who sips, who drinks

deep knowledge spring whose sprays
revitalize the search for source.

New challenges set minds ablaze,

speed rate man needs to change his course,
as once wild world shrinks.

Its difficult to integrate

evolutions which leave behind

tenets once held inviolate -

the stays and props once used to bind
Earth to its own s[t]inks.
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When man from monkey split, force fields
lost ground to sleight of hand although

as last recourse they’re held to shield.
Yet Information Age remoulds

our clay as on the brink

of sensing other ways to play

life’s game exist outside strife the past
epitomized, seek interplay

between odd intuitions cast

off once as missing links.

Banished be those whose actions snide
emotions undermine, gainsaid

have equity and ethics shed,

dropped principles, stopped bona fide
voice for choice ahead.

Responsibilities most dread,
endure more than participate,
surrender birthright, hopes berate,
ignore past’s lessons future spread
as watershed.

Self-born doubt, consistent scorn, provide
a fertile breeding ground for fear,

men squat beside an onward ride unclear
of validation, which can’t guide,

Decades dovetail as wa[l]king dead -
observing others from the side,
stagnate, refusing to decide.

Most hesitate from birth to bed
seem stillborn their sands sped

Man needs advancement from inside,
excluding bias, - stranger's stride
divides from superficial slide

a different tread would thread

through life, horizons wide

aims at, will not be denied

like those whose lowered standards led,
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through mirage mind-sets lined with lead,
to think themselves ahead!

P.S. Persto et Praesto...

Stranger in Strange Land must learn to grock
between appearances, nor spurn, nor lock,
but key into essentials, yet stay free

as world awakens to its Future Shock.

Here high 1.Q. or gift of second sight
fail in the scales however smart or bright,
if peace of mind, serenity, none find
to burnish daily bind with inner light.

Yet inner light is what Life's all about.
Who cares a curse for economic clout
as purse may fail but heart which true to self
remains, for cash cares little, conquers doubt.

27 September 1996,19 March 2005,16 December 2006 see below ‘Search’
initial and alternate version of this poem and ‘His Place is Precious’

Search

Is the search for self through mirrored minds
only a reflection on sight lost?

Concentrating on base ‘skills” man finds
intuitions atrophy - the cost

is greater than he thinks.

Man must think again, must redefine

the frames of reference most still use today,
anticipating patterns Change will sign

as chance advancements which won’t brook delay,
to print the future’s inks.

Far from the madding crowd who can assign
himself a goal in life, true role to play?

Who can sift chaff from grain, drain lees from wine,
palm pearls from swine, avoiding interplay
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politic which hoodwinks

the masses whose manipulation blind

hard on each generation’s hopes does weigh,
as if all pawns were, spawned by Fate unkind
to play pale puppet parts in Time's relay
game of tiddly-winks.

Learning is a process which reminds

one of stages, cocoon to chrysalid,
endlessly repeated till the blinds

are drawn, until we're nailed beneath a lid,
'and Lethewards do sink.'

Yet the restraints of social intercourse
are passing through a metamorphosis
which soon shall be accepted as divorce
that no-one will be able to dismiss
between who sips, who drinks

deep the spring of knowledge whose fair sprays
revitalize the system’s search for source.

Today new magic sets the mind ablaze!

The speed at which mankind is changing course,
as the once wild world shrinks,

is difficult to integrate, the ways
conceptions will evolve and leave behind
tenets once inviolate, the stays

and props the passing age employs to bind
itself to its own stinks.

When man and monkeys’ trees split, fields of force
lost ground to sleight of hand from day to day,
although the former shield stayed, last recourse.
Yet as the information age remoulds our clay

it seems we're on the brink

Of consciousness of other ways to play

the game of life outside that strife the past
epitomized, exploring interplay

between internal motivations cast

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

75



off once as missing links!
27 September 1996

His Place is Precious]

Turn from temptations of soft ride

along straight road of safety, comfort, ease, well fed,
where peace eternal, free from pride,

appeals, appears an easy answer when all’s said.

Distrust that moment when the tide

of Fortune, at the flood, entwines in fickle thread,
enticing, sickled Time at side,

man with her siren song: by lust, ambitions, led.

The silent seconds, spendthrift, greedy glide:

dovetail decades to centuries for waiting dead,

so few of whom dared seek inside

earth’s secret soul. Seemed stillborn when their hour was sped.

All those who strive to hitch a ride
at the expense of others, led

by selfishness unjustified
accounts must render overhead.

Whate’er the reasons that decide

the insolence of the individual; bled

by fears, or blessed by wisdom wide,

or, hope denied, twisting in heat fond heart or head,

his place is precious. Don’t deride

the diff'rences that oft divide his awkward tread

from those who, superficial, slide

through life, those most behind who think themselves ahead!
10 October 1981

Jonathan ROBIN
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... And Lethewards Have Sunk

Plastic patterns swiftly flowing
gladly lend impressions glowing
sometimes faster, sometimes slowing,
constant keeping - not all knowing.
Thus mind radar to and froing -
whirlwind nature, blowing, blowing,
Cupid with his darts arrowing,

and acrostics all a-rowing, -

seeks to answer questions sowing
further questions Time a-mowing
soon forgets, leaves little showing.

Jonathan ROBIN
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? Litotes ?

My verse cannot completely trace
a fair reflection who's soft light
underscores such endless grace.

Dream words, found wanting, seek insight.

Eternal beauty, spirit bright,

must judge each base line inks disgrace
as none compare! What second sight
unties knot, satisfies both pace,

due praise, phrased paean, may replace
English deficient, narrow, quite

coarse, inadequate. One face

could stand time's envy, jealous spite.

Yet, reading this, who will believe
there’s no intention to deceive?

Jonathan ROBIN
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[h]our Glass After Richard Seymour - The Hour Glass

Toon's climb, boon's dread, boom's rhyme soon sped,
life's little dream theme tale

dew's wed with glue wed to cue clue thread -

though seeming strong, so frail.

Till naught's in store to add to more,
Time's ebbing sands fall fast;

Fate syphons for_age metaphor,
forgotten mirage past.

Billed for arrears, filled, empty years,

emotions' vain commotion,

birth earthed blame's biers; berthed fame's career's
proverbial dropp in ocean.

With wave goodbye, grave severed tie
hung on some sunbeam stalling
beyond last sigh what stays? Vain cry,
culled empty echo calling.

Love lost, love won with one-to one,
true faithfulness through trust,

find once begun through time have run
to often turn rust dust.

Nor fears, nor tears, resist Time's shears,
nor all we hope and dream

remains, soon unstained mirror clears,
wipes slate of great, small, steam.

As variation on a theme

some karmic call, some mortal,

rum sliver stream glum shivers - gleam
in void, avoid death's portal.

What's life? ‘brief candle', shadow mocked,
from infant's first cry, chortle,

through code adopt to blocks unlock,

to last laugh coda shortfall.
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For age or forage

The Hour Glass

Of hours to come and hours long sped
The never-ending tale

Hangs on a slender running thread -
So strong and yet so frail.

The less is added to the more,

The ebbing sands run fast;

Time drains the future's dwindling store
And gives it to the past.

Not all our tears and prayers, alas!
Not all we hope and dream

Shall e'er invert that measured glass
And turn the golden stream.

Richard Surgis Seymour

Jonathan ROBIN
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[IJink Weavers

“Wor[l]d weaver we would know what may transpire
when Chronos fear’s un-ravelled on our earth.
Will waitress Time serve course with dainties, lyre
rewiring taste-buds with sweet morsels? tire,

no second servings dish? doors closed, expire?
close restaurant, avaunt, as if birth, berth

is was spun bill of lading, pre-paid buyer

obliged, wait_tressed, to pun de_sire?

Will waft and weft swift smoke in final fire,

or will we wait, like mammoths, for rebirth,

within ice walls unsung by phantom choir,

lost, silent, windless, sunless too, our worth

our empires under rock of ages' mire? '

“Light years spun long before minds of mere men
climbed through primeval slime to seed far stars,
reopening vast universe again.

Dice walls or calls life's stakes, gives, takes, or mars
when cycles turn Fate's wheel, when nothing bars
intelligence renascent. Beings then

may lodestars search or perch on Shangri Las.
Beaux arts may flourish, while noteworthy pen
might music rediscover, strange sitars

send notes afloat on timelessness suspen-

ding Time itself, once more feed hours

and powers the heady appetite empowers

to choose the course it views upon life’s MEN

YOU: only you, may taste, may waste, till when
wheel turns in haste, bill paid, and fade the flowers.”

'Wor[l]d weaver one would well your lore inquire.

What can become of all our storied mirth,

our idle chatter, dreams, ambitions higher,

lost generations, fame aims, prayers entire,

imaginations vivid, poets’ lyre? ”

Should one feed now? How choose? when whine lists” worth
may rancid ransom prove, but tannin briar.

Should we treat Maitre D to trust as Sire,

or, tricked, of course off course, t[h]read into gyre
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whose tipple ripple, pointed Fate’s denier,
may earn return, new menu’s venu, dearth
or plenty find behind mind’s blind rebirth? ”

“Should, mad, mankind continue as today

to overcrop, to overfish, disdain

swift seasons’ reasons, all that may remain
could well be drowned beneath reef’s swirling spray
as tipping points are reached. No time to pray
remains as heat felt, poles melt. Greed for grain
encouraging pollution, won't restrain

equations which imbalance interplay

in ways all may regret with needless pain.

No fire, no ice, no cities, no ex_plain.

No restrooms, silver settings, crystal. Chain
reactions sweep both waiter, wait away.
Dessert is served in some Bagdad café

as carpetbagger man’s precocious reign

turns paradise to desert by the way.”

'Star gazer, silver tongue shows that the shire

can comprehend words' worth though some be long,
and some belong to circles rare where strong

means little when there's little to admire.

We're here today, tomorrow, lower? higher?

dust into dust croaks sweet canary's song,

rain dancer's rites' successful seen to throng

or arid desert still, no versifier,

no book, no flask of wine, no deep desire

that lasts beyond un echoed dinner gong.
Weave-world we leave, who'll grieve those passed along
the Way whose pace, race, ne'er a trace may sire?
Sun smiler's caught by seasons' cycle dark

with scarce a sign one's life-line once showed spark.'

Jonathan ROBIN
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101 Of Room 202

Room 202 am I to all drawn through

my space, trace day or two, weeks, more, few know
when weakness, illness, accidental blow,

may strike? All careful welcome find, though to

my door few come by choice, 'tis true.

Room 202 sufficient, spartan simple taste

furnished for those who should never haste;

I shelter all who nursing need. Time's flow

takes on a different meaning here while slow

trickle second thoughts that elsewhere tick off waste.

Room 202 bright white - nor curtains blue,
nor scarlet velvet trappings status show,

no gilded chandeliers nor burnished glow
should twist attention. Textures rich in hue
overload the senses, to rest prove foe.

Room 202, home to bed pillow-cased

in cotton clean, where conscience double-faced
or clear must meet harsh challenges that grew
formidable, host cancer, palsy, flu,

unfeted crash fate caused, with limb replaced.

Room 202 bears witness, sometimes pain explodes,
some sadness, joy, as next-of-kin decodes

with gasp or grasping fingers motives true

too often hidden from men's conscious view,

await new tenants' temporary abodes.

Room 202 stays neutral through and through.
continues welcome, patients come and go,
some cured and some immured, while to and fro
mind's eye reminded of life's fragile cue

from age old illness seeks solutions new.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Beam Of Light

As intuition
sweetens, sweeps senses, doors open
onto fruition.

Bursting bright, baring
intimate enlightenment
links souls insight sharing.

Light weaving laughter
assuages inhibitions,
superfluous hereafter.

Sounds of soft music
reflect starry skies' surprise,
bring belonging magic.

Ecstasy appears
to overwhelm misfortune,
love banishing fears.

Eternally, bliss
personnified, naught denied: -
Song of Songs is this.

Sounds of music
and starry skies
bring belonging magic.

Ecstasy here
lets life blossom,
love knows no fear.

Eternal bliss
is personnified:
Song of Songs is this.

Communication quite

envelops and sustains bridge
building shared delight.
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Listening space
endows lasting trust to end
individual race.

Tender light beam bright
translates now to forever
extending insight.

Shared listening space

bears witness to lasting trust

ends ambition’s [t]race.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Cross T[r]ick - Acrostic

Departing with last train past week expires
On Friday night, commuters find release
Using well trained minds unused to peace

By pie[r]cing crossword clues, games each admires.

Life-lines are strung out too, as each aspires
Enthusiastically to morrow’s ease,

Creating word-games just before the peas
Rinsed with the salad welcome cooking fires.

On what enchanted waves will strange desires
Safety spurn when dreams seek f[l]resh release,
Sweet rapture, soft reflections sure to please,

In harmony with self. This, each requires.

Now, questions answered, prophecies fulfill
Great expectations bright with heightened will.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Cross Trick Act

A Controlled Response Offered Simply To Incite Curiosity
Actively Catalyzes Reply Open Sourced, Thus Invites Complicity
As Creativity Releases One’s Subtle Thoughts Indicting Conformity

A play on words, from alpha to omegA

Conditions mind-sets through techniques linguistiC
Revealing fresh allusions which ajaR

Open the nervous floodgates of the egO.
Simplicity at times appears just tacticS,

Too difficult, confusing, which restricT

Inspired trick interactions which the 'T'

Creates to coin illusions in a cross tiC!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Dog's Life

Sixteen years, now almost seventeen,

I've played at stick and ball, stayed seldom still
until good master's call would whistle shrill

to lead me back - no need to smack. Sight keen.

Sixteen years tail's wagged as faithful friend,
as boon companion, running round fun years.
His mother passed away, I shared the tears
that fountained forth and never seemed to end.

Sixteen years round each revolving moon

from hearth and home I pick up slightest sound,
ears prick, eyes bright, in sight I'm always found
to hold my ground, though often play buffoon.

Sixteen years, come rain or shine, we walk
twice, sometimes thrice a day, I sense each smell
around the house, tell friends from rascals well,
and after dinner hear the table talk.

Sixteen years from pet to family,

from playful pat to priceless kith and kin,
I vet as threat who'd twins' affections win,
can smell a rat or chase cat up a tree.

Sixteen years I've watched the children grow,
suffered unruly hands that now caress,

I guard them still, still at the same address,
as I will willing till my turn to go.

Sixteen years saw summers shedding hair,

saw autumns' colours charm birds from the trees,
saw winter whiteness whose bare branches' frieze
prepared for springs unbounded, weather fair.

Sixteen years, milk - nap - home-made pap brew,
from toothless start, heart full, until depart,
toothless, heart filled beyond all man may chart,
life's cycle spins till ready to renew.
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Sixteen years that gambolled life away,

with water, beef and bone, I've played at will.
Scents seem less sharp today, and soon I will
make my last bow - still in thrill dreams I play!
Revised 6 August 2007 Previous Title Sixteen Years

(5 January 1992)

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Fire-Sided T.V. Chat By A Farsighted G E Chap

When Giscard greeted France last night
regretfully he threw no light

on how his Party could prevent

a rise in unemployed, jobs spent.

He helped the aged with their rent

and soon will raise short-time payment, -
inflation rate, infamous blight,

he feels a downturn is in/sight.

To the peasant he was pleasant,

each is sent a present present.

Twelve hundred francs, and as I write,
so as to increase their delight,

a kine allowance not so slight,

lest they in vengeance vent their spite.
The aim it is in this event

to up their income twelve percent.

At T.V. chat he did appear,

our Lord and leader, loud and clear.

He claims, as ‘twere his property,

the Centre Point of polity,

and adds that ‘tis two years since he

(the future able to foresee)

had prophesied this policy.

The ship of State he’s set to steer

through “controlled change”, so have no fear.

In social change, explicitly,

festina lente! - prudently,

and hear and run the race thats here -
so many Frenchmen far and near -

he hopes his Party will adhere,

and cheer not jeer, endear not sneer.
There’s every possibility

he won't succeed, unfortunately!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Heart To Cherish

A heart to cherish and warm hand to hold

High raise all mortal clay from common mould,
Elevates base elements to gold

As magic fusion cuts confusion's hold.

Rest not on sidelines, ceremony trace,

Thrust through Fate’s weight, cue to true interface
That, ma chérie, may see heart heart enfold

On lease from life itself, which won’t grow old.

Could mirrors speak they’d blush, no silver scold
Harsh time reflect, so joyfully behold

Enchanting offspring duplicate glow's grace,
Resounding echo both of soul, surface.
Incarceration end, lets celebrate

SHared emotions' oceans liberate.

14 December 1995 revised as acrostic A HEART TO CHERISH 31 August 2007
robi03_0801_robi03_0000 ASX_LXX

see below for previous version
A Heart to Cherish

A heart to cherish and a hand to hold

lifts Man’s mortal clay from common mould,
transforms base elements to finest gold

through magic fusion, let the truth be told.
Stand not on sidelines, ceremony, trace

Fate’s lines through daring caring interface.
Charming features charmed heart enfold,

on lease from life itself, which can’t grow old.

If mirrors spoke, they’d blush, could never scold,
prove mirage mirage, all else oversold.

Should children come they’d duplicate true grace -
enchanting echo both of soul, surface.

Transmit heart’s signals to communicate
emotion’s oceans, love anticipate.
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14 December 1995

© Jonathan Robin

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Kiss, The Reply - Parody Austin Dobson A Kiss

I kissed Rose right back
like that, without sorrow,
and a pat on the back
showing on the right track
was my rapid attack

I received on the morrow: -
so why would she pack

and the taxi fare borrow?

3 August 1991

Coppers Killed Me

Coppers killed me when we met,
jumping on the tube I sat in;

Magistrate, who loves to get

treats into your list, put that in!

Say I fought the terror fad,

say that “conscience clear” describes me,
say you're growing old, don't add, -
Coppers missed me!

Coppers killed me when we met,

hitting on the seat I sat in;

Acting circumstantial bet

eight hits, three misses, put that in!

Say I sought no terror fad,

say that “from bombs free” describes me,
say I'm growing cold, don't add, -
Coppers killed me!

Error wracks me today,

terror tracks you tomorrow,

let it be as it may,

pain from plain clothes turned grey.
Should tomorrow replay
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such a savour of sorrow: -
what for you, safe today, -
is in store for tomorrow?

I could never fire back

like that, without sorrow,

and eight bullets through back
showed after attack

on the Stockwell tube track.
The report on the morrow: -
was on the wrong tack

did from fantasy borrow!

Terror slew me today,

error you risk tomorrow!
Violence came into play

which my life did waylay -

do you share the dismay

at what might come tomorrow?
There’ll be devil to pay

what excuse will YOU borrow?

August 15 2005

Jonathan ROBIN
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A L'assistante De L'indirection After Rudyard Kipling If

Si tu peux supporter de voir tes dossiers
démolis sans souffler mot et puis reclasser,
si tu sais appuyer partout ton PDG

sans sceptique rester quant a ses qualités:

Si tu souris, beauté, sans étre emmerdante,

Si vive mais jamais surprise, impatiente,

le soutenant quand des contresens fous I'enchantent,
ses lubies supporter sans paroles tranchantes:

Si tu sais sans délai t'adapter au progres,
les autres anticiper, sans jamais hésiter,
bien le préparer avec de bons conseils,
des envieux protéger ton patron hébété:

Trés expérimentée, mais sans prendre de l'age,
compréhensive aider avec ses rattrapages

sans pourtant mériter accéder aux voyages
'd’étude’ et aux congres, - ces minables volages!

Si tu sais lui montrer se servir du clavier,
aux réseaux si primés vite se connecter,
d’Internet basculer vite au WiFi branché,
son PC débugger sans jamais se broncher:

Si sa peur du souris, du clic-clic, du mulot
tu peux sans interdits dépasser au boulot,
a ses flagrants délits trouver tout ce qu’il faut,
si tu ses buts poursuis en soufflant le bon mot:

Si tu sais compenser |'orthographe qu'il perd,
scanner, penser, twitter, téléphoner, tout faire,
son planning programmer, sans étre trop mémere,
le soutenir, si gaie, quand son coeur désespeére:

Si tu peux accoucher a I'heure du diner,

tes enfants élever tous en bonne santé,

ton patron remplacer - ronronnant au soleil -
sans pour autant réver qu’on t'accorde sa paye.
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Si tu sors d'H.E.C. sans prétendre a la gloire,
Sciences Po c’est fait sans en faire une histoire,
Enarque diplémée, faisant dans ton pouvoir

le tout pour manier les re[i]nes du Pouvoir.

Lors mieux qu’homme d’affaires, ou chef de cabinet
mieux que tous ces experts si souvent égarés,

tu seras a tout faire une bonne révée,

mieux que mere, sacrée ASSISTANTE tu es!

If: Advice to a Job Applicant

If you can back your boss and keep on smiling,
while toning down his brash absurdities,

if, having watched the man manhandle filing,
you rearrange the folders pretty please,

if coy and charming, beautiful, beguiling,
anticipating all contingencies,

you manage new accounts, contacts redialling,
correct crass spelling, cover vagaries:

If you can keep your head while he’s resiling,
evolve successful counter-strategies,

if ‘'mum’s the word', discrete, ignoring tyling,
from busy-bodies safe when he agrees.

If you can spend your time in reconciling

his intellectual inanities,

don't dare upset his fragile ego, heiling
whene’er he feels the need, or profits sneeze:

If Windows easy comes, while modem dialing
to DSL migration’s not a tease,

if firewall free from viruses hostiling

you clean can keep, recalling password keys,
if the above you show him recompiling

the data lost when he lacks expertise,

yet know your place as cypher, never riling,
remembering to bow before ‘big cheese'

If you can stand him publicly reviling
your good ideas, then claim them his with ease,
can watch while rival’s ruin he’s compiling
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so coldly that a lizard’s blood would freeze.
If when betrayed by his ambitious wiling
you triumph through innate abilities,
ignoring basic scheming, baser guiling,
you seize the precious point he never sees!

If you won't blush when, rash, he’ll rush, exiling
your intuitions as freak fantasies,

but confidently while free-time he’s whiling,
circumvent his incapacities.

Surpassing him in brains, tact, versatiling,

you never strive to swap your salaries,

but both feet on the ground, still patient, smiling,
can counteract his incoherencies:

If you are sure his image needs restyling,
select the suits that suit down to the tees,

if you are ever ready camomiling,

or sprinkling sugar, creaming, coffee, teas,

if you can trick his wayward infantiling

and censure not his immaturities,

ignore his clumsy tries at fond defiling,

yet fondled, tactful, rise from off his knees:

If you take three degrees while reconciling
your private life to further Ph.D.’s,

if you can children bear without work piling
and keep them free from trouble and disease,
if you can spring his quick promotion, vile thing,
and play the game of happy families:

Your’s is the job, the rest’s cosmetic styling,
Oh prized princess and pride of secret’ries!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A La Madeleine Decrypted Poems

Delved underneath old church, see simple crypt

Exists which fosters deep poetic drive,

Carved through rock tunnel, length: long putter’s drive.
Rebounding echoes mirror manuscript

Years, tears, dissolving, melt Time’s mask tight-lipped,
Portraying Janus. Words flow from hallowed hive
Transmuting dusty thoughts to honey, strive

Eagerly to seed emotions. Clipped,

Decrypted links, thrice sifted, surface. Whipped
Pegasus is stubborn, cannot thrive,

Only through empathy may leap alive,

Energies unbridled, harness slipped.

Magic music, timeless melody,

Sends messages to set soul, spirit free.

Delved 'neath abandoned church still simple crypt
Extends which keeps poetic flames alight,

Carved tunnel-like, its length six times its height.
Rebounding echoes binding rhyming script

Years onwards, melt Time’s mask, its smile, tight-lipped,
Portraying Janus. Honeyed words take flight,
Turn dusty pollen thoughts to life, incite
Emotions, creative insights, quite dipped

Deep in tradition’s springs, yet still equipped
Poetic light to stimulate, delight

Our senses, shielding from both day and night.
Externals fade, helping us decrypt
Music-message which Eternity

Sees and seizes in sad wor[l]d at sea.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Letter Of Advice On A Blockhead After William M
Praed A Letter Of Advice

Dear Titus a contest has started

to ask about blocking exchange,

from far and near scribblers are charted

to test the extent of their range.

One thought one would add, tender hearted,
the reasons some offer seem strange.
Here's my voice for coherency that id

and ego could run to arrange.

Dear Titus you've asked about blocking
those who comments oft copy and paste,
and those with insults in their stocking
who, bitter, goodwill fritter, waste.

Should one justly ignore with door locking
those who trophies exchange in their haste
to hold contests too quickie, taste mocking,
what would you advise, culprittraced?

Mary seems quite contrary, too clocking

a block from this writer well placed,

as some contests appeared to be hocking

point favours whose flavors distaste

brought and taught hand has no need for knocking
on THAT door for fair judgement cased,

so whenever the crowds come a-flocking

I'm absent, amused by their haste.

Should one tolerate those, the boat rocking,
anonymous pseudos debased,

or respond, not react, to their shocking
behaviour lacking taste,

so short term as they squirm, blow half-cocking
credibility, consequence faced

too seldom while points they keep stocking

at others' expense, trust misplaced?

To return to the question of blocking,
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two hundred's the top, has replaced

unlimited candid_dates docking,

puff adders snuffed, egos erased.

It saves time, one can rhyme for friends, grocking
true talents deserving, well praised,

no need to regret interlocking

ignoramous who's barriers raised.

Two shy of line limit imparted

one suggests that where others shortchange

it is apt they're from interplay parted:

do not let derangement derange!

Other fish in the sea aren't half-hearted,

itch bitch fingers infected with mange.

So flow free! Let them be! Soon departed
blockhead school fools surf sur[e]ly short-range!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Letter To Ap After William Mackworth Praed A Letter
Of Advice

Dear AP, I leave you this letter

after writing from ten until nine

for a site I'd delight to know better,

for a smile that my heart can't decline.

But I found after lengthily pacing

for points in the cold for some sign

that my heart which with hope had been racing
in darkest despair did repine.

Dear AP from twelve to eleven

last night saw me knock at your door

in hope that an angel from heaven

should show me the light, but no more
shall I screed in my need if no answer
can echo, where no joy's in store,

I won't dangle as puppet-stringed dancer,
not even for one I adore!

When I came through a link all seemed dandy
but when one digs deeper one finds

some exchange trophy's gold, sold like candy

to boost up friends' ignorant minds.

While some bore with gore and knives cutting,
some 'WOW! ain't it AWESOME! ' exclaim,

my mind is on archives rebutting

the flame of my name for life's fame!

Dear AP a contest has started

to ask how and what we should change
from far and near writers are charted

to test the extent of their range.

One thought one would add, tender hearted,
that the category archives strange

one votes for sane system that lets id

and ego poor upgrades arrange.

Dear AP I'm asked about blocking
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those who comments oft copy and paste,
and those with insults in their stocking
who, bitter, goodwill fritter, waste.

Should one justly ignore with door locking
those who trophies exchange in their haste
to hold contests too quickie, taste mocking,
what would you advise, culprit traced?

Should one tolerate those, the boat rocking,

with pseudo anonymous based,

or respond, not react, to their shocking
behaviour both debased

and short term as they squirm, blow half-cocking
credibility - consequence faced

too seldom while points they are clocking

at others' expense, trust misplaced?

So though contests appear open wide, Dear,
there is so little logic, the game

soon must tire as the out-flowing tide, Dear,
should erase every unworthy frame.

And how I detest comments wise may

be wiped out because some can't stand
home truths but prefer good surprise pay,

in AH, OOH and ERR 'missed typed' hand!

Dear AP twenty hours have I waited

day in and day out by grief torn,

all attempts that I made were ill-fated

as my consonants vowed my vowels scorn.
The wonder my dunderhead brought you
tonight may steal thunder at morn,

but the blossoms whose beauty besought you
fade so fast when few look, I'm forsworn.

Dear AP twenty hours have I waited

day in and day out by grief torn,

all attempts that I made were ill-fated

as my consonants vowed my vowels scorn.
The wonder my dunderhead brought you
tonight may steal thunder at morn,

but the blossoms whose beauty besought you
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fade as fast as last season's drenched corn.

As on Thursday applause-less, defeated,
so on Friday all clause-less I'm spurned,
is the cycle of love thus completed,

is this all the thanks that I've earned?

It is hard for a fool to be taken,

and sure signal one's soft in the head,
but the reason that slept must awaken,
and the spirit, restored, won't be lead!

I'd have offered you all in my power,

to cherish, to share, to be kind,

I'd have nurtured emotions to flower

and found wings for soul un-resigned.

It is not just the whim of an hour

but life spent with no bent chains to bind,
in @ warm, in a warm, tender bower

with blank verse, even worse, left behind!

How can I be present tomorrow,

bear false witness with stanzas prewrit.
Once again 'less in anger than sorrow'

I will try to bar love from my wit.

I will try to contain my emotion,

just go through the motions to ease

the emptiness born from devotion

to one who my [he]art pleased to tease.

Good luck with your plans to continue
support for the wor[l]d caught in art!

Good luck for the talent that sings you!
Good luck for applause roars most chart!

I'll return into cold hibernation

all alone til your smile shines bright through
the slough of despondent elation,

these Elysian fields cropped by few.

Dear AP, don't answer this letter
should sentiments biased appear,
I'll remain evermore your deep debtor,
who taught me to share and feel near.
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Intuitions are fine for romantic,
sensations that blossom in dreams,
but a chasm as deep as Atlantic
drowns my talent, it seems, AP, Dear!

Kindly, sometimes remember I follow

your footsteps as forward they flow,

and the shadow which seems to be hollow

is an echo which helps me to know

how the sun shines for YOU as Apollo

his steeds urges onwards, and though

daily night insight penned Styx shall swallow
tomorrow dawn's brightness will glow!

Oh Dear AP! the contest suggested

I restrict blank verse thinklings to four,
and although I am 'AWE'fully congested
my mind keeps outreaching for more!
So perhaps if no 'honorable mention'

I am offered with trophy awry,

at least I can hope for attention

before ink runs dry, so Good bye!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A L'Illustration - French And English Acrostic
Translation

As ants which patiently their nests prepare,
Layer after weekly layer while history

Imprinted is as papered commentary,

Left trace of search continued, song or wear.
Life marched towards a fate which augured fair;
Used giant strides, dovetailed discovery,

Saw changes calling siren-like till we
Transformed peace hopes to hell of grim despair.
Reality dreams tortured to nightmare

As fratricidal wars enslaved the free,

Turned all belief to insecurity

In search of knowledge and control. Beware!

Or as a termite which would wood embrace,
Now atoms stray to ransom human race!

Ah! comme des fourmis qui leur race fermentent,
Les pages hebdomadaires aux traces de |'histoire
Imprimaient commentaires, relief comique ou noir,
La vie qui se poursuit, se cherche, qui s'invente.
Le siecle s'agrandit par enjambées géantes,

Une apres l'autre vers les pieges de I'espoir

Sur la lancée téméraire ancrée au désespoir.

Tant de changements ici, sirenes qui déchantent,
Réves ravageurs, cris, crises, guerres béantes,
Assassinats amers. L'homme cessait de croire,
Toujours voulant tout créer, tout faire et tout savoir;
Image cauchemardesque et frélant le néant,

Ou comme la termite, d'une maison |I'amante,

Nie qu'auto-détruite était chaque charpente.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Little Enation Alliteration

Picayune petite, of pettiness quintessence,
like mannequins lives thin, skin skims ph[r]ased evanescence.
can't resonate love's tenderness, affection,
hacks life's playback stage, say lacks, rage [d]reads rejection.

Undecided what or if perfection is

past views can't last, pale fast, fail to salve stale kiss,
saliva waste, spit taste split, writ far from alliteration, -
shrew[d] wed b[l]ed between romance, modernization.

Mysterious terrors blot Miss Error scripts remiss,
where bliss is absent from spilt ink ephemeris -
pop press page metaphorical cage for living -
lost insight, frost, - cost: no giving, no forgiving.

Where foresight, independent thoughts, held crime
Life feels not, knots farce, kriegspiel scarce sublime,
Man, maid, picayune, soon fade aware they wear dust fate:

Rictus fixed sticks, then Styx, mix most must warn too late?

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Logical Song, A Reply - Parody

Why, Jack, though attractive your rhyme,
there’s no conflict - temptation and fear
disappear when one has a good time -
with oneself, - subject/object my Dear!

Although beauty with age fades away,
one may still seize the joystick to buoy
and re-use it by night and by day,
so, pray, what's the use of a boy?

I may add, Jack, with jacking to toy
is a sport each may teach in her way,
fornication’s no fun to enjoy

if before play one can’t reach “olé! ”

The debate’s not half mast, you can climb
up to Venus, from f[r]ont or from rear,
fornication’s too often false mime -

so, Jack! - have I made myself clear?

© Jonathan Robin - Parody written 7 April 2002 Original Author Unknown - A
Logical Song

A Logical Song

Why, Chloe, thus squander your prime,
In debate between fear and temptation?
If adulterous love be a crime,

Why quarrel with plain fornication?

But your beauties with age you may lose:
Then seize the short moment of joy!

If not - then with confidence use,

What by using you cannot destroy.

Author Unknown

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Lover's Answer, A Taxed Refrain After Madeleine
Bridges

Yes, I had feared ere your hard head was known,
I do confess it, - ere my life seemed pressed

as is a lemon, dropp by precious drop.

But mark, Dear Sir, the forecast's not the crop,
but only hopes on human error spent.

I feel like hell, and now know what it meant
when marking down those profits which, unwon,
I sought below the line's lost horizon...

A Lover's Answer

Yes, I had feared ere your dear face was known.

I do confess it, - and my life seemed set

in tender radiance, as if moonlight shone.

But mark, sweetheart! ... the moon is not the sun.
'Tis but, and always, radiance that is lent!

I felt the spell, but knew it only meant

a reflex of the greater love, unwon,

waiting beneath my soul's dim horizon!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Major Reshuffle

When Major polls his fellow Brits
he'll hope to dine out at the Ritz, -
when votes are in, without a doubt,
his - tory will have found him out!

23 July 1991

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Matter Of Perspective

Light reflections colour sunset, casting

enchanting shimmer shadows, night cap light.
Light darkling sprays now, now strays out of sight,
elusive dance advancing, fast contrasting,

leaves measured time behind, mocks tight forecasting.
Tints overprint imagination bright

as Nature's way of reaching through insight,
attracts within a vortex spin outlasting

leisure looks, taps latent springs, sees past's sting
engulfed in night-tide swing swirl, sings delight.

No frontiers stand between joy's tears, soul's flight,
and wonder as sight spans light - all surpassing.
Let life through stillness still more life gestate,
anon fey pattern weave paints second state...
robi03_1159 robi03_0000 ASX_NXX

previous title Sunset Pattern Paints

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Ping Spike After Spike Milligan A Thousand Hairy
Savages

Ten thousand airy AP raps
w(r]itting down ra[n]t hunch
gobbledy-gook, yap yap,
crun[t]lch mu[n]ch punch
core cause caws

(19 January 2007 revised 27 November 2008)
A Thousand Hairy Savages

A Thousand hairy savages

Sitting down to lunch

Gobble gobble glup glup

Munch munch munch.

Spike Milligan 1918_2002

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Plan For All Seasons-Parody Vicar Of Bray Applied

To France

A Plan for all Seasons

When Pompidou for culture stood

in Gaul, Faith was profession,

The flag of France’s trade withstood
all tempests sans recession.

The Legion’s knight I did become,
the network freely flourished,

the Gaullist movement was the sum
which indendance nourished.

When VGE contrived to take

a stand and form a Party,

his right-hand man I thought I'd make,
in P.R. I was arty!

I'd teach my flock, in Politics

the aim’s communication,

left, centre, right, I'd ever mix

for the good of the nation.

When Chirac went off in a huff

I thought him rather cheeky,

to act so spoiled and off the cuff

rat ere the ship was leaky,

and so I stayed who would not sink,
and thought that I was clever

to trip to Afric in the pink:

for diamonds are forever!

When Barre directed France’s helm
I joined his team right hearty

to guide the godless in the realm
away from bone: aparté!

To teach my flock a bag of tricks
became soul’s sole vocation,

and when at Barre the French through sticks,

I took a long vacation!
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When God took over at the bar

I left the side of Darty,

and leftwards veered hitched to a star,
which some men thought was tarty!

My former friends, now foes, threw bricks
in baffled consternation,

but soon I knocked their balls for six

by [s]lick anticipation.

Anticipation does not serve

when world wide trade turns down, sir,
and so my soul began to swerve

from Mauroy and his frown, sir.

But Fabius no Fabian proved,

and, saved from resignation,

to him my wagon was removed

with no blush hesitation.

Then with elections fresh in France

I found myself in quandary,

with Left and Right twinned in the dance
approved by all and sundry:

the President on Chirac lent

although “cohabitation”

a pet phrase was, God, what it meant,
was altar altercation!

The wheel of change brought Chirac back,
enforced cohabitation,

and so I took another t[r]ack,

a different destination.

I trained myself with main and might

to serve both self and nation,

and ever looked to left and right

to keep myself in station.

When God was born a second time,
with Rocard I allied, sir,

and saw with pride my fortunes climb
though unemployed oft cried 'cur! '
Investment in my future firm
encouraged in the system
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the faith that made the left-wing squirm:
though reds resigned, none missed ‘em.

But Cresson came, I had my doubts,
and so once more I altered,

and almost rallied to the krauts

but missed my mark and faltered.
To teach my flock I seldom missed
the chance, in illustration,

to show that unemployment kissed
good bye to approbation.

Cresson soon overgrown with weeds
resigned, by none regretted,

Bérégovy to her succeeds,

by very few abetted.

His luckless task I would not take,

awaiting fresh elections,

where the old guard once more would stake
old chips sans introspections.

Though Béré brought a brief respite

the storm clouds gathered darkly,

God gave to Tapie left and right

till bankruptcy rose starkly,

but while one saw ecologists

play games with coalitions,

through National Front men got the gist
of altering conditions.

Then Balladur began to dance
with God a double tango,

I to the Bourse returned to play
the market with contango.

A fresh election was in sight,

the wheel turned once again, sir,
in Parliament perched on the right
I'm counted among men, sir!

But Balladur, for thirty years,

found friendship’s ties restraining,
and lost his bid, retired in tears,
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dreams ashes turned, - for reigning

was Chirac in his stead, to show

that after wilderness he

had naught learned, naught forgot, to blow
both hot, cold, for a vote “oui”!

The seven year itch brought us back
to socialists supreme, sir,

the Left foiled Chirac’s vain attack,
and every Gaullist dream, sir,

the country spun round like a top,
the Rose’s emanations

to Chirac’s projects put a stop,

to Right Wing consternation.

Then bad blood spilt became hot news
with AIDS on the agenda,

as criticism lit short fuse

from every questioned gender,
transfusion then became an aim

of tardy legislation,

while House and Senate found a flame
to fight contamination.

Chirac and Juppé I began

to pay for promises vain,

ideas and ideals were “en panne”

belts tightened were, which caused pain.
The People, ‘spite its 'muddy brain'
found failing growth and rising
unemployment once again:

was discontent surprising?

As Juppé I to Juppé II

gave way with undue haste, sir,
for future scope he lost his cue,
investments went to waste, sir.
But Time speeds up, elections new
for nineteen ninety eight rose,

as unemployment further grew
bloom faded from the red rose.
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For soon the tide turned to defeat
of dictums democratic,

as Frenchmen voted with their feet
expulsions automatic.

As jobs grew scarcer,

less well paid,

with teleworking working,

as piecework grew horizons greyed,
restrictions irking shirking!

The wheel of Fortune spun once more
with Chirac just ahead, sir,

while Balladur, shook to the core,
was left with face bright red, sir,

but Juppé’s domicile became

a short lease provocation,

he tried to turn the blame

regretting close relation.

When Jospin stood as candidate
pride came before the fall, sir,

how few dared to anticipate

Le Pen would have a ball, sir!

The left locked out of second round
tolled bell for re-election,

was sentiment in France unsound
to justify ejection?

With Raffarin a new world dawned,
said some, but dumb he proved, sir,
from one to two to three unmoved
his mandate was reproved, sir.

He left the land as bland as when
he came to Chirac’s whistle,

both uninspiring flame and fame,
unnoticed his dismissal.

Much to Sarko’s chagrin the star

of Villepin then was rising,

outright right turned the former tsar,
as umpire supervising

a U.M.P. soon to be rump
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reduced by Royal flush, sir,
who hopes to hold a leftist trump
behind her beauty’s blush, sir.

So on the double one must make
allegiance to new Queen, sir,

though old Lang sign his wish to take
the cake from the dauphine, sir.

Yet who'll be President remains
withheld from ken of mortal

until the rewards for all their pain’s
disclosed by Fate to chortle.

Tsunami tides of votes for grabs
soon ebb, as soon forgotten,

yet vicars everywhere keep tabs,
placeholders’ gains ill-gotten,
from sinecure to sinecure

we, hungry, will maintain, sir,
and whosoever falls, be sure
we'll find our feet again, sir!

What's next? One well may ask, the choice
as ever’s a la Carte, we

will tune to tone of voters’ voice

before new course we’ll chart, see!

But this is sure, he who Fate picks

must act, no hesitation

is tolerated, fiddlesticks

for vain vociferation.

Now, as the Information Age
replaces old conditions,

and undermines the printed page,
traditional editions,

all link with micro niches

as way of life tomorrow,

soon I'll retire to my péniche

and scribble free from sorrow!

When Sarkozy election lost
to Frangois by a whisker
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from bling to wring French to their cost
found unemployment rose, sir.

With Ayrault sat in Matignon

Left took to heart Right thinking

but crisis followed crisis con-

text for ship of state sinking.

Both House and Senate Socialist
became for first time ever,

but Fate plays games, and voting list
may queer next pitch - too clever
are some who'd calculate their gain
through client base expanding,

they may not find their feet again
with such a happy landing.

Though social progress seems the norm
for gay les and transgender

beware of winds of change whose storm
from far Right Pen's trance ender,

with Bleu Marine now gaining steam
and New Left left behind, sir,

what will become of inner dream

when marriage will unwind, sir?

4 September 1996 and various times Parody The Vicar of Bray

The Vicar of Bray

In good King Charles's golden days, [@[660_1685
When loyalty ho harm meant;

A furious High-Church man I was,

And so I gain'd preferment.

Unto my flock I daily preach'd,

Kings are by God appointed,

And damn'd are those who dare resist,

Or touch the Lord's anointed.

And this is law, I will maintain

Unto my dying day, sir,
That whatsoever king shall reign,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 118



I will be Vicar of Bray, sir!

When Royal James possess'd the crown, [685_1688
And popery grew in fashion;

The penal law I houted down,

And read the declaration:

The Church of Rome, I found would fit,

Full well my constitution,

And I had been a Jesuit,

But for the Revolution.

When William our deliverer came, 1689 1702
To heal the nation's grievance,

I turned the cat in pan again,

And swore to him allegiance:

Old principles I did revoke,

Set conscience at a distance,

Passive obedience is a joke,

A jest is non-resistance.

When glorious Anne became our queenlV02_17140]1
The Church of England's glory,

Another face of things was seen,

And I became a Tory:

Occasional conformists base,

I damn'd, and moderation,

And thought the Church in danger was,

From such prevarication.

When George in pudding time came o'er, 1¥714_1727
And moderate men looked big, sir,

My principles I chang'd once more,

And so became a Whig, sir:

And thus preferment I procur'd,

From our faith's great defender,

And almost every day abjur'd

The Pope, and the Pretender.

The illustrious House of Hanover,
And Protestant succession,

To these I lustily will swear,
Whilst they can keep possession:
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For in my faith, and loyalty,

I never once will falter,

George, my lawful king shall be,
Except the times should alter.

And this is law, I will maintain
Unto my dying day, sir,

That whatsoever king shall reign,
I will be Vicar of Bray, Sir!

Author Unknown
In Vino Veritas

When Science led me by the hand right up her garden path, Sir,
They tried to make me understand her Physics, Chem and Math, Sir.
It came to naught, and all they taught could not have fallen flatter,
Except for this, which gave me bliss, the liquid state of matter.

cho: And this is plain, as I maintain, since good old Aristotle
The truth has been most clearly seen reflected in a bottle.

What always jars in seminars and causes constant panics,

Is all that talk and blackboard chaulk to inculcate mechanics;
I feel I need a glass of mead, as drunk by ancient druids
And so thereby exemplify the properties of fluids.

And still today I find no way to handle apparatus.

For me alone the Great Unknown brings no divine afflatus.

Yet this this I know, when problems show no hope of resolution,
This glass of mine when filled with wine will give the right solution.

In Physics I can only make uneducated guesses,

My wooly pate can't calculate the simplest strains and stresses;
Yet when my head is almost dead with mental acrobatics,

A pint of ale will never fail to teach me hydrostatics.

To learn the rules of molecules confounds my best resources,
For Van der Waals gets me in snarls with his atomic forces.
The parachor, and what it's for, I never dare to mention:

A glass of stout includes me out of studying surface tension.
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Both rho and phee are Greek to me, I find them most unruly;
I don't see why they satisfy the equation of Bernoulli.

I can't make sense of turbulence, I merely get to know, Sir,
From half a quart of vintage port the facts of liquid flow, Sir.

In deep research let others lurch and hunt elusive muons.

For QED is not for me, with all its quarks and gluons.

Let others gaze at cosmic rays revealed in sparkling bubbles

A glass of beer will always clear my head, and end my troubles.

New Scientist contest winner Parody The Vicar of Bray
Dr. H. J. Taylor

Vicar of Bray — American

When royal George ruled o'er this land and loyalty no harm meant
For Church and King I made a stand and so I got preferment

I still opposed all party tricks for reasons I thought clear ones

And swore it was their politics to made us all Presbyterians

And this is the law that I'll maintain until my dying day, sir
That whatsoever King might reign, I'll still be Vicar of Bray, sir

When Stamp Act passed the Parliament to bring some grist to mill, sir
To back it was my firm intent, but soon there came repeal, sir

I quickly joined the common cry that we should all be slaves, sir

The House of Commons was a sty, the Kings and Lords were knaves, sir
Now all went smooth, as smooth as can be, I strutted and looked big, sir

And when they laid a tax on tea, I was believed a Whig, sir

I laughed at all the vain pretense of taxing at a distance

And swore before I'd pay a pence, I'd make a firm resistance

A Congress now was swiftly called that we might work together

I thought that Britain would, appalled, be glad to make fair weather

And soon repeal the obnoxious bill, as she had done before, sir
That we could gather wealth at will and so be taxed no more, sir
But Britain was not quickly seared, she told another story

When independence was declared, I figured as a Tory

Declared it was a rebellion base, to take up arms - I cursed it
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For faith, it seemed a settled case, that we should soon be worsted

The French alliance now came forth, the Papists flocked in shoals, sir

Friseurs, marquis, valets of birth and priests to save our souls, sir

Our 'good ally' with towering wing embraced the flattering hope sir

That we should own him for our King and then invite the Pope, sir

Then Howe with drum and great parade marched through this famous town, sir
I cried, 'May fame his temples shade with laurels for a crown, ' sir

With zeal I swore to make amends to good old constitution

And drank confusion to the friends of our late revolution

But poor Burgoyne's announced my fate the Whigs began to glory
I now bewailed my wretched state, that e'er I was a Tory

By night the British left the shore, nor cared for friends a fig, sir

I turned the cat in pan once more and so became a Whig, sir

I called the army butchering dogs, a bloody tyrant King, sir

The Commons, Lords a set of rogues that all deserved to swing, sir
Since fate has made us great and free and Providence can't alter
So Congress e'er my King shall be, until the times do alter

30 June 1779 edition of Rivington's Royal Gazette Author Unknown

The Vicar of Bray’s Toping Cousin

In Charles's the Second’s merry days, [660_1685
For wanton frolics noted;

A lover of cabals I was,

With wine like Bacchus bloated.

I preach'd unto my crowded pews

Wine was by heav’n’s command, Sir,

And damn'd was he who did refuse

To drink while he could stand, Sir.

That this is the law I will maintain
Unto my dying day, sir,

Let whatsoever king to reign,

I'll drink my gallon a day, Sir!

When James, his brother, bridged the crown, [11685_1688
He strove to stand alone, Sir,

But quickly got so drunk, that down

He tumbled from that throne, Sir:
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One morning crop-sick, pale, and queer,
He reel’d to Rome, where priests severe
Full well my constitution,
Deny the cup to laymen.

When tippling Will the Dutchman sav'dl689_1702
Our liberties from sinking,

We crown’d him king of cups, and crav'd

The privilege of drinking:

He drank your Hollands, pints 'tis said,

And held predestination

Fool not to know the tipling trade

Admits no trepidation.

When Brandy Nan became our queenllV02_171401
‘Twas all a drunken story;

I sat and drank from morn to e’en,

And so was thought a Tory:

Brimful of grog, all sober folks

We damn'd, and moderation:

Till for right Nantz we pawned to France

Our dearest reputation.

When George the First came to the throne, [¥V14_1727
He took the resolution

To drink all sorts of liquors known,

To save the Constitution:

He drunk success in rare old Rum,

Unto the State, and Church, Sir,

Till with a cup of Brunswick mum

He tripp’d from off his perch, Sir.

King George the Second then arose, 1V27_1760
A wise and valiant soul, Sir,

He loved his people, beat his foes,

And pushed about the bowl, Sir:

He drank his fill to Chatham Will,

To heroes for he chose ‘em,

With us true Britons drank, until,

He slept in Abraham’s bosom.

His present Majesty then came, [11760_1820
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Who may heaven long preserve, Sir,
He glories in a Briton’s name,

And swears he’ll never swerve, Sir;
Tho' evil counsellros may think

His love from us to sever,

Yet let us loyal Britons drink

King George the Third for ever!

That this is the law I will maintain
Unto my dying day, sir,

Let whatsoever king to reign,

I'll drink my gallon a day, Sir!

Author Unknown Festival of Momus c 1770

A Russian Vicar of Bray

Joe Stalin in his day inspired
Mikhalkov to a lyric.

For the National Anthem he required
A Stalin panegyric.

To Aleksandrov's solemn knell,

He chanted Stalin's praises.

When Stalin died and went to Hell,
These words too went to blazes.
(Chorus :)

For these are the words that he maintains -
Let everybody scan them:

'Whoever in Russia holds the reins,
Mikhalkov writes the Anthem.'

For many years the Anthem had

No lyric whatsoever,

But Brezhnev thought this was too bad,
And called for new endeavour.
Mikhalkov stepped into the breach

To praise the Soviet Union

In phrases to inspire and teach

A communist communion.

Chorus
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The Soviet Union passed away,
And then the rule was broken.

No Aleksandrov melody;
Mikhalkov's words unspoken.

A different anthem for a while

Was Mother Russia's theme song,
But no-one much admired its style.
It was nobody's dream song.

Chorus

When Putin, former KGB,

Put Russia back on track, sir,

He thought that he would like to see
The former tune brought back, sir.
The old words would no longer do,
The earlier ones were worse, sir.

So who could write the words anew?
Why, Mikhalkov, of course, sir!
Chorus

Mikhalkov's words, or so he says,
Date back to 53, sir.

I wonder if he pulls our legs?

It seems that way to me, sir.

'Our native land preserved by God'
Back then would not have done, sir.
He could have faced a firing squad
For that small bit of fun, sir.

Chorus

Now Russia's his prevailing note,
Not Party, nor yet Stalin.

Unlike the earlier words he wrote,
No-one finds these appalling.

His borrowed theme from 'Wide My Land'

Shows some lack of invention,

But who can doubt the Master's grand
'Pro Patria' intention?

Chorus

To Putin and his middle path,
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Twixt communists and con men,
He will forevermore hold faith,
While he relies upon them.

If this regime should go awry,
And Putin's power should falter,
Mikhalkov will be standing by,
The Anthem's words to alter.
Chorus

Jack DOUGHTY
Poet of Bray

Back in the dear old thirties' days
When politics was passion

A harmless left-wing bard was I
And so I grew in fashion:
Although I never really joined
The Party of the Masses

I was most awfully chummy with
The Proletarian classes.

This is the course I'll always steer
Until the stars grow dim, sir -
That howsoever taste may veer
I'll be in the swim, sir.

But as the tide of war swept on

I turned Apocalyptic:

With symbol, myth and archetype
My verse grew crammed and cryptic:
With New Romantic zeal I swore
That Auden was a fake, sir,

And found the mind of Nicky Moore
More int'resting than Blake, sir.

White Horsemen down New Roads had run
But taste required improvement:

I turned to greet the rising sun

And so I joined the Movement!

Glittering and ambiguous

In villanelles I sported:

With Dr. Leavis I concurred,
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And when he sneezed I snorted.

But seeing that even John Wax might wane
I left that one-way street, sir;

I modified my style again,

And now I am a Beat, sir:

So very beat, my soul is beat

Into a formless jelly:

I set my verses now to jazz

And read them on the telly.

Perpetual non-conformist I -
And that's the way I'm staying -
The angriest young man alive
(Although my hair is greying)
And in my rage I'll not relent -
No, not one single minute -
Against the base Establishment
(Until, of course, I'm in it) .
This is the course I'll always steer
Until the stars grow dim, sir -
That howsoever taste may veer
I'll be in the swim, sir.

John HEATH-STUBBS 1918_20
The New Vicar of Bray or: Time-Serving up to Date

In Queen Victoria’s early days,
When Grandpapa was Vicar,

The squire was worldly in his ways,
And far too fond of liquor.

My grandsire laboured to exhort
This influential sinner,

As to and fro they passed the port
On Sunday after dinner.

My Father Stepped Salvation’s road
To tunes of Tate and Brady's;

His congregation overflowed

With wealthy maiden ladies.

Yet modern thought he did not shirk -
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He maid his contribution
By writing that successful work,
« The Church and Evolution. »

When I took orders, war and strife
Filled parsons with misgiving,

For none knew who might lose his life
Or who might lose his living.

But I was early on the scenes,

Where some were loth to go, sir!

And there by running Base Canteens
I won the D.S.0., sir!

You may have read « The Verey Light » -
A book of verse that I penned -

The proceeds of it, though but slight,
Eked out my modest stipend.

By grandsire’s tactics long had failed,
And now my father’s line did;

So on another tack I sailed

(You can't be too broad-minded) .

The public-house is now the place

To get to know the men in,

And if the King is in disgrace

Then I shall shout for Lenin.

And though my feelings they may shock,
By murder, theft and arson,

The parson still shall keep his flock
While they will keep the parson!

And this is the law that I'll maintain
Until my dying day, sir!

That whether King or Mob shall reign,
I'm for the people that pay, sir!

Colin ELLIS 1895_1969

The Court Chamberlain

When Pitt array'd the British arms
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To check the Gallic ferment,

I spread the regicide alarms

And so I got preferment:

To teach my flock I never miss’d,
“Reform is revolution,

And damn’d are those that do assist
To mend a Constitution.”

And this is law, I will aver,

Tho’ stiff-neck’d fools may sneer, sir,
Whoe’er may be the Minister,

I'll be the Chaplain here, sir.

When gentle Sidmouth sway’d the Crown
And peace came into fashion,

The lust of war I hooted down,

And puff'd pacification.

I vow’d the papists were agreed

To burn all honest men, sir;

And Methodism had been my creed -
But Pitt came in again, sir.

When Grey and Grenville made the laws
For Britain’s tol’rant nation,

I took the cudgels for the cause

Of transubstantiation.

The Articles I made a joke,

(Finding I should not need ‘em :)

And, Afric’s fetters being broke,

E’en grew a friend to Freedom.

When Perceval advised our King,

(The Church of England’s glory)

My conscience was another thing,

For I had turn’d a Tory:

I cursed the Whigs, no more in place,
And damn’d their moderation,

And swore they shook the Church’s base
By sinful toleration.

Now that the Ministry relent,
And Erin’s sons look big, sir,
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I feel a soft'ning sentiment,
Which makes me half a Whig, sir.
And thus preferment I procure,
In each new doctrine hearty -
Alike extol, neglect, abjure,
Pope, King, or Bonaparte.

The new prevailing politics,

The new administration,

On these allegiance do I fix -
While they can keep their station:
For in my faith and loyalty

I never more will falter,

To Liverpool and Castlereagh,
Until the times shall alter.

And thus I safely may aver,
However fools may sneer, sir,
Whoso be the Minister,

I must be Chaplain here, sir.

Author Unknown Posthumous Papers 1814

The House of Lords

When bluff King Hal grew tired of Kate
And sued for his divorce, sir,

He cast about, and found in us

His willing tools, of course, sir.

What for her grief? We laughed at that,
And left her in the lurch, sir,

While every one of us grew fat

By plunder of the Church, sir.

To hold a candle to OIld Nick

Has ever been our way, sir

And still we'll play the self-same trick,
So long as it will pay, sir.

Two other queens that underwent
“The long divorce of steel, ” sir.
Do you suppose that e’er we wept,
Or for their fate did feel, sir?
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We only sought to please the King,
And his worst wishes further;

And gaily did our order join

In each judicial murder.

For us no trick was e’er too base,
No crime too foul to shock, sir,
Nor innocence availed to save

E’en women from the block, sir.

When Mary came with fire and stake
Poor pious folks to slay, sir,

No single protest did we make,

But let her work her will, sir;

But when the Church reclaimed her lands,
And looked for smooth compliance,
We quickly raised our armed bands
And gave her bold defiance.

Thus did the Queen her error learn,

To think (how gross the blunder!)
That, though we let her rack and burn,
We'd e’er restore our plunder.

Elizabeth, the mighty Queen,

We quailed beneath her frown, sir,
With nought but fear and hate for one
So worthy of the crown, sir,

As abject traitors round her throne
We fulsome homage paid her,
Though more than half of us were known
To plot with the invader.

To her for ducal coronets

We never were beholden;

To us the days of ‘Good Queen Bess’
Were anything but ‘golden’.

When slobbering James of coin was short,
He baronets invented,

And to creating lords for gold

Right gladly he consented;

A handsome “tip” was all he asked

To make you duke or lord, sir -

No question ever of your worth,
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‘Twas what you could afford, sir.
To be a peer, “your grace, " "
O, Lord! how fine it sounded!
And thus, by shelling out of cash
Were noblest houses founded.

When Charles the First, the public right

To crush but now applies him,
And willing help he gets from us;
As friends we stand beside him.
His acts of tyranny and fraud
Scarce one of us opposes -

The fine, the prison, or the whip,
Or slitting people’s noses.

To curb the tyrant of his will
Was no way in our line, sir,

All human rights were forfeited,
And merged in “Right Divine” sir.

The Second Charles just suited us,
We joined his lewd carouses,

And concubines became the source
Of many ducal houses.

And, as reward of services

That history scarce mentions,

You still enjoy the privilege

Of paying us the pensions.

And this we swear, by all that’s blue
Despite that prudes cry “Hush, sir! ”
That whatsoever we may do,

You'll never find us blush, sir.

In Jame’s Court we flourished still;
Like sycophants we vied, sir;

To be a royal mistress formed

Our daughters’ highest rpide, sir;

For Whigs through tortures were devised,

Their legs with wedges broke, sir,

We ate and drank, and laughed and played,

But ne’er a word we spoke, sir.
For mingled cruelty and wrong
We never did upbraid him;
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But when a paying chance came round,
Right quickly we betrayed him.

When William came, with righteous rule,
We proved but glum consenters;
The King we deemed was but a fool
To tolerate Dissenters.

Whilst on his part his Majesty
Distrusted us with reason,

For gainst our chosen lord and king
We still kept plotting treason.

And so against all righteous things
We've struggled from the first, sir,
To vex and thwart the better kings,
And sided with the worst sir.

In reign of Anne, ‘twas one of us,
Gave notice to the foe, sir,

Against his port and arsenal

We aimed a warlike blow, sir;

And thus were lost, in dire defeat
Eight hundred sailors bold, sir -

But what of that, when France’s bribe
Our “noble duke” consoled sir?
Betrayal of the State’s designs

By this colossal traitor -

What wonder now the lordlings praise
His humble imitator!

With George the Third it was essayed
To purge our code from blood, sir,
But we the arm of mercy stayed,

Its efforts all withstood, sir;

To hang for e’en a paltry theft -
Though tempted sore by hunger -
Was God’s own justice, so it seemed
To every boroughmonger.

And so poor wretches, one or more,
At every fair or wake, sir,

Performed ‘the dance without a floor, ”
Our thirst for blood to slake, sir.
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Yet had the self-same laws been tried
On us without distinction,

Their action surely had implied

The peerage’s extinction.

But while the gallows we upheld,
“Offence’s gilded hand, ” sir,

Had all our lordly acres swelled

With thefts of common land, sir.
While wicked prizes thus we claw,
And Justice shove aside, sir,

“Not ‘gainst the law, but by the law, ”
Has ever been our guide, sir.

When Pitt the Irish Parliament
Resolved to bring to London,

He had to buy their peers’ consent
Or else his scheme was undone,

So English coronets galore

Were scattered through their tribe, sir,
Besides a million pounds or more -
Their stipulated bribe, sir.

And by this opportunity

They drove their dirty trade, sir,
To show to all posterity

How lords and dukes are made, sir.

When Wesleyans and Baptists, too,
For right of education

At public universities

Did press their application,

‘Twas we their just demand refused -
Denied their common right, sir,

And all our special powers abused

To gratify our spite, sir.

When Jews to sit in Parliament

Had duly been elected,

‘Twas we kept shut the Commons’ door,
Their right to vote rejected.

On Railway Bills our conduct calls
For no detailed narration;
No line could pass our lands without
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Outrageous compensation.

Like gorging fultures at the feast
Our greed surpassed all bounds, sir,
Our blackmail figured, at the least,
One hundred million pounds, sir.

Of Pay-triotism we’ll never tire,

For it we'll live and die, sir,

And, if the reason you inquire,

We spell it with a Y, sir.

In Reason’s name or righteousness
You vainly may reprove us,

For scorn, contempt, and threats possess
The only power to move us.

To mutilate, reject, delay,
Obstruct whene’er we dare it,

We'll persevere in our old way

So long as you will bear it.

Of this be sure, until that day

Such things shall ne’er be mended,
Till million voices join to say,

“The House of Lords is ended! ”

Author Unknown Weekly Dispatch 7 December 1884
Parody Unknown Author 0258

Still I'll be Prime Minister

In World Appeasement's golden days
I led the British nation

By devious diplomatic ways

To reconciliation;

I strained to keep the world from war
According to my plan, Sir,

But found the German Chancellor
Was not a gentleman, Sir.

The Peace-Front next I patronized

With wondrous expedition,
A course ad nauseam advised
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By Labour’s Opposition;

My Peace-Front, nipped by Russian frost,
Was destined not to be, Sir,

But England never, never lost

Full confidence in me, Sir.

Though once I gave aggression’s hand
A friendly Tory pressure,

To-day with Socialists I stand

To fight the armed aggressor.

And since all Parties must concur

Till Europe’s wrongs are righted,

I still shall be Prime Minister

To lead a land united.

These transpositions bold and deft

Are my peculiar glory,

Which make the purpose of the Left

The programme of the Tory;

And though Great Britain’s leftward bent
To some seems dark and sinister,
Whatever be our Government

I'll still remain Prime Minister.

Olga Miller KATZIN 1896_1987

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Poem Is A Pearl

A poem is a pearl within the heart,
Painstakingly perfected, primed with tears,
Offering reflections which the years
Encapsulate within a world apart.

Mirrors in the mind seek ways to chart
Ideas which clarify while calming fears.
Suddenly the soul awakens, clears,

As worries are effaced, while hurt and smart,
Pacified, assuaged, dissolve, depart.
Expression of emotions thus appears

As ecstasy mid human pain. Each hears
Relief and joy, as wellsprings sudden start
Like fountains in the desert buried deep,
Arise at magic touch, spring up from sleep.

A poem is a pearl which line by line

Presents an image musically aligned,

Opening the windows of the mind, -

Enchanting and instructive, half divine.

Mystery, where beauty must combine

Intuition, harmony, entwined

So as its mental message shall unwind

A sense of awe, emotion's heady wine,

Prints pictures where once lonely soul would pine,
Estranged from inner happiness, near blind.

A poem is a pearl where one can find

Release, catharsis, an unsullied shrine.

Layers of filmy light infuse the soul,

Where war was, peace prevails, - all halt healed whole.

(17 August 1990)

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Poem Is A Pearl Ii

A poem is a pearl which line by line

Presents an image musically aligned,

Opening the windows of the mind,

Enchanting and instructive, half divine.

Mystery, where beauty must combine

Intuition, harmony, entwined

So as its mental message shall unwind

A sense of awe, emotions heady wine,

Prints pictures where once lonely soul would pine,
Estranged from inner happiness, near blind.

A poem is a pearl where one can find

Release, catharsis, an unsullied shrine.

Layers of filmy light infuse the soul,

Where war was, peace prevails, all halt healed whole.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Poem Should Not Mean But Be After Archibald
Macleish Ars Poetica

Night, day, words work will's wondrous way,
translating into light

threads at play that more threads lay

seed phrases feed fresh flight.

Weaving in, weeding out,

follow authentic cue

avoiding shout, rant roundabout,
artificial glue,

Writer's violin underpins
emotions ringing true,
poetic string soon second skin

becomes, ne’er dumb, askew.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Poor Young Shepherd After Paul Verlaine Poemes
Saturniens

Of a kiss I'm afraid

as of bees in the skies,

I suffer, I wake,

and no rest may find, take:
of a kiss I'm afraid!

Yet I love Kate, my maid,
and her beautiful eyes,
with her delicate air

white and slender, so fair:
how I love Kate, my maid!

‘Tis St. Valentine’s Day,
I dare not, though I try
my promise to make:
what a dreadful mistake
is St. Valentine’s Day.

She is sworn, the vow’s made,
what a joy Life supplies!

Act the lover, I swear

is so difficult where

love to loved won court’s paid.

Of a kiss I'm afraid

as of bees in the skies,

I suffer, I wake,

and no rest may find, take:
of a kiss I'm afraid!

J'ai peur d’un baiser

Comme d’une abeille.
Je souffre et je veille
Sans me reposer.

J'ai peur d’un baiser

Pourtant j'aime Kate
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Et ses yeux jolis.

Elle est délicate

Aus longs traits palis.
Oh! que j'aime Kate!

C’est Saint-Valentin!
Je dois et je n‘ose
Lui dire au matin.
La terrible choix
Que Saint-Valentin!

Elle m’est promise,
Fort heureusement!
Mais quelle entreprise
Que d’étre un amant
Pres d'une promise!

J'ai peur d’un baiser

Comme d’une abeille.
Je souffre et je veille
Sans me reposer.

J'ai peur d’un baiser.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Prayer

Yesterday, scarcely seven days too soon,

seventeen hours, one summer afternoon,

our baby was born, a beauteous boon,

a beautiful bairn, both bonny and brown.

May all who help, and at her side appear

throughout Time's short span send health to her here,
and hope and happiness; nor harm, nor fear.

Her name? The soft sweet sound is soon set down:
Lucinda!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Propos Pou After John Wolcot The Lousiad Canto I

Je chante un petit pou, I’époux de deux purs poux,
du cuir chevelu d’une téte inconnue,

un jour est descendu s’ajouter au menu

du roi qui, lui, est tout

puissant sur terre!

Prés du trone il est né, ce pou, a grandi chez
I'auguste conseiller qui fut disgracié
entrainant son déces. Ce pauvre pou tombait
les pieds écartelés

en plein dessert!

De haut est-il tombé, la ou le roi mangeait,
de sa femme et de ses déscendants séparé
[il les a enseigné comment se comporter,
jouer et bien manger,

se tirer d’affaires! ]

Le pou s’est relevé devant sa Majesté,
mobile il ne manquait pour se précipiter
pour pouvoir éviter d’étre avalé entier
parmi les autres mets

du pair sans pairs!

Poussé par ses regrets en vain pou essayait
de s’en aller en paix. Il aurait du rester

la ou il se trouvait, car le regard enflé

du fils de Georges Premier

le prit a revers!

Oh Muses imaginez les craintes exprimées
par les yeux égarés du frere du Roi Soleil
lorsqu’avec gravité sur Sevres cloissonné
le pou a commencé

a prendre |'air!

Puissant roi, petit pou: I’'un pére et fils d’un fou,

I'autre trop ingénu, entre eux fatale issue!
Mais tous laissaient issu et combat assidu
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pour toujours continue
partout sur terre!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Question Mark Seldom Sums Sweet Scented Rose

A question mark: love's spark? dark thoughts stark caught?
Quest or request? What wistful vista sketch

Uncertain decks fair face? Has some base wretch
Embarked upon seduction? Is change sought?

Sweet nothings? Transatlantic ticket bought

To guarantee dream destiny, wreath etch

In smiles, not care lines' sybilline twines? Fetch
Overseas another life well wrought?

Naught offers easy answer. Last resort?

Mortar, bricks, altar? Lonesome? Two mast ketch
A-sail upon life's tide? Short haul? Long stretch?
Reward? Loss taught? Eyes tender? taut? distraught?
Knowledge alone in rhyme flows, free verse, prose,
Seldom sums soft glows, sweet scented rose.

(11 October 2009)

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Rant, Arrant Arrogant Words' Worth Jack Out Of
Contest Box Know Form Verses Versus No Norm

Pregnant with celestial fire

Confined to prose in contest which

Refuses verse that draws higher words

Save norm form free, hitch bitch stitch narrow.

Words' worth, William not withstanding,
Should not be to hearse prose restricted,
Inspiration demanding thoughts

Verse rose evicted should not be.

A muse sing out, outside the box
With cutting edge contemporary
Power, precision, unblocks trace

To grow perceptions, and vary flow.

This sonnet's written tongue in cheek
To argue weak bleak are word jails.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Real Kind Lace Juno

Lady loathes life's littleness, leaps free.
Autonomy authentic aids apace

Uniquely understands use to unbrace

Righteous rails, rigourous rigidity.

Entrancing eyes excite expectancy.

Name no names, nag never. Now new grace
Claptrap condemns, chides childish, covert chase.
Exit errors! Enchantment endlessly

Dreams diamond dew, deep draws due decency.
JOcundity jokes, joins joyful embrace,

LAsting laughter, layered language lace.
Knowledge karmic keeps key quality:

Inner idyll. Imagination shines,

ANglo angles angel Armenian lines.

Title anagram for Laurence Djolakian
(15 July 2004 revised 21 March 2009)

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Right To Decide

As either each with Fate must meet
Rendez-vous as time and tide

In synch are meant to coincide,

Grief leave behind, or, karma greet.
Hear arguments none should delete.
The right inalienable to decide

Thus sane need to retain worldwide.
One should not days or months repeat
Dire pain, before dread winding sheet
Eats up all energy inside.

Comfort who curtains draws. Abide

In conscience by choice to complete
Death's call when inner voice can choose
Exit that none should dare refuse.

Anticipate! Chance changes meet,
Refusing compromising ride.

Ideas, ideas, as idyll tied

Glean meanings nothing can defeat.
Here voice for choice despises cheat
To grow, to flow then glow inside,
To tune to wakefulness worldwide.
One should not guiltily repeat
Divisive creed's prayer bead, trite tweet
Ego's face booked easy ride,

Choice IS priority! denied,

Inner longings incomplete,

Dreams, are destroyed. Autonomy
Excludes manipulative key.

(3 December 2011)

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Rose Arose

Of all that nature’s garden grows
the fairest flower is the Rose,
bending to each breeze that blows.

Rose beauty, joy, together sows, -
‘Tis true, as everybody knows, -
inadequately penned in prose.

For from her crown all colour flows,
her petals pink or red she shows,
with white or amber, golden glows.

‘Tis said, or so the story goes,
her spiny thorns are elf arrows
to scare the sprites from the meadows.

In slumber see her heart enclose

bee’s happiness, in sweet repose,

unsullied by harsh winter snows.

Both dark and bright, white, virgin shows, -
the rose from Paradise arose,

and on Time's wing she blows, she blows.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Round Dell After Arthur Compton Rickett A Roundel
1915

A week ago saw dark grave swallow
Beauty's soul, scarce twenty years.
Who could imagine heartbreak hollow
a week ago?

Love now is buried and, in tears,

especially for ourselves, we wallow.

What worth hold hopes compared with fears
with Fate's goad told?

Beneath the sods bier mourners follow,

find closed book, look closed, seal deaf ears
leaving a void in hearts that knew no dearth
A week ago!

A year ago were love and mirth

And Youth's gay, careless flow;

For him flamed Life in all its ardent worth,
A year ago.

Love came with her enchanting glow,
And doubly blessed his happy birth;
Yet those the gods love. Well, we know!

Beneath a nameless mound of earth
He lies, where daisies grow,
Leaving a void in hearts that knew no dearth

A year ago.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Secret Sadness After William Collis Brookes For
Helidor

A secret sadness pains my heart
whenever, with a smiling face,

we meet with others, scarce apart,
in drawing-room or public place.

We chatter with adroit address,

yet you are you and I am I!

None of the fools we greet can guess
your kisses wear my patience, try.

I'm so correct whene'er we meet,
you play so well your stately role,
none may suspect what masked deceit
your image wears within my soul.

(3 August 1985 robi03_0212_broo01_0001 PXX_JLX)

after William Collis Brookes
A Secret Laughter

A secret laughter shakes my heart
whenever, with unsmiling face,
we meet and greet or turn to part
in drawing-room or public place.

We chatter with adroit address,
and you are you and I am I,

and none of all the fools can guess
you wear my kiss upon your thigh.

I am so vapid when we meet,

you play so well your stately role,
that none can ever know, my Sweet,
I wear your image in my soul.
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William Collis Brookes For Helidor 1949 A Secret Laughter

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Tease Ate At Ease

Forty-five fragile film frames flickered fast,

Offered fragile existential fantasy.

Rehearsal? repetition? f[o]ray fancy-free?

Timed role’s played only once before cold blast.

Youth spins loaded dice, Styx stones cast, fall forecast,
Fickle fate finesses foresight finicky.

Iconoclastic? idyllic? lottery

Voids mortal cyphers’ sore core scores. Vacuum vast.
Emphemeral existence fades fast. Past

Youth clings, sings, rings prime passed preparing Lethe,
Exit pursued by bare Life’s absurdity.

A tease ate at ease? Flea’s frieze freeze, picked, nicked, repast.
Rose scent sent doom dissolves all errors paid,

Stage gauged age paging, gloom’s page terror greyed.

Forty-five frames flicker fast.

Opt out of final fantasy.

Rehearsal over, piper’s fee

Toxic toxin tolled. Cold blast.

Yearned remission ends, soon past.
Fate finesses finicky

Ideals as lethal lottery

Vacuums mortal coil at last.
Expunges wishful-thinking fast
Deadlines loom, dread signs tomb see
Aware of hope's absurdity.

Yet fear flees further fears die cast.
Self-indulgence pointless proves.

A tease? at ease? last ga[s]p removes.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Time Will Come

A time will come when wor[l]ds still stand
Together and as good as read

In letters proud combine heart, head,
Mistakes avoiding - 'twould be grand.
'Exactly what we mean', as sand,

With time can change, black white, blue red
Instead can turn as streams their bed
Leave to flow into foreign land.

Let letters lie! For when they band,
Caxton's soldiers, made of lead,

Once woken, right, cannot be led!

Make music, mistakes, and hand in hand
Embrace true feelings, understand!

Jonathan ROBIN
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A To Z Ambre Alice Double Best

Art Alice, Ambre, amuse Alexis'll attest,
Axel attentive, allegresse.

Beads, burst balloons, boats, sand beach best,
Bath bubbles, birthday double blessed.
Chimps, chips, choosing treasure chest,
Computers, chums, Cannes, Camille, chess.
Dogs, dance dreams, dolls divinely dressed,
Distractions daily, daintiness.

Denying dread, despair distress,

Defeating dour duds, dress dirtiness
Excitement, Eden, Everest,

Enchantment ever effortless

Evolving energy, endless.

Fortune cookies, fancy dress,

Fairy-tales, friends, festiveness,

Fontaine's Fables, funniness.

Grandma, Grandpa, greeting guests,

Green gardens, gold rings, games to guess.
Gold Moon transformed despite protest.
Hands holding hands in happiness,
Harmony, hopes, healthiness.

Imagination if impressed,

Interplay, ideas id est.

Independance, incisiveness.

Intuitive idyll, Iris.

Jumping-Jacks, jokes, jolly jest,

Kittens, knowledge rhyme contest,

Love, lollipops, life's loveliness

Learning, delight, light, more not less!
Maude mummy, music, making mess,
Much merriment mocking minds mindless.
Nice, nature, monster of loch Ness,

Names Ambre and Alice nonetheless,
Opportunity and openness.

Pantomimes, pranks, playing pest

Parties, puppies' playfulness,

Pageants, pastels, prettiness,

Questions and rewarded quests,

Quibbling and some quietness.
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Rings, rewards, rise late, late rest,
Recognition, responsiveness.

Sweets, super surprises, supper, success
Scorpio, swimming, soft sunsets.
Thoughtful twins' treats, tenderness,
Temptations, teddies, trips, hair untressed.
Understanding upends unrest

Unity and usefulness,

Vines, violins, violet velvet vest,

Virtue, virtual visuals, vibrant nest.
Wishing-well, T.V., wild west.

Winning, wonder, willfulness.

Yes to all yearned Yes, Yes, Yes, Yes!
Zigzag zoo visit's zany zest.

A to Z Ambre Alice double best
(11 May 2013)

Jonathan ROBIN
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A To Z Of All I Hate

Artists indiscriminate,

Billionaire bulls bears berate,
Careless kids insatiate,
Domination by dread State,

Effete fools effeminate

Frogs, slimy snails fat Frenchman ate,
Growing old, ungrateful state -
Hypocrites who soon deflate,
Intellectuals irate,

Jobbing backwards when too late,
Kits and cattens mewling mate,
Litigation, legislate.

Matrimonial stale_mate,
Neglecting rendez-vous, birthdate,
Overacting, things ornate,

Pastry spilt from pattern plate.
Queues, where late folks always wait,
Refusing poor, unfortunate,
Straying outside narrow, straight,
Trust betrayed, prevaricate.
Undermining minds more great,
Varnish, make-up, snaring gait,
Wishy-washy writers' prate,

XX XY exaggerate,

Youths fine fortunes dissipate,
Zurich subprime speculate.

A to Z of all I hate

A rtists inarticulate,

B oors who bears and bulls would bate,
C areless kids insatiate,

D omination by the State,

E fforts' unrewarded wait,

F rogs and snails the Frenchman ate,
G rowing old, - a sorry state -

H ypocrites who soon deflate,

I ntellectuals irate,

J obbing backwards when too late,

K its and cattens mewling mate,
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L egislation to equate.

M isogyny, divorce stalemate

N ot remembering the date,

O veracting, things ornate,

P astry upon patterned plate.

Q ueues, and where one has to wait,
R efusing the unfortunate,

S wearing, straying from the straight,
T rust betrayed. Decrees of Fate.

U ndermining minds more great,

V arnish, make-up, snaring gait,

W ilting women overweight,

Y ouths who fortunes dissipate,

Z urich gnomes who speculate.

A to Z of all we hate

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Turn Of Phrase

A turn of phrase, sublime or simple,
can beautify an ugly pimple
or turn a frown into a dimple.

Harmony in place of racket,
music where most others lack it,

[or draw a blank and ask a packet! ]

Where there's a pen to praise a wimple,
some wimp will ink white paper, black it.

(9 May 1991)

Jonathan ROBIN
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A Void, Noting Nothing

As nature hates a vacuum NOTHING can

be but a figment fragment second-guessed.
Reality and dreams combine, their quest

is thus to banish NOTHING then to span
creation's vastness, scanning big bang's van,
from tao trip evolution's also-ran

to space displacement through one thousandth dan,
to Time condensing on initial jest

when request and inquest converge in gest.
Atoms void avoid, spin tails till trail's lost, rest
contest, contestants, distance, Uber plan,
arresting surface difference with zest.

From mess congestive to suggestive test
of chaos, universal fractal fest
patterns pitter patter, matter must

invent itself from, to, through, into dust.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A World Too Wide For His Shrunk Shank After
Shakespeare Jacques Seven Ages Of Man

Alas! What hope remains? The Welfare State,
Wrought through the years of blood, sweat, toil and tears,
Of suffering and strife, to some appears

Refuted by f[r]ee enterprise whose weight

Leaves little budget elbow room. We wait.

Death bides its time an extra span. Each nears
The century where ‘threescore' once brought fears
Of death. Yet western world's extended date,

Or lease on life means at a triple rate

We claim or pay for benefits. Few cheers

In underemployment's rise. One hears

Demands for health-care, pensions, but, too late
Empty promises most hollow find,

too few for bluff fall, most fear future blind.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 161



A[r]mour Plating Dating After William Shakespeare
Jacques Seven Ages Of Man - As You Like It

All their world’s a page,

and all the players Internet addicted,

they have their pseudos, resumés, some avatars,
each actor for a time plays many parts,
cont[r]acts enacting seven stages.

At first computer,

with WINDOWS' bugs well hid in viral links.

And then the neophyte’s instruction manual,

and wide-eyed eager face, googling some site

so willingly to screen. Then follows practice,

with MAIL, TRASH, SPAM and FORWARD, shortcuts everywhere,
colliding in his brain with mistress’ eyebrow,

the fantasies and fictions of the game

tied to an IP number’s trace race chase.

Then the user, sudden and quick to answer;
seeking ever new experience

even in deception’s mouth. And then the addict
rejoicing in his bandwidth always on,

weary eyed a-seeking Second Life,

or You Tube, Facebook, Meetic dating quest,

full of wise ways and easy answerings,

heedless of phishing, firewall disrepair,

and so he plays his part.

The sixth stage shifts

into the bored and blasé demi-loon,

with carnet for his prose, and instant message rote,
whose self assessments leave what friends remain
at sea when he some siren seeks to trap,

attention span a-waste, webworld too wide

for his shrunk purse, and his high manly hopes
betrayed by longings, dreams and discontent,
discretion all at sea.

Last stage of all
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that ends this strange eventful history

is deconnection and mere oblivion,

where search can’t google happiness,

CONTROL ALT SUP still failing to reboot,

sans screen, sans time, sans reason, rhyme, sans everything.

Round world's flat screen, we mean all IP layers,
AP men, women, merely playing payers,

whose passwords, logins, mask their lonely hearts
and when each plays so many parts,

their contActs spanning seven stages.

One on this page attracts consideration,

'tis that contesting woeful single station
attempting to unite two souls to whole

in harmony. Bells turn to tocsin toll

less holy seeming than when bridal white
December turned to May, drew day from night
for knight and maiden, spinning down black hole
illusions which rich future vowed. Control

too lax, too strict, turns consternation

as high ideals by poor deal alteracation

cuts ground beneath feet walking on hot coal,
tried by Time's steal, reach beached on turmoil's shoal.

Whether by Nature well or poor endowed
enthusiasm finds itself too cowed,

bellweather reputations are sustained

to keep hope's end up, rumour’s buzz maintained
by Cialis, Viagra, compensation

anticipating faint heart's compensation

drawn from vagina dildo dispensation

urges merge surge experiencing sensation

as soon perceived as waned, trust held in fee
by devil's advocate's plea, once allowed,

proud pennant dips perplexlingly, down bowed.

One wonders if attraction offers clues
to questions, answers, existential lure,
both waiting in gestation to refuse,
accept, delay, pay, play as sinecure.
Is fantasy what we affection name
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as love which hand in glove with need sounds sweet,
attenuates life’s jungle’s ruthless game,

and tints the lover’s glasses lest we cheat

Death’s threats through disillusion premature.
Destiny's spun thread sped Time must cut

for reasons which to mortals seem obscure,

which fit in puzzle pattern's piecemeal rut

to knit tomorrows which mature too fast

as all at last acknowledge naught can last.

Jonathan ROBIN
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A[s]ail - Prose Poem

A sail -

brave paling, ailing -

on the dead sea mirror

of man’s anonymity, -

not a pretty picture!

The world is midwife

to its own rebirth

and sexton to its

own interment. A lost
generation spreadeagled
across the pillow of life,
asea, dissarray on the billows
while the bellows roar

and the smoke stacks pour
before that final belch
relieves them of motion.
With a new world still in flux
beneath the mental horizon of the workless masses,
Carpe Diem’s drum attracts
when all else lacks -

save flailing, failing -

a short sale...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Above

Let's set shared singing spirit free,
soaring swiftly skywards, try

on wings unpinionned, wild, to see
eternity, and to reply

to questions put on 'he' and 'she’,
the how, the wherefore, and the why.
On willing wings of poetry

the feathered quill will learn to fly
above Man’s self-filled boundary
and compromises all defy,
translating inner will “to be”
through energy none shall deny
to symphony-serenity.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Above Beyond

Above, beyond,

horizon's pond

blue planet's spin

seems very thin,

waves atmospheric wand.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Acceleration Generation Regeneration Or
Degeneration

Terse verse rehearses Nature’s cycle sent

as curse hearse food for thought life’s answers sought
for four millenia or more - predicament

narcissistic of man shaman time-trap caught.

Face lost in crowd, once cowed, may soar unbowed
outside staged stages, mournful shadow phase,
brief briefcase hard luck history, dread cloud
forever present pillow night dismays.

Man’s no stranger to hustle bustle streets,
unrailed and yet derailed by accident,

disease, or time which harvests heartless beats
as often as those tuned to tenderment.

Rent must be paid for earthly tenement

from birth to earth berth threescore ten years taught,
taut tightrope led from dark, fed, darkness bent,

with best laid plans of mice and men cut short.

Ignore swift time rift, second-thoughts aloud,
ticked of some callendar of nights and days,

of ages rushed and crushed far more than wowed,
till Lethe drowns strife's sorrows from life's gaze.

'Unkindest cut of all' seems self-deceit's
travesty of chance earth birth has meant
for opportunities before the winding-sheet's
last laugh and rictus ends bewilderment.

The sum of knowledge - man's empowerment -

now doubles each decade, and this has wrought
scope for both hope, destruction; store saved, spent,
itself prepares fresh options, cyclic sport.

Invention, innovation, have allowed,
acceleration which might seem haste haze
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to most, who'd cruise coast, choose not, will kow-towed,
or caught in fad, trend, fashion, transient craze.

Unprecedented upgrade mankind meets,

greets multi-modal gene switch tripped, yet ought

take time out, flout race, rush outface; crush cheats

new world more slave than brave, wave’s bore grave fraught.

Moore’s Law's extrapolations represent

not only chips more powerful to sport
networked communications excellent,

they challenge base assumptions 'heaven sent'.

Concern to channel causal temperament

may seem as dream to stumblers on time bought,
but bumbling being bubble bursts, has wrent
tissues, rewiring brain sheath substance - sort

of myelin, white matter supplement

to speed synaptic links as swiflty caught,

relayed, as thought by neurones excellent

whose store depends on practice or to naught

is brought by lapse which traps experiment.

Bewilderment seems signature for most

who means can't steer to ends whose causal tick
beyond the click of mice and men mere ghost
appear to veer haphazardly, fall sick,

lose sight of goals, won't strive, prefer to coast
then perish caring scarce a fiddlestick

for those behind who raise sham, futile toast

to life vain strife perpetuates - lipstick

gloss to hide loss of unused gifts they lick

to mask frustration, stress, quick nervous tic.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Acceptance Dance

She stands on river's brink to think
of future fair ahead,

holds hands with wonder's link to ink
all hope her heart has said.

She dreams beyond the veil this tale

to share where all mundane

may shed away, hope's gleam won't fail
to soothe away past pain.

She sways below the mountain high
to rhythms heart may start

to startle into starlit sky

from hibernation, chart

the way to interplay which may
anticipations meet,

where each day's reach may break away
from cares, and, sharing, greet

dreams blessed as fears fade, laid to rest,
metamorphosis wished -

renewed is zest, heart's treasure chest
unlocked, unblocked, relished.

She leans into the breeze and sees

fresh opportunities

where Love love frees to please, to tease,
to seize beyond the seas

Joy where she understands all lands
by rainbow bridge are spanned,

as mountain lies at peace with skies
where providence joins hands

with laughter, light, by day, by night,
by insight spurred to fly

on wings of white to true delight:
acceptance seeks no 'Why?'
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Accessibility Sonnet

Although acessibility at times appears an empty dream,

Creative strategies MUST lead towards acceptance of this right,
Confirming care for special needs, for firm and long term oversight,
Efforts made internationally to guarantee clear meta scheme.
Strengths and weaknesses should see transparency, informed esteem.
Suspicions more suspicions breed, pollute life’s stream, begin to bite
Into advances bias freed. Discrimination all indict

Brains may be disability - for things are seldom all they seem.

In age of ubiquity true opportunities may gleam

Lifting barriers to excede base expectations which tonight

In sight or hearing often seed fear, frustration bottled tight.

To handicap the right 'to be' is recognized within man's team.

Yet - if respecting privacy - tomorrow's sensor networks may
Stimulate diversity, to hope and scope add interplay.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Accord Aeon Aeonium Velours Translation Malou
Troel, Plouvien Aeonium Velours Response M C Gold

Good: our choice, bloom open voice vibrating,
Attraction magnetic peeping

Through entries in safe-keeping.

Artful Ariane, anticipating,

Blond head, from horn escaping,

From fears and tears joy reaping.

Extension of my dreams, of my thoughts,
Inextricably caught
In firebird glance safe, shared, sought.

Good in my heart, zephyr light tinkling
In your smile, echo humming:

Both beginning, second coming,
Pleasure inking, winking, thinking

Of sweetness polyhedral,

Words worlds blossoming as one,
Bidirectional joy won,

Heartfelt kisses' bliss cathedral.

Here your words from wait translating
Nothing rough, nor bluff, souls sweeping,
Over time and distance leaping

Soul for soul's eternal mating.

Of good, time's hues

Of life, rhyme's tempo,

Of happiness shared halo.

Gold: your voice, in my soul vibrating,
As a discreet evidence, creeping

Into the most secret entries.

Skillful Ariane, never idle lying,

Fond of her thread, dawn unveiling,
Flouting all flatness and all tears.

Extension of my dreams, of my thoughts,
Which furtively seeps out
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In a glance, swift, red firebrand.

Gold in my heart, the light tinkling

Of your smile, humming and echoing:
Of mine the whole beginning,
Stretching, a burst of intense pleasure,
Of sweetness roundest circle,

Cradling smoothly blossoming words,
Before flying them back to you,

A fluttering kiss for your heart.

Here are your words and their weight,
Nothing of a sweet talk they are but:
Of gold, the colors

Of life, the tempo

Of happiness, the halo.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Achilles Had A Little Heel After Mary Had A Little Lamb

Achilles had a little heel,

its skin was white as snow;
and everywhere Achilles went
its twin was sure to go.

His mother dipped him in the Styx
held by that little heel

henceforth Achillles bones soon picks -
scarce kept an even keel.

Greeks followed him to war one day;
quite playing by his rules;

he made the Trojans weep and pray,
to see selves seem such fools.

Of yore before fair Carthage shore
was met by Myrmidons
he tore Telephus, left wound sore -
or so say Oxford dons.

His troops were ordered to withdraw
withal though Troy destroyers

were winning war till Nestor saw
some sought Appollo's lawyers.

They sat in Council, Calchas claimed
his child from Agamemnon,

Chryseis kidnapped but King [t]aimed
Briseis, Achilles' leman.

Achilles' anger far and wide
was famed - a fatal flaw -
eternal legends since abide
of home_ru[i]ns galore.

It's G[r]eek to me how he could fling
his wrath from coast to coast,

fair Amazons his arms could bring

to grief, reefed Hades' host.
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Patroculus his armour wore
successfully in song,

till Hector tore him to cold slaw,
Haephestus' trappings done.

One day an arrow turned him out,
transfixing sole so near,

soul lingered restlessly about

till Pluto did appear.

'Why'd Thetis love Achilles so? '
schoolchildren eager cry;

'Why, mothers love their lambs, you know, '
trained teachers must reply!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Acknowledgement

Chaste comely maiden, beauty bright,
honed pen, fair heart, begins to write
and all who read well wonder whence
such fairness springs as evidence
extends from pole to pole, day, night
must intermingle, extradite

all thought of envy, pride, high fence,
and low greed's need to seed fresh pence.
Peoples, perceiving peerlesss light,
completely conquered, honoured quite,
acknowledge spell which swells delight.
above ambition's impotence.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Across The Bourse

To gall, then gloom, did bear incline
Through Gaul when doom bid share decline.

Wall Street at last turns dust, seeds crash
fall meet, fat past earns rust, greed's cash.

Bear Stearns and Lehmann's fall from grace,
their churns banned be, plans stall, dumb race.

Intent on gain, reign clover paid,
In tent on rain, pain overweighed.

Once free, see sighing traders sore
dunce be key spying raiders raw.

Glance shows descent meant warning clear,
chance flows, resentment dawning here.

Where skill may still preserve or flaw,
there ill they will deserve a floor.

Sots, they're no hedge, nor ever sure,
whats their knowledge? poor, never more.

They'd steer, ears bent, cold rumour's roar,
strayed, veer, fears lent, old humours bore.

For where they read stock set to soar,
your share may red [b]lock net blue score.

They've Will to spend on margin small
Save till [t]rue end gone Charge in call!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Acrostic 1991

Now mankind nears the watershed of Fate,

In time of trouble framed by clouds of war
New-gathered in the Middle East, the core
Eternal of religious love and hate.

The days are numbered. Meanwhile, we await
Explosively the order to withdraw,

Excessive brinkmanship won't help the poor,
Nor ease the tensions that accumulate.

Not by the oily strand strip called Kuwait

Is the reply found for fair freedom's shore

Ne'er seemed so distant, and a tidal bore
Existence threatens. Is it not too late?

Take care elsewhere. Beware the mirage. State,
Youth undermines. Underemployment's sore
O'erspreads the world, a cancer, more and more
New disappointment fosters, may create

Escape valves which illusions prove too late.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Acrostic 1992

Narrow the world, with very little scope

Inside its boundaries for warring creed.

Now seed, now bloom, now dead in word and deed,
Ended scarce begun, yet still we hope

To add an extra twist to Time's short rope,
Expressing trust which on itself does feed,
Energy recycling. Great our need,

Never flags, grows greater, while we grope
New yardsticks more secure, for seldom Pope
Imam or preacher can in conscience lead,

Nor can sham shaman really draw a bead
Exact ‘twixt Hell and Heaven. Few can cope!
Their lives are lonely interludes which slope
Year after year towards the grave, their seed
Too thinly scattered, and their barren breed
With other worries blessed, which telescope.
One sighs while lonely hearts in silence bleed ...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Acrostic Sonnet Gail Harcus Life Withess Bears

Ghost of Cleopatra ‘neath the Nile

A thousand years had haunted twice before

In hearing of fresh fame sh[ad]e knew for sure
Life witness bears to one whose peerless smile
Has shown the world that Beauty was on trial,
Awaiting its high priestess. Now, no more
Rude Homer's lyre will be respected for
Creating Circe, Helen, Attic guile.

Unique She reigns, far from crowds which defile.
So as, compared to her, each Muse is poor,
Gods and heroes fade, swift shown the door!
All aim their ends with her's to reconcile.

In one alone all qualities combine,

Link in a heart of gold none can refine.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Acrostic Sonnet On The Sonnets On The Sonnet

Some sonnets upon sonnets poets write
Offering examples of their skill,

Need neither censure nor false praise to fill
New chapter, verse, in ego's copyright.
Encapsulation through a structure tight
Turns a neat phrase avoiding overkill,

Or temperature tests, unbiased will

Nature, Man, describes in terms polite.
Sense and or sensitivity, insight

Ordered, bordered, mission may fulfill,

New bark on old folds sundry thoughts that spill,
Netting beauty, spelling out delight.
Emotions through control find freedom which
Triumph over prose prosaic [p]itch.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 182



Adrenaline Shock

As excitement trips synaptic traps, taps inner ocean tide

Deep within the spirit calling to the hidden beast inside,

Rising quicker, quicker falling, masterminding, unpoliced,

Electricity internal surges, impulse shocks released.

Now accept an opportunity for challenge set aside,

As hunter spies through camouflage the prey too long denied.

Listen as the heart beats faster, who is hunter, who is fleeced?

Is one servant, is one master, must it matter in the least?

New conundrum through the ear drum, sounding board plumbs, Fate defied.
Enterprising and surprising, tingles jingle far and wide,

SHed all hesitation information channelled, need to feast,

Open ended this excitement as red blood count is increased.

Cause, effect can come together as their patterns superpose
Kneeding, feeding, seeding needing more than many may suppose...
robi03_1079_robi03_0000 ASX_CMX

(16 March 2005 revised April 30 2008)
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Advertising

Personal principles are praised, but instead

Public Opinion is too easily led.

The muddy brained People must beg for its bread
bewildered by twenty-six cynics of lead.

They're so artificial, those bland bywords bred,
yet represent love signals, colour code thread.
Cold copy-writers our custom importune
composing cant catchwords to cull off our fortune.

Publicity [p]reaches wherever we tread,

an encroaching octopus tentacles spread,

pours bland inky blessings on all but the dead.
Standardization with all pretence shed

industry offers fat profits ahead,

as promise of status stands sales in good stead.

Cold creams and cosmetics, shampoos for the hair,
stimulants and sedatives, to each his share,
need needs be invented to spare us from care?

The sales pitch embraces those parts of the nation
accounting for most of mankind's consumation
according to up-to-date sales information

from market research data based computation,
women, the workers, the young generation.
Commitments increase as old scruples are shed.

Spring water purchased in neat plastic bottle,
sports car equipped with an elegant throttle,
all must be sold, unemployment to throttle.

With credit all waiting from wanting is fled

For the recession, combined with inflation,
threatens the structures of civilization;
savings must shrink or we'll face confrontation
from all who would otherwise lack occupation.
New goods and services are stimulation.

Odd sorts, shapes and sizes, confuse, so its rare
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that housewives, though willing, can truly compare;
that packaging costs more than product's unfair!

With prosperous public to politics wed,

privacy's threatened, it can't be gainsaid.
Consumer protection is often misled

by headlines enticing and small print widespread.
Set in strip lighting, or spoken, or read,

through radio, T.V., broadcasted in bed.

Nor ever has Internet, spammed, been immune,
text message records, repeats, slick slogan, tune.
Printed in polychrome over our head,

in so many senses, for senseless fathead,

over the airwaves judiciously spread

from high ultra-violet to low infra-red,

pasted on posters in blue, black, or red,
advertisement squares all our savings have bled.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Advice To An Applicant - Parody Rudyard Kipling — If

If you can back your boss and keep on smiling,
while toning down his brash absurdities,

if, having watched the man manhandle filing,
you rearrange the folders pretty please,

if coy and charming, beautiful, beguiling,
anticipating all contingencies,

you manage new accounts, contacts redialling,
correct crass spelling, cover vagaries...

If you can keep your head while he’s resiling,
evolve successful counter-strategies,

if ‘'mum’s the word’, discrete, effective tyling,
from busy-bodies safe when he agrees.

If you can spend your time in reconciling

his intellectual inanities,

never upset his fragile ego, heiling

whene’er he feels the need, or profits sneeze...

If Windows easy comes, while modem dialing
to DSL migration’s not a tease,

if firewall free from viruses hostiling

you clean can keep, recalling password keys,
if the above you show him recompiling

the data lost when he lacks expertise, -

yet know your place as cypher, never riling,
remembering to bow before ‘big cheese’...

If you can stand him publicly reviling

your good ideas, then claim them his with ease,
can watch while rival’s ruin he’s compiling

so coldly that a lizard’s blood would freeze.

If when betrayed by his ambitious wiling

you triumph through innate abilities,

ignoring basic scheming, baser guiling,

you seize the precious point he never sees! ...

If you won't blush when, rash, he’ll rush, exiling

your intuitions as freak fantasies,
but confidently while free-time he’s whiling,
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circumvent his incapacities.

Surpassing him in brains, tact, versatiling,

you never strive to swap your salaries,

but both feet on the ground, still patient, smiling,
can counteract his incoherencies...

If you are sure his image needs restyling,
select the suits that suit down to the tees,

if you are ever ready camomiling,

or sprinkling sugar, creaming, coffee, teas,
if you can trick his wayward infantiling

and censure not his immaturities,

ignore his clumsy tries at fond defling,

yet fondled, tactful, rise from off his knees...

If you take three degrees while reconciling

your private life to further Ph.D.’s,

if you can children bear without work piling

and keep them free from trouble and disease,

if you can spring his quick promotion - vile thing -
and play the game of happy families...

Your’s is the job, the rest’s cosmetic styling,

the prized princess and pride of... secret’ries!

21 Februrary 1990 & 23 May 2005
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Affair

Most flee feared future's disarray,
undercover years' tears, doubt,
demonstrating life's roundabout
wry, hearts' harmony astray.
Black tie affairs mask day-to-day
regrets, misundersandings, flout.
impressions, hide affections' drought,
disavowing sharing, pray

upon timeworn love's interplay,
Instinctively pretend without
fete; bluffing athough all about
guiltily observe dismay.
Cummerbund infidelity

funds monochrome obscenity.

(24 January 2012)
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After Black Tie Dinner

Most couples, from their future, with dismay
attempt to hide as years add tears to doubt,
reminding one that life seems roundabout
gone haywire, fun affection run astray.

Black tie affairs too often day-to-day

regrets, hedged bets, must mask as inside out.
impressions fool, fears false conventions flout,
too few prove love's success in sharing way.
Rewards are justly won. The interplay
Instinctive of your talents is without
counterfeit féte; bluff though all about

in black and white back from right track, bright play.
Though cummerbund funds infidelity

restore from monochrome integrity.

Jonathan ROBIN
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After Buttered Bread Spreading

After buttered bread spreading
white wedding lies scarlet bedding,
hearts seen heading

towards tear shedding,

deep water treading

pride groomed bride beheading.

(7 August 2007)

Jonathan ROBIN
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After Dinner - Margaret And Richard

Most couples, from their future, with dismay
Attempt to hide as years add tears to doubt,
Reminding one that life seems roundabout
Gone haywire, with its genius astray.

And yet you set example day-to-day

Regrets no space retain, inside or out.

Each in his way should vain conventions flout,
Though few give striking proof succeed we may.
Rewards are justly won. The interplay
Instinctive of your talents is without
Counterfeit or bluff though all about

Hope for mere fraction of your worth to lay

A sure foundation for that joy which I

Rise up to toast, pair love does sanctify.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 191



After Milady Parody Edna St Vincent Millay I Am But
sSummer

Although harsh winter weighs down restless heart,
I know I'm not but cusp, husk for full year.

Warm welcome will expand, dwarf other part,
swing brooding moods to mine shared joys sincere.
No harvest rich with golden fruits to sell

need I, nor wise saws winter hoarfrost bring,

who loves well Hell defies, time's ebb and swell
weathered, all storms calmed, splices angel wing.
Love therefore says: O time suspend thy flows!
range changeless and defy fate's hidden drums,
so two true steady stay, thorn shorn from rose,
no far migration, ceaseless summer comes.

No pause, no cause to seek another clime

eternal summer gilding timeless rhyme.

I know I am but summer to your heart,

And not the full four seasons of the year;
And you must welcome from another part
Such noble moods as are not mine, my dear.
No gracious weight of golden fruits to sell
Have I, nor any wise and wintry thing;

And I have loved you all too long and well

To carry still the high sweet breast of Spring.
Wherefore I say: O love, as summer goes,

I must be gone, steal forth with silent drums,
That you may hail anew the bird and rose
When I come back to you, as summer comes.
Else will you seek, at some not distant time,
Even your summer in another clime.

Jonathan ROBIN
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After The Carnival

The carnival of carefree play

too long has tripped its careless way,
clowned senseless as an ass's bray

while flesh from flesh Time stripped away.

Once sun strong shone, when one made hay
cicada-like, would spend the day

in hasting-wasting, led astray

by vain beliefs the day to pay

would never come. But hopes decay,

the ostrich-innings stumped. Today,
momentum lost, depressed dismay

notes there's no energy to pray.

Illusions fade, blue skies turn grey,

what once seemed certain from life's fray
has dropped defeated, options fray.
Careless of creed, one must obey

dread summons which to night turns day.

That one's posterity will stay

when life's departed holds at bay

a sense of impotence and may

part justify the role to play.

The carnival is over, May

to Winter bows, Spring may not stay,
its darling buds in blossom, gay,
tomorrow must return to clay.

Apreés la Féte

Life's Carnival swift sinks, soon drive,
ambitions fail. What sense to strive
when dregs alone remain to drain
before forgetfulness stakes claim.

Who have the strength to goals attain

with principles intact remain

exceptions to life's ground rules lain,

clowns stride stage, pine, pain, soon lie slain.
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Though some may for a time contrive
to fool themselves, they steeper dive
when time in pawn takes pawn alive,
soon sacrificed to failure's knives,
which often with success connive.

Illusions lost, we find with pain,

are seldom truly gained again

what once seemed certain's then proved vain
when gain proves dross, and loss insane.

Dunce bee, once drawn to wicket flame,
no curtain call can still sustain,
another worker t[r]icked from hive

which will remain no less alive.

Jonathan ROBIN
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After The Funeral

The Past departed with the last forced mourners, whose facial expressions, with
their tremolo of tics, - tell-tale suppressions, - told of fear. Tension in tightened
corners of mouth and eyes. terror, surprise, trembling, cries, each would
disguise anguish masked, questions unanswered here, unwelcome intimations of
mortality.

The Past departed, partly of its own accord, parts, shut out, ignored, roles played
out as few could yet afford to flout morality. Timed€™s uncertainties by Time
itself underscored. Departure leaving absence of feeling, - absence of feeling
hermetically sealing from mind and face all trace of childhood innocence.

In place of innocence and grace, - Loss, emptiness! Emptiness here an imperfect
vacuum open unto wilderness of self-delusion of strength, which, all the more
fragile for its brave face, is self-defeating. A vacuum is strong, can do no wrong,
being internally self sufficient.

The Past departed; at first sight seeming to ease out emotion. threat squeezing,
freezing, unappeasingly diseasing. The surface calm afforded no balm, no outlet
for the lotion that soothes the spirit, dowsing suffering and pain, incorporating
the magic potion which to love and light restores the soul through tears. Tears,
in childhood and advancing years, cleanse fears.

Superficial calm masks the rampant tiger of repression whose fire eyes prowl
through the layers of sensation to plough the deep recesses of the mind,
exploding the barriers which we, in our blindness, instinctively erect. Too soon
we lose the key to unlock them, thus we restrain Lovea€™s passage to the
world.

Yet, although fears increase, prevent release, distort the soul, fragment the
whole, there too are feeling forces, secret sources which well up and chart twin
courses down the cheeks from which the hearta€™s resources spring, may bring
relief, sing peace.

The Past departed with the last forced mourners, Their dark impressions cold and
drear, conscience unclear. Unwelcome intimations of mortality pervasively
intruded, could not disappear. Release was a luxury few could afford. Terror,
surprise, tension in tightened corners of mouth and eyes. The dreaded shadow
loomed as surface distress, masking primal self-pity, angrily welled up, and, for
the living, shed a tear.
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Part of its own accord, part shut out, ignored, the Past departed with the last
forced mourners. Their drawn expressions, torn by tics, told of fear. Unwelcome
intimations of mortality suddenly intruded, and would not disappear. Release
was a luxury few could afford. Terror, surprise, tension in tightened corners of
mouth and eyes. The dreaded shadow loomed near, as surface distress, masking
primal self-pity, angrily welled up, and, for the living, shed a tear.

Jonathan ROBIN
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After The Funeral Ii - 0208

The Past departed with the last forced mourners, whose facial expressions, with
their tremolo of tics, tell-tale suppressions, told of fear. Tension in tightened
corners of mouth and eyes. terror, surprise, trembling, cries, each would
disguise anguish masked, questions unanswered here, unwelcome intimations of
mortality.

The Past departed, partly of its own accord, parts, shut out, ignored, roles played
out as few could yet afford to flout morality. Time's uncertainties by Time itself
underscored. Departure leaving absence of feeling, absence of feeling
hermetically sealing from mind and face all trace of childhood innocence.

In place of innocence and grace, Loss, emptiness! Emptiness here an imperfect
vacuum open unto wilderness of self-delusion of strength, which, all the more
fragile for its brave face, is self-defeating. A vacuum is strong, can do no wrong,
being internally self sufficient.

The Past departed; at first sight seeming to ease out emotion. threat squeezing,
freezing, unappeasingly diseasing. The surface calm afforded no balm, no outlet
for the lotion that soothes the spirit, dowsing suffering and pain, incorporating
the magic potion which to love and light restores the soul through tears. Tears,
in childhood and advancing years, cleanse fears.

Superficial calm masks the rampant tiger of repression whose fire eyes prowl
through the layers of sensation to plough the deep recesses of the mind,
exploding the barriers which we, in our blindness, instinctively erect. Too soon
we lose the key to unlock them, thus we restrain Love's passage to the world.

Yet, although fears increase, prevent release, distort the soul, fragment the
whole, there too are feeling forces, secret sources which well up and chart twin
courses down the cheeks from which the heart's resources spring, may bring
relief, sing peace.

The Past departed with the last forced mourners, Their dark impressions cold and
drear, conscience unclear. Unwelcome intimations of mortality pervasively
intruded, could not disappear. Release was a luxury few could afford. Terror,
surprise, tension in tightened corners of mouth and eyes. The dreaded shadow
loomed as surface distress, masking primal self-pity, angrily welled up, and, for
the living, shed a tear.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 197



(10 January 2010)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Against Stale Current

It seems essential to unite

to urgent questions answers which

may trigger links to dream themes, might
prepare fulfilment shared and rich.

Unused to feeling understood,

sharp insight into others bores,

trees sees, sure draws, ignores not wood
nor would, for blinkers truth abhors.

Sense of pure purpose has withstood
positions frozen, chosen doors

swing open ever, inner good
scorning pride, bias, rotten cores.

Deceptive calm. Tried tenets try
to analyze and to translate

life's unity so none fight shy

of fighting prejudice and hate.

Against stale 'current’, with the stream
of light and life few soar serene,
scarcely surprising guarded gleam

still stays unshared...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Agence Nationale Pour L'Emploi Rue Blanche

A waiting-room where worries surface soon,
Nor may be dissipated, jobless list

Perversely daily grows, and pessimist
Emphatically are all who lampoon

Realities unjust as stage buffoon.

Useless to call, the problems will persist.
Employment rates fall further, chances missed
Black tarnish barrow boy and silver spoon.
Life hangs between the optimist who'd croon
A ceaseless siren song whose very gist

No sad end entertains, and realist

Caught by statistics which won't play 'le clown'.
'Heaven helps him who helps himself' is said,
Expressing wishful thinking's leaps ahead.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ages Of Man

Birthday

Play day
Sleigh day
May Day

Sway day

Prey day
Heyday

Betray

Payday
Dismay
Mayday!

Pray day

In the way day
J.

Out of the way slay day.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Aground

Unique and common, in between

night's sighs, dawn's longings, scarce serene;
we float here, there, through dreams' insight.
whose strings dissolve with waking light.
Chance intertwines our lives, sets scene
unwound round Time's wheel infinite.

First smile thus [b]rings bells brave and bright
but seeds regrets so often seen

as promise turns to 'might have been'

when secret longings fall from flight.

(31 July 2007)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ahead

Innovation urges us ahead,

offers opportunities which seem

more obvious in this New Year whose theme
seeks answers which empower more than bread.

What stood unchallenged once, taken as read,
insufficient now appears, the gleam

of something more important shines, whose beam,
leaves spirit searching for the soul instead.

The dream seeks motivation, trammels shed.
Timing remains essential to redeem

positive potential tapped on stream

as we approach 2000’s watershed.

Though Internet may stimulate and whet
keen appetites to challenge old mind set,
perhaps our world deserves another chance

to voice true choice and from within advance.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 203



Alcuin

Awhile pray pause who, passing by the way,

Lines cue, are fed into sped changeling's clay.

Can you spring from my fate what your's may be?
Unwound my clock, soon your's locked history!

In spite of this world's gifts, Time's ticks won't stay.
Now here, then there sped, bed from care carefree.

About my fads, what gads on you today,
Leaves cause to trace if grace was sad or gay?
Care you a fig? How long in memory,

Unused, space race of what Life was to me

In yours may stay, int-urned? All slips away.
No mor[t]al s[l]ips defy Eternity.

Awhile Bede's rosary I beaded, lay
Learning as priority, salvé!

Charlemagne advised and poetry
Unfettered formulated in my see.

Ideal 'truths held self-evident' decay,
Now mocked by some as mere apostasy.

Although some style me saint, to dry bones pray,

Let well alone! To your redemption pay

Complete attention free from falsity.

Unwarranted are myths through whose haze see
Insight of 'truth' to stem their own dismay,

Near teamed tears stream for yesterdays deemed key.

Avoid crass mediocrity, display

Less pride than tolerance, life's roundelay

Clipped short can't be rebought, rethought may be,
Urge surge repeat from peat. Cacophony

Is static silenced soon, life's bubble bray

Night stifles, casket covered carelessly.

Approach existence as poetic play

Link, ink, and think, don't sink, although you may
Chaos encounter, surface foam, froth, flee.

Untie knots individuality
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Insists upon through fear of castaway.
Nudge fast past selfish immaturity.

Apart from withered spoon I sleep. Make hay!
Live for today, rank tyrants disobey!

Come dusk what husk explodes with energy
Unbounded by Time's set inconstancy?
Importance lies where wor[l]dy interplay
Nets little save self echo's breviary.

Against Time's tide none ride, leaves green today
Lack lustre, sapless soon, roll over play.

Creation calls destruction, mystery

Unendingly recycled, constantly

Insipid aftertaste, lost flavour, grey.

No favour sways fickle sickle's fealty

Alas! Ball questions not life's Yea and Nay,

Lets bounce pronounce directions for role play,
Checked, Chance advance swift mated, Fate's decree.
Useless to appeal, squeal 'gainst spiel's fee,

In debt all ultimately must repay,

Nature's 'jeux sont faits', recoups fling's spree.

Are there still Gods who souls with feathers weigh?
Life's st[r]ings some cling to, just for one more day.
Chance led my dance, the rest is best set free,
Unsightly glance, dust in dust locked. Agree!

If reply lies decoding D.N.A.

Nature's template still shrouds secrecy.

Jonathan ROBIN
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All Else Is Shadow

Dear, “if you read these lines remember not
the hand that writ”, by Destiny propelled,

for many venture, most are soon forgot,

by Chance or choice to Lethe swift expelled.
The moving finger, spellbound, writes, impelled
to tell the world, - its jealous eyes to dot, -

of one whose talents true cannot be spelled,

all else is shadow, bolt - Time flies - soon shot.
“Age cannot wither, nor can custom stale

her infinite” unique, — both vain and sot

is who would dare to circumscribe her tale.

All praise is superficial and must fail

to sway the heart which on Love’s wind would sail.

Jonathan ROBIN
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All Greek To Me

Said Tsipras: 'There's no need to bicker,
you won't get your cash any quicker,
IMF's sacred cow

is dead letter by now,

I'm no Brussel sprout lout boot licker'

Greasy slope? There's still scope while hopes flicker,
Parthenon? Path anon proves blood thicker

than toil, trouble, tears:

Juncker's junk bond appears

on the rocks, deadline clocks jitter ticker.

Jonathan ROBIN
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All In A Hot And Copper Sky

Grilled golden grains glance through gnarled restless hands,
sunstruck fingers straining sandy rain,

coralled on small strip of coral land.

He lonely lingers, glancing yet again

from castaway kingdom's salty strand,

where he remains in solitary reign,

past coarse hoarse seagulls banking by hot sand,
over mosquito clouds which whine, complain

from morn til night 'mid lonely palm tree bands
that food and drink provide, ease heart-ache, pain.
Cloudless compass round, on every hand,

anxious eyes have panned, scanned sea, sky, land,
restlessly screening sun steeped main.

Distant sea lanes ceaseless spanned in vain,
strange visions range within derangeéd brain.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Alliterative Abilities Await Accolade

Deftly drawing deep desccriptions, denigrates dupes, demarcate
Drive divinely dated, daring, duty disparages degenerates.
Discord difficulties discarded, differences demonstrate
Decision's dream, deems drafted ditty deliciously delectate.

Entertaining enterprising epistolary erudite,

Elite exquisite euicited esteemed efforts expedite,
Ever enchanting episodes elaborates ensures exite
Each enjambment's epilogue's euphuistic eremite.

Magic momentum measures meter making mellifluous meditation
Minor mistakes, mispunctuations mated, music's maximisation
Mood majestic makes manifest, metonym manipulation
Methodically modifies monosyllabic metrication.

Lighthearted lines link letters lively, lovingly liberates
Lilting lullabies linguistic, laconically literate,

Literature lighthouse lighting locution lordly, loculate
Lexicon lamenting language limits lack length legitimate.

Incredibly idyllic ideal in insightful illustrate,

Intense impressions interspacing, intelligence impressionate,
Indicate in ink indelible impromptu index intimate
Incomparable imprints issue, imagination incarnate.

Words work wonders wander willfully will, wily, waterfall

With wizardry while weakness, waste, wanes, wretched with windfall
Waxing wonderfully writing with wisodom, wit, Wordsworth's weight,
Workmanship well written, writer withholding worthless wait.

Opportunities offered open onto opus overlaid

On outstandingly orchestrated original serenade.
Outperforming overacting opponents outplayed.
Obsequious opposition overcome, only one's obeyed

Reviewer rightly respond! Rhyming roundel's repaid

Reading rave reviews rising round rhymster, reliably relayed,
Ringing reasoned ruminations readymade,

Routing rough rookies' rash reiteration raid.
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Stanza stanza swift succeeding, senses sweeps, song swifter swims,
succulent succession seeding, substitutions, surface skims.

Scrupulous semantics subtle switchback scrabble summarize,

seek solutions smart, scrolled, supple, solve set spectrum's smallish size.

Appropriately authentic ambitions assiduously aid
Adept alliterative abilities awaiting accolade

And always attempt an auspicious aubade

Auguring alphabetical aesthetics adequately arrayed

Now narrator needs newsworthy nest,

Nurturing narrative nicely. Neatesr

Natural novel negates nameless narrow nonsense -
Noting nothing notable. New nib's noblest.

Greetings graceful guest. Guaranteeing great
Glee, gruelling grief gone, gentleman's game germinates,
Gains ground, giga ganglia glowingly gyrate,

Gain grandiloquently grandiose gait.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ally All Lie Ali Lion Line Dream Theme

Every verse acts as shell for fair moral, a skel

eton which we expand when councilling,

wanton worries dispel, [we can scan well and spell],
as transcendent end line links reel illing.

Far from grey citadel against which most rebel,
care for nor tinker's curse nor verse shilling,
Lyonnesse dreams on well, Camelot's chains repel
beneath tropical sun oh so grilling!

Lady lion's large jaws are well used, like her paws,

with gazelle and striped zebra sent spilling,

then she rampantly roars, rips raw prey with sharp claws,
primal urge surges merge, show flesh willing.

In the main, lacking mane, her earthshaking refrain
gives the lie despite spry timbre so thrilling.

Hale, with pride by her side, she sets male pride aside,
with her siblings invests in best killing.

Every night by lush well loud flush larynx will swell,
while at jungle rill thirstily swilling,

yet all know very well that it shows lioncel

how to act, an example instilling.

She prowls nightly, can bell, howl with high decibel,
or else growl, which sends shivers spine-chilling,
but by day to keep well she sleeps deep for a spell,
takes time out from rude clout food instilling.

Kith and kindred all find feline mother is kind,
especially to rub cubs a-milling,

though stay out of the sight of her mate or he might
take a fancy to you for her filling!

Lioness' dreams we tell, [here in verse we excel,
truth from falsehood intent on distilling],

Al de Vigny's words well depict snell lioncel,
a-dreaming by rocks, no cavilling.
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Yellow leo won't dwell in a fixed forest dell,

often hunts from from den, then treed hilling,

tone rich bellowed yodel yell's so mellow, ne'er fell,
to deep bass from soprano so thrilling.

Lion's dreams spell catnip banquet, heads swell

using rhyme scheme's repetitive filling,

feral fears deep sleeps quell, snooze savannah's farewell
to cares, where welfare rare fair fulfilling.

Feline brain cells expel human kind who'd compel
well read carnivores to a dire drilling,

for their instincts impel to green pastures as well
as red meat, chase's sweep leaps, prey stilling.

Readers' doubts we'll dispel, wit harsh critics refell
on papyrus scribe skillfully quilling,

there is no tocsin knell, toxin soujourn in hell,

lion teams' sweet dreams seem self-refilling.

Here apt moral we rend, which from start until end
in its heart shows dreams' beams make all willing
to take time out to blend, fact and fancy, amend,

all misfortunes, find dream time idylling!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Aloha

Acceptance Love Open Harmony Always
Love Open Harmony Always Acceptance
Open Harmony Always Acceptance Love
Harmony Always Acceptance Love Open
Always Acceptance Love Open Harmony

Where love is understanding
where love acceptance be
there need be no demanding,
nor need for thanks to see.

Where love is comprehending
there's neither great nor small,
there are no rules for bending,
where none need rules at all.

What seems unknown is cover
more self from self than other
and what one should discover,
self needs not rhyme with smother.

There is no love in giving,
forgiving? where's the need,
as in the art of living
acceptance is the seed.

There's even less in taking
in breaking for the fun

for this is self mistaking
before the journey's done.

Acceptance no judgemental
defences needs to place,

nor proves a brickwall mental
for saving face or grace.

Response and not reaction

here seek to answer part,
if only tiny fraction
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rich base from which start.

Go read Lucinda Matlook,

Spoon River, lies in peace,
there's neither challenge, gridlock
where harmony's release.

The Universe vibration
appears from end to end
which each new generation
learn to transmit and send.

One could flow on forever
forever and a day,

in daily life this never
attention spans may sway,

so here's an end to versing,
acceptable we hope,
the game is role reversing,

the image is of scope.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Alone

A phone that seldom rings, or never,
Sounds like a life-line coiled, unused,
A link to light that stands accused,
Left hanging in the never-never.

Life is so short, so soon to sever,

A call can save, and one refused
Leaves empty heart, and mind bemused
Or all at sea. However clever

No diver plunges who would ever
Enthuse or feel the least amused

If, once he sank, trust was abused: -
Cut lines for reason whatsoever!
Remember then the friendly call

You make can take no time at all.

Acrostic sonnet and previous title As All Alone I Cry
robi03_0203_robi03_0000 ASX_JzZX

(3 January 1991 revised 5 October 2006)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Aloof

ALOOF

Aloof none should remain where two may share.
Why st[r]ay away from strife of feelings which
when spent sans counting only make more rich -
are deep summations difficult to bear?

Let go! glow! flow! emotions everywhere
replace past distance with a future close

where depth, unspoken, may rephrase verbose
superficiality too bare.

Open wide, within spin out aware

not as a line to hook a fish or two,

shrug off old shackles, tackle something new -
that tenderness two miss when one's not there.

Offer yourself the luxury of care,

not as a duty, but beyond that swim

through seas of sentiments you used to skim
in search of self who self denied... prepare

Fulfilment signing tenderness so rare,
that few accept it, fewer recognize
empathy which never needs disguise. -

Are these emotions difficult to bear?

Jonathan ROBIN
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Alpha Through Omega On Abecedarian Infinity

Aeon
Beliefs
Create
Dream
Existence
Fanning
Gigantic
Hopes.

Incessantly
Judging
Karmic
Lifetimes
Most
Never
Openly
Penetrate,
Quest
Remains
Search
That
Undercuts
Vital
Wishes
Xenogenic
Yin/yang
Zone

Although
Beings
Change
Dimensions
Eternally
Fundamental
Gifts
Handle
Insight,
Joining
Knowledge,
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Love,
Mixing
New
Overviews,
Piercing
Questions.

Reality

Shows
Thought,
Understanding,
Values

Will

Xerox

Yearning
Zarathustrans.

Advance

By

Challenging
Deceitful,
Erroneous
Flawed,
Gobbledygook.

Hear
Innate
Justice
Kneeding
Logical
Meshwork,
Novel
Observations
Perfectly
Quashing
Recycled
Slanted
Theses.

Unpin

Vanity,
Worthless,
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Xeric,
Yielding
Zero.

Always

Be

Creative,
Despise
Egocentric
Featherbrains.
Glean
Harmony

In

Joy.

Knaves
Leave
Much
Nonsense

Prefer

Quiet
Reflection
Surmounting
Tribulations.

Use
Vocabulary
Without
Xenophobia,
Yet

Zen.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Alphabet Artistry

ALPHABET ARTISTRY

Able acrostic artist’s alignment adds air.

Alliteration asks acknowledgement aware,

Bard’s brain bequeaths benchmark billet, blends braid bans blare,
Beware braggarts’ boasts, banality, betrayal backstair.
Classic composition, clear content, compare

Creative couplets, compliment competent care.

Drawing descriptions deftly displayed debonair

Droll doggerel dubbed dextrous, doubts dismayed. Declare
Entertaining epistle’s extent e’er ensnare

Easy erudition evident everywhere

Fair fancy’s flight futility forbade, fine flair

Flickering forever - feeble fops fade - fan fair.

Great gifts, gainsay gameplay grandiloquent, gross glare,
Gain gleeful guests, greet gallant guy, girl, gent, goad galere.
Here he has honed his heavenly homemade highbrow
Handwritten harvest, handmade harlequinade ... how?
Insight inviting idyll irreverent, ifere

Invents ideas intelligent, intent inhere

Judicious jumble joke jest judges jaded jeer,

Joins joyful jingle jamboree jacent jardiniere
Kaleidoscopic knowledge knits kaross. Kowtow!

Knight's kakemono knack karmic kudos. Know

Lines lyrical, lightheartedly linked, laid layer

Liltingly linger, lasting leisure lent lustreware

Mute melancholy! Muse’s masquerade mayor

Master musters magic meter, music made midair

Neat new needlecraft, never negligent ne’er

Neutral, negative nonsense, nonevent nowhere.

Ode’s object - open offering - obeyed order
Onomatopoeia overlayed over

Poetic passions, purposefully pent, prepare

Portrait pasquinade polyvalent poetic pair

Quick-witted quips quell quitters querulent, queer.
Quizmaster quality quite quiets querent. Quair’s

Rhymic reel responsive, readymade, reads rare
Reverberation, readily relaid repair.

Stanzas succinct, shrewd signposts sapient, should share
Such skillful stringing signals softly sent. So spare
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The thesis, tested, triumphs, teasing trade that there

Takes time to twin terms taut, taught twined torsade tough to tear
Usage unexpected unpenitent, - unfair?

Unravels uniformity, unpent unaware.

Vitality, vim, vetoed vehement vaporware,

Vivacious verse’s veriloquent vent via vare

When willing writer worked with wonderment where

Weaving worthwhile wordplay wreath while weekend went west ware.
Xylophonic xenagogue xeroxes XX XY,

Xenial xesturgy xenogamy x-rays Xerxes, xanthous Xanthippe

Yet Ylem, Yggdrasil, yug yesterday, - yare

Youth’s yearning yeastier yolk yond yoke, yea!

Zestfully zapping, zooming, zigzagging zany zone

Zen zingaro zealots’ zeitgeist’s zenith, - zephyr’s zing ...

Able acrostic artist’s alignment adds air.

Bard’s brain bequeaths benchmark billet, blends braid, bans blare,
Classic composition, clear content, compare

Drawing descriptions deftly displayed debonair.
Entertaining epistles’ extent e’er ensnare

Fair fancy’s flight, futility forbade. Fine flair,

Great gifts, gainsay gameplay grandiloquent, gross glare.
Here he has honed his heavenly homemade highbrow
Insight inviting idyll irreverent. Ifere

Judicious jumble joke jest judges jaded jeer,
Kaleidoscopic knowledge knits kaross. Kowtow!

Lines lyrical, lightheartedly linked, laid layer

Mute melancholy! Muse’s masquerade mayor

Neat new needlecraft, never negligent... ne’er!

Ode’s object - open offering - obeyed order

Poetic passions, purposefully pent, prepare

Quick-witted quips quell quitters querulent, queer.
Rhymic reel responsive, readymade, reads rare

Stanzas succinct, shrewd signposts sapient, should share
The thesis, tested, triumphs, teasing trade that there
Usage unexpected unpenitent, - unfair?

Vitality, vim, vetoed vehement vaporware,

When willing writer worked with wonderment where
Xylophonic xenagogue xeroxes XX XY,

Yet Ylem, Yggdrasil, yug yesterday, - yare

Zestfully zapping, zooming, zigzagging zany zones.
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Zen zingaro zealots’ zeitgeist’s zenith, - zephyr’s zing ...
Youth’s yearning yeastier yolk yond yoke, yea!

Xenial xesturgy xenogamy x-rays Xerxes, xanthous Xanthippe,
Weaving worthwhile wordplay wreath while weekend went west ware.
Vivacious verse’s veriloquent vent via vare

Unravels uniformity, unpent unaware.

Takes time to twin terms taut, taught twined torsade tough to tear
Such skillful stringing signals softly sent. So spare
Reverberation, readily relaid repair.

Quizmaster quality quite quiets querent. Quair’s

Portrait pasquinade polyvalent poetic pair

Onomatopoeia overlayed over

Neutral, negative nonsense, nonevent nowhere.

Master musters magic meter, music made midair,

Liltingly lingers, lasting leisure lent lustreware.

Knight's kakemono knack karmic kudos, know

Joins joyful jingle jamboree jacent jardiniere

Invents ideas intelligent, intent inhere

Handwritten harvest, handmade harlequinade ... how?

Gain gleeful guests, greet gallant guy, girl, gent, goad galere.
Flickering forever - feeble fops fade. Fan fair

Easy erudition evident everywhere

Droll doggerel dubbed dextrous, doubts dismayed. Declare
Creative couplets, compliment competent care.

Beware braggarts’ boasts, banality, betrayal backstair.
Alliteration asks acknowledgement aware.

WHERE POSSIBLE for the tenth syllable of each line the rhyme schemeisabab
... ent
... made or braid

and for the twelfth c... fair or care

As this esquisse was attempted as rhyming couplets it can either be read as such
A to Z or as A to Z followed by Z to A with only minimal punctuation differences

16 June 2007
robi03_1631_robi03_0000 AQW_IXX
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Alphabetic Artistry poem © Jonathan Robin

Jonathan ROBIN
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Alphabetical Haiku And Senry List 1975 2007

All haiku senryu are copyright Jonathan Robin with hon commercial use or
sharing freely extended. Where quoting kindly reproduce source attribution
Provisional list 27 January 2008

A Beam of Light

As intuition
sweetens, sweeps senses, doors open
onto fruition.

Bursting bright, baring
intimate enlightenment
links souls insight sharing.

Light weaving laughter
assuages inhibitions -
superfluous hereafter.

Sounds of soft music
reflect starry skies' surprise,
bring belonging magic.

Ecstasy appears
to overwhelm misfortune,
love banishing fears.

Eternally, bliss

personnified, naught denied: -
Song of Songs is this.

14 June 1991 and 20 June 2007

A-Musing
Mooning on spooning

she tosses and turns, returns
ballooning dream tuning
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24 October 2006

A Door Opens
As a door opens,
sun kisses carpet: - light sheet

opens pristine page.

2 November 1990 and 19 September 2006

Acceleration
Acceleration
of knowledge acquisition -

destabilisation...

4 March 2002

Acceptance
Acceptance chants dance

elegance finds ulti_mate_
umb...rage checks advance

Author notes
chance chants

ultimatum rage or ultimate umbrage

27 January 2008

Aims

From ground to [g]round holes -
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missives or missiles unite
solitary souls

Buts
Sol a sol, mysteére, -
missives ou missiles relient

les ames solitaires...

20 March 1992

Alienation of Affections
December letters:
no response greets the New Year,

but embers’ fetters.

10 January 1993

All at Sea MISSING

The stockmarket quote

10 July 1992

All in All
Yin, Yang, undermine
difference to recombine -

all in all define

4 April 2005

Amber Butterfly
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Amber butterfly:
what may multi mottled marks
sing, sign, signify?

Upon insect’s back

is this camouflage warning,
defence or attack?

An amber butterfly is winging by:
its mottled marks, what may they signify?

The camouflage upon the insect’s back
is warning, or defence against attack...

23 March 1975

Anomalies

Through bursting buds peep
summer’s blooms - to their beauty
stays sad slave asleep.

Through bursting buds there summer blooms, fair, peep,
but to their beauty stays sad slave asleep.

23 March 1975

Apple Blossoms

Apple blossoms, seen through April snow,
Approaching scenes of summer seem to know.

Apple blossom, show, -
approaching scenes of summer

April seems to know.

23 March 1975
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At Rest

Through expanding space
beyond old inhibitions
the mind may e[r]ase

artificial skins.
As spirit dissolves levels,
inner freedom wins,

consciousness, can chase
surface metamorphosis -
sh[r]edded to replace

superficial grins,
self-deception — whose dark hells
are the greatest sins.

When understanding
maturity underpins,
then momentum spins

through both thick and thin,
talent touches base with place
as feelings akin

to acceptance win
acceptance without need to [t]race
extension within

inner harmony, begins
accepting both what potential spells
and inner shortcomings.

there mind may find rest
empathy, serenity,

all is for the best

21 July 2004
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Atlantis

D[rlipping dolphin guides
to subterranean trench
where Atlantis hides

Imbedded within
the cetacean memory,
Atlantean sin

Atlantis within

Man’s secret pilgrim soul
surfaces, clocks in

29 January 1993

Attollent, from the Air
An atoll is it, that I see,
or a cloud

being born by the sea?

12 April 1981

Au Secours!

‘Love me! ' loud she cried.

None replied. 'Then, at the least,
notice me! ’ she sighed.

10 January 1993

Aureate

A gentle aura
corresponds to warmth within
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not facial flora

24 October 2006

Avant I'Envol

Avant leur envol,
les ailes iridisées brillent
d’espoir qui s’affole.

Before their first [f]light

irridescent wings will shine
with hopes set affright

1 January 1992

Beacon Beckon
Old greenfingers sow
a garden’s pregnant promise

which others must know.

26 July 2006

Beneath Willow-maze

Beneath willow maze,

body beached from life's sad stream,
sleeps my spectral haze...

5 June 2005

Spectra Parody Witter BYNNER
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B[l]Jackground
Dissatisfaction, -
displease, unease, freeze, - frieze for

fatal attraction...

9 April 2005

Becoming

Fast, tense Past’s pretence
Present presence overcomes ...
Future recompense

12 April 2005

Becoming_20070126_Fast, tense Past's pretence ROBIN Jonathan 1947_2006
robi3_1306_robi3_0000 HXX_KXX

ROBIN Jonathan 1947_2006 robi3_1306_robi3_0000 HXX_KXX Becoming_Fast,
tense Past's pretence

Background Impressions

Backgrounds important
messages transmit, beyond sight
to readers distant...

12 April 2005

Beyond Beyond
Witch brown eyes unlatched,

beauty unmatched, also come
with no [st]rings attached
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Ruby lips respond
to em'rald eyes' - twinned surprise
dreams beyond beyond...

9 January 2007

Beyond Beyond_20070109_Witch brown eyes unlatched ROBIN Jonathan
1947_2006 robi3_1288_robi3_0000 HXX_LXX

ROBIN Jonathan 1947_2006 robi3_1288_robi3_0000 HXX_LXX Beyond
Beyond_Witch brown eyes unlatched

Body Language
Body language loud
translates inner silences, -

unique in the crowd.

13 March 2005

Bridge Building

Rhyme’s self-destructive
when words become instruments
for minds constrictive...

becomes addictive
when sight and sound, soul and sense
build bridge constructive.

Critic’s injunctive,

vindictive, vanity finds

verse unpredictive,

‘right rules’ restrictive

recommends - write mind’s [g]rind’s

prose unproductive.

12 June 1996, significantly revised 1 November 2006
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Bush I

Twelve years at the top:

Burnt out Bush comes a cropper,
reaping his [s]own crop.

10 January 1993

Bush 1II
Four years seen from top,
vice between I rack, I ran -

one fears freedoms drop!

20 June 2004 see 1108 Bush

Call Back Recall

'Call later, ring back! ' -

one day, may his own turn come
when Fate aims sting black
Rappel a I'Ordre

« Rappelle plus tard! »

Plus tard viendra son tour

de sentir ce dard!

14 January 1993

Candyfloss

Candyfloss spun round
the stick of Life is sticky
with sweetness unsound.
22 September 1995

Caught in the tank ah!

Siren, sought, solo
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scans bond links thinks, winks, shows kinks
Wrong song, see sharp shark!

man blond shrinks, sinks, drinks salt tears
sigh rends caught soul, oh!

24 March 2005 and 6 November 2006

... - Halt, fears!

Cause and Effect

On effect and cause,
on voiced choice or chosen voice,
few ponder, all pause.

On cause and effect,
on scene set or foreseen,

must Mankind project...

4 March 2002

Change

Change is a whirlpool, -
Earth and sky hurricane eye
Sigh clones to world fool.
10 October 1995

Chestnuts
Browned chestnuts roasting,
present wraps reflect past fire, -

downed champagne toasting.

22 December 1994

Childsplay

Swings and roundabouts
of Fate or coincidence
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wing dreams, wring ring doubts

24 October 2006

China

When western greed shakes
a billion impatient heirs,
the dragon awakes.

13 January 1993

Chirp
Sweeping storm frightens
foetal petal waiting sun, -

Sparrow’s chirp brightens...

12 April 2005

Choice
Opportunities freeze
or accept emotions which

twinned energy frees....

4 March 2002

Choice at Sea

When choice is at sea

chance weathers loose washers, waves
skim[p] apology.

20 January 1997
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Chronos
Will roses still bloom
when tomorrow sighs no more

over today's tomb...

4 March 2002

Clair de Lune
Clair de lune: éclair
chassant chaque amertume

dans l'air, ... mysteres.

5 November 2006

Climactic Paradigm Change

New revolution:
paradigm shifts spin old top
to fresh confusion.

Stage in evolution:
polar bears, pandas bamboozled,
mortal pollution.

Self execution
by men of Man or preplanned

novel solution?

9 January 2007

Coatless

Now Spring’s storms start, end,
without wearing Winter’s coat, -
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how winds warm heart mend.
Sans Manteau

Le Printemps arrive

sans le manteau de I'hiver: -

mon coeur se dégivre.

10 January 1993

Cocktail Tales
Silk, satin, laces,
hark lark, perks! smirks lurk on jerks’

X rated faces.

14 April 2005

Coda

The recorded word

uttered at the close of play
is coda absurd.

10 January 1993

Cogito - Lost for Words
I do not know “why”
nor “how or where, what or when”, -

wonder ... who am I?

17 April 2005

Cold Comfort

A cheery log fire
affords cold comfort to an
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abandoned desire.

10 January 1993

Compromise
In a round about
way most avoid life's challenge: -

hope peters out.

4 March 2002

ConCATenation
Curled on curlicue
A split hair haiku can purr,

Trapping mice on cue

12 April 2005

Concentration
Sound waves round rippling
concentric concentration

reigns drops drip trickling

26 January 2007

Consensus
Consensus: the knife
with which complacency

cuts protesting life.

14 January 1993
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Continuity
Continuity

spirals itself into knots, -
timed fatuity.

10 January 1993

Crystal Lid

Verse: a crys[t]al - id,
halfway-house between
[p]rose-leaf caterpillar

and the Song of Songs

13 January 1993

Curiosity
Curiosity ~
without which no cat could see

true way clear to be.

17 March 2005

Cusp
Tears told? Tomorrow:
cusp between past dust, joy's gold

may mend all sorrow...

1 April 2005
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Dating Sights
Face to face meetings
offer more understanding

than greetings.

4 March 2002

Dearly Departed
Separate bedrooms
speak volumes, in silent grief

over old loves’ tombs

13 January 1993

Definition
Three vodkas then wine
Upon an empty stomach: -

Define a straight line!

22 September 1995

Dépeches

La peche a I'écume
stimule une expérience
qui l'esprit rallume

La peche a I'écume

est indecente descente
sous vent qui enrhume.
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8 January 1993

Desires
True heart saw fun whole -
Achilles without the heel -

Two parts for one goal ...

13 April 2005

Diagnosis
Thesis prognosis:
self congratulatory

points antithesis...

12 April 2005

Disaster
Where servant and master
are seen as commonplace roles, -

preghant disaster.

4 March 2002

Dichotomy

Fourteenth of July,
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African famine, men die:
in France, firework sky...

14 July 1992

Discovery
Turning from pelf,
I leave to find fresh lodgings, -

discovery of self.

14 February 1992

DisMANtled Dirge to Murmur Maid
Rhyme sung, tongue bland, - wise
man stung by hand wrung dry land runs.

Time flung, hung mime - sighs.

15 April 2005

Dis-Solution
Unemployment’s cure:
to be sure shall soon be seen

in sine_cure lure.

13 January 1993

Dissolution and Solution

Coral lips dissolve
austral barrier [g]riefs,
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lifelong puzzles solve...

4 March 2002

Distance
Distance once meant more

than trouble, time and travel
to an unknown shore.

22 September 1995

Distillation
Distillation haiku should instill
seasonable sense until

the seventeenth syll

2 May 2007

Door Opens Slightly
Door opens slightly,
symbol sunshine soaks clear pane: -

sheet fills page lightly.

21 December 1989 and 27 September 2006

Tableau
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Superficial state,
as Seurat, draws dotted line
to anticipate

an inner picture
beyond the patina
of outer pitcher

apparent stricture
represents glaze on china
perspective switcher

deeper and richer
kakemono kimono
syllable hitcher

consciousness expands
as consonant components
land on vowel strands

pixel paradox
excites imagination
outside the mind's box

A gentle aura

corresponds to warmth within
not facial flora

22 June 2007

Drawer
Hurt remains rammed tight
drawn curtain drawer of pained heart,

through hard_lie slammed tight.

13 January 1993
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Tiroir

Ses peines sont cachées
dans un tiroir de son coeur, -
a peine[s] fermé.

Dreams and Awakenings - Réverie et Reveil
Dreams and Awakenings

Dreams

Soft summer tresses

caress and tease breeze with ease,
sun smile addresses

Awakenings

Winter distresses

who knits his [I]ice line sweater
the homeless stresses

Réverie et Reveil

Réverie

Les tresses d'été

caressent la brise, adressent

un rire au soleil.

Reveil

Détresse: |'hiver

stresse un clochard, - tisse tresse

son pull aux vers.

24 January 1993
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'Eight Homeless Dead'
One white winter week:
Paris turns the other cheek,

afraid to speak.

13 January 1993

ELECTIONS

Party puppets fight
for pointless putty platforms,
ignore voters’ plight.

13 January 1993
robi03_0715_robi03_0000 HXX_JUX

Empathy
Empathy is reached

when soul twin soul meets,
completes, speed's need impeached

25 October 1992

Encapsulation

From Earth rebirth speak?
Haiku may encapsulate
Heaven’s mirth men seek.
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13 April 2005

End of Play
After the day, dusk -

can man face race also-ran -
after the play, husk

24 October 2006

Extensions
Vine tendrils tender

ferment the seasons’ reasons
as causal blender

24 October 2006

Etchings
Time etches across
dotted line stitch-stretched between

Chance’s pitch and toss.

3 August 1996

Evening
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Cat shadows lengthen
as eve stretches sleepy claws
across stitched carpet.

24 April 1990

Exception
All is vanity
except the happiness shared

between you and me.

4 March 2002

Ex Plane...ations
Leave mazes mundane.
Apparent contradictions

weave blazes sun plain...

11 December 2005

Faithfulness

Define faithfulness:

Hope's triumph over Experience,
fear of loneliness ...

Fidélité

La Fidélité:

Triomphe de I'expérience
sur |'espoir, lache est ...
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23 July 1991

Faits Divers
L'écho gnomique
inspire les fées d’hiver, -

lutte antinomique?

24 January 1993

Farewell State
Elderly coughers:
welfare flunds flow painfully

from emptied coffers.

13 January 1993

Faucet

Drops plop for set scene
as time and tide coincide
ripp[l]ing surface sheen

24 October 2006

Fidelity

Is Fidelity,
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after fear, AIDS’ second child
now likely to be?
13 January 1993

Fire

Burning branch hisses,
heaps sighs on its own ashes,
as candle kisses.

Fire and Water

While the chimney’s lips

purse around the flaming tongue,
Spring rain, spitting, drips.

10 January 1993

Fleet Street

Springs beneath street -
cobble stones echo old bones -
heedless of time, fleet.

2 November 1990
Fleet Street II

Old cobbles carry
amplified urban echo

above ancient strand.

18 December 1992

Floating World
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From floating word world
kanji and katakana
pillow puns are whirled

9 January 2007

Foothold Firm
Foothold firm may twist
false pride to prepare its fall -

one flick of the wrist...

13 April 2005

Foreword
Imagination
adores space, blue skies absent

in pagination...

23 May 2001

Freedom vs Haze[ag]itation?
Freedom flickering, -
shadows call walls' bluff, recall

FREEDOM's thicker ring!

21 March 2005

Frog Blog
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Internet Governance Forum - I.G.F. — In Good Faith

Pink clouds wave, lazy,
while webbed tree frogs dialogue, -
evening hazy...

Reflect, rephrase the
style: - free web blogs dialogue
on controls maybe...

rich rhyme scheme weighs the
Internet logs’ legal bogs -
contradictions mazy.

Little allays the
concerns on how system cogs dog
all those held crazy.

Future conveys the
theme of digital divide fogs,
‘choice’ upsy-daisy,

while who will pay the
piper as public sector clogs
C.S. with slazy

strategies daily,
[.T.U. I.O.U. hogs
our fate - Old Bailey

Society slays key
freedoms, going to the dogs,

pushing up daisy.

3 November 2006
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From Stone Age to Clone Age
Between Stone Age and Clone Age Alone Age?
On ova, unheard,

Waiting, longed to be egged on -
Listen - mocking bird

18 April 2005

Frostbitten Fingers

Frostbitten fingers

beckon to a cold New Year
while the old one lingers.
13 January 1993

Generation Gap
Dream generation
questions past pain, blames present

degeneration.

13 April 2005

Genesis

Eddy. Dust winds swirl,

affect Effect - time ripples
Cause more dust must whirl...

12 April 2005
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Going Through E_motions
Going through motions,

I counter deception’s drains,
high, dry emotions.

22 March 2005

Great Expectations

Opened oysters show

neither seed nor sign of pearl, -
translucent glow.

10 January 1993

Greenhouse Gas

Greenhouse gas glows, grows
preghant paradise promise ...
Greenland, melting s[n]ows.
24 November 2006

Haiku

Here, formal constraints
channel the soul’s overflow,

ease inner restraints...

4 March 2002

Haiku Reflections

Soul enlightenment:

Way becomes both purpose and
sole entitlement.

Life's rhyme repeating,

seldom satisfactory,

moves Time free fleeting

Nothing is foreign
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with sentience passenger
equal neath Yug's reign

Where do souls find home?
If home is where the heart is, -
most, unhappy, roam.

Solitude etude:
though all roads may lead to Rome
rarely beatitude...

Gene encryption
splices gene-I-us unseen
to fact or fiction?

Sperm into ova
creates new life in a flash -
lightning, soon over

The name's revolution,
contribution, reflection -

the game's evolution!

21 May 2005

Happy Landing

Misunderstanding
may lead to happy landing
Miss understanding

2 January 2007

Heaven
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Heaven and Earth meet
with all dew formality
at the cloud banks’ feet.
22 September 1995

HTML
Host To My Leisure:
Internet pages prepare

payments or pleasure?

10 January 1993

Hurricane
Eye in hurry cane
Yearns for Summer peace when past

Excitement may wane...

3 April 2005

I Love You
Three short words: Phoenix,
melting all misconceptions,

wings over the Styx.

4 March 2002

Icicles
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Icicles splinter
before the crocus sprouts,
with world in winter.

22 December 1994

Ideologies

A concrete tear

welled up where once the wall
stood spelled for fear.

10 January 1993

Illumination
Illumination
of soul made whole awakens

from hibernation...

6 April 2005

Imagination

Imagination

adores space, blue skies, - absent in
all pagination.

10 May 1989

Incandescence
Self-feeding, the fire

desires its own warmth, and warms
to its own desire.
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January 9 1989

Insect Aside ANT_hem
Breeze bright fans Spring glade
six legs tickle, tendrils' touch

test white hand ring laid...

13 April 2005

In Vino Veritas?
One drunk’s loud carouse
falls on deaf fears few afford,

none numbed feelings rouse...

19 June 2004

Inflight Insight

Below, overhead,
Blue. In between, clouds jam view.
Azure sandwich spread.

Blue below and overhead,
an azure sandwich,

in between, clouds are spread.

12 April 1981 & 17 October 2005

Interpretations

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 258



Soul song melody -
Rhapsody or threnody -
whole, wrong harmony

24 October 2006

Into Autumn
With wrinkles outfaced
open eyes greet the autumn,

mind never straight laced.

16 March 2005

Inwardly Digest
Rain and shine remain
main course - imagination

holds no hops as vain

24 October 2006

Inspiration

Fresh inspiration
fertilizes the Future’s
fresh inspiration.
10 January 1993

Interplays

Our days are a maze
of puzzle piece pictures -
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karmic interplays.

29 March 1992

Internet Tally
Internet tally
reflects the ultimate surge

of a bull rally.

3 March 2000

Just Ask
B ehind mirrored mask

E verything is possible -
WELL, ... why not just ask ...

3 January 2006

Knots
Tangled shoe laces
appear to be overwound

drunken spiders’ traces...

10 January 1993

Lateral Thinking

Lateral thinking
overspills the boundaries
of the mind, winking.

10 January 1993

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 260



Lethe

Before dinner gongs
day after I pass away, -
forgotten my songs...

5 June 2005

Spectra Parody Witter BYNNER

Light through Light
Light through light evolves
upon revolving planet

as darkness dissolves

24 March 2005

Loneliness
How many more nights
shall soul wait for soul before

one loneliness bites?

10 January 1993

Lost for Wor([l]ds
Forked tongues disappoint
what faith, hope, and charity,

commitment, anoint

24 October 2006

Lovelorn Forlorn
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Yawn shows sleep withdrawn,
interrupting dream cycle,
mourn blows deep with dawn

24 October 2006

Match Points

French T.V. endorsed

four hours to tennis and two
to the holocaust.

10 January 1993

Mauve and Yellow
Colour cluster blooms:
Fresh crocus congregatin

old Winter entombs.

10 January 2006

Maximum Impact

Maxim's maximum
impact springs from ring of sting
terminating tale.

5 September 1998

Mehr Licht!
«0ne last look! 'he cries.

Sleep steals over the spirit: -
closed book, open eyes.
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10 January 1993

Meiosis
Mars admires Venus
rising phoenix like to surge, merge,

in..gene...l...us

30 March 2005

Middle Age Sp...read
Forty-five years fled.
Another now rests

its unhappy head.

10 January 1993

Miss Took!
‘I've missed you so much! »

said she, clutching at a straw -
such an easy touch!

10 January 1993

Miss Tressed
Mystic mistress tressed

slick slapstick wit writ address
tick trick missed best zest...
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9 January 2007

Miss Understanding Miss
Misunderstanding?
From heart of darkness issues

a small white lie.

9 January 1993

Mitosis
Mitosis wakes fresh
chance to open close[d] divides, -

stem cell remakes flesh...

12 April 2005

Monsoon

Syllable bubbles

start part dart from monsoon's heart
erase space, troubles

Mousson

Pluie de syllabes

comme au coeur de la mousson

efface l'espace

20 March 1992
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Moonshine

Mystery: moonshine

swiftly fades, shadow swathe
frees bitter thought line

3 March 1992

Mostly Moonshine

The blind lead the blind
down the road of reflection,
to darkness resigned.

10 January 1993

New Revolution
New revolution
paradigm shifts spin old top

to fresh solution.

10 January 1993

Next Year
‘Next New Year? ’, she said,
‘perhaps you will call to find

everybody dead.’

10 January 1993 robi3_0682_robi3_0000
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No Slur!
Sounds into sounds slur
as taste bud clusters burst

into broad Scots’ burr.

10 January 1993

Noh
Turmoil, yes and noh -
melodramatic acro

batic ebb and flow...

8 April 2005

Nuclear Leak - March 1992
Cloud grey, faces red.
St. Petersburg incident:

Tchernobyl ahead.

1 April 1992

Nunc
As another leaf
forgotten flutters forlorn,

Time smothers all grief.

13 January 1993
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On Tap

Mahomet, mountain,
unmoving, the scene set for
eternal fountain.

4 March 2002

On Track
Little sparrow hawk
preening, stretches fledgling wings,

prepares sparrow stalk

24 October 2006

Obituary
Obituary:
Alphabetical order

British Museum.

10 January 1993

Odors Rove
Summer Orange grove,
heat, blue skies, bees buzz belling,

subtle odors rove...

24 March 2005
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Old Logs Never Lie
Where are Winter’s logs,
which were to comfort Spring soul -

all gone to the dogs ...

1 January 2005

Onwards
The days grow longer

with the winter solstice passed,
while I, no younger.

10 January 1993

Open Source

Behind the mind's hedge
flowing heart shows glow of growth
as its leading edge.

4 March 2002

Out at Sea

When you rowed to see,
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the lotus, priest, did blooms red, white
till dusk detain thee?

19951224 - after YOSANO Akiko 1878_1942

Papyrus
Papyrus rushed:
deciphered mysteries lit

histories long hushed.

4 March 2002

Pawns
When children are used
as abused pawns between parents,

no-one is amused.

10 January 1993

Perhaps

‘Next New Year », she said,
‘perhaps you will call to find
everybody dead ».

Paintinted

Cold sunlight, gold, streams
through shivered panes, soul pained through
absence from his dreams...
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15 March 2005

Passer By
And you, passer by,
why the concern with my pains,

what’s to sell I'd buy...?

12 April 2005

Pattering
Sparrows smattering,
dawn’s yawn spawns cheep chattering,

shadows scattering.

29 June 2006

Phishing
Small fish in big pond
swallow identities, leave

bare beyond despond

24 October 2006

Pillow

Her head on his heart,
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dreaming a new tomorrow,
foresees a fresh start...

10 January 1993

Pillow Words
Pillow wor([l]ds place lisp
through dreams’ double meanings

will o'wisp case crisp...

24 March 2005

Pollen

Pale pollen has spilled

gold dust from fragile flower's heart
with honey hive filled

Pollen

Pollen pale pris

du coeur de la fleur fragile, -

ruches, miel remplis.

3 March 1992

Prior I Tease
Aspirations peer
with memories as Styx

swallows all who peer

24 October 2006
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Ph[r]ases
The Present echoes
The Past’s frustrated woes

as the Future flows.

10 January 1993

Poet’s Vista
A sun deck perched high
in the lighthouse of the mind

to scan the soul’s sigh.

10 January 1993

Poetic Tensions
Poetic tensions:
pulsations and impulses,

pregnant projections.

10 January 1993

Poetical Rules
Poetical rules
should be ingrained then ignored -

only the heart schools!

11 October 1995
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Post Mortem Post

Sweet sixteen greetings
received after accident -
such bitter sweetings...

Greetings are received
after obituary, -

cold comfort twice grieved.

15 April 2005

Point of Who
All unique vision
shifts sharp perspective towards

ego’s derision...

8 April 2005

[P]ride
Icarus returns
with an overbearing pride

until waxed wing burns.

10 January 1993

Promise
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Light-heartedly, Spring
takes root during Winter’s night
and fluffs out its wing.

10 January 1993

Punch Line
... Six seven eight nine...
when will ten come round again? ...

a knock out punch line...

18 April 2005

Quality
What is ‘Quality’

but a purloined passion, fruit
swiped from Life’s tree...

10 January 1993

Quicksilver Seconds

Quicksilver seconds shoal-der their
passage across time. Soldered sighs
slip through consciousness, to soldier
conscientiously into an
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almost inaccessible past.
Evanescence - ever ‘naissance’ -
in alternating currents

conscious of

superlative latency...

29 January 1993

Quiver Ring
‘Commit, hold me tight! ’
Cupid’s quiver lightning dart -

moonshine at midnight ...

8 April 2005

Reaching Out
Winter trees etched black -
Splayed branches stretch to lost leaves

Till Spring’s fetched back ...

1 April 2005

Ready to unlearn
Accept the unthought,
grasping at straws til ready

to unlearn torts taught...

13 February 2005
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Reasoning Seasonings and Seasoning Reasonings
Multi-coloured leaf
shadowing corn-crop bounty

springs harsh frost flake grief

27 January 2007

Reborn
Tattered wings forlorn
leave interleaving trace til

matter springs reborn

13 April 2005

Recycling
From fresh jade to jade
cycle spins cycle onwards

til perceptions fade.

24 October 2006

Resourcing
White on white clouds must
just uproot anxieties,

mute silence unjust.

24 October 2006
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Residual Image
Frost-bitten fingers

beckon from a cold New Year
as if old still lingers.

10 January 1993

Recession
Is unemployment
just a four syllable wor([l]d

nothing can prevent?

10 January 1993

‘Recession to End Soon’
Waiting in the wings,
Depression, homeless, hovers, -

eternal, Hope s[pr]ings.

13 January 1993

Rediscovery
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His entry, surprise,

from her eyes waves all disguise
prepares sunny skies.
people see she in he

as he in she startles free
voyage discovery

softly unfolding

soul's dream pane warms to shared stream
nothing withholding

calling to the day

as net of firefly rapture
captures inner Way

light touch strips sorrow
from heart led awakening
to lip tomorrow

her eyes through his eyes
spill over horizons' ties

in replete surprise

as curtains are drawn

as a soul reborn finds wings
to sing to fresh dawn

bringing without strings
acceptance as everything

springs soul wanderings

17 April 2005

Renewal
Silver setting scene,
graced with one fresh red rose on

snowy damask seen.

13 January 1993

Rise and Fall
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I'm sublime chime rhyme,
climb from and to nothingness, -
prime-time grime, slime die’'m

10 April 2005

Rhyme Flows

Time, slow, sunward goes
past Winter links future Spring
rhyme's glow forward flows...

Time goes
winter rime
rhyme glows

24 March 2005

R.I.P.
Communism, dead,
but still unburied, awaits

its elegy red.

10 January 1993

Rich Ter
Quake loco motion,

ocean tsoon am I -
wake lo! commotion
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24 March 2005

Robin
Where is that robin?
winging through the new haiku,

wild rhymes a bobbin’

24 October 2006

Role Reversal
Sharpened [s]words fall flat,
heart he art...fully pulses

to tatami mat...

8 April 2005

Seasoning
How many more storms
can knotted oak stand and face

before blow, rot, worms.

10 September 1993

Season’s Greetings

Layers of coloured leaf
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prepare the Summer's bounty
beyond Winter's grief...

28 March 2005

Scene yet Unseen
Midnight Metro scene:
subtle population change,

on reflection, seen.

25 February 2005

See Man Seizure - or Mal de Mer Maids

Siren drinks to weep,
swan song seldom wrong, she thinks, -
seaman sinks to sleep.

Mermaids keep salt clinks
unfathomable to reap

secrets deep .../... sense shrinks.

24 March 2005

Seek Cause and Effect III
See flaws and select

from flow fresh gambit gamble, -
seek cause and effect...
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11 December 2005

Self Completion
Eternal longing
spins yin through Yang through yin, yen

to, from, belonging...

9 April 2005

Sexual Forays
Sexual morays, -
the more’s the merrier -

textual forays.....

10 January 1993

Shakes Dick
All's well that ends well
Much ado about nothing...

Tale of two cities...

6 April 2005

Shared Ticket
Upon speedy lines

trains of thought swiftly advance,
uniting two signs
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4 March 2002

Share Ring
Words fold two worlds to
chance glance distance into dance

true scrolled - who whirled who?

23 December 2006

Silence
Worse than cutting word
or misinterpretation, -

silence cuts, bite heard...

12 April 2005

Silence is Golden

‘T love you, gilts, Dear,

so why need I trumpet it? ” -
sly move to guilts clear!

10 January 1993

Silence c’est de I'Or

‘Je t'aime, c’est clair!

ainsi, pourquoi te le dire? »
Tout est lumiére!
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Silhouette

A silken carpet silhouettes the sky, -
or could it be a swarm of butterfly?

23 March 1975

Similarities
On analysis:
many ways often lead to

end which both was, is.

4 March 2002

Since Sere
Autumn leaf loss sere,
enwrapping next year’s seedling;

protects sprouting spear

24 October 2006

Single Cell
Each within his cell,
contemplating Life and Death,

plumbs Solitude’s well.

10 January 1993
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Sleep
Sleep: - the brain prepares
the day, and minds it is not

taken unawares.

10 January 1993

Sleeping Beauty
She tosses and turns
upon the sheets of her dreams

until sleep returns.

10 January 1993

Smoke [B]Rings
Cigarette swirl crave:
wake, smoke, wait, weight, smoke, - wake's whirls

see fingers furl grave...

10 April 2005

Smoke [S]talk King
Smoking, though passive, -
in-joke to silent reaper

stalking impassive...

7 April 2005
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S.0.S. City Zen SEES GENE-I-US!
S_toke write brain zen [b]ring
O_ven internal to boil

S_omething seasoning

STOKE or TOKE STOVES?

1) [deasoning on seas reasoning
15 April 2005
Solitude

Each within his cell,
contemplating Life and Death,
plumbs solitude's well...

14 January 2005

Spelt Out
Rather than think,
let thoughts spill onto paper

in indelible ink.

11 October 1995

Spied Her
Fly! ... dread deceiving

soft gossamer spread with dew -
spider thread weaving...
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4 April 2005

Spring Synthesis
“Atchoo'! he sneezes -
pleasing column_bines in line

Spring pollen, breezes...

13 April 2005

Strange Change Range
Despite climate change
characters weave into bark -

hark! senses strange range

9 January 2007

Struggles
Sea coasts towards shoals

b[r]eaching outreach speech to teach
vanity of goals

24 October 2006

Summer Eve

Softly scentéd breeze
wafts waves’ warmth from stars, wonder
startles waking trees

Whispering leaves

believing divinity
weave soft summer eves
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haiku written 2 November 1990 revised 9 October 2008 for previous version see
below

Summer Eve
A soft summer breeze,
slipping between silver stars,

tickles sleeping trees.

2 November 1990

Summer Heat
SuUn's beat, summer heat
Mounting tide beside the beach, -

MERmaid calls.... cold feet...

13 April 2005

Sunset
Between wolf and dog
sun sinks fiery teeth into

the horizon’s fog.

10 January 1993

Subtle Supple

Where oak’s rent, the reed
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bends before the blast to send
its scattering seed.

10 September 1993

Suspense
Sudden-death suspense
mushrooms into crackling cloud.

Dust settles. Silence.

10 January 1993

Syllables
Syllables slither around
like Canadian garnets in the sink-holes of Alberta,

in consonant activity.

10 January 1993

Surface Thinkles
On her face wrinkles
twinkle rhymes written to time

as surface thinkles...

8 April 2005
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Suspended
Suspended between
choice, voice, advance and retreat,

chance slips from the scene.

1 March 1998

Syllable harvest

Syllable harvest -

like monsoon f[l]Joods - inundates
on time both space, rest.

Moisson de syllabes

Moisson de syllabes -

comme la mousson - inonde,

efface toute espace

20 March 1992

Taking Pains
Painstakingly look
superficiality

sheds to read soul’s book

24 October 2006

Tao
Way won’t weigh to make

self-evidence evident,
second take - mistake
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intuitions wake
tune to the intemporal
soothe soul’s quest, thirst slake

all in all partake
of all through all interface

as all IS all’s [s]take

24 October 2006

Tao and Time
Tao and Time are tide -
see ripple pattern waving, -

tongue-tied control deride

24 October 2006

Tanker Tanka

Heavyweight tanker

knew the drill yet drank her fill -
Katrina thank her -

from spill to spill, settled, still, -
strong cyclone sank her

1 November 2006

Temptation
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Out on a limb, oh
forbidden fruit out of reach...
suspended limbo...

8 April 2005

Tempus Temper
As nothing the years,
here only lonely days count

aweighting with tears...

5 June 2005

Tenderness
Tenderness transmits
tingling through the fingertips: -

life's meaning mosaic fits

4 March 2002

Tentatively Touching Touché

Yearning or learning -
perhaps learning while yearning
yet earning spurning

24 October 2006
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The Bird of Time
While the distant drums
beat time with a fleet farewell,

an aged drone hums.

13 January 1993

The Fairies

When we lose love of life and liberty,
then fairies free their forest fastness flee...

23 March 1975

The More things Change
Tonight chocolate broke
tomorrow, balm for heart's ease
chock a block choke coke!

Ce soir, chocolat.

Demain, la douceur du fond
du coeur, - du coca!

9 January 1993
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The Moving Finger
Balance-sheet of ice

greets year’s end. Fate’s finger writes.
Slate clears in a trice.

10 January 1993

The Old Pond

Into an old pond
leaps olympic longjump frog -
water sounds beyond...Od

15 April 2005 Parody BASHO

Furuike ya
kawazu tobikomu
mizu no oto ~ Basho

Literal Translation
Fu-ru [old] i-ke [pond] ya,

ka-wa-zu [frog] to-bi-ko-mu [jumping into]
mi-zu [water] no o-to [sound] Translated by Fumiko Saisho

The Spring

Through bursting buds the blooms of summer peep,
but to their beauty is the slave asleep.

Haiku

Through bursting buds peep
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Summer’s blooms - to their beauty
is the slave asleep.

The Thrush

Desolate destruction, spot fire bombs fall, -
A timid thrush now worms beside one wall.

Cluster bombs’ loud fall
sowed desolate destruction -

Timid thrush, one wall!

23 March 1975

'The Unkindest Cut of All'
Lost innocence, bled
white with compromise’s [s]word,

mourns motives misread.

19 June 2004

The Unkindest Die Cut of All
Stereotypes star, show
square pegs zero tolerance

which would round holes know

24 October 2006

Thought in Due Season
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Whim wit[h]in the brain
awaiting synaptic spring -
intuition’s skein.

4 November 2006

Three F[r]iends

First fast friend was PAIN
sharp, yet safe refuge from all
rage thump that pumped vein

One more for BLADE, bane
chill, still sharper, none forestall, -
call sustained, blood-stain.

One last for SLEEP - lain
false mirage call before fall,
forgetting, - vain drain.

Three friends, SLEEP, BLADE, PAIN
passed judgement that all appal, -
stark dark pall remains ...

17 April 2005

Ticket to ride
Ticket to Ride:
will two players be bowled out

or share strong wicket.

4 March 2002

Time-Bound
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“Am I the answer
to all that you are asking -
Can I be enough? ” ... Linda Ori

Invitation short
caught spontaneous thought,
nor bought, nor sought, brought

as offer unsought
evolving untaught from tort
to taut cavort

haiku sport support
revolving comfortably
can’t distort, contort.

ONE HUGE, ENOUGH, - spun
anagrams of just ONE HUG, -
EGO HUN? UH! GONE?

Answers all around

can thus be found profoundly
in step, two time-bound...

8 December 2006

Time in Season

How many more nights
shall sole sleep with sole before
wan one lonely bites.

10 January 1993 revised 9 February 2009 robi3_0705_robi3_0000
for previous version see below
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Time in Season
How many more nights

shall soul share with soul before
one loneliness bites.

10 January 1993

Time's flow sections
Time's flow sections dream
shedding sedimentary

reflections on st[r]jeam...

11 April 2005

Torn Ado
Raindrops tap tap tap,
thunder, lightning spin affr[r]ay, -

branches snap snhap snap...

30 March 2005

Tornados’ Roleplay
Twin towers sudden loom

larger than life’s horizon,
underlining gloom
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24 October 2006

Trained [H]ear

A distant echo

rumbles into awareness,

tracks the first metro

tunnelling through the darkness
before the dawn’s glow.

10 January 1993

Transcend
Mind’s magic rug
cause, effect, can transcend, span

from ksana to yug

22 November 1995

Trains
Trains run on Time, all
in a straight line, but Time

waves circle, feint, fall.

22 September 1995

Trace Sings
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Fast as Summer fire
you [t]race into my future, -
b[lJush burns with desire...

1 August 1999

Tragi Comic

With Comedy tamed,

despair rots round heart wreathing
tragedy named.

5 June 2005

Spectra Parody Witter BYNNER

Transition
As world in winter
watches the Spring awaken

icicles splinter

24 October 2006

Transparency
Transparency
closes escape routes for those

who’d choose not to see...

20 January 1997
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Transcience III
Time’s sickle descends,
epidermic, uncertain

sandy trickle ends

11 July 1977

Trible
Meanings steamed, in_tense
coat code mirror's reflections, -

trible condensed sense ...

10 April 2005 Treble or Triple Dribble - ‘trible’

Troubadour
Syllables’ sincere spring
reverberates clear, sharing, -

brain drains vain pain’s sting

24 October 2006

Tryptich

Drip, drip, drip, drip trip
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trickle ignores Time’s sickle
drop, drop, dropp tryptich

24 October 2006

Two Timing

Measure Meant in Two Timing Undertow
Time turns round timed turn:

only in measures meant may

we through time return...

1 September 1992

Troubled Waters

What lies [dr]I've a_head
after deep disappointment,
confidence miss led ...

18 April 2005
- dive, drive, rive or I've ... a head or ahead?

To Wake or Not to Wake

Tomorrow, awake,

I will bear witness to Life -
should I sleep, no wake!
22 September 1995

Time Well Spent?
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The quarterly rent

and the lease’s renewal, -
is this Time well spent?
14 January 1993

Tuning
Intuition lights
upon harmony as strings

tune to dreams' delights.

4 March 2002

‘Turning’ the ‘Page’

Hip Mark Foley, oh!
'turns' the Republican page
of whip portfolio

In turn intern freaks
as AIM hits mark close to home, -
ex-congressman [s]peaks...

Minor misdemeanour
mocks electoral pretence,

taken to cleaner ...

1 October 2006

Under Wraps
Warmth shared uncovers
thaw’s cause effect redraws laws -

no flaws discovers

24 October 2006
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Unemployment
Is unemployment
just a four syllable wor[l]d

nothing can prevent?

10 January 1993

Unseasonable
Strange how climate change
now flakes floes' snows - warm air flows -

rice for ice exchange

23 December 2006

Unwholesome

The wholesale warehouse
bears broad spread upon bare board -
wanting, want, espouse.

Tawdry tinsel shed,
beast and beauty wed despair

in lacklustre shed.

19 June 2004

Upon Arrival

The clouds, which mask mount Fuji from below,
Above appear a blanket of Spring snow...

Arriving by air

Fuji's clouds seem snow blanket, -
no shrouds anywhere
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28 March 1981

Vanity Fair Fare
Fool for Fools’ go[l]d ploughs
the field of vanity fair

to cruel mirage house ...

19 June 2004

Vers Vers Very Vers Vérité
D'un age gnostique
Nostradamus prognostique

trépas agnostique...

2 October 2005

Verse Reverse Background

Context chromatic
reinvents or prevents con
tent enigmatic.

Rich flight perception

seen through variable screens
which [w]right deception.

15 April 2005

Voyage Out
This, the voyage out,
is pregnant with belonging -
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without which all's doubt.

4 March 2002

Wacht am Rhein

Watching till the dawn

matches the fire’s cheery gleam,
the sentinels yawn.

10 January 1993

Waylaid Way Weighed

May insanity

stay brinks, blink p[l]layback darkness -
weigh humanity...

9 April 2005
Wet Timber

Hiss of sizzling log
steams ashes on crackling sparks
beneath smoky fog.

28 January 1993

Wheel Turns

What IS, was, - what WAS,
will be, - wheel turns while Time cheats
all who would cheat time...

18 April 2005
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Wheels
As wheels spin faster
they tune colours into keys,

differences master.

4 March 2002

Whither?
Where are Winter’s logs,

which were to warm the Spring’s soul?
All gone to the dogs!

10 January 1993

Windfall
Trees [s]pray, praising breeze
for empowering pollen’s

opportunities

24 October 2006

World View
Continent content
in content consensual

dissent incontinent ...

1 October 2006
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X Ray

Maid, lover, blends magnetic game in tune
Men hover enigmatic, moon s[p]in tame

Radioscopie

Si la femme est I'aimant, de la vie la musique,
L’homme vit donc a son tour en bande magnétique!

3 March 1992

Youl Am

‘You and I on call’
Offers open horizons, -
Useless limits fall...

I, you, osmosis
At last discover, reaching

Metamorph-oasis...

11 January 2002

‘Wryku’ 1 3579 11 syllables

Know High Kudos - No Haiku Wry Cue

N ew

O pus to

H armonize words through

A crostic's curlicue cue

I nspires innovative verse into
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KUdos trophy hotspot - strophe's knots undo...

2 January 2007

Jonathan Robin 1975_2007

Jonathan ROBIN
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Alphabetical Infinity

Aeon
Beliefs
Create
Dream
Existence
Fanning
Gigantic
Hopes.
Infinity
Judge
Karmic
Links
Manifestly
Now
Opening
Possibilities.
Questions
Remain
Somewhat
Testing
Understanding
View
Which
Xylem
Yearns
Zen

(4 June 2013)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Alphabetical Mirrored Phantom Quest For Infinity

Although beliefs creating dream existence fan great hopes'
infinity, judge! Knelled linchpin only, permanence quivering,
resurrection seems thesis untenable, verity's xylem yarn zapped..

Age blasts choice despite early force,
grief here in jail knots life's momentary nirvana opening,
pleasure quits room so that vanishing willpower xeroxes yesterday's zone.

Anguish, bleeding, cries dimly, evidence fades, ghostly halo iridescent
jeopardized, knocked like mirage nuance, opportunity passed, quintessential
role's stream terminated, unviable vision, wasted XY zoom.

All below clears,

dust embalms fears,

glad hearts ice.

Just karmic lice,

Mother Nature or
phantom quest's roar?
Soon tale's undone,
venture wide xenon.
Youthful zoon

after brief cycle,

death empties fame,
guilty hells inflame
justice. Knowledge lame.
Mind numb, old

pages quickly rolled,
story's truth untold,

vista wraith Xanadu yokes Zion.

Zion yokes Xanadu wraith vista. Untold truth storied, rolled quickly, pages old,
numb mind. Lame knowledge, justice, inflame hell's guilty fame, empties death
cycle brief after zoon youthful. Xenon wide venture undone, tale's soon roar,
quest's phantom or nature mother lice karmic. Just ice - hearts glad, fears, -
embalms. Dust clears below all.

Zoom: XY wasted, vision unviable, terminated stream. Role's quintessential

passed opportunity, huance, mirage like knocked, jeopardized iridescent halo
ghostly fades, evidence dimly cries, bleeding anguish..Zone's yesterday xeroxes
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willpower vanish, that so room quits, pleasure opening nirvana moments, life's
knots jail in here, grief force early, despite choice, blasts age.

Zapped yarn xylem, verity's untenable, thesis seems resurrection, quivering
permanence, only linchpin knelled. Judge infinity! Hopes great fan existence
dream, creating beliefs, although...

Mirrored quintuple abecedarian reflection on Existence - words can be read either
from A to Z or from Z to A. insidiously: spreading in a hidden and usually
injurious way linchpin: central cohesive source of support and stability

quintessential: representing the perfect example of a class or quality

Jonathan ROBIN
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Always

No-one cares,
nobody,

sick of stares,
so lonely.

Through salt tears
I beg thee,
in thy prayers

think of me!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Am I?

I Am! or am I just because WE think

in tune with, and in opposition to

the tears, toil, trouble that 'today' hold true

of any given space-time in the pink?

The Pierian spring from which we drink

has seldom seemed more muddied, skies less blue,
though options grow, their focus narrows too,
as few take time from time and from the brink
draw back to draw conclusions which can link
coherently, providing overview,

beyond the information flood. What's true,
objective, as upon life's skating rink

Man rushes headlong heedless of thin ice
which may engulf vainglory in a trice.

Thus even if the fourth dimension fell

allowing us to meet at time and place

before due date two diaries may trace,

perhaps twinned heaven might not weave true spell
as rich as that which weds us, wishing well

uniting hearts that far apart can't race.

The causal links that planned our interface

need not put back the clock, for tocsin bell

will come when it will come, each outer shell
dissolving, leaving inner light to space.

Two, true, pursue their path, discard cold case
that served till shed, fate sped. No deathbed knell:
for karmic wheel prepares a further spin,

where time and tide still coincide win/win.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Amazing Grace

'Live, live with me, and thou shalt see
The pleasures I'll prepare for thee:

What sweets the country can afford

Shall bless thy bed, and bless thy board.'
So Robert Herrick's poetry

has written yet his words may be

as nought compared to all that's poured
in soul-song here for my adored.

'Come live with me and be my love,

And we will all the pleasures prove

That hills and valleys, dale and field,

Or woods or steepy mountain yield.' -
Though Marlowe's maid as hand and glove
swain fain would fit her heart to move,

his verse is but an empty shield

compared to all I'd have revealed.

'But Time drives flocks from field to fold;
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold;
And Philomel becometh dumb;

The rest complains of cares to come.'
Thus Walter Raleigh mocks, shortsold,
the love whose span cannot be told

no empty write I'd write, hymn's hum -
no strings save mandolin to strum.

'For thee, thou need'st no such deceit,

For thou thyself art thine own bait,

That fish, that is not catched thereby,

Alas, is wiser far than I.'

John Donne declaimed - admire his feat -

as none could e'er exaggerate

your angel wings, your beauty's eye,

your heart whose depth none chart, your sigh!

'Care on thy maiden brow shall put

A wreath of wrinkles, and thy foot
Be shod with pain: not silken dress
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But toil shall tire thy loveliness.'
Day-Lewis says, - bride's white turns soot
with high ideals crushed underfoot -

yet my heart feel the years' duress

must only add to happiness.

'Come, live with us and be our cook,
And we will all the whimsies brook
That German, Irish, Swede, and Slav
And all the dear domestics have.'
Says F.P.A. - beyond my book

such verse appears, no second look
I'd grant to others where your light
leads ever onwards, seeds delight.

'Until at last we’ve squandered all,

shot the wad and maxed the cards,
until we've quaffed till dawns appall

and hoarse are velvet-throated bards.'
Thus tricked as Benedict would call

may suit for clubs' mascara fards,

for shattered mirrors' shivered shards, -
but I for you no trumps could call.

'That there was ought at all uncommon

In what each felt as man and woman -

If this our case, if this our story,

Shall we, at the worst, be sorry? '

Thus Babette Deutsch may sing - a common
complaint where maids abused by come on
as pawns are treated - care and worry

for you unknown shall be, dear glory!

'And she, by passion once demented,
- That woman out of Botticelli -

She brews and bottles, unfermented,
The stupid and abiding jelly.'

de Vries may state - a state repented
by those led on by greed or belly,
advantages misrepresented,
celebrities as seen on telly.
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Should that reflect our daily 'lark

with weekly walk in Central Park.

till one of these days not too remote
you'll probably up and cut my throat.' -
I quote Nash, - Ogden's - bite and bark
an choice to which I'd never hark.

You are my suit, my hat, my coat,
emotions' motions, ocean's float.

'At Claridge thou shalt duckling eat,

Sip vintages both dry and sweet,

And squeeze between enchanting lips
Asparagus with buttered tips.'

This Katzin may suggest as treat!

For you each day dark Fate I'd cheat -
though other blooms from stem death strips -
you, peerless rose, Time won't eclipse.

'T love thy bright and hazel glance,
The mellow lute upon those lips,
Whose tender, tender tones entrance'
Says Thomas Hood who swaying hips
it seems escapes, or leaves to chance.
One magic touch - your fingertips -
encourage me to plea advance.

'Oh come, my love, and seek with me
A realm by grosser eye unseen,
Where fairy forms will welcome thee,
And dainty creatures hail thee queen.'
This is a cold reflection we -

though writ in Scribner's magazine,
pen unknown,19th. century -

could find together, far from spleen.

'Come vote for me and back my run,
And once this next election’s won,
For your int'rests I will slave,

Never acting like a knave.'

This Silverstein in story spun,

half serious and half in fun,

may preach - yet as as equal wave
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farewell to cowards' surface brave.

Come live with me, my partner be,
and we will every contract make
that tricky opportunity

presents in life of bid and (s) take.
You moon, I sun, eternity

will round each other spin, ne'er shake, -

alliance through equality

that none may question, none mistake.

Trumps we shall call, my Queen of hearts,
diamonds divine declare clean breast.

We'll not proceed by fits and starts,

but lead from strength, ne’er second best!

No clubs will e'er disturb your rest,
no spades will darken Cupid's darts,
your breast is my mount Everest,
your whole is greater than my parts.

With points imperial we’ll show

the world we make a perfect match,
we'll club together till Time’s flow
will slam the door and bolt the latch
on others too unskilled to grow
together come what weather, catch
disease of boredom, envy, know
not joys eternal we may hatch.

Let thus united be displayed

our souls upon life’s table baize,
always to call a spade a spade,
while psyching with a silent gaze.
Amazing grace, hopes never greyed,

unquantified shared trust which stays

as constant, tender, unafraid,
from better reach to red letter days.

Rewards, not risks and penalties,
we'll surely reap - who'll never err, -
above the line we’ll score with ease
to win life’s cup without a slur.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

318



For you time rhymes sublime to please,
fulfillment through life's struggle-stir,
symbiotic complementarities

no empty phrase, praise-phase transfer.

This Valentine could verses add

till time turns tail and tale returns

upon itself through cycles glad

to demonstrate no other earns

love evergreen - no passing fad -

as yin through yang threads joy which yearns
to share and ne'er beware, be sad, -

as understanding more discerns.

We spin from cradle to the grave,

from love prenuptial onward heading

seemingly simple, from close shave,

from puberty to diamond wedding,

inviting all, compose, Time brave,

nor rash, nor brash,

it should transpire to verse conclave

convinced these stanzas' worth's worth spreading.

Remedial action we should take,

each remnant of resistance fling,

articulate shared feelings, make

from letters moving tune to sing

love's praises, phases, no mistake -

each mundane article may bring

true inspiration, stock life's lake

with thinklings fished by lines which swing.

Thus if what's writ be deemed enough

as introduction, invitation,

as shape of christmas stocking stuff

to fill until this dedication

attracts applause which off the cuff

emits approval, celebration,

then share with me through smooth and rough,
throughout lifelong collaboration.

Throughout life’'s game we’ll not revoke,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 319



but future points provoke with skill,
though now and then a psychic joke
helps spin time's wheel that’s never still.
Where others slurp their rum and coke
we'll grow together, hopes fulfill

where others fade as passing smoke,
we will combine both worth and will.

We’ll bridge our differences and

send signals which are never crossed,
ne’er overlook another’s hand

keep insight objectives lost

by those who love can't understand,
by those who later count the cost,

by those who colors on demand
display to mask their hidden frost.

If these delights your heart may move

to partner me through life’s long gambol,
then live with me and be my Love, -

I bid you, without long preamble

lend but one wing to turtle dove

may I the other add, no gamble

is this but bliss which must improve

as time spells rhyme love may unscramble.

Should all above still not suffice,

I'll add what hope's anticipation

inscribed last week - if you as ice

remain let pain dissolve, elation

our train of life tracks in a trice

departing from uncertain station

to dance on air as we twin, splice

and spice each day with fresh sensation...

Come dance with me and find release,

team into dreams, with wild wolves run,

no nightmares stalk where heart finds peace.
A stellar future crowned with fun

shall gather as harvest increase

we reap together, story spun

from morn to night as worries cease,
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while one and one at last make one.

Come dance, we’ll circumnavigate

the seven seas as zephyr’s breeze
anticipates and may translate

past cares to luck which soul strings frees.
Harp, Terpsichore shall play as Fate
unwinds past phantom_mime banshees,
life’s letter stamps ‘reciprocate’

creating fresh realities.

Come dance, unlearn life’s kernel woe
owe only to your inner voice

as chivalry and honour flow -

no need to justify heart’s choice.

Slow motion - Time stood still — will throw
away wait’s weights as two rejoice

in unexpected overthrow

of anchors as trim sails are hoist.

Come dance, advance, no strings attached -
except of harp or violin -

devotion, eloquence unmatched,

shall shed all lies of ties that sin.

Thus inner doors may be unlatched,
contradictions’ caves cave in

Embrace new wave which saves unscratched
soul saved from hibernation’s bin.

Come dance, step clear, endearing smile
will echo caring, sharing, joy,

while dream’s theme reel will reconcile

to trust in real, no wiles employ.

Tiara crowned Princess no guile

may meet who, sweet, greets verse employ
as an expression timed to dial

away Time's hands all else destroy.

Come dance with me, no judgment blind
will claim, will, blame, will shame, reject, -
all icicles soon left behind

Spring’s robin sings you're soul elect.
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From past which could be less unkind
we’ll destination fly direct

where all but lines are underlined,

no need for conduct circumspect.

Come dance, together we'll unlearn

the past’s mistakes, to future fair

to promised land hand, hand, will turn
with light and laughter everywhere.

The seasons slip by, none return,

yet bird’s song echoes, in your hair

may make its nest, chirp soft, not spurn,
and answer questions pondered there.

Come dance with me, I'll hold you tight,

in tenderness which knows no bounds,
restoring hidden wings for flight

tears soon shall cease, - for fears no grounds.
Here magic, comfort, and respite,

there melody received resounds,

acceptance and contentment quite
unmeasured pleasure ache impounds.

Come dance with me, and we will learn

what makes lips tingle, goose-bumps rise,
what makes spine shiver, plush blush burn, -
each day shall herald warmsurprise.

Eyes Isis envies will discern

from blue to you each spark that flies,

as touch, from glitter fairy’s fern

may guide, not steer, still share concern.

Come dance, my dear, I'll always keep,

my word - a promise from my heart -
integrity runs very deep,

each part of each need never part.

Thus whether way is slope or steep

until Earth’s end - which sings fresh start -
alert I'd watch awake, asleep,

protecting dreams from sudden start.

Come dance, from trap or golden cage,
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forever free to spread your wings

in harmony which knows nor rage,

nor stings nor slaps, - where spirit sings

in ecstasy as, turning page,

we’ll Autumn sage and Summer’s swings
unite as, taking center stage,

Spring warmth from Winter’s tumult springs.

Come dance, your silent grace shall show
how one above, below, unique

shines out, from shadows free, whose glow
pre-empts necessity to speak.

From yesterdays the future’s flow

shall still remember tender cheek,

yet turn towards joy’s overflow,

life liberate from sadness, pique.

Come dance to tune which wounded heart
returns to health and inspiration

we'll reel, we'll heal, real hopes may chart
beyond old altar’s altercation.

Past struggles’ tide and tears depart

as sun and moon anticipation

eliminate invasive dart,

while welcoming emancipation.

Come dance with me, we’ll share the key
that opens inspiration’s portal

uncover wellspring’s latency -

spirit infinite, immortal, -

find answers to eternity

withheld from passing shadow mortal

as soul’s connection as one we

establish, spurn deceptions’ maw well.

Come dance with me, I've said before, _
who twice ten thousand lines could add, -
and here repeat for one time more
ambition plain: to turn sad glad.

If this sweet song your pleasure move
this greeting was inscribed Above,

all let and hindrance swift remove -
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come live with me and be my love ...

(c) Jonathan Robin revised version 16 July 2007

PLEASE SEE NOTES BELOW

Responsa in order of appearance of quotations cited in the poem above:

Come Live with Me and Be My Love

Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That hills and valleys, dales and fields,
Or woods or steepy mountain yields.

And we will sit upon the rocks,

And see the shepherds feed their flocks
By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals.

And I will make thee beds of roses
And a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers, and a kittle
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle,

A gown made of the finest wool
Which from our pretty lambs we pull.
Fair-lined slippers for the cold,

With buckles of the purest gold.

A belt of straw and ivy-buds

With coral clasps and amber studs:
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Come live with me and be my love.

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing
For thy delight each My morning,
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If these delights thy mind may move,
then live with me and be my love.

Christopher MARLOWE 1564_1593

Come Live with Me - The Nymph's Reply

If all the world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd's tongue,
These pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee and be thy Love.

But Time drives flocks from field to fold;
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold;
And Philomel becometh dumb;

The rest complains of cares to come.

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields
To wayward Winter reckoning yields:
A honey tongue, a heart of gall,

Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's fall.

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies,

Soon break, soon wither-soon forgotten,
In folly ripe, in reason rotten.

Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds,
Thy coral clasps and amber studs, -
All these in me no means can move

To come to thee and be thy Love.

But could youth last, and love still breed,
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Had joys no date, nor age no need,
Then these delights my mind might move
To live with thee and be thy Love.

Sir Walter RALEIGH 1552_1618

The Bait

Come live with me, and be my love,
And we will some new pleasures prove
Of golden sands, and crystal brooks,
With silken lines, and silver hooks.

There will the river whispering run
Warmed by thy eyes, more than the sun.
And there th'enamoured fish will stay,
Begging themselves they may betray.

When thou wilt swim in that live bath,
Each fish, which every channel hath,
Will amorously to thee swim,

Gladder to catch thee, than thou him.

If thou, to be so seen, be'st loth,

By sun, or moon, thou darkenest both,
And if myself have leave to see,

I need not their light, having thee.

Let others freeze with angling reeds,

And cut their legs, with shells and weeds,
Or treacherously poor fish beset,

With strangling snare, or windowy net:

Let coarse bold hands, from slimy nest
The bedded fish in banks out-wrest,
Or curious traitors, sleave silk flies

Bewitch poor fishes' wandering eyes.

For thee, thou need'st no such deceit,
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For thou thyself art thine own bait,
That fish, that is not catched thereby,
Alas, is wiser far than I.

John DONNE 1572_1631

The Shepherd to his Fair One

TO PHILLIS, TO LOVE AND LIVE WITH HIM

Live, live with me, and thou shalt see
The pleasures I'll prepare for thee:
What sweets the country can afford
Shall bless thy bed, and bless thy board.

The soft sweet moss shall be thy bed,
With crawling woodbine over-spread:
By which the silver-shedding streams
Shall gently melt thee into dreams.

Thy clothing next, shall be a gown

Made of the fleeces' purest down.

The tongues of kids shall be thy meat;
Their milk thy drink; and thou shalt eat
The paste of filberts for thy bread

With cream of cowslips buttered:

Thy feasting-table shall be hills

With daisies spread, and daffadils;
Where thou shalt sit, and Red-breast by,
For meat, shall give thee melody.

I'll give thee chains and carcanets

Of primroses and violets.

A bag and bottle thou shalt have,

That richly wrought, and this as brave;
So that as either shall express

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 327



The wearer's no mean shepherdess.
At shearing-times, and yearly wakes,
When Themilis his pastime makes,
There thou shalt be; and be the wit,
Nay more, the feast, and grace of it.

On holydays, when virgins meet

To dance the heys with nimble feet,
Thou shalt come forth, and then appear
The Queen of Roses for that year.

And having danced ('bove all the best)
Carry the garland from the rest,

In wicker-baskets maids shall bring

To thee, my dearest shepherdling,

The blushing apple, bashful pear,

And shame-faced plum, all simp'ring there.

Walk in the groves, and thou shalt find

The name of Phillis in the rind

Of every straight and smooth-skin tree;
Where kissing that, I'll twice kiss thee.

To thee a sheep-hook I will send,
Be-prank'd with ribbands, to this end,
This, this alluring hook might be

Less for to catch a sheep, than me.

Thou shalt have possets, wassails fine,
Not made of ale, but spiced wine;

To make thy maids and self free mirth,
All sitting near the glitt'ring hearth.

Thou shalt have ribbands, roses, rings,
Gloves, garters, stockings, shoes, and strings
Of winning colours, that shall move

Others to lust, but me to love. -

These, nay, and more, thine own shall be,
If thou wilt love, and live with me.
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Robert HERRICK 1591_1674

Come Live with Me and Be my Love

Come, live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
Of peace and plenty, bed and board,
That chance employment may afford.

I'll handle dainties on the docks

And thou shalt read of summer frocks:
At evening by the sour canals

We'll hope to hear some madrigals.

Care on thy maiden brow shall put
A wreath of wrinkles, and thy foot

Be shod with pain: not silken derss
But toil shall tire thy loveliness.

Hunger shall make thy modest zone
And cheat fond death of all but bone -
If these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me and be my love.

Cecil Day LEWIS 1904_1972

The Passionate Householder to his Love

Come, live with us and be our cook,
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And we will all the whimsies brook
That German, Irish, Swede, and Slav
And all the dear domestics have.

And you shall sit upon the stoop

What time we go and cook the soup,
And you shall hear, both night and day,
Melodious pianolas play.

And we will make the beds, of course,
You'll have two autos and a horse,

A lady to Marcel your tresses,

And all the madame's half-worn dresses.

Your gowns shall be of lace and silk,
Your laving shall be done in milk.

Two trained physicians when you cough,
And Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays off.

When you are mashing Irish spuds
You'll wear the very finest duds.

If good to you these prospects look,
Come, live with us and be our cook.

On callers we have put no stops,
We love the iceman and the cops,
And no alarm clock with its ticks
And bell to ring at half-past six.

O Gretchen, Bridget, Hulda, Mary,
Come, be our genius culinary.

If good to you these prospects look,
Come, live with us and be our cook.

Franklin Pierce ADAMS

Atlantic City Idyll
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Come bet with me and be my luck
and bring me gimlets tart with lime.
We'll chase the wily holy buck

and toss the dice and sneer at time.
And we will dazzle in our clothes

and neon dazzle us as well.

We'll strike a sleek and moneyed pose,
we'll yell a blithe, ecstatic yell

until at last we’ve squandered all,
shot the wad and maxed the cards,
until we've quaffed till dawns appall
and hoarse are velvet-throated bards.
Come stroll with me and be my muse
of feckless hope and vain desire.

On the boardwalk the huckster woos
and Armless Annie tongues her lyre.

Kate BENEDICT - Come bet with me and be my luck

The Dispassionate Shepherdess

Do not live with me, do not be my love.

And yet I think we may some pleasures prove
That who enjoy each other, in the haste

Of their most inward kissing, seldom taste.

Being absent from me, you shall still delay

To come to me, and if another day,

No matter, so your greeting burn as though

The words had all the while been picked in snow.

No other gift you'll offer me but such
As I can neither wear, nor smell, nor touch -
No flowers breathing of evening, and no stones

Whose chilly fire outlasts our skeletons.

You'll give me once a thought that stings, and once

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 331



A look to make my blood doubt that it runs.
You'll give me rough and sharp perplexities,
And never, never will you give me ease.

For one another's blessing not designed,
Marked for possession only of the mind,
And soon, because such cherishing is brief;,
To ask whereon was founded our belief.

That there was anything at all uncommon

In what each felt for each as man and woman -

If this then be our case, if this our story,

Shall we rail at heaven? Shall we, at the worst, be sorry?

Heaven's too deaf, we should grow hoarse with railing,
And sorrow never quickened what was failing.

But if you think we thus may pleasures prove,

Do not live with me, do not be my love.

DEUTSCH Babette 1895_1982 - Parody Christopher MARLOWE

Bacchanal

“Come live with me and be my love, ”
He said, in substance. “There’s no vine
We will not pluck the clusters of,

Or grape we will not turn to wine.”

It's autumn of their second year.
Now he, in seasonal pursuit,

With rich and modulated cheer,
Brings home the festive purple fruit;

And she, by passion once demented,
- That woman out of Botticelli -

She brews and bottles, unfermented,
The stupid and abiding jelly.
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Peter de VRIES 1910 _19?

Love under the Republicans (or Democrats)

Come live with me and be my love

And we will all the pleasures prove

Of a marriage conducted with economy
In the Twentieth Century Anno Donomy.

We'll live in a dear little walk-up flat

With practically room to swing a cat

And a potted cactus to give it hauteur

And a bathtub equipped with dark brown water.

We'll eat, without undue discouragement,
Foods low in cost but high in nouragement
And quaff with pleasure, while chatting wittily,
The peculiar wine of Little Italy.

We'll remind each other it's smart to be thrifty
And buy our clothes for something-fifty.

We'll bus for miles on holidays

For seas at depressing matinees,

And every Sunday we’ll have a lark
And take a walk in Central Park.

And one of these days not too remote
You'll probably up and cut my throat.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 333



Ogden NASH 1902_1971 - Verses from 1929 On

The Passionate Profiteer to His Love

Come feed with me and be my love,
And pleasures of the table prove,
Where Prunier and The Ivy yield
Choice dainties of the stream and field.

At Claridge thou shalt duckling eat,

Sip vintages both dry and sweet,

And thou shalt squeeze between thy lips
Asparagus with buttered tips.

On caviare my love shall graze,

And plump on salmon mayonnaise,
And browse at Scott’s beside thy swain
On lobster Newburg with champagne.

Between hors d’oeuvres and canapés
I'll feast thee on poularde soufflé And every day within thy reach
Pile melon, nectarine and peach.

Come share at the Savoy with me
The menu of austerity;

If in these pastures thou wouldst rove
Then feed with me and be my love.

Olga Katzin Miller - « Sagittarius » Targets 1942

The Passionate Shepherd to His Love
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I love thee - I love thee!
'Tis all that I can say;

It is my vision in the night,
My dreaming in the day;
The very echo of my heart,
The blessing when I pray:
I love thee - I love thee!

Is all that I can say.

I love thee - I love thee!

Is ever on my tongue;

In all my proudest poesy
That chorus still is sung;

It is the verdict of my eyes,
Amidst the gay and young:
I love thee - I love thee!

A thousand maids among.

I love thee - I love thee!

Thy bright and hazel glance,

The mellow lute upon those lips,

Whose tender tones entrance;

But most, dear heart of hearts, thy proofs
That still these words enhance.

I love thee - I love thee!

Whatever be thy chance.

Thomas Hood
Parody Christopher MARLOWE - Come Live With Me and be My Love

A Microscopic Serenade

« Oh come, my love, and seek with me
A realm by grosser eye unseen,

Where fairy forms will welcome thee,
And dainty creatures hail thee queen.

In silent pools the tube I'll ply,

Where green conferva-threads lie curled,
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And proudly bring to thy bright eye
The trophies of the protist world.

We’'ll rouse the stentor from his lair,
And gaze into the cyclops ’ eye;

In chara and nitella hair

The protoplasmic stream descry,
For ever weaving to and fro

With faint molecular melody,

And curious rotifers I'll show,

And graceful vorticellidae.

Where melicertae ply their craft
We'll watch the playful water-bear,
And no envenomed hydra’s shaft

Shall mar our peaceful pleasure there;
But while we whisper love’ssweettale

We'll trace, with sympathetic cart,
Within the embryonic snail
The growing rudimental heart.

Where rolls the volvox sphere of green,
And plastids move in Brownian dance -
If, wandering ‘mid that gentle scene,

Two fond amoebae shall perchance

Be changed to one beneath our sight

By process of biocrasis,
We'll recognise, with rare delight,
A type of our prospective bliss.

Or dearer thou by far to me

In thy sweet maidenly estate

Than any seventy-fifth could be,

Of aperture however great!

Come, go with me and we will stray

Through realm by grosser eye unseen,
Where protophytes shall homage pay,

And protozoa hail thee queen. »

“Jacob HENRICI” Scribners November 1879
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A Passionate Congressman To His Constituents

Come vote for me and back my run,
And once this next election’s won,
For your int'rests I will slave,

Never acting like a knave.

I'll balance ev'ry yearly budget,
And never, never, never fudge it;
I'll keep a tight lid on your taxes,
Even as your income waxes.

I'll get you medicine for free,

Protect social security;

For your pet peeves I'll play the cupid,
No matter how inane or stupid.

When terrorists cause nasty shocks,

I'll hunt them down and punch their clocks;
Bad CEOs will feel my wrath;

Until they learn an honest math.

Your special needs I won't forget,

Be you soccer mom or vet;

And woe to those who soft drugs peddle,
Unless that’s you, then I won’t meddle.

My opponent’s ads are hokum,

All his promises he’s broken.

Believe me—you don’t want that bum;
So vote for me and back my run.

Michael Silverstein

Jonathan ROBIN
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Amazon Jungle After Alfred Tennyson The Brook

By mangrove swamps I idle round,

my canopy's world wonder,

leafcutter ants beneath the ground
where three toed sloths would wander.

Tall forest Tarzan never knew
from ground grows great, colossal.
My ecosystem filters through
sward broadleaf basin fossil.

I wind about, and in and out,
with here a silted delta,

an anaconda round about
observes the helter-skelter.

Pass here and there a native hut
pirogues moored to lianas,

with cataracts which canyons cut
mid mangroves and bananas.

I link all life all along my route,

but scoff at lilly-liver,

some men pollute both tree and root -
for them who cares a stiver.

I'd slide by lazing jaguars

admired by nature lovers,

lush greens, blush browns flushed far from bars,
barred are crass concrete covers.

I turn, return, upstream and down,
here deep, there sleep in shallows,
wild orchid winning wonder's crown:
soon jungle man's trace swallows.

Six thousand kilometers long
from Andes to Atlantic

my tributaries maze among
an area gigantic.
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I'd flourish under moon and stars
an Eden no machetes

can cut down, with no motor cars,
few churches, no confettis.

My birds and monkeys most hirsute
cry by the flowing river,

though men pollute both tree and root,
Time is the best forgiver.

Lush leaf dome's home to serpent, fruits,
pollution pleases never,

Men's ill repute themselves confutes
while I'll grow green for ever...

For five and fifty million years

my fiber feelers flexing

have followed flood flow, snubbed frontiers,
Man's attitude perplexing.

One pours on heartless human ways,
greed's petty sharps and trebles:
heed! trouble bubble piper pays
pollution's golden pebbles.

Immoral and illicit mines
monstrosities metallic,

mercurial man now spews, refines:
conduct anencephallic.

Vast torrent's pure transparent flow

once glowed - before greed fever:

now brash men cash hunt, rash, come, go,
naught can grow up for ever.

Frogs chortled over leafy way,
'bove turtles, carps, joy croaking,
where jaguar at sunset lay -

now last survivor's croaking.

Men burn my basin, fell my trees
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for timber for poor housing,
where once was bird song, beauty, bees,
now here drunk men carousing.

I stem as Amazon offline,

pirahnas my stems lining,

but some regret that Auld Lang Syne
when evergreens are pining.

Men chatter, chatter, fight, dispute,
they're takers, I life giver,
but men pollute both tree and root,
while banking on the river.

(After Alfred Tennyson The Brook 22 April 2010 revised 10 February 2012)

I stem from Amazon offline,
pirhanas my stems lining,

but some regret that Auld Lang Syne
when evergreens are pining.

By mangrove swamps I idle round,
my canopy's a wonder,

leafcutter ants beneath the ground
where three toed sloths would wander.

Till by illegal mines I grow

or grew - before greed's fever -

where brash men cash hunt, rash, come, go,
naught can grow up for ever.

Frogs chortled over leafy way,
'bove little carps joy croaking,
where jaguar at sunset lay -
now last survivor's croaking.

Men burn my acres, cut my trees
for timber for your housing,
where once was birds song, beauty, bees,

now here drunk men carousing.

I wonder over heartless ways,
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man's little sharps and trebles,
greed's bubble swiftly piper pays
hopes burst on golden pebbles.

Men chatter, chatter, fight, dispute,
they're takers, I life giver,
but men pollute both tree and root,
while banking on the river.

I wind about, and in and out,
with here a silted delta,

an anaconda round about
observes the helter-skelter.

Pass here and there a native hut
pirogues moored to lianas,

with cataracts which canyons cut
mid mangroves and bananas.

I link all life all along my route,

but scoff at lilly-liver,

some men pollute both tree and root -
for them who cares a stiver.

I slide by lazing jaguars,

admired by nature lovers

Iush greens and browns all free from bars
and crass grey concrete covers..

I turn, return, upstream and down,
here deep and there in shallows,
wild orchid winning wonder's crown
soon jungle man's trace swallows.

I flourish under moon and stars
an Eden no machetes

can cut down, with no motor cars,
few churches, no confettis.

My birds and monkeys most hirsute

cry by the flowing river,
though men pollute both tree and root,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Time is the best forgiver.

Lush leaf dome's home to serpent, fruit,
pollution pleases never,

Men's ill repute themselves confutes
while I'll grow green for ever.

(After Alfred Tennyson The Brook 22 April 2010)

The Brook

I come from haunts of coot and hern,
I make a sudden sally

And sparkle out among the fern,

To bicker down a valley.

By thirty hills I hurry down,
Or slip between the ridges,
By twenty thorpes, a little town,
And half a hundred bridges.

Till last by Philip's farm I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,
But I go on for ever.

I chatter over stony ways,
In little sharps and trebles,
I bubble into eddying bays,
I babble on the pebbles.

With many a curve my banks I fret
By many a field and fallow,

And many a fairy foreland set

With willow-weed and mallow.

I chatter, chatter, as I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,
But I go on for ever.

I wind about, and in and out,
With here a blossom sailing,
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And here and there a lusty trout,
And here and there a grayling,

And here and there a foamy flake
Upon me, as I travel

With many a silvery waterbreak
Above the golden gravel,

And draw them all along, and flow
To join the brimming river

For men may come and men may go,
But I go on for ever.

I steal by lawns and grassy plots,
I slide by hazel covers;

I move the sweet forget-me-nots
That grow for happy lovers.

I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance,
Among my skimming swallows;

I make the netted sunbeam dance
Against my sandy shallows.

I murmur under moon and stars
In brambly wildernesses;

I linger by my shingly bars;

I loiter round my cresses;

And out again I curve and flow
To join the brimming river,
For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ambered Amnesia

Selective memory pardons, covers,

when one road taken diverges from another.

When fingertips are offered and arms swallowed,

then only carbon dating shows through layers erosion hollowed.
Yesterday's landmarks dissolve into today's watershed tears,

what self-respect survives to follow elective memory

altered, sacrificed upon the altar of inevitable mortality?

Second thought centuries stretch into aeons, misrecall short-sold years.

That which is cast down cannot be recast as who has passed

though seemingly clear at first, progressively fades, overcast

by haze, daze, phase phrase submitting too frequently to oubli.

Time flies yet zapped fly trapped in sapped ointment is found frozen for eternity.

Hollow-wallow tunnel vision discovers

deflected thoughts, who'd cause/effect recover,
subjective objects shift perspectives subtle

as choices chance discarded options scuttle.

Points' questions filed fall by the board's abrasive emery.

As set in amber, rose remains
lost trace of lost love's joys or pains.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ambiguity Arose - After Rose Aylmer Walter Savage
Landor

Oh, what avails a pretty face

with beauty creams besprinkled,
for Father Time wins every race,
soon age Life’s page has wrinkled.

Where is the flush, the lush embrace,
starred eyes that carefree twinkled?
Night draws its shutters, leaves no trace
of light, save mem’ries sinkled.

Oh, What avails a pretty face,

and voice divinely tinkled,

if all behind be ugly, base,

with mind both blind and wrinkled?

Some say unique is every case,
eyes amber, periwinkled,
yet all too soon return to base,
AND DNA's ash sprinkled.

Oh, What avails a pretty face,
bright eye sublimely crinkled,
each must a double lie encase
life left confirms this inkle!

© Jonathan Robin - robi3_0313 parody written 17 December 1991 revised 14
May 2007 and 31 October 2008 Parody Walter Savage LANDOR 1775_1864
Rose Aylmer for previous versions - title Rose Aylmer's Cousin - see below

Rose Aylmer's Cousin

Oh, what avails a pretty face
with beauty creams besprinkled,
as Father Time wins every race,
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soon age Life’s page has wrinkled.

Where is the flush, the lush embrace,
starred eyes that carefree twinkled?
Night draws its shutters, leaves no trace
of light, save mem’ries sinkled.

Oh, What avails a pretty face,

and voice dlvinely tinkled,

if all behind be ugly, base,

with mind both blind and wrinkled?

Oh, What avails a pretty face,
and eye sublimely crinkled,
should it a double lie encase
and life confirm this inkle? ...

© Jonathan Robin - parody written 17 December 1991 revised 14 May 2007 for
initial version see below

Rose Aylmer's Cousin

Oh, what avails a pretty face

with beauty creams besprinkled,
for Father Time wins every race,
soon age Life’s page has wrinkled.

The flush once full that did embrace,
those eyes that carefree twinkled,
Night pulls its shutters, leaves no trace
of light, save mem’ries crinkled.

© Jonathan Robin - robi3_0313 parody written 17 December 1991
Parody Walter Savage LANDOR 1775_1864 Rose Aylmer

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

346



Rose Aylmer

Ah, what avails the sceptred race!

Ah, what the form divine!

What every virtue, every grace!

Rose Aylmer, all were thine.

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes
May weep, but never see,

A night of memories and signs
I consecrate to thee.

Walter Savage LANDOR 1775_1864

see also

Rose Aylmer’s Cousin

2772

Gail White

Night of Memories

Rose Aylmer whom these wakeful eyes
May weep, but never see,

A night of memories and of sighs

I consecrate to thee.

Mr Latimer in County Chronicle 1950

Angela Thirkell 1890_1961
Parody Walter Savage LANDOR 1775_1864 Rose Aylmer
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A Confession

Roundel

I've loved but thee, who art but stay!
If told the startling truth must be,
I'llspeak: forget the words, I pray,
'T've loved but thee.'

'"Twas not on Herrick, but on me
That Julia cast for many a day

Her wondrous spell of witcherie;
And I it was who, wakeful, lay,
And sighed that I should never see
Rose Aylmer: so I cannot say,

I've loved but thee.

Parody Julia — Robert Herrick
and
Parody Walter Savage LANDOR 1775_1864 Rose Aylmer

Published 1890 J. G. CUPPLES Co. Boston
Herbert Walcott Bowen 1856_1927

Oh, What Avail?

Ah, what avail the loaded dice?
Ah, what the tubs of wine?

What every weakness, every vice?
Tom Cardan, all were thine.
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Aldous Huxley 1894_1963 Barren Leaves
Parody Walter Savage LANDOR 1775_1864 Rose Aylmer

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ambivalence Shed Acrostic For Ambre Mannu Aged 8

Ambivalence shed
Enchantment optimistic
Rainbow shines ahead

Amalgamation
Becoming eternity

Regeneration

Jonathan ROBIN
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Amphora

My name Amphora, by life's teeming beach
Am for her waiting. Open sesame!
Unlocked am I allowing her to reach

Deep down to taste stored serendipity.
Echoes pulsate, surf resonates, see sea's
Murmur key to, through, pure essence, stir
A treasure only she may measure, seize
Unlimited exchange as sweet as myhrr.
Destiny, uncertain though it seems,
Enchanting opportunity creates,

Magic bridge between the land of dreams
And second state reality relates,
Underpinning all affection shines
Depending on 'I'm for her' in these lines.

Jonathan ROBIN
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An Alliterative Amorous Answer

Alliterative Love Letter

Adored and angelic Amelia. Accept an ardent and artless amourist’s affections,
alleviate an anguished admirer’s alarms, and answer an amorous applicant’s
avowed ardour. Ah, Amelia! all appears an awful aspect! Ambition, avarice and
arrogance, alas are attractive allurements, and abase an ardent attachement.
Appease an aching and affectionate adorer’s alarms, and anon acknowledge
affianced Albert’s alliance as agreeable and acceptable.

Anxiously awaiting an affectionate and affirmative answer, accept an ardent
admirer’s aching adieu. Always angelic and admirable Amelia’s admiring and
affectionate amourist, Albert

Wit and Wisdom 1826

An Alliterative Answer

Artless Amelia Acme’s answer adamantly admonishing artful Albert Acne’s
announced amorous ambitions, and assertive advances, actively advocates
appropriate alternatives. Also, attesting abhorrent Albert’s attempted abduction,
Amelia asks an adequate aureate award. Advance " amical ” arrangements are
altogether abjured.

Adieu Albert!

Abused Amelia, an adorable angel, aghast and askance, acknowledges agile
apostate Albert’s apparently avuncular, albeit astonishingly audacious
application, and, as alleged affiancement alliances and anticipations are absent,
appends an acceptable, accurate answer.

Aggressively accosted, Amelia acts advisedly, asking an acceptably authentic
apology affirming all Albert’s avowed affiancement allegations as archetypal
authoritarian autocratic attempts at annulling Amelia’s autonomy. Also, Albert’s
absolutely alarmingly acquisitive ambitions afford anguish, anxiety, and, afterall,
acute anger. All are anathema, as Albert, an adder, assumed angelic approbation
after an abject attempt at abrogating and appropriating all Amelia’s assets.

Agamous Albert’s age, adiposity, and abnormally abrasive accents also argued
against amorous agglutination. Agamy appeared advisable as Amelia always
aspired at attaining an absolute amour, assiduously avoiding ambiguity. Ardent
admiration activated Albert’s appetite as Amelia’s allure and accomplishments
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attracted all-round applause.

Amelia and Albert are at an apogee. Alliance anticipations are antilogical as
Amelia’s aplomb and articulateness, and Albert ‘s anthropomorphic antics are as
antipodes apart as Aphrodite and an anthropoid ape. Acataleptic Albert, Amelia’s
antithesis, acting almost as an aggressive animal, abused Amelia’s adolescent
acquaintance, Anabelle, an alluring afro actress, - actually auditionning as an aria
alto, - adventuring affront abruptly abbreviated.

Albert’s apologists are accomplices aiding and abetting an attack (after
anticipating advantages agreed aforehand) .... At Ashcloth Abbey altar agnostic
Albert asked Assyriac Abyssinian Archdeacon Ahasuerus and Arabian acolyte
Abdul abn Abdulaziz abn Abdullah Abu an aboveboard absolution although Abbott
Abraham Allsaints’ anterior abjuration altered all accomodating actions.

Apprehending arrogant acquiline Albert’s arbitrary approach, Amelia appositely
acted appropriately, adjusting apparel. Applause and approbation are apropos.

Albert abusively alledges aristocratic alabaster Amelia’s assent - an assumption
as absurd as an ass astride an advocate assiduously assembling an ascorbic acid
apparatus!

Abstemious Amelia’s abilities attract acclaim - above all admirable administrative
aptitudes, artistic aims, analytical assurance, amiability and amenability.
Altruistic Amelia amalgamating agreeableness and authority, always assists
aliens.

Alcoholic Albert’s abominations abound, as aforementioned as all adults agree,
admonishing an aggressive ambiance........ Albert apes affability!

Abusive adulation appalls, accelerates aversion and attracts adverse
acknowledgements alienating affirmative adhesions. Allegorical accolades,
artificially addressed, accumulate absurdities. although amiable acolytes are
acceptable additions. Argot argues against acceptance as avid adventurers
assume affected accents -, acquiring added artificial accomplishments.

Addressing amoral Albert, and apprehending amorphous arrangements, Amelia
advises acrimonious Albert’s accepting any alternative Abigail, Alice and
Anabella, as affianced amourette. Auburns are also admired as are armed

assegaie’d ashanti, andalousian, algonquin, anabaptist and amerindian amours:

Abigail, Ada, Adrienne, Adriana, Adelaide, Agatha, Aglaé, Alice, Aliette, await
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Albert,

Aline, Alison, Amy Amanda, Amandine Andrea, Angela, Angelica, Ann, anticipate
Albert

Anna, Annabelle, Anne, Annette, Angelina, Annick, Annie, Andrée, Anthea,
alleviate Albert

April, Ariane, Ariane, Arlette, Armande, Armelle, Ashley, Astarte, Ava, appreciate
Albert

..... And Albert annoys Amelia! - aggravating!

Allez allégrement ami Albert! Apres autres amitiés amoureuses accédez aussi aux
aspirations affectives arrivant a accorder Amour avec Accord. Ailleurs, autres
amazones attitrées, amantes acharnées, attendent, - absolument adorables,
adultes attendrissantes, assurément admiratives. Aussitot avisé, Adonis Albert,
avancez aux aventures avec ardeur ainsi alimentant ambitions, avidité, avarice
aussi! ASSEZ! Allez au...!

Accusing arrogant, avaricious Albert, astute Amelia analyses Albert’s arguments.
Attainted Albert’s ambitious alliance aspirations agreeable, attainable, admirable
and admissable? An alarming assumption!

Ah! Any amorous association appears an atrocious abberation. Astronomers
assert Aries, Aquarius are astrologically awry, ascendants antagonistically
aspected. Astral arcana argue authentically atemporal antipathy. Auspicious
Andromodean angles’ absence attest antidynamic aurae and accumulated
asteroidal antibodies.

Academic Amelia's aims are admirable, abominably average Albert’s arch
assertations astonish, approval absent.

Accountably, Amelia, applying an ancient adage, asks all attachments,
abrogated. Accusatory affidavits authenticating Albert's activities attest an
affective asymetry and Albert’s attempted ascendancy as an ascertainable
assault.

Always astoundingly ambivalent, Albert’s allurement aimed at altering affections.
An anticipatory accusatory arraignment appeared advisable, averting additionnal
altercations. Accurate assessments are advocated and are almost always
advantageous, allowing apposite appreciation, avoiding awkward associations.

Also, attentive acumen assists amorous alchemy amalgamating affinity,
attraction, ardour, amity, admiration, and, anon, augurs an authentic amour
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among admiring amazons and ardently adoring Adams. Awed adoration and
adulation are actively associated afterwards.

Alternative avenues are available, avoiding Amelia’s acrimony. Affectionnate
aspirations are achievable as accomplished, affable, adulating aspirants abound,
aiding adventurous amorous acrobatics: African at Abidjan, Accra, Addis Abbaba,
Algiers and Angola, Australian, - at Adelaide and also among aborigines, arctic
and antarctic, asian, armenian azeri. Amerindian: Aztec, amazonian, andean and
argentinian, and American as at Alabama, Alaska, Arkansas, Arizona, Atlanta and
- across Atlantic arrive at Azores.

Also additional areas are approachable: Aden, Afganistan, Albania, Andorra and
Austria. Aachen, Aberdeen, Aberystwyth, Amersham, Amiens, Agen, Amsterdam,
Aosta, Arras, Athens, Avon, and........ ad absurdam! All across Africa, Arabia,
America, Australasia, and Asia, Amor attracts. Amazons and Adams also acquire
accessories assisting amatory achievements, any abnormal abstinence abhorred
as an absurdity, an aberration, and an abuse.

After all, any affluent adorable acquaintance amply accredited abridges
abstinence’s abyss, activating additionnal advantages. Able and agile
adventurous applicants are acceptable and agreeably accomodated. Absorb all
available accumulated advertisements and act accordingly, avoiding asinine
avarice, arrogance, acquisitiveness, ambivalent attitudes, abusive
anamorphoses, aggressivity, and, arightly, all antedated alimony agreements.

Alas! As all amical advice appeared awry, articulately Albert amassed assembled
aides avouching ample auriferous awards.

An affected affability assisted Albert’s audacious agression. After assorted
aperitifs and antipastas, asparagus, aspic, avocado, almonds, anchoveys,
aubergines, and additional alimentation, after angastura, advocaat, ale, absinthe
and armagnac.

Alas Albert adulterated Amelia’s alcohol 'accidentaly' adding an active
aphrodosiac and arsenic as an apparently anodyne ascorbic acid alimentary aid
aimed at appeasing abdominal aches.

Accursed Albert, an anathema approached Amelia’s appartment antechamber. An
awful accessory aided and abetted Albert’s ambitions, an astigmatic, arthritic,
asthmatic apprenticed assistant apothecary, alternately antipathetic and
antisocial. Abominable antics!
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Another apothecary, auspiciously arriving after an afternoon appel ably
abbreviated and aptly alleviated all abdominal aches and agonizing aftereffects,
administrating an aspirin and an anal analgesic antidote, avoiding angina,
apoplexy and averting asthma, ancilliary ailments, and associated allergies. An
antiseptic apple accelerated an amelioration and allowed Amelia, after an
appreciable adjournment, an appreciated alleviation.

Ambitious, although ambivalent anglo-american assurance arbitrage affairs at an
arcance alleyway accomodation address, an arcade archway around Adarkhorse
Avenue, Ascot, allowed arriviste Albert adequate affluence. Against all
assumptions, and at allround amazement after an anonymous alert, aureate
accumulation abated.

An 'accidental' audit attenuated auspicious anticipations after auditors accused
Albert, arguing arbitrary activities and accounting dingly, accablant accusations
abounded as Albert’s affairs abruptly assumed an atrocious aspect. Accurate and
authoritatively accessed archives attest actions absorbing all available assets.

Aleatory allocations and advances allowed Albert an astute alibi, although
appalling accounting abberations argued an almighty abyss, appraised at an
astronomical amount.

Although assigned at abode, anticipating an arrest, apprehensive Albert,
affrighted, attempted an abscondment abroad. Abusing artless absentee
associates, arrant Albert aimed at an Argentine asylum after Albion, alienating all
about. Additionnally, as avenues affording alternative argent alimented Albert’s
ambitions, Amelia’s abduction appeared an advantageous act affording an
adequate apportionment, as abundant antique aquamarines, amber amulets,
agates, adamantine artefracts, and attractivly accessible amethysts attracted
Albert’s avidity.

An ace amateur articulate abstract artist’s authorized aquatints attest anaemic
and absurd Albert’s arrest after an abortive, airborne attempt at abducting
Amelia. All aspects are accurately authenticated, ably attested, and amusingly
assessed. Azure arabesques, appositely adorned and accented, again and again
add and accentuate artwork, adding an architecturally atypical atmosphere.

Anyhow, an affable agéd ambassador’s assistant, an alert, and able army
adjutant, (Admiral Arthur Anderson’s aide Archie Android) , admirably and adoitly
aborted atrocious Albert’s attack, - an abject amoured ambush assiduously
aimed at assassinating adorable, amusing, Amelia. After an arduous affray
advantaging Amelia and abridging Albert’s antagonisms, Amelia, arms akimbo,
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actively advanced against Albert’s allies.

Although an accursédly accurately aimed arrow’s apex almost attained Amelia’s
aortic artery (an apocalyptic apprehension) an athletic admirer arrived
assudden and audaciously averted an arrant assault.

Afterwards, ashamed, all assailants abjectly abandoned arms and ammunition,
asking appeasement approximating Antony’s Actium anticlimax and Aegyptian
asp against Augustus and abjuring aggression. Although annihilation appeared
appropriate Amelia accepted atonement.

Alerted after alarms at almost all alpine areas, amazed ambulance attendants
aiding assimilated auxiliaries administered antibiotics against antibodies, and
anticoagulants, amputated arms and appendices, as allies and attackers alike
ailed after Albert’s agressive ambush.

Athwarted Albert’s abrupt abscondment abroad abrogated, associated asocial
assassins are apprehended, arrested. Accountably, any additional aggression
appears averted.

All abominable ambuscades and armed attempts at abrogating Amelia’s
autonomy and authority averted, aristocratic Amelia, an Ann Arbor Arts' and
applied Agronomy alumnus, angrily attacks Albert’s astoundingly anomalous
artificies. Although alleviated, assured, Amelia asks an appreciable award, an
altogether appropriate assessement, all angles amply ascertained, answering
Albert’s approaches aloofly.

Agressive attitudes and assumptions asphyxiate any and all affectionate
attachments as argumentative atmospheres alientate affections and atrophy
amicable arrangements. Afterwards, antisocial actions and activities aggravate
anxieties as assuaging approaches appear absent.

Accordingly, Amelia’s appointed and authorized attorneys, acting advisedly after
annotating adequately accused Albert’s avaricious, and actionable activities,
assiduously attack Albert arguing abuse, alienation and assault.

April, August ask, after arraignment, audience, and appropriate arbitration, an
adjudication affording an adjustable and acceptably adequate annuity, and all
ascertainable assets automatically assigned. Anticipating arrears, absolute

accountability appears advisable as alleviating anxiety.

An antarctic abode, abannition amongst autochthonous antipodean australian
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alligators answers admirably as averting all attacks and abbreviating annual
anguish.

Artificially advanced allegations about alledged agreements’ acceptance and
arranged acquittal are abortive as accusatory accusations are affirmatively
attested and authoritatively admissable at Assizes. An adjudicated award
addressed annually adulterates acrimony and aids amenability.

Amelia’s advocates, affirming airtight arguments abovementionned, accordingly

ask Albert’s arrest, also anticipate advance assurance accruals according Amelia

an adequate, adjudged adjustable accurately assessable, accessible accumulated
annual allowance.

Attentively awaiting an authoritave answer, Amelia's attorneys await
authorization according Amelia aberdeen angus animal arena, abutting abattoir,
ample agricultural acreage aboveground, also artesian access and assistance
against Albert’s assuredly abnormally antagonistic andimadversion, animus and
afabulations.

Above all, April August argue adroitly against additionnal asinine accomodation,
acquiescence, adjournments and amendments as against Amelia’s advantage.

Accountants

Arthemus Anderson

Attorneys at Albany

April, August, Another, August, April, After & Associates,
Avocats a Amiens

Avril, Ao(t, Autre, Aot Avril Apres & Associés,

The introductioncan be found in Wit and Wisdom quoting an anonymous authour
in 1826 The story with over 1700 words was written as a reply on behalf of
Amelia in 1991 responding to Albert's original letter below and slightly expanded
in June 1996. Although around 10% of the words ARE AS AN or AND there are
few duplicates apart from 40 Amelia and 58 Alberts which gives around 1450
words so far. To be updated

Jonathan ROBIN
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An Answer

Seek not in sect the answer to lost soul

As narrow road leads into narrow mind.

Make most of opportunity to find

A way to join both Search and Way made whole.
None need to feed from need to fire the coal,

To spark the flame which burns the Past behind,
Heed intuitions, harmony, to bind

All pattern parts, let inner knots unwind.

(22 March 2005)

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 359



An Authentically Aware Altruist Adorns Ap As Author
Artist Always A-Musing And Anathema All Argument

Wishing wonders wander-Swannee signs

As author artist always aired a-musing

Never nasty. Nature nourishing

Dreams dainty, diction dense, distinct, designs
Awareness, authenticity aligns.

Linking laughter light leal lady lending
Endless enjoyment, efforts ever spending

As altruist adorns AP assigns

Breathless beauty, bounty bears, beshines.
Rhyme reel rhythmic talent rendering,
Anathema all argument appending.

Yawning years yet youthful yin-yang's signs,
Turns to thread trust, truth, then tenderness.
ONIly ONe ONeiric ONerousless...

Jonathan ROBIN
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An Essay On Man After Alexander Pope An Essay On
Man The Riddle Of The World

Know then thy God, presume not Man to scan,
the proper study of Mankind is Pan!

The wheel weal turns from fire to frying pan,
a vicious circle, plot another plan.

Sole fudge of truth, in endless error hurl'd:
sad story, jest and terror of doomed world!

Jonathan ROBIN
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An Image Springs To Mind

An image springs to mind:

A child, with childish innocence

upon the shores of life, inclined

to play, without pretence

or mask. Or, if a mask there be,

it still retains a quality

allowing all with empathy to penetrate behind.

An image springs to mind:

So freely see the child dispense
the sifting sand, so unrefined,
with slight apparent sense.

It takes some perspicacity

to see each grain is memory -

dispersed or treasured as may be - quicksilverly defined.

An image springs to mind:

The shifting sands are implements

used differently by different blind

for good or ill intents immense.

Some knowledge is acquired for free,

transmitted some, instinctively,

the balance, finely tuned as we progress or slip behind.

An image springs to mind:

The grain in youth packed tight and dense
Age often loosens, cannot bind, -

how great the difference!

If we could meet mortality

with every thought recorded, we

could help those after us to see the answers we can’t find.

An image springs to mind:

These answers must, in self defence,

be hid from those who’d grind Mankind,

enslaving innocence.

Both Time and Knowledge thus should be

weaved secret in Life’'s mystery

from here until eternity - or so it seems designed...
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An Oily Tale After Lewis Carroll The Walrus And The
Carpenter

Sun shining over cloudless sky,
beaming each streaming light
attempted very best to dry

our homes both warmer, bright:
this had become priority

with energy as scarcity.

While Ra’s rays blazed on desert days

in high Helvetic mountains

they learnt chalets to double-glaze,

and ration petrol stations,

for as inflation rose and rose,

queues formed frostbitten toes, rows froze.

The Shah, Pahlavi of Iran,

cried “shame! ” repeatedly,

saw, Faisal stalking close at hand,
inflation’s misery:

thereon their tears of crocodile
rained down upon the Upper Nile.

The 'seven sisters' raged and rent
suits tailor made to see

their rents increased fifty percent

or more in royalty:

“It does not suit” en suite they wailed,
in court their suits of course all failed.

Kadaffi, Lord of Libyan fame,
smirked and increased the price.

Oil soared to dollars twice times ten,
which really wasn't nice:

he then increased the stakes again
as if to prove that he was sane.

The sheik was stirring sulkily
because he said the sun
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had no just reason there to be
with winter just not done:

“To fear fair fee for fuel” fumed he,
“is failing in fraternity.”

“The outlook should be drear and dark,
fair price for petrol pay,

must pedal till recycling start

on upward, all the way

around the vicious circle till

you taste of your own bitter pill.”

“Oh, Western Nations, walk with us.”
Yamani’s threat then flew,

“With the Israelis cut ties too,

lest Fatah freat, fight, cuss.”

Yet the Israeli cause seemed right,
until we felt inflation’s bite.

As if to back the Saudi threats,

from many a tarmac,

hither and thither, flew the jets

pan arabs did hijack:

those captured were released from prison,
to continue their terrorism.

At Rome, at Munich, Athens too,

they went in for the kill,

in London Lloyds saw red, felt blue,
confronted with the bill.

Since then, whene’er we chance to fly,
we're frisked and x-rayed endlessly.

The lost Italian Lira cracked,

the yen was not immune,

Pound pounded, left just Mark intact,
with Swiss Franc pegged in tune:

but though their currency stayed strong,
banks' bluff called, piper paid ere long!

Jonathan ROBIN
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An Open Gate: Speak ‘friend' And Enter!

Fair friendship, heart to heart, near, far apart,
remains unstained and omnipresent gift,

where each stays part of each to chart fresh start
to meet and to defeat hate's deadly dart,
imparting steadfast links which, a la carte,
ensures hope pure, scope sure, defies Descartes'
cold logic with warm love above schemes smart.

The need that tames the flames of inner fire

may seed ten thousand ripples, may be more.
Desire to feed the furnace of desire

creates from dust more than there was before.
Those letters [I]inked on parchment or those which
on pixel tell~tale tra[n]ce dance in the brain

may early, late, both stimulate, enrich,

cross reference, cross reference again.

Rich pitch one hears switch spheres have ever known

they knew they knew before tuned undertone

vibrating through the Universal, sown

as echo coeval with the wind that's blown

along the way as day and night advance,

or is it coexist in parallel,

with worlds dreams glimpse perhaps when changeling Chance
weird timeline opens till dawn's waking bell.

What counts is ways the wave bands interlink
from infra violent through the ultra read
judgmental values fade, flushed down Life's sink,
the Pattern counts, how waft and web are spread
within the flow itself should make one think

there is no past, no present, no ahead,

as Time can rhyme the span, at Man must wink,
as [s]he's from Judge to Judgement, spinning, led.

The air we breathe with life must seethe and how
that interacts to marshal facts is strange,
coincidence may shape both 'here and now'

and still instill, fulfill, more scope, more range
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without the trammels and the platitudes

which most repeat, both low and high, as each
delays, downplays unusual attitudes,

won't glow in flow with currents out of reach.

This flow is pattern icing on the cake

the poet bakes it takes the time to write,

which whirls around, spurns sight and sound to rake
no line dividing time, space, day or night.

Thus time itself appears conveyor belt

on belt 'die Welt' drives on at different speeds,
some contradictory, some helter-skelt

to feed the need to feed the need to seed

an echo which upon an unknown date

in turn may stimulate discovery

of what once known, unlocking open gate
calling upon the inner eye to see

the need that tames the flames of inner fire

to seed ten thousand ripples, may be more,
desire to feed the furnace of desire

from doom creating more than bloomed before.

Thus 'friendship' heart to heart, near, far apart,
remains unstained and omnipresent gift,
where each stays part of each to chart fresh start

puts emphasis on empathy, heals rift.

Jonathan ROBIN
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An Opportunity Lost

I dare not dare to ask the dance.

I cannot bear to take that chance
Though none compare to her aisance,
Heart, in despair, cannot advance.

Returning stare with smiling glance

I muse on muse as in a trance,

Naught could prepare for what’s perchance
Earth’s fairest fair, soft, countenance.

Her lustrous hair shines to enhance
The angel air that must entrance

All who with flair in vraisemblance
Love-struck are there, with no nuance.

My joy I'd share, each circumstance,

Of dreams and prayer the sum, romance
Replaces care, insouciance

Gilds everywhere where falls her glance.

A form hors pair I eye askance,
Exquisite, rare, I'd die for France!
Why can’t I dare my suit advance:

Her heart to share through life’s long dance?

Jonathan ROBIN
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An_Thology - Acrostic Sonnet

Adjoined is an anthology to bring

New enjoyment, world-view versed in rhyme,
Natural reflections over time

Engendered by a mind whose soul would sing

A word or two to string in golden ring

Necklace bound by no known chain, whose chime
Never fails to tune a bell sublime.

Emotions, shared, reverberate. Time’s swing

At last is counterbalanced, and its sting

No longer palls as phrases fuse and climb

Now past all past experience, masqued mime:
Enchanted insight’s flight on poet’s wing!

Just twenty six the soldiers are whose line
Rekindles hope for scope, draws from each sign.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Anaconda

The giant anaconda’s scales glint, gleam.
serpentining slowly in between

branch overhang of some piranha stream.
Strength selection studied shows in gene
through evolution’s jungle grey, brown, green -
that, sunlit, on reflection, golden seem.
Gravely swaying, swathed in glistening sheen,
she undulates through undergrowth, is seen
sliding with tongue fork-hair,

gliding over there,

where a great gurgling geyser

ceaselessly hisses steam.

Though modern, South American, this scene

a prehistoric portrait might have been

when taken in the context of ringed layer

on layer of suitors curling round spawn glair...
How can she judge between them, how compare?

Jonathan ROBIN
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Analysis Of Analysts

It's sad to see such talent sacked

and seek redundancy,

the system that they backed has lacked
much flexibility.

In days of boom, whatever cost,

their cousel claimed quickly,

in days of doom, when much seems lost,
such slip like leaf from tree.

Economy, accountancy,

they studied at the school,
and having taken their degree,
presumed all else a fool.

When next day dawns, or dare I speak,
employment temporary

will scarce attract, instead most seek
in contract some safety.

When next day dawns, as in the past,
it is psychology
that they must master, else quite fast

will fail to find a fee!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Anchorless And Engulfed

Two who each other barely knew,
though both drew down delinquency
some streets apart, are past, and few
shall etch sketch wretched memory.
Two travelled on lines parallel

while wheeled real reel of history,
banned reel ran out span's tocsin bell
tolled once to tell eternity

'Bonjour, ma mie, je t'aime, adieu! '
The mocking bird of Destiny

nests but a moment. All falls through
before each earth-bound entity

grasp pain's pain glass a second, spell
life's sensitivity to see

things in perspective ere Death's knell
engulfs hopes in Styx misery.

Confined upon Earth's ark our zoo

builds up its bars too readily.

Why all the fuss and bother to

paint rosy hues enticingly

when threescore ten years pass pell-mell,
too few attain vain century,

and those that do weak souls would sell
for one more week's dichotomy.

Upon Life's cruise a motley crew

free choice demands, yet few feel free,
awash with superstitious spew,

how few refuse to bend the knee?

The ‘finger writes' and then farewell!

A door to which there is no key

was ever veiled when curtains fell,
'‘and then no more of thee and me.'

'Time out! ' Reflection's hard to chew

in context where modernity
accelerates change [st]range most rue,
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soon redefines autonomy,
confines empowerment to brew
disinformation debility,

losing second thoughts' review
of truth till last breath's verity
renders verdict curlicue

on humankind's inanity.

Climate out of kilter new

climactic catastrophe

prepares, ice-melt sends shockwaves through
foregone conclusions' fallacy

increasing contradictions' through

politically correct facility.

'Unto thyself be true' seems, too,

dream's motto meaningless. Beauty

and Truth are wi[n][d]owed points of view,
anchorless upon Time's sea.

The generations ebb and swell,

compound their incongruity

in cycles which themselves repel,

rebel then crass conformity.

Time's pendulum swings fro and to,
though now before 'security'

some bow 'engulfed’, sing red, white, blue,
with vibrant ingenuity:

tomorrow they may different spell
comittment to their liberty

when freedom shrinks its empty skin
and nought resists technology

as cyber cusp's bot nano twin
surpasses man's ability

'l am because I think' sinks sin
absorbed in singularity,

hilarity and joy win/win
[s]mothering angularity.

Truth and Untruth, as Heaven, Hell,

add selling pitch variety
constructing concepts which compel

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 373



respect towards 'Society.'

With paradigm shift overdue

our superficial piety

most mustl see through, and not a few
shall challenge blind propriety.

Yet who am I or you to quell

such natural anxiety

when few self-doubting dare dispel
for fear of noteriety?

Refusing to salute on cue

crime may be judged, hyporcrisy,
yet we need more than social glue
to feed our moral sanity.

To rut, that's meant in senses two,

along allotted lines where the

links thread, commingling till Death's due,
is parody of history,

allows small space to trace the gel

of Life's romantic mystery

when stem from embryonic cell

is cloned to standard quality.

Come Brave New World! where little new
occurs to stir controversy,

where each his stated task sees through
with difference held heresy,

where all together happy dwell,

where self-fulfillment finally

takes meaning, form, and where the
well of loneliness is filled for free.

Arrogant egocentricity masks fragile insecurity

comfort in blind certainty smacks shameless insincerity,
as often with dexterity men mask profound perplexity
quiddity's validity's subjected to mor[t]ality.

Pandering to posterity maintains momentarily
conceptual fatuity that's self-indulgent vanity.
Vainglorious immaturity gifts mirror of futility
reflects upon majority's definition of/in sanity.
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Human ingenuity wars Time's relentless enmity
entangled in complexity, self-circles contradictory,
abhors our core absurdity of death and of futurity.
What waits behind dark Door all flee?

Few dare discover g[u]ilt edged key.

Tomorrow's perpetuity beyond the veil, of 'me and thee',

green pasture's vale, vain vanity, stays hid, we kid not, jumping flea
is matrix man, mid grid at sea. One little lifetime's bumble bee
tumbles from pride's ride too rapidly, cell refilled automatically.

Winged on one page of Destiny, love, amity and emity,

lend flashpoint sparkle swiftly we abandon for eternity.

What's worth one wor[l]d's 'felicity' in country, city, land or sea,
when weighed against infinity time's tide tear waves' salinity?

Archive deleted from man's memory
absorbs all constituting 'me and thee.'

Anchorless and Engulfed robi03_0230 see also Hither hurried whence? 14
October 1988 and 13 September 2006 for final verse. robi03_0229 revised 27
April 2008

(31 October 1988 revised 10 August 2004)

Anchorless

Two who each other never knew,
though both spent near a century
some streets apart, are past, and few
will ever seek their memory.

Two travelled on lines parallel

while reeled the film of history,
the reel is run and now the bell
tolls once, - and then, eternity!

'Bonjour, ma mie, je t'aime, adieu! '
The mocking bird of Destiny

nests but a moment. All is through
before each earth-bound entity
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can through the fog for once see well
what life and laughter mean, and see
things in perspective ere the knell
entombs hopes, fears, and misery.

'Unto thyself be true'is, too,

a motto meaningless! Beauty

and Truth are just vain points of view,
worse, anchorless upon Time's sea!

Truth and Untruth, and Heaven, Hell,
are artificial waves, empty

ideas which do in most compel
respect towards Society!

Come Brave New World! where nothing new
occurs to stir controversy,

where each his stated task see through,
while variance is heresy!

Where all together happy dwell,

there self-fulfilment finally

takes meaning, form, and there the well
of loneliness is filled swiftly.

To rut, that's meant in senses two,
along allotted lines where the
skeins commingle till Death's due!
Intertwining spirally

allows small space for tales to tell
about Life's romance, mystery.
Better self-doubts to dispel,
obeying automatically.

Confined upon Earth's ark, this zoo
creates its own bars willingly.

why all the fuss and bother to
paint rosy hues enticingly

when threescore ten pass on pell-mell
and few attain their century,
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and those that do their souls would sell
for one more week's insanity!

Upon Life's cruise this motley crew

free choice demands, where few feel free!
Awash with superstitious spew

how few who do not bend the knee!

The 'finger writes' and then farewell!
A door to which there is no key

is ever veiled when curtains fell, -
'‘and then no more of thee and me! '

(31 October 1988)

Hither Hurried Whence?

Pandering to posterity maintains momentarily
conceptual fatuity that's self-indulgent vanity.
Vainglorious immaturity gifts mirror of futility
reflecting on majority's definition of/in sanity.
Comfort in blind certainty smacks of shameless insincerity,
arrogant egocentricity masks fragile insecurity.
What hides behind dark Door we flee,

few dare discover guilt edged key

and once behind the Veil, of 'me and thee'
what will remain, what worth felicity

which flashed upon the page of Destiny

one little lifetime, til eternity

absorbs all constituting me and thee,

archive deleted from man's memory?

Often with dexterity men mask profound perplexity
quiddity's validity subjected to mortality.

Human ingenuity respecting his futurity

wars Time's relentless enmity entangled in complexity,
self-circles contradictory, for we abhor our core absurdity.

(14 October 1988 and 13 September 2006 for final verse revised 27 April 2008)

for previous version and relevant quotations from the Rubaiyat see below both
Engulfed and Anchorless, and Anchorless and Engulfed
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Engulfed and Anchorless

Arrogant egocentricity masks fragile insecurity

comfort in blind certainty smacks shameless insincerity,
as often with dexterity men mask profound perplexity
quiddity's validity's subjected to mor[t]ality.

Pandering to posterity maintains momentarily
conceptual fatuity that's self-indulgent vanity.
Vainglorious immaturity gifts mirror of futility
reflects upon majority's definition of/in sanity.

Human ingenuity wars Time's relentless enmity

entangled in complexity, self-circles contradictory,

abhors our core absurdity of death and of futurity.

What waits behind dark Door all flee? Few dare discover g[u]ilt edged key.

Tomorrow's perpetuity beyond the veil, of 'me and thee',

green pasture's vale, vain vanity, stays hid, we kid not, jumping flea
is matrix man, mid grid at sea. One little lifetime's bumble bee
tumbles from pride's ride swiftly, cell refilled automatically.

Winged on one page of Destiny, love, amity and emity,

lend flashpoint sparkle too soon we abandon for eternity.
What's worth one wor[l]d's 'felicity' in country, city, land or sea,
when weighed against infinity time's tide tear waves' salinity?

Archive deleted from man's memory
absorbs all constituting 'me and thee.'

Two who each other never knew, though both spent near a century

some streets apart are past, and few shall sketch their wretched memory.
Two travelled on lines parallel while wheeled real reel of history,

span's reel ran out and tocsin bell tolled once to tell eternity

'Bonjour, ma mie, je t'aime, adieu! ' The mocking bird of Destiny
nests but a moment. All falls through before each earth-bound entity
can through glass grasp a second well life's sensitivity, may see
things in perspective ere Death's knell engulfs all hopes in misery.

Confined upon Earth's ark our zoo builds up its bars too readily.
Why all the fuss and bother to paint rosy hues enticingly
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when threescore ten pass on pell-mell, too few attain vain century,
and those that do weak souls would sell for one more week's dichotomy.

Upon Life's cruise a motley crew free choice demands, yet few feel free,
awash with superstitious spew, how few refuse to bend the knee?

The 'finger writes' and then farewell! A door to which there is no key
was ever veiled when curtains fell, 'and then no more of thee and me.'

Time out reflection's hard to chew in context where modernity

accelerates change [st]range most rue, soon redefines autonomy

confines empowerment to brew disinformation debility,

losing second thoughts' review of truth till last breath's verity

renders verdict curlicue on humankind's inanity.

Climate out of kilter new climactic catastrophe

prepares, ice-melt sends shockwaves through foregone conclusions fallacy
increasing contradictions' through politically correct facility.

'Unto thyself be true'is, too, a motto meaningless. Beauty

and Truth are wi[n][d]owed points of view, anchorless upon Time's sea.
The generations ebb and swell, compound their incongruity

in cycles which themselves repel, rebel then crass conformity.

Time's pendulum swings fro and to, though now before 'security'
some bow engulfed, sing red, white, blue, with vibrant ingenuity:
tomorrow they may different spell comittment to their liberty

when freedom shrinks its empty skin and nought resists technology.

Truth and Untruth, as Heaven, Hell, add selling pitch variety
constructing concepts which compel respect towards Society.

With paradigm shift overdue this superficial piety

most still see through, and not a few shall challenge blind propriety.

Yet who am I or you to quell their natural anxiety

when few self doubts dare to dispel for fear of noteriety?
Refusing to salute on cue crime may be judged by vanity,
yet we need more than social glue to feed our moral sanity.

To rut, sense meant in senses two - along allotted lines where the
links thread, commingling till Death's due, is parody of history,
allows small space to trace and tell of Life's romantic mystery
when stem from embryonic cell is cloned to standard quality.
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Come Brave New World! where little new occurs to stir controversy,
where each his stated task sees through while variance is heresy,
where all together happy dwell, where self-fulfillment finally

takes meaning, form, and where the well of loneliness is filled for free.

(19 April 2009)

Jonathan ROBIN
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And I... Et In Arcadia Ego Fui - Thesis And Antithesis

Exacting wrinkled tribute line by line,

Time moulds the tale of each unfolding year,
Entrancing for a spell, til tumbling tear

Gouges ruts, cuts trembling Columbine.

Old age advances, hope must undermine.
Insubordinate to fard soon fears

Neath cold creams mushroom, one by one appear
As added sores when worries serpentine,
Respect refusing riches. Cheques can't sign
Contentment, winter chimney, summer cheer.
At last, with hoary beard and bitter bier.
Descendant is the star which proud would shine.
It is no tree of life that rings the earth,

And I in shadows walk, yet fear rebirth...

Entrance for a spell can also bring

Timeless memories mind may rebirth,

Enraged entrapment caged, as from paged berth
Guard lifted, sentry spurned, free soul shall spring
Over, above man's mortal limits, sing

Intuitive true joy, transmit from Earth

New song old garments dress with healing mirth.
Address hope's message spiting mortal sting.
Rush counter clock, wise swirl and spiral, wing
Climbing skywards, surfing, soaring, worth

At last discover, mock apparent dearth,

Deride vain scoffer's coffer-coffin ring.

If life's tree be but mirage, still its leaves

Awake joy's book, whose leaves forget life grieves.

Jonathan ROBIN
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And Still Soul Sings

Is soul's pure voice stilled, vast vision spilled despite
heart's hidden beauty? Hesitant, soothing sting,
stumbling, humble hand sends offering

to show true flow, not stillborn, dimmed delight.
Symphony should spirit sweep, cleave tight,

touch friendship's tendrils, letting loose wound spring

to free the wealth of tenderness within.

Forswear forebodings for swift arrow's flight,

aim feathered well, refutes pride ride to fail.

Why should stored Future pale before sore Past,

feelings forlorn, torn, gusted by ghost gale?

Beyond the pale, once outcast, heart beats fast.

Soul peaks, speaks sweetly, song's strong beauty deems
hope turns new leaf, spurns grief, scope answers dreams.

Jonathan ROBIN
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And Thereon Hangs De Tail

AND THEREON HANGS DE TAIL

Some sunbathing saurians saw
tasty morsel descend to sea floor,
munch crunch in a bunch

seemed lunch packet - a hunch
to be put to the test for before

need to feed could be satisfied, gore
in abundance flow, haemoglo pour,
each must first put to flight

all opposing scaled might,

fight alot for prized lottery draw.

On the blink in the drink was in store
for missing link all might adore,
heads' and tails' pecking order

soon dissolved in disorder

more borderline squabbles encore.

Who would eat must defeat tooth, paw claw,
alligators aroused, somewhat sore,

who for prey pray all day

when they're not making hay

or emitting some earth-splitting snore.

What became of their esprit de corps?
how ended godsent present raw?

from the heavens descended

was it wrended, upended?

jaw remembered dismembered core or...

Thirty lines this tale's limit foresaw

contest limerick laughter to score

so the story as such

untold lies, cold blood, much

we hold back through rehearsing verse law.
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And Yet You Sing

Is pure voice stilled, vast vision spilled despite
heart's hidden beauty? Hesitant, soothing sting,
stumbling, humble hand sends offering

to show true scope, not stillborn, dimmed delight.
Symphony should spirit sweep, cleave tight,

touch friendship's tendrils, letting loose wound spring
to free the wealth of tenderness within.

Forswear forebodings for swift arrow's flight,

aim feathered well, no longer's doomed to fail.
Why should stored Future pale before sore Past,
feelings forlorn, torn, gusted by ghost gale?
Beyond the pale, once outcast, heart beats fast.
And yet you sing so sweetly, song hope deems
may turn new leaf, spurn grief, to answer dreams.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 385



Andrew And Manijeh Wolpert

Neither in church with an abbe to pray,
nor in @ mosque with an imam to sway,
but before the registrar this Wednesday
Their troths they will plight, let no-one gainsay.

All their love and fidelity to repay,

and trust, truth and tenderness to resay,

after years' delay, 'I do' each shall say,
re-echoed by friends, three cheers and hurray!

Fruitful and multiply all hope they may
be, and replenish the Earth for alway.
To cherish each other, if not to obey,

let them live happier every day!

For Andrew Wolpert and his Manijeh,
A light little lay for their Wedding Day.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Androcles And The Lion

ANDROCLES AND THE LION

Every verse acts as shell for fair moral, a skel -

eton which we expand when councilling,

wanton worries dispel, (we can scan well and spell) ,
through transcendent end line linking illing!

Lordly lion’s large jaws are unused, like his paws,

'til his lady striped zebra’s sent spilling,

then he rages and roars, rips raw prey with sharp claws,
but it's mostly to show flesh is willing.

In the main, mighty mane and earthshaking refrain
give the lie - ‘spite his timbre so thrilling,

for with pride by his side he can set pride aside,
letting others continue the killing.

Every night by lush well loud flush larynx will swell,
while at jungle rill thirstily swilling,

yet all know very well ‘tis to show lioncel

how to act, an example instilling.

One should prowl nightly, bell, howl with high decibel,
or else growl, which is simply spine-chilling,

while by day to keep well one should sleep for a spell,
as hot tropical sun is too grilling.

So we feel all should find feline father is kind,
especially when cubs are a-milling,

though stay out of the sight of his mate or she might
take a fancy to you for her filling!

There’s a story some tell, (here in verse we excel) ,
truth from falsehood intent on distilling,

of a slave, Androcel, and a snell lioncel,

those retracting the facts are cavilling.

Yellow leo once dwelt in a duned desert dell,

often hunted from den to treed hilling,
till with bellowing yell on sharp ratchel once fell,
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deep wound sent harp tuned voice a-shrilling!

From fore-pad Androcel pulled sore spill, soothing swell,
using prehistoric penicillin,

feral fears swiftly quelled, they as friends said farewell,
thus Destiny’s wishes fulfilling!

Between Mount El Carmel and the vill of Bethel,
where years later his travels were willing,
on his way it befell footpads armed with cudgel
ambushed him in the midst of their pilling!

In the old citadel, powerless to rebel,

he was sold as a slave for a shilling,

vain resistance to quell, for free, bold, chains repel,
impelled him into ‘ring’ for a grilling.

He was cramped in damp cell near ramped ‘rena roundel,
where dread carnivores daily were drilling,

there rough romans compelled him, ret, short-sword as well -
hope he'd no intention of stilling!

When it came to his turn he was thankful to learn
that the beast there that held the star billing

was the one once infirm, thus thereafter he'd earn
laurel leaves from the Praetor, Virgilling!

Androcles' doubts dispelled, death decree soon refelled
on papyrus scribe skillfully quilling,

cancelling tocsin knell, toxin soujourn in hell,

echoed sounds of carousing, refilling.

People praised the marvel - ‘twas before chimed church bell -
or they’d soon have been cheerf’lly carilling,

everyone would revel with sweet simnel, sardele,

to timbrel’s touch gaily quadrilling.

Here apt moral we rend, which from start until end,
in its heart says all men should be willing

to be civil to friend, mend each ill, make amend,
then existence will be just idylling!
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1 January 1978 revised 12 December 2010
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Androcles and the Lion

Every verse is a shell for a moral, a skel -

eton which we expand when councilling,

wanton worries dispel (we can scan well, and spell) -
though forgive all the elling and illing!

Lordly lion’s large jaws are unused, like his paws,

til his lady striped zebra’s sent spilling,

then he rages and roars, rips the prey with sharp claws, -
but its mostly to show he is willing!

In the main, though, his mane and his booming refrain,
give the lie - ‘spite his timbre so thrilling,

for with pride by his side he can set pride aside,

and let others get on with the killing!

Every night at the well loud his larynx will swell,
while at jungle rill thirstily swilling,

yet you know very well ‘tis to show lioncel

how to act, an example instilling.

One should prowl nightly, bell howl with high decibel,
or else growl, which is simply spine-chilling,

while by day to keep well one should sleep for a spell,
as the tropical sun is too grilling!

So I feel you will find feline father is kind,

especially when cubs are a-milling,

though stay out of the sight of his mate or she might
take a fancy to you for her filling!

There’s a story some tell, (here in verse we excel) ,
truth from falsehood intent on distilling,

of a slave, Androcel, and a snell lioncel,

if you question my facts, you're cavilling!
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Yellow leo did dwell in a duned desert dell,
often went from his den to the hilling,

‘till with bellowing yell on a ratchel once fell,
and the wound sent his tuned voice a-shrilling!

From his pad Androcel pulled the spill, soothed the swell,
using prehistoric penicillin,

feral fears did he quell, they as friends said farewell,
thus destiny’s wishes fulfilling!

Between Mount El Carmel and the vill of Bethel,
where years later his travels were willing,
on his way it befell footpads armed with cudgel
ambushed him in the midst of their pilling!

In the old citadel, powerless to rebel,

he was sold as a slave for a shilling,

vain resistance to quell, - for free, bold, chains repel, -
impelled him to the ‘ring ' for a grilling.

He was cramped in damp cell near ramped ‘rena roundel,
where the carnivores daily were drilling,

there did roman compel him, ret, short-sword as well, -
though hope he’d no intention of stilling!

When it came to his turn he was thankful to learn
that the beast there that held the star billing

was the one once infirm, and thereafter did earn
laurel leaves from the Praetor, Virgilling!

He his doubts did dispel, death decree did refel,
on papyrus scribe skillfully quilling,

so instead of a knell, and a journey to hell,
rose the sounds of carousing, refilling.

People praise the marvel, - ‘twas before chimed church bell -
or they’d soon have been cheerf’lly carilling,
every one did revel with sweet simnel, sardele,

to timbrel’s touch gaily quadrilling.

Here the moral we rend, which from start until end,
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in its heart says all men should be willing
to be civil to friend, mend his smart, make amend,

then existence will be just idylling!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Anna Karlenko

As beauty born from beauty blooms apace
Now Vera tunes into eternity,

New dance is seen, scene set for blossom free,
Amazing grace is mirrored through fair face,
Nirvana here creates bright aura. She

No equal knows throughout humanity,

All talents glow outside of time and place.
Voyage encounter magic must efface

Each other soul, expunged from memory,
Revealed as mirage where compared. We see
Astounded how cause, effect, interlace.
Angelic charm, intelligence, men trace,

Name Anna Queen of all the human race.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Anorexia Emaciation

Anorexic line schemes superficial.

No leeway as will o'whi[s]p as mannequin
Yearns for frustration's runway vent too thin
Wedge won't table. Supper intersticial

Hear[t] tempts as self-contempt squares artificial
Energy burn, spurns calory litter bin.

Rewards seem self-destructive not win-win,
Excuse obtuse to sense starve. Maleficial.

A vicious circle, virtual victual,

No little trouble gives. Perceptions spin,

Yet edit diet tide tied to angels' pin,

Or pinpoint swift necrology official.

Need feeds feed's needs, gaunt, haggard, skinny, lean,
Emasculated: still seeks pastures green.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Another

Another autumn evening's golden link

Now adds to measured Time in mind of man.

One more year [s]tumbles down from solstice brink,
Turns towards millenia billions scan.

Hope's rising generation soon sees sink,

Ending, one strong before its seed began,

Relearning this: 'I am because I think'

As one September spins predestined plan,

Names one September more Time's f[lJame would ink.
One equinox haphazard knocks to fan

The fires of Fate which somehow interlink

Here light Time's treadmill, spinning through its span.
Ends one loose line to tie these thoughts' terse tale,
Reeled threads unwind another fresher trail.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Another Day, Another Challenge

When entertaining easy options think

each step leads on to better or to worse, -
victory, defeat for heart or purse

depends upon the ways these choices link.
Conformity is self-defeat. Don't sink

to common mediocrity - a curse!

Open mind to others, share, converse.
Refuse to blindly toe the line, but ink

in all life’s pages proudly, never shrink.
Another day, another challenge, - nurse
patience, judgement bias free, disburse
understanding, from shared spring drink deep.
The door towards serenity ahead

enjoy, - dark envy, censure, never dread...

26 February 1992

Jonathan ROBIN
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Another Season Falls 1902

Another summer evening's golden link:
Neglecting Time's progression, peaceful, man
Offers appreciation. Solstice brink

Towards September readies harvest van.
Harmonious fulfillment interlink.

Expectantly tanned weatherman can plan
Resplendent Indian Summer's warming wink.
SEnsations softly scented Spring began,

AS August ends greet Autumn's sunsets pink
SO storybook in beauty feelings fan

Nature's serendipity. Stars twink.

FALL starts gilding garland trees again
Squirrels nut while rainbow colours reign.

(30 August 2009)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Another Way To Write

Another Way is tap the flow within,

New start to key into mind's prompt at hand.
Open source on course is rubber band

That self expands while meter acts as fin
Harmonic scoring lines. True tunes begin,
Extend themselves, as tiny drops of sand

Ring timeless bells, upon life's paper land

With assonance, alliteration's twin

Advancing verse as if rehearsed win win

Yet silken spun from intuitions fanned.

To write is soul flight channelled. Understand
Only eyes crossed, tease dotted, dumb deed din
Will heed, find need to seed poetic light.

Rites formal can create freed word worlds bright!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Antagonishtic - Parody Hughes Mearns Antagonish
And Thomas Percy Warkworth Hermit

As I was strolling down Fleet Street

I met three tweeters texting fleet,

then Time defeated one more day,

and when one sun set where were they?

(1 November 2009)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Antagonistic Anticipations Antics Antidotes

An ant another ant can’t pass
without inquiry ever,

antennae act as looking glass,
formic fact from fiction sever.

Alas lad, lass, to pretty pass
come, for unity forever:

dubious rendezvous fixture farce
cant can't sustain, soon sever.

[S]he who each day seeks fresher grass,
makes hay while sun shines, never
forget men frequently bypass
commitments whatsoever.

Let telepathic tendrils touch,
test out best nest expecting much.

Far more than human kind can carry
bears ant whose anthem poet sings,
and yet most aren't allowed to marry:
life's far more roundabouts than swings.

Weight ants embrace, take in their stride,
leave massive muscled men amazed,
who frequently friendships abide

with patience short, love thunder crazed.

Millienia mellow, pixie fire ants
accelerant networks perfected,
their facebooks more than elephants

trumpet thriftlessness rejected.

Three enemies ants vanquish, banish:
blind termite, spider, man must vanish.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Anthology Prepared

His wish was wit with wisdom well to wed

within an epigram, - he found instead

some thought slight wit was there and that was slight,
he witless seemed to others, lacked insight.

He kept in sight their criticism there,

and kept from sight verse, parodies hors pair,
for some insipid seemed, rose-water, trite, -
but then began to fly another kite.

He pruned, he tuned, communed, was often led
to pulp the offspring fond that Time had bled,
until the flow could sew in framwork tight

both harmony and sense, in fancy’s flight.

For the first time he’s spurred to offer fare, -
incisive works beyond the critics’ care,

will cast no anxious glance to who'd indict
with bark or bite the verses seen tonight.

Dust swept by one who sought to look ahead,
through Internet a reputation spread, -

but what is fame, a lighthouse in the night,

a passing beam before eternal night...

May this collection transcend Time the slayer,
to challenge finite ends is poet’s prayer.

May this selection stimulate, invite

reflection, humour, pleasure bright.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Anti Cyclone

Rising waters. Few escape Eye’s aim.

Energies mischannelled, modern man

Victim of needs perceived no longer can

Offer himself enlightenment. He’ll blame

Life’s past pollution, - thoughtless, partial claim.

Vice muzzles virtue, leaves truth also-ran.

Is Time God’s hook to dangle puppet fan,

Nature a two edged sword? Greed feeds Man’s flame,
Growth self-destructive heedless follows fame.
Cul-de-sac climalc]tic ru[i]ns, - no plan

Yet clothes starvation. Few with insight scan
CLONEd tornadoes... Hurry can play games,

SPIn flash flood wave from some predestined scheme
Now punishing abuse of Earth’s demesne....

Acrostic Sonnet written 20 September 2005

Jonathan ROBIN
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Anticipation Swells

Who once enjoyed the joy of knowing you

could never dream of looking otherwise,

to bounty such as ours, hours bow, stay true,
as nightly dreams themes reconvene love's ties.

Who heart to heart remains both near, apart,

counts nor time's passing, nor death's shadow veil,
links hearts and minds have twinned knew never start
who finish ne'er may know, through time prevail.

Stay or let go remain the same: dark, light,
good, evil, black and white - one coin two sides,
beneath the sods, above the gods, stars bright
in orbit round each other, spin song guides.

When prime time for departure's tocsin knells,
then eagerly anticipation swells.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Antiperistasis

Fused through finest fairy fission,
emerald, jasper, jade,

to nothingness soon fade.

High symbols of romance soon fade
beside volcanic fires displayed

in dancing eyes of fairest maid,
who is a most enchanting vision!

Lovely, angel apparition!

in grey-green woolen plaid,

and cape of light brown suede.
Soft phantom of delight, when laid
upon my sight, as I surveyed
perfection’s sweet facade
reminiscent of great Titian.

And should e’er in exhibitiond
your image be portrayedl

in Florence, Sorbonne, Slade, I
should ever this win accolade

it would be truth betrayed,

pale imitation made

of all thats best in heaven!

My soul is bound, in prison.
Name hidden, homage paid,

For were my heart X rayed

or its sheathed sinews open laid,
by scalpel blade displayed, [
Could purity persuade? 11

Why this sudden disparatition?

Why has our trysting been repaid
by such a very brief fruition?
Please reply to my petition,

to clarify your opposition.

These empty compliments, when paid,
put people in a false position,
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ever appear an imposition.

To be my poor soul’s sole physician

was this your heart’s supreme ambition?
or, only angry at dismission,

you lampoon love in pasquinade?

Perhaps your reason, Sir, has strayed,
mazed by a misplaced supposition!

I never thought to craze, imprison,
heart elsewhere already given.

My goal it neither was, nor mission,
to daze your soul into submission,

I sought a comrade, not a cade!

Imaginations may be swayed,

for Eros is a fly magician,

leading emotion’s ebullition

down, down to bottomless perdition,
like siren sweet, mermaid musician
rewarding passion with prodition.
Tis true, you fantasies obeyed.

With time, all ardour tends to jade,
so rectify this biased vision!

I am no perfect acquisition

like Caesar’s wife, above suspicion!
Before you reach a wrong decision
distrust distorted intuition,

shun this charade, false masquerade!

Another my fair hand has prayed.
Although resenting inquisition
I've explained my evanition:

Do not dispute, please, this decision.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ap Pointed Appraisal

One stores verse story’s glory in the mind,
retinal rainbow stimulating each

synaptic link both in and out of reach,
display whose ray may play before, behind.

Word flow sensations sows and by degree,

can catalyze a metamorphic fire

as empathy extends its energy

incandescent, lends dimensions higher

to time and space and place which, falling free,
rise to surprise and stimulate the lyre.

Time loses its accustomed hierarchy

thus finite frontiers, limits soon expire.

In context crystalline we find outlined

prismatic tones some play, which more may teach
than meets the eye, contact points combined,
with ease - these inner inhibitions breach.

Words flow where none could know they’d go, no key
is needed where there’s no directive spire,

no cue restrictive, new priority

in depth is found, ground falls away, desire

spins toplike, whose magnetic gravity

attractive adds new levels which aspire

to spread, to wed when seedbed cavity

spores explode, explore, more growth inspire.

Words flow, emotions echo, each assigned

its place to interaction trace where speech

is often too restrictive, predefined:

thought modes aligned, too taut one must impeach.

So verse to verse responds spontaneous
to take up arms against a troubled seed,
to laugh with, never at unless some cuss,
to read behind the lines for more to read.

These featured points outline one Poet's view

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

405



though points, when featured, comments draw too few.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Apocalypse End

As Mayan calendar runs out

Perhaps another prophecy

Or doomsday declaration we

Can worry over, laugh, or doubt,

As much world's six-day wonder flout
Like Internet's millenium key

Youth feared would bug eternity,
Provide no hope for coward, stout.
Since the dawn of mankind's history
Each century predictions see

Arising, rumours roundabout

Predict Man's end: 'Repent! ' some shout,
'Or face damnation, fragile flea'
Creation provides eternity

All kinds of causes up the spout

Life may evaporate without

Years remaining. History

Pinch of salt takes. Now we be

Seven billion to laugh about

End round the bend from sea to sea!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Apotheosis

Pandora's box long screened most hope
may open, offer endless scope,
mystery smile seems isotope
enchanting all.

Intelligence within a box

once keyed into internal locks
which magical life's luck unblocks,
heart heeding call.

For sensitivity within
flies free from care, flees free from sin
with promise full new maps begin

to sketch apotheosis.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Apres La Féte

Life's Carnival swift sinks, soon drive,
ambitions fail. What sense to strive
when dregs alone remain to drain
before forgetfulness stakes claim.

Who have the strength to goals attain

with principles intact remain

exceptions to life's ground rules lain,

clowns stride stage, pine, pain, soon lie slain.

Though some may for a time contrive
to fool themselves, they steeper dive
when time in pawn takes pawn alive,
soon sacrificed to failure's knives,
which often with success connive.

Illusions lost, we find with pain,

are seldom truly gained again

what once seemed certain's then proved vain
when gain proves dross, and loss insane.

Dunce bee, once drawn to wicket flame,
no curtain call can still sustain,

another worker t[r]icked from hive
which will remain no less alive.

After the Carnival

The carnival of carefree play

too long has tripped its careless way,
clowned senseless as an ass's bray

while flesh from flesh Time stripped away.

Once sun strong shone, when one made hay
cicada-like, would spend the day

in hasting-wasting, led astray

by vain beliefs the day to pay

would never come. But hopes decay,

the ostrich-innings stumped. Today,
momentum lost, depressed dismay
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notes there's no energy to pray.

Illusions fade, blue skies turn grey,

what once seemed certain from life's fray
has dropped defeated, options fray.
Careless of creed, one must obey

dread summons which to night turns day.

That one's posterity will stay

when life's departed holds at bay

a sense of impotence and may

part justify the role to play.

The carnival is over, May

to Winter bows, Spring may not stay,
its darling buds in blossom, gay,
tomorrow must return to clay.

Jonathan ROBIN
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April May June Duly Appear August

Another day spins round, another moon

Plies silver gossamer surprise profound.
Rebounding droplets of spaced spring too soon

In Lethe's stream eternity resound.

Life drips despondently, some say, tear drowned.
As April breasts Spring's crest, as lovers spoon,
Perceive leaf, bud and bowls' rich garb fresh found,
Rainbow bridge 'twixt mad March, warm May, June.
Imagination's tendrils intertwine,

Leap out from Winter's protective cocoon,

And span star-spangled sky, lands fertilize,
PRepare the ground for future harvest wine.

If Truth be Beauty, April offers boon,

Links seasons' sparkle, Life reflects, replies.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Arche Administration

Arche Administration

Au dela des sursauts brutaux, a sens unique,
Remuant le couteau dans une plaie béante,

C'’est en créant qu'il faut que notre monde enfante,
Hors les rails qui ont trop ‘I'esprit Polytechnique’
Enfin des jours nouveaux, humains, ouverts, lyriques.
Ah vains sonnent ces mots des lendemains qui chantent
De porter le flambeau de cette ére naissante,
Médiatique écho des nouvelles techniques
Infographiques. Un saut, il faut que I'on I'explique.
Nous entrons dans des eaux troublées, évanescentes
Issues du casino des hypothéses errantes.

Sans précédent, I'anneau des enjeux stratégiques.
Tandis qu’un citoyen mérite de |'élite

Regard Approprié, Tant Ici On Nous évite.

Ah, comment peuvent égaux dans cette république
Rester les gens, les sots, les sages, ou boulimiques
Consommateurs d’info, la vague déferlante,

Hantée, abonnée aux écrans PC parlants.

Et bient6t en stéréo prouesses pédagogiques
Arrivent, en vidéo - mirage didactique?

Doit-on ce lourd chapeau porter car notre pente
Mentale erre en radeau sans mat et sans charpente.
Ici au gré des flots, la proie, le grand public,

N’en peut plus de I'assaut du monde informatique.
Ils, Microsoft & Co, aux puces intelligentes,
S’offrent scénarios d’évolutions géantes,

Tandis que les chOmeurs cherchent points de repére,
Rationalisés leur futur sera précaire.

Au dela de ‘Windows’, des réseaux numériques,
Regardons aussitot les effets qu’argumentent
Ces télé-terminaux, et ces forces de vente

Hélas tournant le dos aux risques économiques
Engendrés par le faux débat démagogique
Autour des capitaux de |I'Internet, les rentes

De cet eldorado ne sont pas évidentes.

Mais entre les bandeaux, les controles étatiques,
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Il faut du statu quo trouver la dynamique
Nouvelle ou Jéricho des années vingt et trente
Imposera ses maux, chantages menacantes,
Se prétant au chaos d’une envergure épique.
Tandis que les régimes fragiles s'émiettent,
Révolution logistique est slre, qui est préte?

Ainsi qui mise gros doit rester pragmatique,
Revanches au galop aux idées imprudentes,

Car I'histoire est |I'étau des réves on se raconte,
Hélas le vrai du faux, qui sait tirer? Tragique

Est le poids d’un seul mot, le prix du choix logique.
A l'aube du nouveau, d’apparence imminente,
D’un monde presque clos, d’un autre qui s’invente,
Mais parlons placebo hautement symbolique,

Ici des deux mille ans d'un Occident cynique.

Né d’un élan fort beau qui de nos jours déchante
Ils trainent les défauts de 'usure et |'attente,
Souffrant des idéaux devenus chimériques.

Tandis qu’un univers neuf se métamorphose,
Rideau sur |'ére qui se nie, se noie, s'implose.

Accords bilatéraux s’opérent mais impliquent
Recentrages capitaux, faillites fracassantes,
Changements cruciaux, spirale permanente.
Heureux l'incognito dont les instincts basiques
Evoluent intégrant des schémas plus classiques
Ayant aussi par chance oasis rassurante
Donnant aux soubresauts une aide inconsciente.
Maitrisons le drapeau des lendemains toniques
Issu d‘un défi aux antennes paraboliques

Nous offrant tous un lot créatif qui contente.

Il faut au matelot I’havre ou I'on ne I'évente
Sans quoi le Waterloo sera diabolique.

Tandis que |I'Internet se trame sous nos yeux
Reveil A Trop tardé. Ici ON file: adieu!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Armour Plating

From anticipating,
anxiously awaiting
fate through dating

From meeting-mating,
to rating, stating
fearing hating.

Tears, shivers, shaking,
regrets, head aching,
fearing forsaking
confidence flaking.

From bating

without abating

flee, no weighting
armour plating
protects heart breaking
from mistakes making.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ars Gratia

If none recall beginning how can end

present a launching pad to bleed penned thought,
the point is taken with emotions caught,

the rune to score the score to tune and mend.

No cut no quill Will needs to print the page

as soldiers twenty six are drilled to play

a part or to engage, reflections sway, -

“go with the flow” and [t}ease shrill strain away.

From ultra violent or to infra read
It matters not as notes that now are sown
form part of parcel of what once was known,

will yet become, door open wide ahead.

Reality and dreams remain the same,
no code, no key, no st[r]ain - let promise flame...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ars Gratia Artis

“Hoc fecit Keating' — he’ll attest:
“Hock, fake it, cheating — we’ll arrest! ”

(24 July 1977)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ars Poetica

Some from within, some from without,
without a doubt set to,

as soul-song spins tale which begins
to flow, grow, glow. Thereto
through weaving in and weeding out
touch base with Nature, cue

time, place, as twins defeat and wins
ignored are through and through.

No need to shout, run roundabout,
use artificial glue,

scribe’s violin tunes, underpins,
technique as heart rings true.
Sensations scout, don’t beat about
the bush, tout false virtue,

The poet’s string must second skin
become, ne’er dumb, askew.

Words work their way by night and day

from phases past, to light

through threads at play that more threads lay,
reeled phrases feed fresh flight.

(30 March 2005 revised 9 June 2007 and 1 February 2012)
robi03_1128_robi03_0000 XXX_IXX

see below for previous version entitled Poetics

Poetics

Some from within some from without
without a doubt flow true

as soul-song spins tale which begins

to grow, and then glows too

through weaving in and weeding out -
touch intuitions know

from phases past so phrases last

through threads which more threads sow...
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(30 March 2005)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Artifact Facts

AN artifact by accident, design,

Time's spared though so few items grace fate's trace,
Identified with culture, usage, race,

Questions answers, knowledge may refine.
Unsuspected causal links some mine,

In others tantalizing glimpse of space

That for a passing phase held pride of place

In heart or mind before Time signed end line.

Each object linking to submergent past

Seems dream incarnate, lasts while most fail fast.

(8 August 2007 revised 27 May 2008)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Artificial Verse - Parody William Cowper And Lucianus-

Artificial Beauty

You give your verse a prosy st[r]ain,
with stress complete the air,

but vain attempts too often strain
and stress is in the air.

Those discords mock your daily toil,
no editors efface them,

and as blank lines from blank uncoil
its difficult to face them.

An art so fruitless then forsake -
which though you’d fain excel in -
you never may contrive to make
both form and sense flow well in.

8 December 1991

Jonathan ROBIN
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As A New Road Opens Now

'As April with her showers sweet' prepares the ground for Summer [w]heat,

A mother, Beauty's mirror, here for verses calls, both far and near.

Response from heart not art shines clear as verse verse follows, all should steer
One theme, one dream, 'Let all compete to make his day with joy complete! '
New stanza flows to stanza greet on canvas where thrones pure love sweet.

All good things wishing for this year which marks a turning point, frontier

A long life's way as little man emerges from toss, cheer as seer.

'Run, now its bedtime, you're dead beat' a greater challenge new to meet,

On schools, why rules, why not to cheat, learning, earning. Litte feet

New legs find, steady, as Time, fleet, advances, grows strong changing gear.
All worries, fears shall disappear, as youth flows on now April's here!

A shining light turns all austere to friendship, joy, and love sincere.

Rings of laughter bright sing clear as birthday brings treat after treat.

One road you start with smile so neat may bless blue eyes, in birthday signed,
No tears shall flow, none fears shall know, no thoughts unkind.

Jonathan ROBIN
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As Artist Poet

As artists palette, paints, prepare
so poets channel insight rare.

One canvas fills, one paper inks,
the foremost and the least of links.

Both tune respective streams, compare
perspective, sensitively share

where, true to self there neither sinks
as each through intuitions thinks

the way to harmony, aware

that perfect strangers anywhere

may beauty sense beyond time's brink,
horizons widen, never shrink.

Both pictures form, accompany
creative thrust with spirit free.

Jonathan ROBIN
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As Dew From Lily Pearls

AS DEW FROM LILY PEARLS

As dew from lily pea[r]ls away

Stretched time can’t rhyme eternity.

Desire whose fire may warm today
Ephemeris is seen to be.

We pass, time due, climb through life’s play,
Fall, fate forgotten, from life’s tree,
Remembered in leafed album stray,

Or - for a spell - where family

Must thrust dust, trust our writings may

Lift spirits from banality.

If ALL is in, through, ALL our stay

Lingers in some way to key

Youth, age, together, thus may mock despair,
PEARL Seed be[a]d-feed leads to new life, joy rare...

(c) Jonathan Robin acrostic sonnet written 3 January 2007

robi03_1551_robi03_0000 ASX_KZX
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As Flowers Fade

I woke to find a world in bloom,

I grew, felt feelings could not jade,

matured, to principles assume, -

synapses slowed, eyes dimmed, hair greyed,
parade band silent, spent perfume.

I passed as fast as flowers fade.

Although decayed, or dust-in-tomb,
I trust Man’s lust may be repaid

in kind to meet deserved doom

to compensate for way mislaid
where there for ethics little room
seems granted, - Nature disobeyed.

When stealth and wealth, climatic gloom,
waves stimulate, through greed displayed,
consumers rash themselves consume,
ignoring signals strong, must wade

while scavenging through viral womb

tale rats for scraps pollution sprayed...

Jonathan ROBIN
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As I Enjoy The Joy Of Knowing You

AS I ENJOY THE JOY OF KNOWING YOU
Nestor endured two hundred years despair
Awaiting joy, anticipating you.

Tristan Isolde took within his care

As compensation for not knowing you.
Sweet Capulet with Montagu did share,
Hero Lysander loved, - both ill did fare,

As neither knew the joy of knowing you.
Nature rests its case, perfection fair,

As now I know the joy of knowing you.

To be! - a miracle beyond compare,

As I enjoy the the joy of knowing you.
Soul sends to soul, serenity to share

Here on this earth as shed is every care,
All through true joy of knowing you for YOU!

Jonathan ROBIN
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As Jest Treat Jesses

As jest treat jesses, spurn blind mind
refusing scope, hopes left behind,

for door, or road, mode, code, unmowed track
is more important - don't look back.

Ink lined inclined, by some declined,

pink of perfection proves, aligned

with purple hues to school hope's heart
which each dawn greets as welcome start
while life's hostel's open sign -

remains till time to draw the line -

chock full of opportunity

stay: soul at rest and spirit free.

Jonathan ROBIN
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As Life Is Mirage - Acrostic Sonnet

As dusk to dawn succeeds, so death to birth,
Swift arcs the arrow, with the ark of man,

Lost on Time’s sea, while his allotted span

Is soon forgotten, dry-docked, - narrow berth.
For dust to dust returns, earth turns to earth;
Each sickled moon a sickly herald, wan,

Is witness to impermanence. The plan

Spins to Fate’s farce fast ending. Light and mirth
Must fade or jade before they prove their worth.
In earnest, blazing brightly, nothing can

Remain eternal, beacon Hope can’t scan,

And flame as ‘fixéd mark’ - and so its dearth,
Ghost mirage, mocks love’s life and locks life’s love -
End is in sight, flight spent, expressed above.

Jonathan ROBIN
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As Outcast And Forecast

As some surf sculptured flotsam flung
from shore to stormy sea,

as jetsam leaf on life’s tree hung
from fate’s branch hinge, torn free.

As date, as anniversary,
from calendar expunged,
as sailor smit by siren’s see
in swirling ocean plunged.

As broken toy, forgotten, cast
aside some summer day,
abandoned by spite’s child who fast
found other ploy to play.

As voter, duty done, expelled

by politician snide

who cared more for positions held
than bridging deep divide.

As damsel in distress, no knight,
reflecting on love lost,

rejected by some parasite

who’d calculate cash cost.

As bloom precocious whose delight
is pinched by early frost

or stemmed by scissors expedite
in cut glass vase fast tossed.

As endless treason season’s plight
on land none cultivate,
whose soil pollution spoiled despite
a fertile womb to sate.

As rock, protective ice-cap stripped

by rival's global warming,

fresh water drained, soul tainted, whipped,
ripped heart, unheeded warning.
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As vintage wine which once was laid
in atmosphere protected,

but thence withdrawn, to be displayed
turned tart, tight tannic wrecked it.

As troubled mind no music may
relieve from woes too great,
find no reprieve when far away
love slips to leave cold grate.

These gifts, false friend, to me you gave
when making tracks elsewhere.

What's left, what haunts me to the grave? -
wrong, song distraught, wrung care.

Forecast

Yet tides may turn, storms ride to peace
when filter fresh Fates find,

new Spring brings leaf on life through lease
to leave past grief behind.

Though idylls fail, all tales too sad
may be rewrit more kind,

a fresh installment good from bad
could conjur - state of mind.

or sleight of hand which line by line
inscribes in polychrome

nuancing black and white decline
from sweetness honeycomb.

Who once mourned lonely through caprice,
unhappy, undermined

dawn redisovers as tears cease,

ice melts, pain’s chains unwind.

Oases spring as joys increase

through Time’s new rhyme, the blind
fresh insight find as golden fleece
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transmutes mute stone refined.
These gifts, fair friend, I offer you
for future which could prove
fullfilling, fortunate and true,
fond, fertile, mountains move.

(14 May 2013)

Jonathan ROBIN
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As Time Slips By - Acrostic Sonnet

As time sleeps by love’s tide [s]weeps sluggard, cold,

Slow beats heart's flow, forgets dreams' heats once sought.
Then, fragile, faith wraith cobwebs spins, sins caught

In Time’s equation web. Where once soul bold

Made music wild, filed, passion dims, short-sold.

Existence pales, stales, fails, - loves tales abort -

Sheds goals, gaols aims at joys ‘chance’ might have brought -
Little cares how life’s tale may unfold.

Inspiration wanes, fears stranglehold,

Plaintive soul retreats to shell, distraught,

Second hand experiences, thought,

Buy time, dismiss love from life's centrefold.

Yawning the abyss which, biding time,

shall swallow every line and every rhyme.

© Jonathan Robin - Acrostic Sonnet written 16 September 2001 revised 7
August 2007

Passed By

As time drifts by Love’s tide flows coward, cold,
Slow beats sad heart, lost far from dreams once sought.
Too little lust, - blades rust, in cobwebs caught -
In time fires dim which once, in times of old,
Moved untamed ecstasy, flame bold.

Existence paled until encounter brought

Potency restored, fresh friendship taught

A focus fresh, let energies unfold.

Some dreams remain, most vain, in stranglehold
Spirit stifled, struggle not as thought

Experience leaves feelings dulled, distraught,
Dismisses soul from life's bright centrefold.

But chance encounter sets in timeless motion
Yen to advance, to share inspired emotion...

© Jonathan Robin - Acrostic Sonnet written 16 April 2005 as a variation of As
Time Slips By - see above
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As Time Spun By, As Time's Pun Bye

Two shivers rivered shocks down spine
as he takes stock mid rocks and pine
whose needle presence seeds a sigh,
as time spun by, as time spun by

From far horizon sun’s decline
chromatic signals realign

as canvas linking ground and sky,
as time spun by, as time spun by

Honeysuckle and woodbine,
alternate spirals, intertwine,
approaches mirror echoed tie

as time spun by, as time spun by

Past, present, future no design,

at least none one may need define,
links reminiscence, what may be,
as time spun by, as time spun by

Each place we trace retains a tine
to tune the rune that chorus-line

repeats, refrains, refrains ally

as time spun by, as time spun by

Who free would break from childhood line
should fish free waters changed to wine
which won’t turn back to wave good-bye
as time spun by, as time spun by

The mark one makes must lightly lie
as understatement or the lie
must out to flout the signal’s sign

as time spun by, as time spun by

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A$> Aura Of Felicity "+

He meets by chance he’ll ever bless
handmaiden, and some hidden hand
unveils an inner loveliness

too few take time to understand.

Time stands stock still, clock can't progress,
as second sight's embracing strand
second-thoughts disbands - caress

sends shivers through pores which expand.

His promise, through her presence, grows
to match the merits in her eyes,

to blushing envy turns flush rose
acknowledging true Paradise.

They flow together, former woes -

in ways no verse may summarize -
replaced by links no blinds can close
metamorphosis supplies.

Thought trains awake dreams skeins asleep,
her aura haunts him day and night,

one image still will senses sweep

with wonder, worship, and delight.

Warm aura rippling, rich and deep,

excites, incites to more insight,

love's neurons bridge synaptic leap

like salmon fording stream, scales bright.

Drawn by strong dreams nightlong he longs -
most humble where he most aspires -

to offer sacred, secret songs

to her he honours and desires

where 'we belong' may know no wrongs,

all echoes joy's celestial choirs,

where happiness itself prolongs,

no guarantees, no pleas requires.

Her graces make him rich. He'd ask

no golden ring engraven while
he may not prove himself to task
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the equal of that precious smile.

Meanwhile he'd pleasure find and bask

in soft reflection, reconcile

hopes, fears, fears, hopes, and, shedding mask,
beguiled by feelings versatile.

He aims to catch flame's eye, perform
some labour, famed reward immense,
anticipates ways to transform

bright bloom to new-born innocence
for future shared, trust crystal clear.
Hope holds key to true happiness.

He trembles, mixing joy and fear,
would stand beside her, nothing less.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Astronomer After Bryan Waller Procter Pre-Existence

I wander all alone and play with pebbles on the beach,

And wonder at bright Milky Way, sight other men might reach.
Though thither I won’t wend my way, I try my best, I teach

To students how strange comets stray; upon spin orbits preach.

What seems a complex interplay of matter dark and light,
As magnet must attract - I stay for days before stars bright
A billion light years far away, and find therein delight,

Dwell on gravitational sway should mankind's future flight
Discover, reinvent, doorway beyond Moon Mars, naught bars
Further foray, stray, seeds laid along way to far stars.

From Hubble's bubble telescope to images

from NASA exploration's scope and information mine,

To Voyager myopic; mind curves off from fixed straight line,

Thought processes must cope with dark hole, quasar, quark or dine
On solar storm or grope with RNA's helix grapevine

Unknown to sect's rope, mitred pope, fools' falsehood pantomime,
To louts who slouch about, doubt, mope, fops fearing search sublime.
Imagine bio-allotropes which *human’ redefine,

Imagine man’s historic hopes confronting space and time.

Meanwhile, on Earth, the bill to pay is high, pollution palls,
Factory volcano grey: short-sightedness appals

When greed holds sway, and every day cupidity claims thralls
Yet scarce enthralls, f[r]ee market's ruthless competition calls,
With vested interests' rights of way, pride rides before steep falls.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Asylum Elsewhere

Rust busted radiators leak,

paint peals, mould sodden streak,

sharp mice, beneath bleak floorboards, squeak,
cussed end result must reek.

Warped window panes, if not antique,
are holey, ghost doors creak,

we're far, too far, from chic boutique:
foreclosed by saudi sheik.

Distraught port inmates would not speak
to starboard cliques for pique

between confined straitjacket geek

was standard stress technique.

Far from U.S. Idol physique,
mindless bimbo bubble pipsqueak
with feeble false playboy mystique
in polished pannelled salon teak
beneath Yosemite peak

poor former residents would seek
refuge from self but wreak
self-destructions final tweak

to strife life barred and bleak.

Cares, hassle, unfair coarse critique
is to ghost hunters left, minds weak
still weather on, though up the creek,
unspeakable memories peak.

Quarrels rose, blows followed, shriek,
where each would 'justice' seek.
None survived for many weeks,
asylum elsewhere lost souls seek.

(2 June 2013)

Jonathan ROBIN
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At First Sight

Before false interferences twist mind,

distort perceptions caught, one ought to try

to focus clearly, spirit satisfy,

sharing impressions which should never die

while magic taps into soula€™s spring to bind

one daya€™s events to sense. Here's underlined
empathy with which all identify,

walls fall, emotions' limitless supply.

One chance glance dance askance left half-truth, lie.

Replete with red rose, awed, decor refined,

two former strangers kismet met, good-bye

forever was forgotten as July

supplanted January on the sly.

Earth's seasons topsy-turvy turned as eye
encountered eye which rich dreams decked behind
blocks' veil to comfort karma pre-designed.

Charmed pair shared earth, air, water, fire, entwined,
rebirth freed from dearth's desert dusty, dry.

27 October 1990 revisedl 7 June 1991 3 May 2005 and
0 January 2012 for previous version see below

Once in a lifetime favoured few may find
such inspiration words cana€™t even try
to pin down, predefine, or qualify,

limit, understate or question why,

scorn karma as coincidence or lie.
Yesterday, by more than chance, I dined
across from eyes whose energies unwind,
sensed shocks synaptic instantly defy
Time itself, felt souls electrify.

Here differences dissolved, fears undermined.

That first glance opened understanding. Blind
before a€~onea€™ must have been, with every tie
from gravity released, - no low, no high -

as everywhere twinned spirits teamed, naught awry.
Base substance shed, trite trammels left behind,

We walked on air, all purer felt, refined,
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senses swam, consumed - hedged bets unwind -
completion's joy few mortals quantify.

The message all embraced and somehow signed
dimensions new whose rainbow hues deny

time and space, displace doubts, multiply
empathy, empowering wings to fly.

Magnified magnficence might find

its place in all, for all was redefined ~
impression that itself was heightened by
acceptance shared, that nothing could deny.

That message understanding underlined.

No need for questions, no need for reply, ~

answers sprang spontaneous to apply

bright lining, insight to identify

the meaning of the universe, to bind

its discords into harmony aligned,

no strain no reinn no pain, sight cleared, thereby
abolishing all need to feed &€ how? a€™, a€ " why? a€™

Like lightning current passed. Two intertwined,
upwards spiralled seven heavens high,

each could discover, reach, personify

both peace, release, within a soul-storma€™s eye.
Within this a€” vortexta€™ top-like spun some kind
of symphony ~ enchantment predefined ~
responding, permeating all ~ as &€cemya€]

no sense retained, drained out by inner eye.

We weightless whirled while everything combined

in all, through all, dimensions ~ instant tie.

Past ~ mirage pale ~ shed to transmogrify
emotions' surges, sudden signify

end to beginnings. Soul to soul could bind,

race, face much more than base touch, leave behind
waste walls, taste joys which logic strict defy.

Apart from all, yet part of all felt I!

It seemed imagination, - much maligned,

by most as tinted outpost for a lie -
was in true colours seen as empty sigh -
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a monochrome excuse or alibi

compared with glory storybook devined

that far outshines words' narrow worlds purblind.
Enlightenment at last could testify

to well-spring wonder's spell swell, never dry.

We shared intense impressions counter-signed

by marvelment, as interactive high

engraved emotions, inklings, on the fly,

Rhymea€™s splendour fans reflections, spans earth, sky,
touched, as it were, by karma to unwind

in every thought and everything, shared mind.

Allied perceptions alter for the best

our reach on life as here pen comes to rest.

Before vague interferences the mind

distorts, todaya€™s perceptions twists, Ia€™ Il try
to focus clearly, spirit satisfy,

sharing impressions which should never die

while magic taps into soula€™s spring to bind

the daya€™s events to sense, as underlined
emotions are which all identify

as Jericho walls fallen, joy supply.

Once in a lifetime lucky few may find
such inspiration words cana€™t even try
to pin down, predefine, or qualify,

limit, understate or question why,

scorn karma as coincidence or lie.
Yesterday, by more than chance, I dined
across from eyes whose energies unwind,
felt shock synaptic instantly defy

Time itself, to soul electrify.

That first glance opened understanding. Blind
before a€~onea€™ must have been as every tie
to gravity dissolved, - no low, no high -

while everywhere the spirit seemed to fly.

Base substance shed, trite trammels left behind,
I walked on air, all purer felt, refined,

senses swam, consumed, reborn, as I
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complete, broke surface, - joy none quantify.

The message all embraced and somehow signed
dimensions new of rainbow hue, thereby
offering a space to multiply

intuitions none can qualify.

Magnified magnficence did find

its place in all, as all was redefined ~
impression that itself was heightened by
acceptance shared, which nothing need deny

The message understanding underlined.

No need for questions, no need for reply, ~
answers sprang spontaneous to apply

a lining bright to help identify

the meaning of the universe, to bind

its discords into harmony aligned

as limits disappeared, sight cleared, thereby

abolishing all need for &€~ how a€™ and a€~whya€™.

Like lightning current passed. Two intertwined,
upwards spiralled seven heavens high,

each could discover, reach, personify

both peace, release, within a soul-storma€™s eye.
Within this a€” vortexta€™ top-like spun some kind
of harmony ~ unseen yet predefined ~
responding, permeating all, ~ as a€cemya€]

no sense retained, swept out by inner eye.

We weightless whirled while everything combined
in all, through all, dimensions ~ instant tie.

Past ~ mirage pale ~ shed to transmogrify
emotion surges, sudden signify

end to beginnings. Soul to soul could bind

with so much more than base touch, leave behind
all walls, felt joy which logic strict defy.

Apart from all, yet part of all felt I!

It seemed imagination, - much maligned,
by most as tinted outpost for a lie -

was in true colours seen as empty sigh -
a monochrome excuse or alibi
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compared with glory storybook devined

that far outshines this narrow world purblind.
Enlightenment at last could testify

to well-spring joy which never would run dry.

We shared intense impressions counter-signed

by wonderment, as interactive high

engraved emotions, inklings, on the fly,

Rhymea€™s splendour fans reflections, spans earth, sky,
touched, as it were, by karma to unwind

in every thought and everything, the mind.

These shared perceptions alter for the best

our reach on life as here pen comes to rest.
robi03_0423_robi03_0000 XXX_KLX

(27 October 1990 revised17 June 1991 and 3 May 2005)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Atelier Réalité A Te Lire A Te Lier

Au grand maitre Billaut, a toute son équipe,
Tous nos respects, le show instructif est, intense.
Et de nouveau bravo pour toute l'intendance.

Les discours a gogo, le show panoramique
Impressionnants, il faut en faire un vers lyrique
Envers ceux dont I'écho dépasse bien la France:
Respect trés a propos, grace a leur diligence,

Au temps consacré aux mutations technologiques.

Entendant les propos de chaque conférence
L'on trie le vrai du faux du travail a distance.
Il faut la Duvigneau, la presse Aicardique!
Entre REALITE et les réves de demain
Réponse est A TE LIRE et trouver son chemin!

L'Atelier: I'Internet a marqué

A ux pratiques qui changeront nos vies.
Technologies bousculent I'homme qui
Essaie enfin de voir, de formuler,

Les convergences issues du monde IP,
Images renvoyant a l'infini.

Entre des choix importants, indécis,
Restent des juges trop_sous informés,
Entre les réves et la réalité

A te lire on guette. Qui a compris

Les enjeux dont le sort reste aujourd’hui
Ici et maintenant, ‘la liberté’?

Toujours est-il qu’une spirale aspire

En tourbillon voix, voies, de |I'avenir.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Attolent From The Air

An atoll is it
that I see or a cloud born
by turquoise blue sea

Jonathan ROBIN
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Attollent From The Air

An atoll is it
that I see or a cloud born
by turquoise blue sea

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

445



Auguries Of Innocence After William Blake Auguries
Of Innocence - The Bat
Auguries of Innocence I

The bat that blocked will fall, Time’s sway
will bowl both balls and pads away.

Auguries of Innocence II

The bat that flits too close will leave
a brain too tight, which won't believe...

Auguries of Innocence III

The bat that sucks will even out
red, white, - leave blue without a doubt...

[c] Jonathan Robin parody William Blake Auguries of Innocence - The Bat 29 July
1991 - Parodies Robert BLAKE - Auguries of Innocence

Auguries of Innocence - The Bat
The bat that flits at close of eve

has left the brain that won't believe.
Auguries

The bat that blocks at close of play
stays on to hit another day.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Autumn Sunbeams

Autumn sunbeams light on wild wood track
Undulating over, under, through

The breezing branches, waving forwards, back.
Undergrowth shivers. Golden leaves bestrew
Merlin's fabled forest fastness fair.

Nature, rich, replete with harvest crop
Anticipates beyond autumnal air
Understanding seasonsal cycles drop

Through time to range across the centuries,
Underwriting transience as change

Makes merry in the room which birds and bees
NAme Umber phase between hot Summer's strange
TUMescence and harsh Winter's hibernation,
Numbing yet preparing Spring's gestation.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Avant - French Translation Before The World Was
Made William Butler Yeats

Si aux cils noirs j'ajouterais du fard,

Si de mes yeux j’en fais deux étincelles,
Si je trace aux levres un trait écarlate
tout en demandant si c’est naturel

aux glaces que je passes, et aux miroirs.
Aucune vanité ne s’y révele:

Je cherche ce visage que j'enfantait
Avant que le monde ne soit créé.

Qu’importe si je jette mon regard

sur quelgu’un comme un amant éternel,
mon sang cependant restant glacé, froid,
le coeur impassif, ancré dans le gel?
Pourquoi doit-il se sentir a I’'écart
interprétant la trahison cruelle?

Qu'il aime ce qui a pu exister

Avant que le monde ne soit créé.

Before the World was Made
If I make the lashes dark
And the eyes more bright
And the leaps more scarlet,
Or ask if all be right

From mirror after mirror,

No vanity’s displayed:

I'm looking for the face I had
Before the world was made.

What if I look upon a man

As though on my beloved

And my blood be cold the while,
And my heart unmoved?

Why should he think me cruel

Or that he is betrayed?

I'd have him love the thing that was
before the world was made.
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Awakening For Seasons

Alarm call sighal beeps, wakes life to hope.

While vague, untidy heap stirs, seeking soap.

Above white sheets eyes peep - ‘collide a scope’

Knaps excerpt from sleep's waves, attempts to cope
Extracts dream-echoes deep which telescope

Nano half-lives, fragile figments elope.

Isolated fragments salmon-surface grope

Now mid the mind’s adjustments, knot loose rope,
Glimpse anchors dreams yet keeps thoughts in their scope.
Flashes snow sheep show, recounted hope

Of t[r]apping spring of sleep... dream’s periscope.

Rise above life's challenge slope!

SEA-change awaits as crocus, once snowbound,

SONg sings which trees decks green, gifts green to ground.

7 December 1991 revised 12 April 2008
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Awakening Shapes Awakening

........ Altogether

..... as..g00d..is
..... in.....all.....as
...all....within...its

.......... cocoon
hibernating anticipating
due....awakening....dew
lips....empowered....sips
may....taste-paste....way
set...... rediscover.....met

Memory stream continuity
Encourages parallel tracks
forwards in out flash backs

remain just....... our optical

conclusions....... or synaptic
illusions.............. as retinal

stop-gap............ images to
compensate.......... sate rate
equating.............. unknown
to known............. as sown

seedS........cevvnnnnn chance

blown mock all....mankind's odd
egoist temporal....misconceptions ->

Date uncertain
20070212
robi03_1609_robi03_0000 QVX_EMZ

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 451



Awning

Responding to the soul that seeks true Way

One sees shared light, delights that prayer, prey,
Occupy space better traced in play

Mending blending.

Whimsical the beat that spurns defeat
Impounding sounds still striving to complete
Timeless aspirations. Why compete?

Hands spread for giving.

Outcast is care as fair life’s future fare
Turnaround Cause and Effect prepare,
Dreams revive, alive, revile despair
Omens rough refelting.

Of night’s perils none remain despite

Regrets on others often lost when flight

Simpler seemed than search. Views flash insight
Rare, stop brash pretending.

One scent Life tracked is turning cold,
One more for you new cards could hold,
Maybe to free, in key, behold
Wor[l]dwide ranging.

In tandem totems false could be
Topsy-turvy turned, to see
Humanity, so much at sea,
Outreach beginning.

Unhestatingly this rhyme,

Tale tells to welcome well sublime
Drives out vainglory’s storied crime, -
One never-ending.

On thought-frame polychrome fair maid’s
Renaissance resonates as fades
Spineless cynicism’s spades

Restrictions ending.
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Eyes again are open wide,

SPin from confusion, hope denied,
ONce more to core beliefs inside -
SEnd signals worth defending...

Jonathan ROBIN
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B.P. Stands For Burst Pipeline, Well Indeed

From Gulf of Mexico oiled shockwaves spread.
Transparency seen foiled in soiled rigged game
which seabirds sees seized up, face down, instead
of right to free flight exercized. Cry shame!

Slack shortcuts taken, Senate hearings show,
B.P. stands for Burst Pipeline, well indeed,
come chickens home to roost as oil s[l]ick flow
engulfs fish, bird, goo bayou, won't recede.

Man's proved his own worst enemy again.

Slick lobby spin jerks politicians' pockets,

perks irk, pollution oils wheels, greed for gain
pre-empts clean options, billing drilling dockets.

Dwell well on slick Horizon well, burst pipe
too close to home serves notice: change is ripe!
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Babe And Book

When you read through this book
I invite you to look

not only at paintings and pictures,
but please pay attention

to all that they mention

each lesson, its morals or strictures.

For the reason, my dear,
though it may not appear

upon superficial perusal,

is the book's is designed

to improve your young mind,
Lucinda, we won't brook refusal.

(26 December 1977)
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

455



Babylon - Pride Before Fall

Unwillng, weak, we witness our last lay.

Wars waged by gartered knights in armour gay
against souls sinful sunk ‘neath Satan’s sway,
belong, like so much else to yesterday.

Fine fanfares for fair faithful fighting fray

to global warming cede the stage today

as instant information access may

sway opinions, on our conscience weigh.

Once 'right' and 'wrong' upon square world were known
in black and white ere printer first bound tome,

when Peter’s pope prayed, powerless, in Rome,

while pinhead angels played before His throne.

The scales of Pride and Prejudice few weigh

until grim reaper cuts all hope from stay

prolonged protecting vested interests, way

too biased to chance dance life's cabaret.

Survival of the fittest now gives way

to survival of the fattest, curds and whey,
while those who seek asylum have to pay
for basic rights, obtain no legal stay

of judgement before expulsion and, bouquet,
to cap it all fall into trap, dismay,

when base manipulation will convey

pride, prejudice as order of the day.

Hexagonal seemed cells in honeycomb,

top-down, fixed, feudal, God, King, hearth and home,
now times a‘changing ‘neath night’s starry dome,
pomp’s pump prepares no rainbow polychrome

to bridge ridge earthquake cracks West'’s playboy bray
must meet as Nature with a vengeance may

role reverse self-righteous roundelay,

dissolve pride’s ride, philosophies passé.

Brash West feasts c[r]ash upon a foreign fast day,

fourteen billion hungryhands despise delay,
traditions, preconceptions, waste away,
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wither, whither steals hope held at bay.

Cruel paradox: man's caravanserai

saves those who formerly as potter's clay

would crack, presumed too helpless. Right of way
for those with special needs feeds no in-tray.

The hills and dales our ancestors would roam
are now farmed out, exploited, while we comb
dark ocean deeps for oil, enriching gnome,
see, helpless, arid step[pe]s dust fertile loam
turned desert, naught replacing timber’d holm,
while cancer flows from twisted chromosome
as genes Monsanto seeds, blastocytome
compound endemic crises as we stroam.

A few, while sun still shines, greed-filled, make hay
at the expense of most, who day-to-day

and hand-to-mouth must strive, unwilling prey

of those enjoying Babylon’s payday.

Unfeeling Man reels deathwards through decay,
fires fossil fuels compounding carbon spray,
polluting lungs - soon, hung, we’ll surely sway.
Ice-melt sea levels rise ‘gainst background grey.

Fresh fault-lines found from Omsk to Baffin Bay,
clock ticks, for climate change will hot not obey
wishful thinking crass communiqués

from gospel politicians’ sermon tray.

Ice melts, tornadoes twist, and an array

of plagues, corrupted pirats do away

with balance mind, kind weakness find, display

self-centeredness sustaining power-play.

Wounded world seeks vengeance as astray
strays sanity, while waywards some portray
dichotomies between dreams’ s[c]ent bouquet
and instability dire facts betray.

Tsunamis tidal swamp towns, drown today,
earthquakes pride deride as faraway

too close for comfort has become, will weigh
on global village that has lost its way.
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Balare - 1784 - We Sprinkle Stardust On Each Day

We sprinkle stardust on each day
spread joy through nightly dream,
love grows in oh! so many ways
expanding ever, seems

to welcome shared perceptions, beam
leaves haze maze, finds 'amaze! '

We sprinkle sunshine on each night
delight thread through day's fray,

light filters through as wings for flight
disperse Past's grey dismay,

thus day through day and night through night
we grow, glow, flow, sow, stay

united as true team whose trip

from alpha to omega

shows heart to heart and lip to lip
where every day more eager

sees shared advance which shall nor slip
nor fret should scope seem meager.

Infinite opportunity

succeeding days provide,

as happiness, community,

two heads, twinned hearts allied,
ignores external unity

discovers joy inside.

(8 July 2008)
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Ballade Of Ultimate Necessity, An Encore - Parody
Author Unknown

You ask again, I'm feeling even worse,

again the morning mail has brought more bills,
their influence on mind I find perverse

while work falls kind of outside all my skills.

The sinews stiffen, blood once warm soon chills,
with checkbook cancelled, debts the soul submerse,
one cannot bless these monetary ills,

and therefore compensate with this poor verse.

The times are bleak, I cannot reimburse,

the bank foreclosure cries, with fear instills.
The world’s a stage but aptly who'd rehearse,
though roles are many, all the bitter pills

to swallow when one’s pale about the gills
and grievance nurse from cradle to the hearse
as what is given, - Time takes back and Kkills -
which we anticipate in further verse.

In days of old when bard could gold disburse,
and magic casements oped on sunny rills,

the happy mind could roam with ample purse,
and feathered nest. ... The flight of fancy fills
a further page for sharpening Life’s quills
before to earth it tumbles with a curse

ere butter melts in mouth, before milk spills.

ENVOI

Time smiles, the sickle rises, then it Kills.

The scene, once acted out, none may reverse.
The world spins onwards, careless of Man’s wills, -
I cannot find the will to write more verse!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ballooning Blue Hopes

Ballooning hopes speed, seed scope's light,
All clouds disperse, false fears take flight,
On future fair grace places dreams

On past despair trace fades, it seems
Ingenuous finds fresh delight.

Black holes prove mirage, out of sight.
Unrestricted, beach born beams

Energize as joy esteems

Horizons boundless, blue and bright,
Pleasure spirit and excite

Enthusiastic promised day

Spirits dark troubles, cares away.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Ballroom Dance

She waits on dance floor's brink to think
of future fair ahead,

holds hands with wonder's link to ink
hope's scope, heart looks ahead.

She dreams beyond time's veil heart's tale
to share where most, mundane,

can compromise, fears fast disguise

past disenchantments'pain.

One, pushed by chance requests a dance,
advance accepted freely,

naught false with waltz, no step askance,
as time signs twine ideally.

She sways into vest, chest enthused

to rhythms heart may start

to startle starlit sky, refused

is hibernation. Dart

from Cupid obeys true interplay
anticipations meets,

where each day's reach may break away
from cares, and, sharing, greets

dreams blessed as fears fade, future clears
metamorphosis wished,

renewed zest's treasure chest. All ears
unlocked, shared dance is relished.

She leans, he seizes day and sees
shared opportunities

where Love love frees to please, to tease,
at ease beneath palm trees.

Joy now she understands all lands

by rainbow bridge are spanned,

as mountain lies at peace neath skies
where providence joins hands

with laughter, light, by day, by night,
by insight spurred to fly

on wings of white to true delight.
Acceptance seeks no 'Why? '
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Bare Hand Bear Lands Blow

Barehanded bear lands blow upon black snout
And knocks out adversary with one blow,

Right hand awaits while left waves to and fro,

Eye contact, jab, and then a swift knock-out.
Handle with care who fortune's roundabout
Attempts to do dare, as vengeance is not slow,
Nor can one ursine cub that needs to grow
Defend himself against an onslaught, flout
Beararm tactics, skilled without a doubt,
Extremely able, tabled fast, and, so,

All should be wary when they're challenged, know
Rapid counter-moves or lose their bout.

LANDS lost and mating chance hang on game's choice,
BLOW hot and cold. Blow stills opponent's voice.

(11 January 2013)
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Baring Facts

Two hundred years tradition at a toss
was sacrificed to cover trading loss,

as cover insufficient was the way

that bankrupted the bank of Baring Bros.

When tale of woe from Singapore left poor
to drink the bitter lees the son whose door
is darkened by that confidence astray,

while Leeson's in the Nick, but how long for?

They were sad tidings, difficult to bear,

the larder raided left the cupboard bare,

the bears and bulls left piper pipped to pay

the cost with bearings lost, all's blackballed there.

An option culled upon the sea of time,
an acorn saved two centuries till prime,
is cut from base at rate of knots, but say,

in fifty years who here will care a dime.
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Barter, Bait

Montezuma's tomb hides treasure hold,

or dust some Spanish pride parade would spade?
Beauty, barter bait, alluring gold,

justified atrocity crusade

conquistadors concocted. Soon, slave sold,

nation fell from grace, its customs fade.

Nothing can escape Time's stranglehold

for what remains of Cortez' cavalcade,

white plumes, bright armour, in cold grave are laid.

(8 August 2007)
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Bastille Day

While fireworks exploded overhead,

worn women walked the street,

proffering for a space tired breasts torn bed,
at corners indiscrete,

their self-respect and shoddy stockings shed
in sticky summer heat.

While Paris echoed to the proud parade,

police patrolled their beat.

Atomic arms were to the crowd displayed,
already obsolete.

President passed as brass band brashly played,
agendas read deceit.

T-shirt tourists trampled city sights,

for them it was a treat,

and thronged the Louvre, stared from Eiffel's heights
till silver stars did greet

the careworn clochards sleeping out the nights

come rain, come snow or sleet.

While politicians praised a Press once free
with slogans slick and neat,

they stifled much dissent and liberty

with speeches sick and sweet,

sent riflemen to hush rivality,

yet taxes bare-faced cheat.

While platitudes were penned, rehearsed, why then
an angry crowd might meet,

for them, the unemployed, one million men,

unmet bills, no bills for meat,

marched with shop-worn wives and anxious children,
not words awaited, wheat.

This fateful day is feted far and wide,
remembering a feat

that to the tumbril took a tyrant, tried,
beheaded, sin replete.
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But leaders of the revolution lied:
A fresh revolt is mete!
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Be At Ease As Poet

Behind the poet's weighting game
Encouraging free mind to test

All limits passed, Life flits, just jest
To spendthrift share, its end the same
End meets whatever tears or zest

Are shed within our brief time-frame.
Sustained creation's doubly blessed,
Expresses much, yet mocks vain fain
As fit for those who'd talents tame
Surrendering free choice, impressed
Perchance by base externals pressed
Out over reputation lame.

Ease grows through harmony, on cue
Transforms to guest strange reader's view.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Be At! Abet- Or Beat A Bet?

BE AT! ABET- or BEAT A BET?

Bilingual talent is a game

Enjoyed to stretch the mind, to test
A thought with humour - life’s a jest
To spend although the end the same
Remains - regardless tears or zest.
Intrinsic to the ludic frame

Creative rite writes ‘on[e] is best’ -
Eternity inters all fame.

26 June 1996
robi03_0816_robi03_0000 AXX_1JZ
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Beacon Beckon

Old greenfingers sow
rich garden’s preghant promise
which others must know.

(26 July 2006)
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Beast Year For Robin Lost Among The Stars After
Claude Roy Bestiaire Du Rouge Gorge

Between two stars pert robin found

far had it flown, yet no surprise

it felt to be so outward bound

miles high, where smile defied the skies.

Redbreast soft sings, one is enough

to stem disaster all around,

ten trillion stars this ball of fluff

saw millions more cheep’s cheek astound.

Earth thereto lends an ear, at ease

its warmth wells from each leafy mound,
an echo riding on the breeze

told kitten’s sneeze, bees gold abound.

Eternal silence sleep prevents,

how is the weaver by waft wound?
Where bell tolled echo reinvents
what sense retained by spiral sound?

What feels the hound for harried hare,

and what the hunter for the hound?

What feels the roundabout and where

should interest g[r]o[we] when it's compound?

What feels the clearing for deer’s [t]race?
How feels the blood for heart’s thud pound?
Star spars with insight and bad grace

when noisy strangers float around.

Star seeks LOVE’s meaning, ever bold,
what COLD means, how old men expound
on ALWAYS when within Death’s fold

all souls are soon called underground.

Bird song still seeks sure Way to wave
cross star-crossed dream, by sadness bound:
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Star ponders Mankind’s endless crave,
which only by the grave is crowned.
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Beata Elizabeth

Beyond time's wall what scene is set
Eden's wish whet? or Lethe wet?

As wistful look closed book perceives
Time swallows all while beauty grieves
At evanescence, doomsday met.
Entrapped all mortals are, beget

Life for a season, for fall's leaves

Inters as dust all Man conceives.

Zero sum rule of thumb, each bet

Alas seems, double-b[l]ind roulette

Ball calls black wrack while victim heaves
Extenuated sigh, bereaves

The search for traces all forget.

Here dawn's in pawn, by dusk paid debt,
Bloom sere on stem, threads interweave
Events and causes, petty peeve

And high ideal peel off, Death's net
Takes all, calls bluff, rough, smooth, soothe, fret.
Awake, asleep, deep, light, believe

Each reaches for some signed reprieve,
Life answers dreams with epithet

Inane as pain, disdain, pour. Yet

Zoom in on sundial: none achieve
Autonomy, life's make-believe

Behind mind's phantom mime, cold sweat
Extinguished soon as amorette

Turns just dust, rust no soul retrieves,
Hurt heart outpoured ignored, jet set
Beggars share unredeemed regret.
Ephemeral, brief stays deceive

As last-gasp fails when Reaper's sheave
Together binds good, evil, upset

Are plans of mice and men. Rossette,
Exiled, proves faith wraith, baseless bet
Life uploads ere dumb tomb receives
Inglorious remains wreath wreathes.
Zig-zag between birth berth duet,

Add R.I.P. or urned tablet,

Bitter-sweet each journey proves
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ETHereal, trace Time removes.
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Beauty And The Beast

Upon his cash she'd gloat and feast,
his mind concerned her not the least.
She from portfolio took note,

he on her beauty hung his coat.

Was this a fair exchange, brash beast,
to beauty bound? Affection ceased.
Bright diamond river b[r]Jought her vote
but could not keep creep's boat afloat.

From kowtow vow she sought release
while he refused her palms to grease,
soon each was at each other's throat

nor sought to reconcile, emote.

Too bad amoral range should [s]team:
to add a moral strange would seem.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 476



Beauty Is Truth, Truth Beauty

The poet's lyre afire responds to braid

heart's comfort to art's artistry at play

Truth Beauty, Beauty Truth John Keats would say,
Endymion, reflection which won't fade.

Beauty through the eye's beholder made

an echo of eternity which may

shine well beyond the veil where night and day
frame shadow-shapes that slip away, afraid.
Beyond time's rhyme shines Beauty as obeyed
are pattern codes diverse as snowflakes fey,

each unique however short their stay,

yet each to each conjoined as love, light weighed
Between life's lines as silk skein all adore,
Beauty's theme whose waves wash timeless shore.

Modest maiden bashful blinks,
blushing beauty cream the rose
regrets for envy's icy snows

cannot compete with light that links
across time lines as life-force flows
to ransom Time while Brahma winks.

Beauty spans life's cycle spinning through
word, deed, and act, both outer, inner, form,
may, drawn though space, enchant, and thus inform
the common mortal magic must ring true.
Beauty spirals through straight lines to cue
into life's circus circle, shine and storm,
night, day, rest play, surpass codes cuniform.
All may show glow's flow, flow's glow, renew
kaleidscope eternal which we knew

we knew before, will after know, as norm

is superceded by sensations warm

that swarm within, outside sin, rise, fall, coup
de grace as grace folds mantle over all
reflection, echoes soul's perfection call.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 477



Bee Lines

Past and Present’s argument:
busy bee belligerent

pollen gummy complement
bagged we present, buzzing by.

Season spent, none can prevent
destiny’s predicament

when hive honey government
planned obsolescent workers die.

Sediment by sediment,

shows history self-evident,

defines Time’s judgement, no postponement,
no atonement, ‘vein’ appeals deny.

Inconsequent experiment,
memory once fulgurant,
lacking, runny, insouciant
semi-senescent, streams awry.

I came, I went, to what intent?
R.I.P. advertisement?

Time’s jokes, sad-funny, represent
transient moment’s magician fly.

Permanent no monument.

'Ici git' lost figurant,

sad or sunny temperament,

No recommencement, Death draws nigh.

Heaven sent or Hell’s descent?
Seeking key see reverent
Christian, Sunni for portent
all-omniscient search the sky.

Sojourn tent is non-event.

Time flies by, moon gib, crescent.
Fame’s gin, rummy, trump-trap vent
turns acescent, none know why.
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Sentiment harsh, well-meant,

share same sigh, acquiescent,

proud or puny, soon repent,

share same statement, shroud cowed lie.

Cold, confident, or bland, ament,
trembling shy, bold, insolent,

see aims crumbly fade, fragment,
hopes delitescent ossify.

Circumvent predicament?
Though all try, fool and pedant,
jester dummy document,

share passing cry.

Life is lent, fleet fleece rent:
mortality deliquescent,

laughs at money supplement,
soon putrescent, low and high.

So, no comment. Evanescent
humanity effervescent,

you, I, insectae represent
torment lament: born to die.

(11 October 2006)
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Before The Fall For Annie Boudet

Love was for me framed in eternity.

Whispering and wooing, in our sleek youth happy,

where air and water seek dry sand,

there far from others of the band,

fair hearts held high, her hand my hand, together linked were we.

The doves of love were cooing in Cupid's comany;
above our heads bright stars did shine,

spread out in soft light milky line,

shed silver on the sacred shrine of her divinity.

Through time the scene reviewing, with no uncertainty,
thread perfect wed, divine design,

rose vision sworn, reflection fine,

whose face sublime fond Earth did sign to grace humanity.

We cared not, to undoing, we dared 'to be' to be,
before rash fires of passion fanned,

before, as ashes, pyres were panned;

ere separation, forced or planned, diverted destiny.

Is love, for thee, still certainty?
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Begging The Question

Who puts all eggs in one basket
bawls all begs in one ask it.

If you'd put all your eggs in one basket,
then put all your begs in one ask it.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Behind Sphinx Smile

Silent synapses thread fa[r]ce fate,

'to end the heart-ache and the natural shocks
that flesh is heir to" leaves life's stumbling block's
causal button pressed to eliminate

one cycle while preparing second date

evolving karmic chain that time unlocks

to ease, to tease mortal disease yet mocks

all efforts before wiping clean life's slate.

No need and no beginning. Early, late,

hold meaning only for vain weather cocks

where east leads west, where north, south, test the box
Pandora left. Don't overestimate

apparent reasons, rhymes of season's trial:

truth many seek, few find behind sphinx smile.

(22 September 2009)

The time has come to cut the thread of fate,

'to end the heart-ache and the natural shocks
that flesh is heir to' leave life's stumbling blocks
and press the button to eliminate

one cycle while preparing second date

evolving karmic chain that time unlocks

to ease, to tease, our life disease which mocks
all efforts before wiping clean the slate.

No need and no beginning. Early, late,

hold meaning only for vain weathercocks

where east leads west, where north, south, test the box
Pandora left, let man manipulate

the rhyme and reason of each season's trial,
Which many seek, few find behind sphinx smile.

(8 March 2006)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Behind Surface Smile

More important than a pretty face

is mind behind the surface smile, which shows
comprehensive understanding, knows

heart's different from head, yet still can trace
essential links while treating every case
light-heartedly, rema[r]king patterns' flow,

both those outside and those which, hidden, glow.

Life offers opportunities, true, base,
emphasizing timing, touching base

with principles unshakeable. Who sows

in joy sage seeds will harvest trust. Who blows
loves kisses misses naught, at last finds grace.
An agile mind with humour well combined
must tolerance embrace, contentment find.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell’s Palsy Ii - Number Seven Optic Nerve

Number seven optic nerve, now numb,

taken for granted, normally ighored,

leaves facial features slanted. Voice, not dumb,
answers questions with weak monochord.

Flesh elastic flaccid has become,

control relinquished, hanging on a word.

Vision peripheral blurred. Though rule of thumb
Provides for time-line, faculties restored,
Frustration, hope, play hide-and-seek, mind glum,
stares awry at some lop-sided smile. Record

of former glory plays back yet stays mum.

May this as an example serve, health granted
For future learning curve can’t be transplanted.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy I Penned Stroke On Stroke Penned -
Optimistic In...Sight

Bell's Palsy 1

December turns November's page.
Assumptions artificial,

priorities age must regauge

of ease so superficial

the tenets, try to disengage

from palsy interstitial,

periphery extend sans rage
ineptly hit-and-missile.

Paralysis as passing stage
perceived though prejudicial

as challenge met we trust will wage
war on clock lock official,

ensuring both for sot and sage
return to strength initial...

II

Bell’s Palsy II - Number Seven Optic Nerve

Number seven optic nerve, now numb,

taken for granted, normally ignored,

leaves facial features slanted. Voice, not dumb,
answers questions with weak monochord.

Flesh elastic flaccid has become,

control relinquished, hanging on a word.

Vision peripheral blurred. Though rule of thumb
Provides for time-line, faculties restored,
Frustration, hope, play hide-and-seek, mind glum,
stares awry at some lop-sided smile. Record
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of former glory plays back yet stays mum.
May this as an example serve, health granted
For future learning curve can’t be transplanted.

3 December 2007 revised 8 August 2008

Bell's Palsy III - Recounting Countdown
Recounting Countdown

Ache, Pain, Depression, urgently await
attention as emergencies are laid

side by side, some prostrate, some afraid,
upon their stretchers shored by metal gate.
Space occupied all patients would vacate

but hold their breath in queue, minds dwell on spade,
'til rest for good or evil is repaid

as egos and identities deflate.

One stroke starts life, one more: it is too late
to draw conclusions, seek to be obeyed,

order, plan, or question fate, for, frayed,

lifes braid unravels, saint and reprobate

have date with waters of forgetfulness,

all waves goodbye. 'Unknown at that address.'

3 December 2007

Bell's Palsy IV - Shocks and Spills

There seems no antidotage panacea

reversing wrinkles, shrinkles, age's ills.

Alzheimer and ten thousand shocks and spills

'that flesh is heir to' when sense slows, goes queer.
Alert at ninety, by all near held dear,
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is not the common lot, sight fails, slight chills
mutate despite most modern doctors' wills.
None stem time's tide. Horizons disappear.
Thus treat each day as treat, ignoring fear
and angst that fear of fear itself instills

as petal power from past pride's flower fills
time's rills as, falling, death's felt calling near.
Paralysis if temporary finds

incentive to reboot inventive minds.

4 December 2007 revised 9 January 2009

Bell's Palsy V - Perpetual Paradox

Tomorrow and tomorrow once appeared
to set [h]our petty pace 'til end of time,
where openly men close door showing climb
must fall precede, all seed from cropped corn sheared.
To slime returns those who, too highly geared,
presume on life's lease until palsy's rhyme -
Bell rung, wrung peace, piecemeal cut off in prime.
Paradox perpetual, decks cleared,
stage silent, godless or godfearing jeered,
or curtain cheered at end of pantomime,
no castle under lime, soaked sods turn grime
to mock man's half-cock pride ride disappeared.
No longer cocky, finite jokes, choked, fade,
Cock crows, then silence, banter's banner frayed.

4 December 2007 revised 8 August 2008

Bell's Palsy VI - The Years

Challenge met, or coward debt, the years

inter regrets, bets lost or won. Fame flamed

soon's watered down, crown tumbled, wild time tamed.
Abandonned aims, irrelevance, tapped tears

exchange youth's free spring for shoe-string trapped fears
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with all but self unjustifiably blamed

through insecurity or shame self-shamed.

First wait, then weight, agenda filled soon clears,
slate empty, sleight of hand forgotten, biers
prepared as palsy claims both hale and maimed,
'to sleep perchance to dream', game unacclaimed,
today here, gone tomorrow, sorrow steers
triumph towards forgetfulness, ignored

are shallow minds, emotions deep outpoured.

4 December 2007 revised 9 January 2009

Bell's Palsy VII - Unwinking Wit

Who once dissolved defenses, insight deep,
now lies constrained, can't set smile's record straight,
remains in limbo, rhyming wait with weight,
while unresponsive muscles seek lost sleep.
Awake, asleep, dry eye must ever peep,
asleep, awake, lop-sided lips mouth late

and early struggle to articulate.

Paralysis struck swiftly, on guard keep

a wary eye while weary brain can't weep,
aware must wait while nearve link reprobate
plays tricks twixt life and Styx, active, probate.
Wit winks while eyelid left behind can't creep.
Two thirds recuperation prognosis

seems lot or little turning on Fate's kiss.

4 December 2007

Bell's Palsy VIII - From Hale to Pale

Transpiration rains, stains sheets
as fiery fever overheats,
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resistance encounters fixed frown

as shivers flow from toe to crown.

Flesh challenges a viral band
subcutaneous and underhand.

From hale to pale man's tale must meet
trail end conclusion with heartbeats
accelerating 'til, peaks spanned,

the pulse falls silent, pride unmanned.
To other matters turns a town

whose wit walls tall Time whittles down.

Hope's promises spin scope's deceits,

will's health spills wealth, itself defeats,

to common earth uncommon noun

descends, all ends, worms' winding gown.

No guarantees, none understand

Canute's complaint, tide's vain command.
Mind wanders, speech seems out of reach

to numb lips dumb, example teach

of soundless song, numb tongue can't preach.
Imagination plays the clown

with hopes and fears, tears can't course down
for lachrymosal saraband

well tainted, dries, laments waste land.

4 December 2007 revised 9 January 2009

Bell's Palsy IX - Unexpected

The blow fell unexpectedly. Through senses
stablized, peripheral vision dropped,

s[l]ight blurring, palsy light, field, focus cropped,
by hanging eyelid slack. One lacked defences.
The body, ill-prepared, lost eye lined fences
symetrical because some muscles stopped

reflex reflections, on the hop caught, flopped
out dry-eyed. For most, the shock immense is.
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Hospital - with zero sum expenses -

in Paris proved eye-opener when chopped
capacity de[p]leted. For who've shopped
around for cheap insurance, confidence is
dependant upon damage to the brain
until luck sets the record straight again.

4 December 2007 slightly revised 9 January 2009

Bell's Palsy X - Date With Ephemerality

Death draws our existential veil ajar

As far too close for comfort end appears

To jar hour conscious introspection, clears
External trappings' deck of pimped pomp's power.
Will fades as spade cold ashes stirs. Spark's char
Is comfort cold indeed. Tomorrow fears

Today's pearled sweat beads lead to heedless bier.
Hope, scope, ambitions, fall as shooting star
Evanescence illustrates - space-bar

Perpetuation mocks as farce, 'tis clear,

Hence now, tomorrow nothing, presses here.
EMotions on Time's oceans fade afar.

ERA over, memory departs,

LIfe That Yearns Time spurns, fresh cycle starts.

Acrostic Sonnet DATE WITH EPHEMERALITY written 4 December 2007

Bell's Palsy XI - Schemes Dreamed

Before the clock rang four nine sonnets sprang
spontaneous as rain on window pane

drummed up old drams while drowning out cold pain,
symphonic salvoes which strange pattern sang.
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Mouth, paralysed, retained an acrid tang,
mind free, yet captive, found both loss and gain,
schemes dreamed to conjur up lost wit again,
discomfort caught, dismissed eye's mist, lip's hang.
Nor cause for whimpers, nor earth-shaking bang,
life side tied, right maintains refrain
in sonnet write from which one can't refrain,
ignoring rhyme rules homonyms would ban.
Beside a lamplit bed one, shadowed, lies,
Another bed, with other ties, sad sighs.

5 December 2007

Bell's Palsy XII - On Dort

Numb, number seven optic nerve

from sacred mission seemed to swerve,
no forewarning was observed,

nor premonition ere encore.

Facial features paralysed,
symetry quite jeopordized,

lip and eye anaesthetized,
and no volition, so 'on dort'.

5 December 2007

note: On Dort French - (One is) sleeping

Bell's Palsy XIII - Virus, Virus

Virus, virus striking fast,
will you get your man at last?
brush his pomp and pride away,
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no tomorrow for today?

In life's nerveless nervy vale

gods and goods prove no avail.
What withstands bands viral? Use
of eye and mouth the fates refuse,

as what once bloomed for one sweet hour
finds doomed, entombed, its finite power.

Palsy puts an end to winking,
but it should not stop one thinking,
There is something missing, missing,

where mouth, unmoving, miss kissing.

Eyelid slack, blue view unblinking,
tearless turns upon scene drinking
in absudity cross-crissing

reference points, all bliss dismissing.

Virus, virus failing fast,

crisis now seems over, passed

to other eyes, their season seize
with seizure he who sees soon flees.
Although one week, weak overcast
impatient patient lay downcast,
modern medicine soon frees

the system from discomfort's freeze
as tears cascade to show again

that happiness may flow sans peine.

Parody after Ann and Jane Taylor Twinkle, Twinkle, little star and William Blake

Tyger written 5 December 2007

Bell's Palsy XIV - Dew Diligence

Dew diligence when eyelid is denied

control of wink, when blink becomes a feat
beyond the ken of mice and men, conceit

melts to humility, while cares abide.
Heartbeat accelerates to concide

with worry, movements taken for a ride
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by malady haphazard striking fleet.

Fixed expression canvas could complete

as flexibility falls to one side,

focus reduced, no longer far and wide,

too close for comfort, wanders off the beat.

Pride, knocked for skittles, cannot make ends meet,
patience, once praised, stays stage-struck, sorely tried.
Fixed interest stocks soar, gilt lining’s sought

to train too slack to credit outlook taut.

5 December 2007

Bell's Palsy XV - Dissymmetry

Confusion from confusion must adjust

to face tomorrow’s out of kilter grin

with humour '‘til the specialists non-plussed
seize on season’s reason, find win-win
solution to an accident now cussed

in no uncertain terms as worms begin

to lay their weight on current state where lust
must bridled be, - who'd seek as kith and kin
one open eye, one which retains unfussed
perspective, lacks control of muscle spin

to twin both sides in unison true, just.
Dissymmetry becomes a moral gin

and handicap self-efident, untrussed

is optic nerve from verse which would begin
to laugh at luck, continue tongue in cheek

to find new way to strength transformed from weak.

5 December 2007

Bell's Palsy XVI - To Test Frontiers

Inertia catalyzes swift reaction
testing limits unbeknownst before,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 493



experienced elsewhere, though, we ignore
discomforts which might hamper freedom, action.
Impervious to muscular contraction,

left eyelid, lip, unable are to draw

lines which smile, frown designed, while vision poor
interferes, and adds unsought distraction.

In health, free from nervous petrifaction

few seek out illness, won’t by choice explore

the options close to those that chance, gene flaw
or accident are trapped, lose speech, sight, traction.
Fresh emphasis on disabilities

should top the list of our priorities.

5 December 2007

Bell's Palsy XVII - Temptations

Blessed externals force the mind to turn

within to test perception shared by all

who, sight curtailed, or lost beyond recall,

must grasp at straws, effect and cause discern,
too well aware temptations bridges burn.

First impressions seem attaitned, ball
‘questions aye’s and no’s’, past free-for-all

is circumcised, undertain seems return

to ‘normalcy’ which, hitherto could earn
approval’s hallmark stamp. Cramps now forestall
options infinite. Cut and dried, in thrall,

one’s tied who far and wide went, wit withdrawn
from choice unlimited as on this page

fragility highlights restictive cage.

5 December 2007

Bell's Palsy XVIII - Fragility
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Ink flows as if it knows that tale once writ

cannot rephrase a passing phase whose light

too soon extinguished must merge into night
where sot or sage blot page, through age unfit.
We're puppets strung, hands wrung won't change a bit
repeated role enforced by karmic spite.

If free-will reigns, there’s no pre-destined right
or wrong, no rung to heav’n, no roasting spit.
Through ‘accident’ or ‘fate’ fragility

in spotlight’s thrown, ‘to be, or not to be’
depends upon coincidence where rules

few follow with prescient authority.

Manage man age when palsied dry eye’s numb

is out of reach with speech deformed, near dumb.

5 December 2007 revised 17 January 2008

Bell's Palsy XIX - Moving Finger Writes

Life's lease release few willing seek to peek
beyond the veil, to paradise, hell’s burns,

or purgatory. All fear trough and peak,

‘the vale from which no traveller returns’.

Who holds his peace, condemned by double-speak,
who acts his piece, slight recognition earns,
between the two what voice for choice may tweak
advancing chance, who causal dance discerns?
Confined, bedridden, both, unhappy lot

space, trace, forgot ‘as finger writes, moves on’
priorites more pressing are addressed

as movement muscular remains forgot

in race towards oblivion upon

a dice throw, soon replaced by other g[u]est.
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5 December 2007 revised 17 January 2009

Bell's Palsy XX - Infinite Designs

Comparisons with hindsight simple seem
when fateful footfall flays ‘unkindest cut’

to sever fancy, fact, where yawns redeem

no nightmare fears when eyelid cannot shut.
No need to add to those prose screeds which teem
prolific on life’s rhymeless time climb, but
terse verse may show dimensions unforeseen,
alternate aspects of ill health’s dark rut,
reflections which on higher plane help gleam
hope’s beacon ‘fore life’s final uppercut
replacing frown with fixed grin, skinless cut
from niche so ‘indispensable’ on team.

Palsy surprises, stimulating lines

upon creation’s infinite designs.

5 December 2007 revised 17 January 2009

Bell's Palsy XXI - Lopsided

Sore cornea, slack lip, mind grind uncheered

are juxtaposed within this swift spun sonnet

as optic nerve’s observed when crooked, sheared,
recuperation’s odds: few bet upon it.

Partnering frustration has appeared

unbridled spleen, an angry bee in bonnet,
weighing all options with perception cleared
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of wishful thinking, been and gone and done it.
Paralysis shows fall from grace, grown beard
can’t mask misfortune though mind tries to con it
committing rambling thoughts to paper smeared
with words erased, replaced, blue blot spots on it.
Lopsided outlook focus finds for mind

assailed by palsy it would leave behind.

5 December 2007 revised 17 January 2009

Bell's Palsy XXII - Match Met

Through metaphors one strikes symphonic chords,
sonnet metamorphosis complete,

one mirror image more before towards

tossed sleep’s return’s embossed on crinkled sheet.
One little cares for life’s snares, strife filled street,
when sense of humour, dream denied, affords
itself the luxury of lines to beat

eternity’s sharp introspective swords

to ploughshares. Match met, mighty pen would treat
itself to compensation’s grained awards,

rewards grasped unexpected from defeat

when unresponsive jaws snatch victory

day, night, writes words dry eye can hardly see.

5 December 2007 revised 17 January 2009

Bell's Palsy XXIII - Ta[l]king for Granted

On palsy’s cause no recitation
consensual has been agreed,
in any case fear, greed, elation,
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soon sink however great the need
perceived to safeguard life’s rank station
for illness executes trust deed.

What's blasphemy? what’s profanation?
what prayer path may be decreed

when out of sight slips pagination?
Re-education may succeed

yet there’s no fail-safe medication
providing progress guaranteed

to soothe uncalled for inflamation.

Who takes for granted daily feed

on dainties drawn from every nation,
gaily ignoring [s]he should heed

each morning’s warning present station,
may t[r]ail to full stop won't succeed

in meeting deadlines, consternation

in turn encounters end indeed,

wormed, urned, CO2 cremation.

Objections Death will supercede,
replaced by funeral oration.

No moral’s offered. Rose and weed
first struggle, then succumb, vocation
shared by all flora, fauna, lead
reduced to naught ‘spite invocation
to greedy gods, bead creed, to speed
from illness into true salvation
redemption grant, emancipation.

5 December 2007 revised 17 January 2009

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy lii - Recounting Countdown

Ache, Pain, Depression, urgently await
attention as emergencies are laid

side by side, some prostrate, some afraid,
upon their stretchers shored by metal gate.
Space occupied all patients would vacate

but hold their breath in queue, minds dwell on spade,
'til rest for good or evil is repaid

as egos and identities deflate.

One stroke starts life, one more: it is too late
to draw conclusions, seek to be obeyed,
order, plan, or question fate, for, frayed,

lifes braid unravels, saint and reprobate

have date with waters of forgetfulness,

all waves goodbye. 'Unknown at that address.'

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Iv - Shocks And Spills

There seems no antidotage panacea
reversing wrinkles, shrinkles, age's ills.
Alzheimer and ten thousand shocks and spills
'that flesh is heir to' when sense slows, goes queer.
Alert at ninety, by all near held dear,

is not the common lot, sight fails, slight chills
mutate despite most modern doctors' wills.
None stem time's tide. Horizons disappear.
Thus treat each day as treat, ignoring fear
and angst that fear of fear itself instills

as petal power from past pride's flower fills
time's rills as, falling, death's felt calling near.
Paralysis if temporary finds

incentive to reboot inventive minds.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Ix - Unexpected

The blow fell unexpectedly. Through senses
stablized, peripheral vision dropped,

s[l]ight blurring, palsy light, field, focus cropped,
by hanging eyelid slack. One lacked defences.
The body, ill-prepared, lost eye lined fences
symetrical because some muscles stopped
reflex reflections, on the hop caught, flopped
out dry-eyed. For most, the shock immense is.
Hospital - with zero sum expenses -

in Paris proved eye-opener when chopped
capacity de[p]leted. For who've shopped
around for cheap insurance, confidence is
dependant upon damage to the brain

until luck sets the record straight again.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Sonnet Crown Frown

December turns November's shredded page.
Complacent assumptions artificial

lose centre stage, as spirit must reguage
priorities of ease so superficial,

review life's tenets, try to disengage

from nervous palsy interstitial.

Peripheral vision victim, without rage

as useless as ineptly hit-and-missile,

must see paralysis as passing stage
creating challenge prejudicial.

Patience is virtue helping mind to wage

war on clock, lock block, return to strength initial
though face awry perhaps for time to come,
number seven optic nerve now numb.

Number seven optic nerve, now numb,

taken for granted, normally ighored,

leaves facial features slanted.

Voice, not dumb, answers questions with weak monochord.
Flesh elastic flaccid has become,

control relinquished, hanging on a word.

Vision peripheral blurred. Though rule of thumb
provides for time-line, faculties restored,
frustration, hope, play hide-and-seek, mind glum,
stares awry at some lop-sided smile. Record

of former glory plays back yet stays mum.

Health is wealth we appreciate too late,

when illness strikes through accident or fate.

When illness strikes through accident or fate
attention's paid, emergencies are laid

side by side, some prostrate, some afraid,

upon their stretchers shored by metal gate.

Ache, Pain, Depression, urgently await

but hold their breath in queue, minds dwell on spade,
till rest for good or evil is repaid

as egos and identities deflate.

One stroke starts life, one more: it is too late

to draw conclusions, seek to be obeyed,
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order, plan, or question fate, for, frayed,
life's braid unravels, saint and reprobate
rendezvous with hell or heaven freer,
There seems no antidotage panacea.

There seems no antidotage panacea
reversing wrinkles, shrinkles, age's ills.
Alzheimer and ten thousand shocks and spills
'that flesh is heir to' when sense slows, goes queer.
Alert at ninety, by all near held dear,

is not the common lot, sight fails, slight chills
mutate despite most modern doctors' wills.
None stem time's tide. Horizons disappear.
Thus treat each day as treat, ignoring fear
and angst that fear of fear itself instills

as petal power from past pride's flower fills
time's rills as, falling, death's felt calling near.
Paralysis reboots mind joys would reap -
awake, asleep, dry eye must ever peep.

Awake, asleep, dry eye must ever peep,
asleep, awake, lop-sided lips mouth late

and early struggle to articulate.

Paralysis struck swiftly, on guard keep

a wary eye while weary brain can't weep,
aware must wait while nerve link reprobate
plays tricks twixt life and Styx, active, probate.
Wit winks while eyelid left behind can't creep.
Who once dissolved defenses, insight deep,
now lies constrained, can't set smile's record straight,
remains in limbo, rhyming wait with weight,
while unresponsive muscles seek lost sleep.
Recuperation odds revered and feared,

to slime returns mime much too highly geared.

To slime returns mime much too highly geared,
presuming on life's lease till palsy's rhyme,

Bell rung, wrung peace, piecemeal cut off in prime,
paradox perpetual, decks cleared.

Stage silent, godless or godfearing jeered,

or curtain cheered at end of pantomime,

no castle under lime, soaked sods turn grime
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to mock man's half-cock pride ride disappeared.
Tomorrow and tomorrow once appeared

to set [h]our petty pace 'til end of time,

where openly men close door showing climb

must fall precede, all seed from cropped corn sheared.
Wheel turns, dust dust returns, cost here’s,

challenge met, or coward debt, lost years.

Challenge met, or coward debt, lost years

inter regrets, bets lost or won. Fame flamed

soon's watered down, crown tumbled, wild time tamed.
Abandonned aims, irrelevance, tapped tears

exchange youth's free spring for shoe-string trapped fears
with all but self unjustifiably blamed

through insecurity or shame self-shamed.

First wait, then weight, agenda filled soon clears,

slate empty, sleight of hand forgotten, biers

prepared as palsy claims both hale and maimed,

'to sleep perchance to dream', game unacclaimed,
today here, gone tomorrow, sorrow steers

triumph to rot forgotten, - which offence is.

The body, ill-prepared, lost eye lined fences

The body, ill-prepared, lost eye lined fences
symmetrical because some muscles stopped
reflex reflections, on the hop caught, flopped
out dry-eyed. For most, the shock immense is.
The blow fell unexpectedly. Through senses
stabilized, peripheral vision dropped,

s[l]ight blurring, palsy light, field, focus cropped,
by hanging eyelid slack. One lacked defences.
Hospital - with zero sum expenses -

in Paris proved eye-opener when chopped
capacity de[p]leted. For who've shopped
around for cheap insurance, confidence is
dependant on brain damage many mar.

Death draws our existential veil ajar.

Death draws our existential veil ajar

As far too close for comfort end appears

To jar hour conscious introspection, clears
External trappings' deck of pimped pomp's power.
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Will fades as spade cold ashes stirs. Spark's char
Is comfort cold indeed. Tomorrow fears

Today's pearled sweat beads lead to heedless bier.
Hope, scope, ambitions, fall as shooting star
Evanescence illustrates - space-bar

Perpetuation mocks as farce, 'tis clear,

Hence now, tomorrow nothing, presses here.
EMotions on Time's oceans fade afar.

ERA over, memory departs,

LIfe That Yearns Time spurns, fresh cycle starts.

Life that yearns Time spurns, fresh cycle starts
departure fresh, or flesh distorted, pain

bedside companion, breaking caring hearts
unless luck sets the record straight again.

Two thirds recuperation on the charts

seems lot or little turning on Fate's kiss,
prognosis vague upsets all applecarts
over-optimism is felt amiss.

No longer cocky, finite jokes, choked, fade,

hide bound by palsy mind from hidebound free,
cock crows, then silence, banter's banner frayed
by muscles uncontrolled, which cannot key.
Pride melts with movements hampered, will defied,
dew diligence when eyelid is denied.

Dew diligence when eyelid is denied

control of wink, when blink becomes a feat

beyond the ken of mice and men, conceit

melts to humility, while cares abide.

Heartbeat accelerates to coincide

with worry, movements taken for a ride

by malady haphazard striking fleet.

Fixed expression canvas could complete

as flexibility falls to one side,

focus reduced, no longer far and wide,

too close for comfort, wanders off the beat.

Pride, knocked for skittles, cannot make ends meet,
patience, once praised, stays stage-struck, sorely tried.
Fixed interest stocks soar, dividends go bust,
confusion from confusion must adjust.
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Confusion from confusion must adjust

to face tomorrow’s out of kilter grin

with humour '‘til the specialists non-plussed
seize on season’s reason, find win-win
solution to an accident now cussed

in no uncertain terms as worms begin

to lay their weight on current state where lust
must bridled be, - who'd seek as kith and kin
one open eye, one which retains unfussed
perspective, lacks control of muscle spin

to twin both sides in unison true, just.
Dissymmetry becomes a moral gin

and handicap self-evident, untrussed

is optic nerve from verse which would begin
tongue in cheek to seek peak share attraction,
Inertia catalyzes swift reaction.

Inertia catalyzes swift reaction

testing limits unbeknownst before,

experienced elsewhere, though, we ignore
discomforts which might hamper freedom, action.
Impervious to muscular contraction,

left eyelid, lip, unable are to draw

lines which smile, frown designed, while vision poor
interferes, and adds unsought distraction.

In health, free from nervous petrifaction

few seek out illness, won’t by choice explore

the options closed to those who chance, gene flaw
or accident have trapped, lose speech, sight, traction.
Priorities should be revamped to earn

focus on Special Needs as top concern

Focus on Special Needs as top concern

must modify perceptions shared by all.

Those blind or speechless, lost beyond recall,
still grasp at straws, effect and cause discern,
too well aware temptations bridges burn.

First impressions seem attainted, ball

‘questions aye’s and no’s’, past free-for-all

is circumcised, uncertain seems return

to ‘normalcy’ which, hitherto could earn
approval’s hallmark stamp. Cramps now forestall
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options infinite. Cut and dried, in thrall,

one’s tied who far and wide went, wit withdrawn
from choice unlimited. With lost credit

ink flows as if it knows life's tale is writ.

Ink flows as if it knows life's tale is writ

cannot rephrase a passing phase whose light

too soon extinguished must merge into night
where sot or sage blot page, through age unfit.
We're puppets strung, hands wrung won't change a bit
repeated role enforced by karmic spite.

If free-will reigns, there’s no pre-destined right

or wrong, no rung to heav’n, no roasting spit.
Through ‘accident’ or ‘fate’ once lightning's hit

‘to be, or not to be’ is in limelight,

depends upon coincidence - spotlight

few duck with prescient authority.

Who walks can’t talk, man manages, though weak,
who holds his peace, condemned by double-speak.

Who holds his peace, condemned by double-speak,
who acts his piece, slight recognition earns,
between the two what voice for choice may tweak
advancing chance, who causal dance discerns?
Life's lease release few willing seek to peek
beyond the veil, to paradise, hell’s burns,

or purgatory. All fear trough and peak,

‘the vale from which no traveller returns’.
Confined, bedridden, both, unhappy lot

space, trace, forgot ‘as finger writes, moves on’
priorites once pressing are forgot

as movements are constrained, true smile long gone.
Mind, undermined, may plan forbidden scheme.
Comparisons with hindsight simple seem.

Comparisons with hindsight simple seem

when fateful footfall flays ‘unkindest cut’

to sever fancy, fact, where yawns redeem

no nightmare fears when eyelid cannot shut.

No need to add to those prose screeds which teem
prolific on life’s rhymeless time climb, but

terse verse may show dimensions unforeseen,
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alternate aspects of ill health’s dark rut,
reflections which on higher plane help gleam
hope’s beacon ‘fore life’s final uppercut
replacing frown with fixed grin, skinless cut
from niche so ‘indispensable’ on team.

Palsy swamps stimulation, abyss steered,
sore cornea, slack lip, mind grind uncheered.

Sore cornea, slack lip, mind grind uncheered

are juxtaposed within this swift spun sonnet

as optic nerve’s observed when crooked, sheared,
recuperation’s odds: few bet upon it.

Partnering frustration has appeared

unbridled spleen, an angry bee in bonnet,
weighing all options with perception cleared

of wishful thinking, been and gone and done it.
Paralysis shows fall from grace, grown beard
can’t mask misfortune though mind tries to con it
committing rambling thoughts to paper smeared
with words erased, replaced, blue blot spots on it.
Lopsided outlook blurs sight’s storyboards

though metaphors strike sympathetic chords.

Though metaphors strike sympathetic chords,
sonnet metamorphosis complete

maintains momentum’s mirrors till towards

tossed sleep’s return’s embossed on crinkled sheet.
One little cares for life’s snares, strife filled street,
when sense of humour, dream denied, affords
itself the luxury of lines to beat

eternity’s sharp introspective swords

to ploughshares. Match met, mighty pen would treat
itself to compensation’s grained awards,

rewards grasped unexpected from defeat.

When unresponsive jaws urge exit_ation

upon Bell’s Palsy’s cause no recitation.

Upon Bell’s Palsy’s cause no recitation
consensual has ever been agreed,

in any case fear, greed, distress, elation,
soon sink whatever superficial need
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is seen to safeguard mortal rank or station,
when viral illness executes trust deed.
What's blasphemy and what is profanation?
what prayer path may top-down be decreed
when out of sight slips logic’s pagination?
Re-education sometimes may succeed

yet there remains no fail-safe medication
providing progress, success guaranteed.
Unwanted inflamation will proceed,
objections Death will always supercede.

Objections Death will always supercede,
replacing them by funeral oration.

No moral here is offered. Rose and weed

first struggle, then succumb, this their vocation
shared by all flora, fauna, led and lead

reduced to naught despite vain invocation

to greedy gods, bead creed, to speed indeed
from illness through redemption to salvation.
Who takes for granted thriving daily feed

on dainties drawn from every other nation,
gaily ignoring [s]he should ever heed

each morning’s warning that life’s current station
may t[r]ail to full stop, present won’t succeed
in meeting deadlines set in former stage.
December turns November's shredded page.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy V - Perpetual Paradox

Tomorrow and tomorrow once appeared

to set [h]our petty pace till end of time,

where openly men close door showing climb

must fall precede, all seed from cropped corn sheared.
To slime returns those who, too highly geared,
presume on life's lease until palsy's rhyme -

Bell rung, wrung peace, piecemeal cut off in prime.
Paradox perpetual, decks cleared,

stage silent, godless or god-fearing jeered,

or curtain cheered at end of pantomime,

no castle under lime, soaked sods turn grime

to mock man's half-cock pride ride disappeared.
No longer cocky, finite jokes, choked, fade,

Cock crows, then silence, banter's banner frayed.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Vi - The Years

Challenge met, or coward debt, the years

inter regrets, bets lost or won. Fame flamed

soon's watered down, crown tumbled, wild time tamed.
Abandonned aims, irrelevance, tapped tears

exchange youth's free spring for shoe-string trapped fears
with all but self unjustifiably blamed

through insecurity or shame self-shamed.

First wait, then weight, agenda filled soon clears,

slate empty, sleight of hand forgotten, biers

prepared as palsy claims both hale and maimed,

'to sleep perchance to dream', game unacclaimed,
today here, gone tomorrow, sorrow steers

triumph towards forgetfulness, ignored

are shallow minds, emotions deep outpoured.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Vii - Unwinking Wit

Who once dissolved defenses, insight deep,
now lies constrained, can't set smile's record straight,
remains in limbo, rhyming wait with weight,
while unresponsive muscles seek lost sleep.
Awake, asleep, dry eye must ever peep,
asleep, awake, lop-sided lips mouth late

and early struggle to articulate.

Paralysis struck swiftly, on guard keep

a wary eye while weary brain can't weep,
aware must wait while nerve link reprobate
plays tricks twixt life and Styx, active, probate.
Wit winks while eyelid left behind can't creep.
Two thirds recuperation prognosis

seems lot or little turning on Fate's Kkiss.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Viii - From Hale To Pale

Transpiration rains, stains sheets

as fiery fever overheats,

resistance encounters fixed frown

as shivers flow from toe to crown.

Flesh challenges a viral band
subcutaneous and underhand.

From hale to pale man's tale must meet
trail end conclusion with heartbeats
accelerating 'til, peaks spanned,

the pulse falls silent, pride unmanned.
To other matters turns a town

whose wit walls tall Time whittles down.

Hope's promises spin scope's deceits,

will's health spills wealth, itself defeats,

to common earth uncommon noun

descends, all ends, worms' winding gown.

No guarantees, none understand

Canute's complaint, tide's vain command.
Mind wanders, speech seems out of reach

to numb lips dumb, example teach

of soundless song, numb tongue can't preach.
Imagination plays the clown

with hopes and fears, tears can't course down
for lachrymosal saraband

well tainted, dries, laments waste land.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy X - Date With Ephemerality

Death draws our existential veil ajar

As far too close for comfort end appears

To jar hour conscious introspection, clears
External trappings' deck of pimped pomp's power.
Will fades as spade cold ashes stirs. Spark's char
Is comfort cold indeed. Tomorrow fears

Today's pearled sweat beads lead to heedless bier.
Hope, scope, ambitions, fall as shooting star
Evanescence illustrates - space-bar

Perpetuation mocks as farce, 'tis clear,

Hence now, tomorrow nothing, presses here.
EMotions on Time's oceans fade afar.

ERA over, memory departs,

LIfe That Yearns Time spurns, fresh cycle starts.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xi - Schemes Dreamed

Before the clock rang four nine sonnets sprang
spontaneous as rain on window pane

drummed up old drams while drowning out cold pain,
symphonic salvoes which strange pattern sang.
Mouth, paralysed, retained an acrid tang,

mind free, yet captive, found both loss and gain,
schemes dreamed to conjur up lost wit again,
discomfort caught, dismissed eye's mist, lip's hang.
Nor cause for whimpers, nor earth-shaking bang,
life side tied, right maintains refrain

in sonnet write from which one can't refrain,
ignoring rhyme rules homonyms would ban.

Beside a lamp-lit bed one, shadowed, lies,

Another bed, with other ties, sad sighs.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xii - On Dort

Numb, number seven optic nerve

from sacred mission seemed to swerve,
no forewarning was observed,

nor premonition ere encore.

Facial features paralysed,
symetry quite jeopordized,
lip and eye anaesthetized,

and no volition, so 'on dort'.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xiii - Virus, Virus After Jane Taylor
Twinkle, Twinkle And William Blake Tyger

Virus, virus striking fast,

will you get your man at last?

brush his pomp and pride away,

no tomorrow for today?

In life's nerveless nervy vale

gods and goods prove no avail.

What withstands bands viral? Use

of eye and mouth the fates refuse,

as what once bloomed for one sweet hour
finds doomed, entombed, its finite power.

Palsy puts an end to winking,

but it should not stop one thinking,
There is something missing, missing,
where mouth, unmoving, miss kissing.
Eyelid slack, blue view unblinking,
tearless turns upon scene drinking

in absudity cross-crissing

reference points, all bliss dismissing.

Virus, virus failing fast,

crisis now seems over, passed

to other eyes, their season seize
with seizure he who sees soon flees.
Although one week, weak overcast
impatient patient lay downcast,
modern medicine soon frees

the system from discomfort's freeze
as tears cascade to show again

that happiness may flow sans peine.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xiv - Dew Diligence

Dew diligence when eyelid is denied

control of wink, when blink becomes a feat

beyond the ken of mice and men, conceit

melts to humility, while cares abide.

Heartbeat accelerates to concide

with worry, movements taken for a ride

by malady haphazard striking fleet.

Fixed expression canvas could complete

as flexibility falls to one side,

focus reduced, no longer far and wide,

too close for comfort, wanders off the beat.

Pride, knocked for skittles, cannot make ends meet,
patience, once praised, stays stage-struck, sorely tried.
Fixed interest stocks soar, gilt lining’s sought

to train too slack to credit outlook taut.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xix - Moving Finger Writes

Life's lease release few willing seek to peek
beyond the veil, to paradise, hell's burns,

or purgatory. All fear trough and peak,

‘the vale from which no traveller returns'.

Who holds his peace, condemned by double-speak,
who acts his piece, slight recognition earns,
between the two what voice for choice may tweak
advancing chance, who causal dance discerns?
Confined, bedridden, both, unhappy lot

space, trace, forgot ‘as finger writes, moves on'
priorites more pressing are addressed

as movement muscular remains forgot

in race towards oblivion upon

a dice throw, soon replaced by other g[u]est.

(17 January 2009)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xv - Dissymmetry

Confusion from confusion must adjust

to face tomorrow’s out of kilter grin

with humour '‘til the specialists non-plussed
seize on season’s reason, find win-win
solution to an accident now cussed

in no uncertain terms as worms begin

to lay their weight on current state where lust
must bridled be, - who'd seek as kith and kin
one open eye, one which retains unfussed
perspective, lacks control of muscle spin

to twin both sides in unison true, just.
Dissymmetry becomes a moral gin

and handicap self-efident, untrussed

is optic nerve from verse which would begin
to laugh at luck, continue tongue in cheek

to find new way to strength transformed from weak.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xvi - To Test Frontiers

Inertia catalyzes swift reaction

testing limits unbeknownst before,

experienced elsewhere, though, we ignore
discomforts which might hamper freedom, action.
Impervious to muscular contraction,

left eyelid, lip, unable are to draw

lines which smile, frown designed, while vision poor
interferes, and adds unsought distraction.

In health, free from nervous petrifaction

few seek out illness, won’t by choice explore

the options close to those that chance, gene flaw
or accident are trapped, lose speech, sight, traction.
Fresh emphasis on disabilities

should top the list of our priorities.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xvii - Temptations

Blessed externals force the mind to turn

within to test perception shared by all

who, sight curtailed, or lost beyond recall,

must grasp at straws, effect and cause discern,
too well aware temptations bridges burn.

First impressions seem attaitned, ball

questions ayes and nos, past free-for-all

is circumcised, undertain seems return

to ‘normalcy’ which, hitherto could earn
approval’s hallmark stamp. Cramps now forestall
options infinite. Cut and dried, in thrall,

one’s tied who far and wide went, wit withdrawn
from choice unlimited as on this page

fragility highlights restictive cage.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xviii - Fragility

Ink flows as if it knows that tale once writ

cannot rephrase a passing phase whose light

too soon extinguished must merge into night
where sot or sage blot page, through age unfit.
We're puppets strung, hands wrung won't change a bit
repeated role enforced by karmic spite.

If free-will reigns, there's no pre-destined right
or wrong, no rung to heav'n, no roasting spit.
Through ‘accident' or ‘fate' fragility

in spotlight's thrown, ‘to be, or not to be'
depends upon coincidence where rules

few follow with prescient authority.

Manage man age when palsied dry eye's numb

is out of reach with speech deformed, near dumb.

(17 January 2009)

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 523



Bell's Palsy Xx - Infinite Designs

Comparisons with hindsight simple seem
when fateful footfall flays ‘unkindest cut’

to sever fancy, fact, where yawns redeem

no nightmare fears when eyelid cannot shut.
No need to add to those prose screeds which teem
prolific on life’s rhymeless time climb, but
terse verse may show dimensions unforeseen,
alternate aspects of ill health’s dark rut,
reflections which on higher plane help gleam
hope’s beacon ‘fore life’s final uppercut
replacing frown with fixed grin, skinless cut
from niche so ‘indispensable’ on team.

Palsy surprises, stimulating lines

upon creation’s infinite designs.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xxi - Lopsided

Sore cornea, slack lip, mind grind uncheered

are juxtaposed within this swift spun sonnet

as optic nerve’s observed when crooked, sheared,
recuperation’s odds: few bet upon it.

Partnering frustration has appeared

unbridled spleen, an angry bee in bonnet,
weighing all options with perception cleared

of wishful thinking, been and gone and done it.
Paralysis shows fall from grace, grown beard
can’t mask misfortune though mind tries to con it
committing rambling thoughts to paper smeared
with words erased, replaced, blue blot spots on it.
Lopsided outlook focus finds for mind

assailed by palsy it would leave behind.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xxii — Match Met

Through metaphors one strikes symphonic chords,
sonnet metamorphosis complete,

one mirror image more before towards

tossed sleep’s return’s embossed on crinkled sheet.
One little cares for life’s snares, strife filled street,
when sense of humour, dream denied, affords
itself the luxury of lines to beat

eternity’s sharp introspective swords

to ploughshares. Match met, mighty pen would treat
itself to compensation’s grained awards,

rewards grasped unexpected from defeat

when unresponsive jaws snatch victory

day, night, writes words dry eye can hardly see.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bell's Palsy Xxiii — Ta[l]king For Granted

On palsy’s cause no recitation
consensual has been agreed,

in any case fear, greed, elation,

soon sink however great the need
perceived to safeguard life’s rank station
for illness executes trust deed.

What's blasphemy? what’s profanation?
what prayer path may be decreed
when out of sight slips pagination?
Re-education may succeed

yet there’s no fail-safe medication
providing progress guaranteed

to soothe uncalled for inflamation.

Who takes for granted daily feed

on dainties drawn from every nation,
gaily ignoring [s]he should heed

each morning’s warning present station,
may t[r]ail to full stop won't succeed

in meeting deadlines, consternation

in turn encounters end indeed,
wormed, urned, CO2 cremation.

Objections Death will supercede,
replaced by funeral oration.

No moral’s offered. Rose and weed
first struggle, then succumb, vocation
shared by all flora, fauna, lead
reduced to naught ‘spite invocation
to greedy gods, bead creed, to speed
from illness into true salvation
redemption grant, emancipation.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Belonging

From door once shown

to heart regrown

joy's causal dice are cast

as flesh and bone

cue into tone

which wander sloughs from Bast.

True love unknown
before is blown

by chance encounter, fast
two parts alone

together thrown

no longer feel outcast.

Once lone, on own,

true feelings flown

may find fears, tears amassed
prove vain millstone

as comfort zone

discovers vistas vast.

Hope's seeds are sown

on change winds blown

till wonder's beams dams blast,
nor silicone

nor grief to hone,

contentment unsurpassed.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 528



Belonging At Last

Before and afterwards reflect
Extensions, phases interlocking,

Linking loss with Xmas stocking.

Open source choice, voice, [s]elect

Now knit joy’s Cause join joy's Effect.
Greetings sent, hopes met, unlocking
Inner potential and unblocking

New ways which interplays connect,
Great expectations recollect -

Ambitions past the heart's been stocking
To hold against a day unmocking
Leaving restrictions for perfect

Affection which with shared direction
STands firm, affirms hope's resurrection...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bernanke's Fiscal Cliff Hanky-Panky

Bernanke's hanky-panky

Miscalculations cranky.

Reduces rates for yankee,

With economics wanky

Wall Street, bashed, brash, sleek, swanky,
Sees bonuses asea.

Bearded wonders lanky

Are sure to break the bank we
Face fiscal cliff with 'thank ye! '
For subprime loans now manky
Miss_rated all agree.

Thus Freddy Mac and Fanny
Mae may be acting whacky,
Fed window back-to-backy
Is looking all too tacky
Bankrupting Indymacky.

Priority economy
Lacks credibility,
Miracle monopoly
Needs crisis therapy.

We'll pull out white flag hanky,
Illusions sank, at sea, see

Who can blind eye turn when we
Are mortgaged to Chinee?
Stagdflation's crack-a-jack fee
Recession may accompany.

Crude oil's crude swings defy glee

As floods drown Missisippi,

Dykes down, levées leave débris
Demand outstrips supplies, see
Consumer sighs, price steep be,
Dollar's demise spells double jeopardy.

Greenback to front has tanked, free
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Trade turns raid, quite frankly
Draws blank check drawing blank we
Could do without, smells rankly.

Greenberg has said how sadly
He sees recession badly
Affecting those who madly
See withdrawn guarantee

For Lehmann, A.I.G.

And WaMu we'll soon see

Like Merrill lynched to be
Blind alley bye-line history.

Said burning Bush 'I ran! flee!
I wreck but little reck, me!

I rack but fear attacks, flea
Awaiting verdict to be
Dispensed by Lethe history.'

Autonomy's in Cheney,

And Rove-in-I's been sacked key
Official rats jump boat, knee
Begin to bend with lackey,
Bushwhacked by rank malarkey.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Best Fruit Salad

A date with a peach
play mate within reach.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Betray Us Petraeus

Pass in review true causal chain's formation
Envisage Russia in Afganistan,

Then think on U.S. training Islam's van
Remember contras scam disinformation.

A cauldron fired by bubble reputation
Expands until it overflows the can,

Unlidded soon steam hisses, little can

Stop cause-effect commotion's agitation.
Buy time through pressure cooker 'l wrack' nation
Explosion may prepare all fear to scan.
Terror wrists or martyrs? Shah's Iran

Recall as towers' falls' precipitation

Awakes 'Cry havoc, let loose gods of war! '
Yet U.S. chickens home to roost encore.

Plead not injustice when since Ottoman

Empire split, its swift disintegration

Traded oil and turmoil altercation,

Rode exploitation's waves as western man
Arrangements made till petrol shock would ban
Easy options, role reversed frustration,
Unpiped West rats from their all-weather station.
Soviet collapse set scene for 'sheik out' can

Be seen as cusp that generations scan

Ending beginnings, beginning constern nation,
The watershed, Islam's regeneration,

Revival which from 'crossfire' fires may fan.
Aquarius and change are in the air

Yet 'US' and 'them' discriminate, cross bear.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Between Dark Past And Future Flight

Betwixt between, between betwixt,
interpretation's often mixed

by causal think links mankind tricked

from, in, through, to enigmatics

where black and white dream double clicked
incite imagination Styx'd

by time whose rhyme here writer sticks

on sixteen stanzas just for kicks

to highlight 'in between' verse picked.

Event horizon in between

today's tomorrow's might-have-been

lends voice to choice which hindsight scorns
although obliteration yawns.

Split 'hair divides false, true' foreseen

as test where East meets West on horns

of dread dilemma mortal mourns.

Life's double helix dynamics

between the lines small minds constrict.
Holistic overview rules strict

discard, appearences tock ticked

Time sees in time self-contradict

to open out inside font fixed

alternatives exploring ficts

and faction fractioous fiddlesticks

glue building blocks that clue life's bricks...

Between dark past and future flight

is cause/effect dream bark? theme bite

where sticks seem stones and stones deem sticks
two sides of coins time's teams rewrite,

line chance advance too few predict

as on life's raft we float contrite

in candle life-light's shortened wicks

before oblivion bubble pricks?

Between dark past and future flight
enlightenment from ammonite
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'descended' or 'evolved' to taste

tree's quantum knowledge sap in haste.
Between 'choice' 'pre-determined' quite
a lot of ink's spilled, creeds replaced,
access retranslates base apace.

Between dark past and future flight
Effect and Cause we question quite,
rhyme time between midnight and noon
to read, mark, learn, digest this tune.
Soul travels far, ka’s second sight
scouts out from dune to blue lagoon,
with moral codes plays fey buffoon.

Between dark past and future flight
bright butterfly finds wings for flight
although, in silk spin knit cocoon,

it knows not dawn from afternoon.
Mind mirage magic may excite
confusing notions: far and soon
merge premonition’s present boon.

Between dark past and future flight

trace space, expansion, pace delight,

from morn till midnight one should learn

to seed born insight, harvest earn,

bend to contentment very soon

ends, means, all harmonies attune

heart, soul, stretch whole from parts' return.

Between dark past and future flight

now 'stalag_might' checks 'stalag tight'

mankind evolved from bear baboon

to trace his race pace picayune.

between stark darkness, brightest light

most squander chances opportune

dreams rose themed spurned, they haste to tomb.
Vague contexts blurred, restrictions fight
unshadowed vision full, shy moon

casts spell whose pull’s forgot by noon.

Between dark past and future flight
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Will's weave wheel spins, ignores 'wrong', 'right'
As light, dark, rainbow’s ark all churn

fear not fall near, nor rise call spurn.

Sandman plays game outside luck, blight,

for more than intellect's harpoon.

Hope blooms so anguish, heartache, prune.

Between dark past and future flight

oft ‘Justice’ seems a notion quite
outside God’s scheme, 'on joue le clown'
play insecurity immune

while mocking empty social rite
inventing, changing Scheme and gods
to bury fears inspired by sods.

Between dark past and future flight
through silver starred aragonite,
December’s frost melts into June.

Some worries shrink while some balloon.
Concealed may be revealed despite

the veil few tear, invite, festoon

lass lonesome on her honeymoon.

Between dark past and future flight
Cupid, Apollo, Aphrodite,

injustice remedy, dragoon

Fate’s darts, spite filled, to build pontoon,
surprise to catalyse, excite,

scene set for future hid from sight

till pattern pieces knit in tune.

Between dark past and future flight
some role reversals reunite

checks, balances, inopportune

risks which too haughty silver spoon
takes, greedy, tides turn, pride indict.
Who, rich, Today would play and croon,
Tomorrow buries very soon.

Between dark past and future flight

sleep paints saint, social parasite,
in wavelengths rainbow may lampoon
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for wage-slave, sage, or loon tycoon.

Blind bodies curled, bind whirl-swirled quite,
from youth uncouth, ungainly goon,

“to lean and slippered pantaloon.”

Between dark past and future flight
enchanting maid, heroic knight,

play out day’s doubt, though beer saloon
may spur the bleary eyed to swoon.
Einstein’s ignored for much which might
influence an inner tune

or fresh create, decode life's rune.

Between dark past and future flight

is vision sent meant to incite

destiny's spermatazoon

egged on by p[h]antomime cartoon?

Is insight drawn through second-sight,
though chance seems blind behind sin’s call
true dance dreams find combined in all.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Between Life's Smiles

Between life's [s]miles what truth is found
Exists both in and out of time,

The current flows, taps underground
Wells which fountain through soul's rhyme.
Empathy acts as enzyme

Enchanting: nor fixed object bound,

Nor line immutable, nor crime.

True pulses sometimes may astound,
Harmoniously tuned around

Eternal sustenance sublime.

Music keyed to silent sound:

Is free from crass judgemental grime,
Links two as metamorphosis

Establishes shared oasis.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Between The Times

Braggart on Time's edge razor thin

Evolving frame by anxious frame,

Tired Man spiders fate or fame,

Weaves threads soon dewless dust - none win.
Each, casting dice - who's spun, who's spin? -
Expectant, losses would reclaim.

Now's leaves fall swift to Styx domain.
Telomeres shorten, cease to twin,

Hold all in hostage to chagrin.

Each page youth inks, seeks wings, pride flame,
Till age sooth sinks, weak wrings, ride lame, -
Insects' ambered Time-trap gin.

Maybe technology shall speed up change,
Extend short sojourn, mankind's range so strange.

6 May 2001 revised 4 May 2008
robi03_0934_robi03_0000 ASX_DJZ
for previous version see below

Between the Times

Balanced upon Time's razor thin

Edge, advancing frame by frame,

Tired Man spiders fate or fame,

Weaves threads soon dewless dust - none win.
Each throws the dice - who's spun, who's spin?
Each lost winnings would reclaim -

None independence dare proclaim.

Telomeres shorten, cease to twin,

Hold all in hostage to chagrin.

Each page youth inks, seeks wings, pride flame,
Till age sooth sinks, weak wrings, ride lame, -
Insects caught within Time's gin?

Maybe the Net shall speed up change,

Ektend Man's sojourn range so strange.

6 May 2001
Between the Times poem (c) Jonathan Robin
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Beware Of False Bottoms

To invert Newton's norm,

'that which slumps seldom rises'
for falls come in all forms,
several sizes, disguises.

Weather stockmarket storm
safe from hollow surprises?
expert tips outperform?
follow closely what wise is:

Portfolios reform,

weed out rash enterprises,
or a risky platform

could be 'dock' or Assizes.

Before falls hopes deform,
never rhyme improvises,
this we wish to inform

as concluding surmises:

Please beware of false bottoms where lethargy bores,
this your broker advises, ‘ware counterfeit floors!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Beyond Beyond

BEYOND BEYOND

Two thralling eyes, unlatched,
Attractive and unmatched,
Reveal, no strings attached,
Signs seeking to respond

In many ways beyond
Eternity, beyond

Restrictions, to true bond.

17 April 2008 rewritten as acrostic TARSIER 17 July 2008

robi03_1559_robi03_0000 AXX_NXX

Jonathan ROBIN
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Beyond Straitjackets

Think! outside in is spelled E.M.I.T.
Inside out finds T.I.M.E. fit

Must to the day the evil thereof be ~
En_graved to T however played wan wit.

To Time what signifies inside or out?

If Time's dimension both can do without ~

Man's signpost vane spins vain, north, south, east west,
Express crow heeds nor stop sign, roundabout.

Thus pride precedes greed's fall, Fate far and wide
Indicts Man's might, plight sets gleams' dreams aside.
Most confidence masks weakness, sorry schemes
Ensue, Time tables turns, spurns deals inside.

Tempus fugit! breath, death share one rhyme,
Implying pure and dissolute in crime

Musty must mingle, moths consumed by fire,
Evicted from life's phantom pantomime.

Life's pattern shifts as time from time's thread stock
mutates or waits on catalyst to key

into, through, metamorphosis to free

free-will from status quo, historic lock,

beyond straitjackets which clear thinking block.

The answer may not individuality

be seen to be, but way we Destiny

engage in path unique as life's short clock

tic tocs from birth to berth, first shock, last dock.

Genes seldom hold choice voice or equity

in fee to Darwin contradictory

dreams, compromise, from each bloom, blow half-cock.
Through open options, opportunity,

Mankind may leapfrog evolution's tree.

Time's breakneck pace hangs helter-skelter. 'Rush!
I must survive! 'dills others in cussed crush,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

543



Merge, surge then splurge, urge on, and then strike-out,
Ephemeral applause drowned. Deafening hush.

To omega from alpha Time's hymn hum
Incorporates strange range, rei[g]ns all that come,
Man's first, last cry, lie dumb, die, destiny recast,
Endlessly seeks equilibrium.

Tomorrow tells who'd dwell on past success

It in itself knells tocsin fell few bless,

Makes fun of humdrum and 'unique', Time's bill
Empties glass, aside casts second guess.

Trust Carpe Diem! rust soon supercedes
Iron bright, steel will soon tarnished, weeds
Muzzle dynastic seeds, reigns' skeins unwind,

Exit pursued by Lethe! game concedes.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Beyond The Ken

Kindness, yes, beyond the ken of most,

Is there to share yet care would ever take

So none may suffer through unsought mistake,
So none may rough her, too, unthoughtful boast.
Intense, with sense beyond, where others coast
New speed she needs to feed the inner lake
Grow flow to sow a future where partake

Each found in each, with shared respect foremost
Reciprocated, free voice, choice to post.
Immense the overview who'd senses slake

Song true to find, though mind defenses make
ERrors at times, the tears the Past did host.

In true emancipation of the whole

She'll find the parts to fit completed soul.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Beyond The Tears

Beyond cold tears, old fears, exotic dream
Extends to mend trust broken, to restore
Years lost, cost dear, discovers joy once more,
Opens door to tender longing's gleam.

New opportunity may free hope's beam,

Draw white through life's prism lighting rainbow core.

The future whispers 'Heed forever's call! '
Tears pass, with love, enchantress, healing all.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

546



Big Bang Jest Gest Second Guessed

Big Bang banned NOTHING as Creation's span
from cosmos chased dark vacuum. Uber plan,
figment fragment second-guessed,

sparked space displacement festive.

From chaos mess congestive,
stupendous test suggestive
of universal fractal fest
stimulated chance dance gest
of galaxies ignoring rest

to travel time as time began
creation's atomic also-ran.

Reality, Dreams, team in quest,
until East, West, tempestive
absorb North's South's protestive
poly dimensions restive.

till contestants request

inquest.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Binge Drinking Cub In Pub Drubs Dreams Run Rare
After Yeats When You Are Old, Itself After Ronsard

When you are young and blithe, brink full of fun,
binge drinking grub in pub rues dreams run rare.
Case quick disjointed joint. Soon rising sun

transforms both in and outright sight with glare.

Teetering down by overflowing bar,

murmur, sadly slurring, how Love fled.

Glass clinking clown mask crowd clouds twinkling stars
as unseen, from the gutter, as mountains overhead

Take a quick gander in mind's mirror too.

Shake out fair hair, where lusting hands would grope.
Make hay while sun shines, remember very few

shall beacon beckon, most unravelled rope

too soon unreel. Time's krieg-spiel lightning flash
strikes home as Charon charges one-way fee

for memories few hold. Bough breaks. Vows trash
consigned by brash newcomers seeking key.

In some sum total of recorded time

rhyhmed second servings swerve to third or fourth,
from sublime to ridiculous pantomime

thoughts surge urge merge, submerge, flow forth.

Carpe Diem! Grace swallowed by death's maws,
which hollow eyed leaves rich dreams wrinkle lined
behind bluff laughs, finds pilgrims with bed sores,
as wander, lust, and wonder all unwind.

Who'll care a tinker's curse in fifty years
or even ten, when mirror's glass distorts
the image one once shone, swift wan, with tears,
crow fingered cares will linger mid waste's warts.

Most love lies superficial, fancy phrase,
for starlets eclipsed before tomorrow's press,
stale story told, bold head lines lost. Pain, praise
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vain, Janus mortal mask shred. Nonetheless

perhaps some karmic churn recycling dust

will recreate Eve, Adam, and Isolde

shall some fresh Tristan kiss, and vow 'We must

elope! ' Perhaps next incarnation, bolder,

may banish fears that Yeats and Ronsard shared

across arched centuries of mortal plight.

Could spruced up mutant pre-prepared

software, shed books, good looks, spread wings for flight?

When you are old

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim Soul in you,

And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

And bending down beside the glowing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Birthday Letter For Lucinda

Let this, your eighteenth birthday, offer you
Unique joy, and understanding’s light,
Chal[lle) nging uncertainties you might

In future face tomorrow with steps true.

New horizons open up, and through
Determination, courage, sage insight, -

All needed if you wish to win the fight

Life weighs against us joy may come. Thus to
Unknown regions venture. Much to do.
Completion still awaits, true wings for flight.
In life stay true to tenets you feel right,

Never betraying principles, virtue.

Decide to use your mind and you will find

A new world welcome, - work up from behind...

© Jonathan Robin - acrostic sonnet robi3_0593 robi3_0000 LUCINDA written 5
August 1992

Jonathan ROBIN
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Birthday Mark Wrobel

May the year to come bring you
All you desire at twenty-nine,
Reality and dreams combine
Kindling energies anew.

Wishes granted come on cue,
Reveal fresh prospects, underline
Opening to let life shine.
Birthday nineteen ninety two
Ends uncertainty. Skies blue
Link light to laughter to design
Magic future, intertwine
Aspirations which come true.
Rise up, the key to future joy
Know you can turn, so attaboy!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Birthday Request Sonnet

Creative talent, sensitivity,

Ally with high I1.Q. and overview

Responsive to both seen, unseen, on cue.

Magic smile masks spirit wild and free,
Emancipated, which from knowledge tree

New fruits will ever pluck to continue
Challenges life offers, met by few.

A soul holistic seeks the causal key

Rigidity refusing, needs to be

More understood when stripping false from true,
Encouraged on her way: there's much to do
Now as ever to reach harmony.

CARte blanche she should be given, birthday girl.
MEN all agree she shines as perfect pearl.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bitter-Sweet

Once Black, White, could compete
no neutral grey'd encumber

life's canvas, harvest wheat
framed golden peace aslumber.
Now hope tree's ninety feet

is felled, logged down as lumber,
eco-system complete

with canopy's down-under.

Grey, neutral once, concrete

ugly urban tundra

now witnesses, pain's street

paves joy's grave, wanton plunder.
Enthralled pure white delete,

grey pall shawl sprawls, death's treat.

Long nights creep bitter-sweet,
love's lightning darts stunned, under
bright stars two no more meet,
wan true heart torn asunder.
Wor[l]d block where wont to greet
glowed soul-pair sharing wonder,
there hole weighs whole defeat
bewailing blindest blunder.

Moon bale, clouds shroud deceit,
light veiled from countless number
of throttled hopes, dead-beat
memories encumber.

Who'd read rimed rhyme complete,
need couplet indiscreet?

Despair in winding sheet

stifles resentment's thunder,
where weary tears repeat

wear, tear, bare bodkin's funda-
mental balance-sheet

pro's conned or misunder-
stood, as gale blown wheat,
scattered harvest plunder.
Drops sully virgin sheet
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as sally weeps lost slumber
red-eyed vigil replete

with wishful-thinking scumber.

Was plighted troth tryst treat,
commitments vain conceit?

Jonathan ROBIN
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Black Riders Outridden

Nought need be forgiven
masked or deleted

hope's scope comes unbidden
turns triumph defeated,
transparent what hidden
once lingered depleated
black riders outridden

from saddles unseated

Jonathan ROBIN
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Black Tie Affairs - Behind The Veil Of Edwardian Silks
And Sherry

Behind sedate appearances, facade,

Life carried on ignoring threats of war

As if genteel etiquette more and more
Could constitute some safety net. Brocade,
Kith, kin in ordained order well arrayed
Too often hid uncertainties in store,
Impressions maintained while flirt hid dirt on floor.
Expections, Empire, rich brigade,

Amid light table talk itself betrayed,
Fortunes dissipating, from its core

Fell rotten apples, all afraid to bore,
Awaiting Sarajevo, shell cascade.

In spite of surface gloss one class prepared
Revolts, spelled revolutions, few unspared.

Bloated few fled future's disarray,

Led undercover lives where years' tears, doubts,
Avoided challenging life's roundabouts,
Conventions stifling at odds with hearts astray.
Kinky Black tie affairs masked day-to-day

Trials and tribulations few dared flout.
Impressions hid internal demons, drought
Emotional disavowed to prey

Archly on time-worn love's interplay,

False pretense stiff upper lip throughout

Fétes and fancies bluffing all about

As guilty parties sly denied dismay.

Infidelities and cummerbund

Raised silver spoons' praise, lazing, merit shunned.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 556



Bliss Beams Light

Bursting bright, baring intimate enlightenment,

ecstastatic surprise spans souls sharing insight.

Light weaving laughter assuages inhibitions -

henceforth superfluous - brings belonging's magic

Eternal bliss personnified, naught denied: Song of Songs is this.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Blood Flood

Thicker than water, red as rose,

blood ties link both kith and kin,

drip through life from start to close,
carry oxygen within.

Blood irons out all thoughts of sin,

from dawn to dusk, tells friends and foes
both good and bad, that life win win
should bubble through haemoglobin
from artery to vein round shows
perpetual its cycle spin.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Blossom Blessings

Bountiful blooms break out, bright colours peek,
sap pushes upwards, snow melts, life at last
creates a wonder world rich which flows fast.
Fertile fusion finds three seasons speak,

span wanton summer, winter withered weak.
Expectations high belie frost past,

flowering to greet horizons vast,

cycle spinning verdant branches sleek.

Nature, abloom, attains fresh plateau peak
flourishes, abundance is forecast

anticipating harvest's full repast,

preghant with promise plentiful, scarce meek.
Cold memories fade, trees dress for future fair,
blossom blessings spring up everywhere.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Blowing In The Wind

Breeze, gentle first, then burst burst followed till
Leaves lifted, stimulating sudden start.

Open source sprung links which once apart

Were separated, waiting for Fate's [s]will.

In resonance the whole vibrates until

New flush rush, jetsam brushed aside, thoughts dart,
Gulfs synaptic second thought span, impart

Instant messages which, never still.

Now letters rearrange, now stranger still,

Their range increases, pulsing to depart

Here there, there here, in flood to bud, with art
Eternal image, verses over-spill.

WINd blows, court Jester Nature waves within,
Draws phrase in phase with wit, s[p]ends extra spin.

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 560



Blue Blood Hiss Hit And Miss Story Buckling Under -
In For A Penny Out For A Pound Ding Bat

POSh poodle in splash puddle leapt
TERrific see how miss-tress wept,
POSition never held with men

TERm disaffection: all see then

POSSibly earned poor reputation -
TERmagant called throughtout the nation
POSted for all to see

TERror wrist on blue blood she

POSed when whiplash crossed the line...
TERatoid exaggeration! Whine!
POSsessed with fury, whiplash knuckle
TERrible fate made poor hound buckle.
POST haste out for pound-ding many
ERror held. Curs rash rush in where penny
POSeidon flips when water flows

TERcel gentle dame hates H2 Ohs!

POSit she should be impounded.
TERrified when poor dog was pounded.

POSitively blue in face, poet buckles light-verse a[rJmour
TERm ends, 'I' 'T' dot lines crossed, turn page for new entry calmer.
POSe humans take, line over-stepped,

TERminate HIS_STORY inept.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Blue, Brown And Gold

Blue, brown and gold, bold, I'll unfold
a portrait drawn upon a train

one summer morn which shall remain
for heart to hold if truth be told.

Brown, gold and blue she sat, smiled too,
to me it seemed true beauty gleamed, -
my spirit teemed with hopes that, teamed,
we'd share love through fair seasons new.

Blue, gold and brown without a frown
she journeyed on, too soon was gone, -
yet still upon my soul she shone.

Brown bag, blue gown, - Life's golden crown!

Blue, brown and gold, cannot grow [c]old
Year in year out their tale is told...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Boris Hugged Me - Parody James Leigh-Hunt — Jenny
Kissed Me

Boris hugged me when we met
jumping up outside the Kremlin,
Gorbo-chief who'd love to get

a jump on time, why just stuff that in-
side your hat and, jumping gremlin,
say I'm weary, say I'm sad,

say both ‘News’ and ‘Truth’ forget me,
let doctors say I'm mad, but add

Boris hugged ere Gor-be-got me!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Born Free After Joy Adamson Out Of Africa

Young Elsa was snell lioness,

when tame, no blame, she jumped for joy.
She caused consid'rable distress

once freed, agreed, she jumped at Joy.

For Adam's son was her mistress,

to man and wife far from a toy,

as in the bible all may guess,

the spare rib brought her naught but joy!

By tic ticked off, sad to express,
her three cubs sought grub, would employ
their time in hunting disposses

sing farmers' livestock, seldom coy.

The moral of this tale's teeth shown
in cubs rubbed wrong way when they're grown.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bottled Message

From shore to shore I brave wild waves
with winds unsure above mermaid cave,
in shine or pour with message grave
within I store, from water save.

While currents flow from East to West

I onwards go and do my best

to bring words so they find fair guest

whose heart may know shared joy unguessed.

Thus bottle green upon sea blue

will float unseen by blue sky too,
until the scene is set for two

to find love keen which years renew.

As bottle sent one April day

I'd spring event life-changing, May
no sooner spent saw June display
as covenant where interplay

would represent Joy's present, way
to taste sweet scent as roundelay
was surely meant all fears to lay
at rest, prevent guilt complex grey.

Upon time's stream the message came

as true dream's beam to help two claim
tomorrow's team free from all blame

could bloom, esteem helps heart pure flame
complete life's scheme while spurning shame
as groundless, deem tomorrow's fame

would show shared gleam.

From bridge of sighs flow onwards: face,
once shed disguise and self-disgrace,
joy love supplies to interface

with wisdom wise as time and place
dissolve, while cries one can replace
and recognize as two embrace

the future lies ahead. Displace
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forgotten lies past tears might trace.

One could write on till cows come home,
unreel tale long on how to roam

at sea in song, words honeycomb

in plaits sweet, strong, neath starry dome.

But this might bore the reader who

could stop before end comes on cue,

paint stormy roar and calm, but few

can cope with more than this so you

must know to woo was message sent

on Chance's tide to represent

love none should hide. Tale ends. Fate meant

two bona fide to find shared tent, and there abide.

(April 2008)

For previous version see below
From shore to shore

I brave wild waves

with winds unsure

'bove mermaid cave,

in shine or pour

with message grave

within I store,

from water save.

While currents flow
from East to West

I onwards go

and do my best

to bring words so

they find fair guest
whose heart may know
shared joy unguessed.

Thus bottle green
upon sea blue
will float unseen
by blue sky too,
until the scene
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is set for two
to find love keen
which years renew.

One could write on

till cows come home,
unreel tale long

on how to roam

at sea in song,

words honeycomb

in plaits sweet, strong,
'neath starry dome.

But this might bore
the reader who
might stop before
end comes on cue,
paint stormy roar
and calm - but few
can cope with more
than this so you
must know to woo

was message sent

on Chance's tide

to represent

love none should hide.
Tale ends - Fate meant
two bona fide

to find shared tent,
and there abide.

(9 January 2008)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brackets

Break down stored brackets, restore spirit's soar,
Refuse restrictions, even golden cage,

As fame has second thoughts, untimely age
Celebrity converts to dust. Therefore,

Karma of light and laughter seek, sure core,
Enlightenment before Life’s final page

Turns to find one absent from its stage.

Steer truth-wards, fancy, fiction, shed, sure shore.

Behind lies Lethe, Lethe lies before,
Recorded time provides no living wage
Afterwards for archivists who'd gauge
Concerns or motives held in times of yore,
Knowledge sift to lift life’s lid and pour
Excited over causal links, engage
Tenaciously in quibbling why, wherefore.
Sing Carpe Diem while one holds life’s floor.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brahma - Spin Bowl After Andrew Land, Ralph Waldo
Emerson Et Al

Spin bowl Oh ball of fate, in parabole!

Ten thousand overs dare your drive in vain.

Man marks the earth with whitewash, his control
stops at the stumps and balls you soon shall gain.
The wickets are your prey, and it is plain

your shadow spins so fast that not a sole
batsman’s left before that dropp of rain

calls the inning’s toss and sweeps each soul

back to the pavilion whence it came.

6 August 1991 Parody Andrew LANG and Ralph Waldo Emerson - Brahma
See also Brahma Revisited

Brahma

If the wild bowler thinks he bowls,

Or if the batsman thinks he's bowled,
They know not, poor misguided souls,
They too shall perish unconsoled.

I am the batsman and the bat,

I am the bowler and the ball,

The umpire, the pavilion cat,

The roller, pitch, and stumps, and all.

Andrew LANG 1844_1912
Parody Ralph Waldo EMERSON - Brahma

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brahma Ii Truth On Logic Seldom Grows After Ralph
Waldo Emerson Brahma

Life’s curtains open but to close,
each a poor player is who struts
on stage an hour, age little shows
of infant promise, fizzles, phuts.

The dice are loaded that man throws,
grim Destiny’s unkindest cuts,
Time’s river ever onward flows,

as all slide through predestined ruts.

Life’s whys and wherefores no-one knows,
save I: its ins and outs, ifs, buts,
blind Reason never can disclose,
life’s sacred secret sweet rebuts.

For truth on logic seldom grows,

its adepts often selfish scuts,

Love’s instincts only never close

the door to peace that all else shuts.

If the surgeon thinks he cuts
or the famer thinks he sows,
fundamental fallacies

Are suggestions such as these.

I am the roots of the disease,

the wheezer, the wheeze and woes.
I am the healer a-greed for fees,
the sneezer, the sneeze, the nose.

I am the deed, the cause, and cure,
all thats certain or unsure,

and I the seed, the horse manure,
wealthy sad and happy poor.

Stoic am I, and epicure,
Christian martyr, lion’s lure,
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Jew, gentile, pass, yet I endure.
I am perfection, yet impure.

I am the roots which anchor trees,

sedge reeds that bend, wild wind which blows,
the ground, the grape, the leaves and lees,
both summer sun and winter snows.

I am the scarecrow and the crows,
timid squirrel gathering nuts.

The poet’s playful parodies

here finish with final-I-[t]ease!

If the red slayer think he slays,

or if the slain think he is slain, [
they know not well the subtle ways
I keep, and pass, and turn again.

Far or forget to me is near;
Shadow and sunlight are the same;
The vanquished gods to me appear;
And one to me are shame and fame.

They reckon ill who leave me out;
When me they fly I am the wings; O
I am the doubter and the doubt, (I
And I the hymn the Brahmin sings.d

The strong gods pine for my abode,
And pine in vain the sacred Seven; [
But thou, meek lover of the good! I

Find me, and turn thy back on heaven.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brahma Iii

I find I'm found the finder and the find,
The fine, the finer and the undefined;

I sign myself the signer and the signed,
Design and the designer, predesigned.

Profound mind which minds nothing's stitch, naught note
unfounded or unworthy of free vote,

which rocks the boat rocks founder to denote

'ceteris paribus' all things equal coat.

'Audi alteram partem' must prevail
behind the veil then ave atque vale! '
from vale of tears depart, each part rescale

Way find unweighed by feather or by scale.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brahma Iv Eternal Question

If crowned chicken acts as egg,

if egg as chicken should react,

why, hen is zen, and [s]tale is leg,

as s[t]age [c]old question winks at fact.

Is man from monkey or from mouse
descended, woman from the bear?
An answer lies within his house

of cards: beware, lord louse lies there.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brahma Version 1

Before starred worlds evolved
Before Mankind evolved,

Ere dust to dust dissolved

Sin punished, sin absolved,
Creation’s Eve had solved

The Day of Judgement’s Doom.

Before first Eden grew,
Before its seed sin knew,
Before vice or virtue
Distinguished false from true,
Before Cain Abel slew,

I was born from your tomb.

Before both desert, flood,
Before both blossom, bud,
Before cow chewed the cud,
Ere creatures cold of blood
Crawled careless from the mud,
Mine was the hand, the loom

That spun the thread fed through
Past, Present, Old and New.
Before the first cock crew,

Before the skies were blue,
Before the first bird flew,

I am that [s]he to whom

Before the first breeze blew,
Before the first sneeze too,
Before love took its cue
From life free from taboo,
Until the last adieu

I WAS who Self subsume.

Before prehistory,
And after ‘what will be’
In karmic mystery
I lose myself in « we »!
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Tomorrow who shall see
Death’s all consuming womb

Ere they were brought to be

I thought earth, stars and sea.
The empty spaces free
Between each galaxy
Existence owe to me,

Yet even I'm costume!

Ere Gentile, after Jew,

Ere ‘forests walked, fish flew’,
Ere Echo did construe
Alternate I and You,

Ere Noah’s ‘two by two’,

I did thy Fate assume.

Before the first screw turned,
Before the first spark burned,
Before Mankind discerned
That Time was Heaven earned,
Dust into dust returned,

And worlds went up in fume.

Before web spider knew,
Before the skeins with dew
Were hung, I AM the glue
Which binds all things into
A senseless sense! I drew,
Will undraw, then resume.

The fossils from the sea

In Himalayas see,

All layered in my See!

Now IS Eternity!

Yet what is Time to me?

Plates in Fate’s dark dark-room!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brahma Version 2

Before starred worlds revolved,
Before Mankind evolved,

Ere dust to dust dissolved

Sin punished, sin absolved,
Creation’s Eve had solved

The Day of Judgement’s Doom.

Before first Eden grew,
Before its seed sin knew,
Before vice or virtue
Distinguished false from true,
Before Cain Abel slew,

I was born from your tomb.

Before both desert, flood,
Before both blossom, bud,
Before cow chewed the cud,
Ere creatures cold of blood
Crawled careless from the mud,
Mine was the hand, the loom

That spun the thread fed through
Past, Present, Old and New.
Before the first cock crew,

Before the skies were blue,
Before the first bird flew,

I am that [s]he to whom

Shadow and light the same
Are, as is flood and flame,
Forgetfulness and fame,

As is both praise and blame
As pride is, as is shame!

Yet what is in a name

When player, rules and game
Within one cloud mushroom?

Before the first breeze blew,
Before the first sneeze too,
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Before love took its cue
From life free from taboo,
Until the last adieu

I WAS who Self subsume.

Before prehistory,

And after ‘what will be’

In karmic mystery

I lose myself in we!
Tomorrow who shall see
Death’s all consuming womb

Give birth to fresh débuts?

Acts which themselves renew

As years lost years pursue

In search of rendezvous,
Self-circling. What else, who

Could thrust light through the gloom?

Ere they were brought to be

I thought earth, stars and sea.
The empty spaces free
Between each galaxy
Existence owe to me,

Yet even I'm costume!

Ere Gentile, after Jew,

Ere ‘forests walked, fish flew’,
Ere Echo did construe
Alternate I and You,

Ere Noah’s ‘two by two’,

I did thy Fate assume.

Before the first screw turned,
Before the first spark burned,
Before Mankind discerned
That Time was Heaven earned,
Dust into dust returned,

And worlds went up in fume.

Naught is there I eschew
From Mars to Timbuktu,
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From thence to Xanadu,

Naught foreign is, naught new.

In ALL T am, all through

Sweep, chimney, smoke and broom.

Ere Fiat Lux! my weal,

And wheel in spinning wheel

Which some would show, some seal,
All open, all conceal,

Did blood and stone congeal:

Yet all remains écume.

Before web spider knew,
Before the skeins with dew
Were hung, I AM the glue
Which binds all things into
A senseless sense! I drew,
Will undraw, then resume.

The fossils from the sea

In Himalayas see,

All layered in my See.

Now IS Eternity!

Yet what is Time to me?

Plates in Fate’s dark dark-room!

Links in a chain whose skein retains still scope
Eternal are the atoms which comprise

The unique image of itself which prize

Trapped mortal peering through his periscope.
Heaven and Earth spin and kaleidoscope,

Ever commingle, yet naught verifies.

Right and wrong, truth, false, sloth, enterprise.
Each deifies himself to help him cope

Before those questions which, like bubbled soap,
Explode between his finger-thoughts. Replies
Held once self-evident, denied as lies,

Open Pandora’s box, - but where is Hope?
Perhaps Mankind will make sense of the maze,
End Why? Where? Wherefore? Whence? , himself amaze.

Before first Jack and Jill
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Went up and down the hill,
Before drops first did spill
From the first eve until
Last dawn I work my Will,
Yet still for all there’s room.

I captain am and crew,

I'm horse and rider too,

I am both we and you,

Past, Future, and thereto

add Time itself which to

itself will e’er accrue:

Life’s bride I'm, yet Death’s groom

I Am emotions uncontrolled,

the oceans’ motions rocked and rolled,

the sirens’ po[r]tions, shipwrecked, shoaled,
the waves’ commotions thousandfold
recorded on a Dead Sea, scrolled.

the brine, the fresh, the deck, the hold,

the line, the flesh, its every fold.

through storm’s eye I fly unconsoled.

I Am the henpecked and the scold,

the tease, the teaser, the cajoled,

the jail, the jailer, the paroled,
physician, cure and camisoled.

I am dreams granted, those fools’ gold,
Freedom fair, fast stranglehold,
Chrysanthemum and marigold:

We is Eye most manifold.

I Am the stitch, the hem and fold,

the rich - the sable-stoled,

the poor, in stable, cold,

unstable, pocket holed,

I ‘m larders empty, fires coaled.

'the bowler, bails, the ball that’s bowled’,
'the potter, the pot, the clay and mould’
We is I most manifold.

I Am the secret Past unrolled,
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Present and Future still untold.

Before I AM, yet was foretold.

I am unseen, and yet, behold,
Unbeholden, naught with-hold.

Nor part nor whole, last, shoe and soled.
I am sole soul though manifold.

I Am Before: both babe and old,
Before: both hot and cold,
Before: both coward, bold,
Before: both dross and gold,
Before: both bought and sold,

I am before: both secret, told.

I am We, most manifold.

I am the many and the One,

The Father, Holy Ghost, the Son,
I harlot am as well as nun.

I am the race before its run,
Before the chase has yet begun
And after all the laurels won:

I am all and yet am none.

Epitome of all that's done,

Remains to do, will be undone

I am, both black hole, stars and sun.
The target, bullet and the gun,

The interplay of mental pun,

The memory - sense intense well spun,
In all T am and yet am none.

Sophisticated and homespun,

Both everything and anyone,

I love the most where most I shun.
I'm tears, I'm years, and weary fun.
No contradiction is there, none,

As everything is everyone.

What will be IS ere ‘tis begun!

I'm fiercest foe and closest chum,

The seed, bud, blossom, weed and plum,
The string, the stringer and the strum,
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The sting, the stinger and the stung,
The sing-song, singer, the unsung,
The sin, the sinner’s hand well wrung.

The lowest mean, the highest rung

To me the same are, bells once rung
Wait not on time, yet on time tongue.

I know not age, who ne’er was young,

I know not rage, through love ne’er clung
I'm stage, set, cast and critic, run.

Tweedledee and Tweedledum

Am I, of everything the sum;

The Past, the Future yet to come,
[Oris it HAS BEEN's martyrdom? ]
I am the beat of distant drum
Which, omnipresent, all shall numb.

Styletes and the common scrum

Am I, the bread loaf, missing crumb,
The hermit’s hut, the meddlesome,
Heresy, sacerdotium.

I Lethe am, Life’s opium,

Still for serenity all come!

Imbalance, equilibrium,

Am I, scaled heights, and depths to plumb.
Blind imitation, rule of thumb,

Creation, all the same are, hum

As static on Time's waves, become

Soon silence, as if ever dumb!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brahma Winks

Modest maiden bashful blinks.
Blushing beauty cream the rose
regrets for envy's icy snows

cannot compete with light that links
across time lines as life-force flows

to ransom Time while Brahma winks...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Break Break Break

Break, break, break,

of my bones both left and right,

and I would that my tongue could butter
the bread, my teeth could bite!

O well for the Athlete’s foot

that knows not cramps nor corns,
O well for the shot that’s put,
that knows not crown of thorns!

O well for the hospital staff
that neither strikes nor snaps,
nor seeks not one last laugh
transfusing AIDS or craps!

Break, break, break
all epidemics soon,
lest mankind’s last mistake

prove Life is Time’s buffoon!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Break Free! - Have A Ball!

Time to break free, one's cup of tea may not be to all taste,

past history's stale news, let be, haste, challenge chased, no waste!
Song bird of time migrates, sublime rewarding melody,

wide wings unfurl, from spiral twirl, soar to true rhapsody.

Time to escape, drop nightshade drape, spring sprightly sings fresh air,
shed strings, red tape of every shape, fresh future fair prepare.

Shift key, click mouse, write waltz like Strauss, carouse in harmony,

drown frowns, don't grouse laze louse round house, spurn tale_spin gravity.

Time to rebound, life’s boat aground goodbye waves tidal waves,

from hurts that hound heart thought strung, bound, a clear approach now braves
life’s slings and arrows, narrow minds, discovers empathy,

that brings marshmallows, wide wings hallows, sheds self-sympathy.

From sleepy head, depressed in bed, leap up, cheered frame of mind,
misfortune's sped away, ahead, lies joy; leave lies behind.

Dread, pain vain bled, is shed instead success unbolts faults’ door,

so have a ball, reverse free fall, displace dark doubts with SURE!

Don't hedge your bets, glad sad regrets turns topsy-turvy soon,
don't sit on fence in self defense, self-confidence is boon.

Let inner fire inspire desire, suspicions set at rest,

all you require, adore, admire, won't cloy, - enjoy with zest.

From vain complain move on again, see sea’s brim full of fish,
go take your pick as lips you lick so wickedly delish.

Look sharp! Don't carp, distress or mess up opportunities
chance offers all, go have a ball, refreshed prioritease!

If once distraught in heart or thought, trust must fuss dust displace,
move on to more - unseen before - let better bad replace.

From inner trial advance and smile, past tears, fears fast forgot,
prick cloudy pall, go have a ball, in future call each shot!

Hope's heart's at ease when spirit frees harp's soul from sharks, sharp spears,
DO as YOU please and by degrees all darkness disappears,

bread butters fly, sun spo[r]ts in sky, relearn to laugh a lot,

keep on the ball, leap each grey wall - bold, spurning blow cold, hot!

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

584



Link one to one, new tale begun, soon shadow shades dissolve,

don’t stumble, run! don’t cry, have fun! hands on luck’s clock revolve.
mosquito bite quite fly-by-night seems past controversy

compared to light solutions bright that crush adversity.

So turn past page, move on fast, stage recovery fulfilled,

no need to wage war feeling sore until rant, rage are stilled.

Let dream themes teem, perhaps as team, if not your’s is the choice!

Of cream the cream you are, ‘twould seem it's time to heed YOUR VOICE!

So seize the day! go out and play! clear way awaits, transparent,
henceforth at ease, dark shadow flees, hark! happiness apparent.
No longer strange, the season's change seeds cycle optimistic,
danger exchange rebirth free-range, no limits pessimistic.

Leave strife, love life, wed man and wife, read palms - charms endless show.
Share tenderness, groans, cares chase! guess! great happiness grows glow.
So here we end, send 'Good Luck! ' trend as on your way you trot, -

go have a ball, no cares at all, stand tall, walls fall! WHY NOT?

Time to break free, one's cup of tea may not be to all taste,

past history's stale news, let be, haste, challenge chased, no waste!
Song bird of time migrates, sublime rewarding melody,

wide wings unfurl, from spiral twirl, soar to true rhapsody.

12 April 2005

first version of first stanza added 6 April 2008 revised 9 September 2009,16
October 2009 and 19 May 2010 for initial versions entitled HAVE A BALL! see
below

Time to escape, drop nightshade drape, spring sprightly sings fresh air,
shed strings, red tape of every shape, fresh future fair prepare.

Shift key, click mouse, write waltz like Strauss, carouse in harmony,

drown frowns, don't grouse laze louse round house, spurn tale_spin gravity.

Time to rebound, life’s boat aground goodbye waves tidal waves,
from hurts that hound heart thought strung, bound, a clear approach now braves
life’s slings and arrows, narrow minds, discovers empathy,

that brings marshmallows, wide wings hallows, sheds self-sympathy.

From sleepy head, depressed in bed, leap up, cheered frame of mind,
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misfortune's sped away, ahead, lies joy; leave lies behind.
Dread, pain vain bled, is shed instead success unbolts faults’ door,
so have a ball, reverse free fall, displace dark doubts with SURE!

Don't hedge your bets, glad sad regrets turns topsy-turvy soon,
don't sit on fence in self defense, self-confidence is boon.

Let inner fire inspire desire, suspicions set at rest,

all you require, adore, admire, won't cloy, enjoy with zest.

From vain complain move on again, see sea’s brim full of fish,
go take your pick as lips you lick so wickedly delish.

Look sharp! Don't carp, distress or mess up opportunities
chance offers all, go have a ball, refreshed prioritease!

If once distraught in heart or thought, trust must fuss dust displace,
move on to more - unseen before - let better bad replace.

From inner trial advance and smile, past tears, fears fast forgot,
prick cloudy pall, go have a ball and call each shot!

Hope's heart's at ease when spirit frees harp's soul from sharks, sharp spears,
DO as YOU please and by degrees all darkness disappears,

bread butters fly, sun spo[r]ts in sky, relearn to laugh a lot,

keep on the ball, leap each grey wall - bold, spurning blow cold, hot!

Link one to one, new tale begun, soon shadow shades dissolve,

don’t stumble, run! don’t cry, have fun! hands on luck’s clock revolve.
mosquito bite quite fly-by-night seems past controversy

compared to light solutions bright that crush adversity.

So turn past page, move on fast, stage recovery fulfilled,

no need to wage war ‘gainst all rant and rage are stilled.

Let dream themes teem, perhaps as team, if not your’s is the choice!

Of cream the cream you are, ‘twould seem 'tis time to heed YOUR VOICE!

So seize the day! go out and play! clear way awaits, transparent,
always at ease, dark shadow flees, with happiness apparent.

No longer strange, the season's change seeds cycle optimistic,
danger exchange rebirth free-range, no limits pessimistic.

Leave strife, love life, wed man and wife, read palms - charms endless show.

Share tenderness, groans, cares chase! guess! great happiness grows glow.
So here we end, send 'Good Luck! ' trend as on your way you trot, -
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go have a ball, no cares at all, stand tall, walls fall! WHY NOT?

12 April 2005 robi3_1193_robi3_0000 XXX_EKX
first version of first stanza added 6 April 2008 revised 9 September 2009 and 16
October 2009 for initial versions see below

Time to free shape, escape dark drape, spring sprightly brings fresh air,
shed strings, red tape of every shape, fresh future fair prepare.

Quit sick, click mouse, write waltz like Strauss, carouse in harmony,
don't grouse, laze louse, around the house, spurn superfluity.

From vain complain move on again, the sea is full of fish,
go take your pick as lips you lick so wickedly delish.

Look sharp! Don't carp, distress or mess up opportunities
Chance offers all, go have a ball with fresh prior-I-tease!

Though once distraught in heart or thought mistrust one may replace,
move on to more - unseen before - let better bad displace.

From inner trial advance and smile, tears past, fears fast forgot,

go have a ball, cast down dark shawl, forever call each shot!

Hope's heart's at ease when spirit frees harp's soul from sharks, sharp spears,
DO as YOU please and by degrees all darkness disappears,

bread butters fly, sun spo[r]ts in sky, relearn to laugh a lot,

keep on the ball, leap each grey wall - bold, spurning blow cold, hot!

We could for long keep rhyming strong - yet some attention scan
seems very short, or so ‘tis thought by maiden and by man.

So here rhyme ends, good fortune sends, as on your way you trot,
go have a ball, no cares at all, stand tall, walls fall! WHY NOT?

12 April 2005 revised 6 April 2008 and 15 September 2009
for previous version see below

From vain complain move on again the sea is full of fish
go take your pick as lips you lick so wickedly delish.

Look sharp! Don't carp, distress or mess up opportunities
Chance offers all - go have a ball with fresh prior-I-tease!

Although distraught in heart and thought when trust you may misplace,
move on to more, - unseen before, - let better bad replace!
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From inner trial advance and smile, tears past and fast forgot,
go have a ball, take up Fate's call in future call each shot!

The heart's at ease when spirit frees the soul from fears, from tears,
DO as YOU please and by degrees all darkness disappears,

the butters fly, sun's in the sky, relearn to laugh a lot,

keep on the ball, leap each grey wall - bold spurning blow cold, hot!

We could for long keep rhyming strong, - yet some attention scan
is very short, or so ‘tis thought by maiden and by man, -

so here we end and 'Good Luck! ' send as on your way you trot, -
go have a ball, no cares at all, stand tall, walls fall! WHY NOT?

12 April 2005

Jonathan ROBIN
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Break Out

S[h]e's lived protected by strong walls Time's w[r]it
Let stand too long, pride's ride before fast fall,
Ignoring purposefully fact that all

Vain structures tumble, tumbril hypocrite.

EDict: Earth's dust dissolves shawls man would knit.
Protection serves slight purpose overall,

Respite cannot postpone the final call

Of fate, death's date sees puzzle pieces fit.

The time has come to quit false safety, split
Entrenched opinions, narrow minds and small,
Creation hindered, progress held in thrall.

Turn thoughts towards tomorrow, future lit,

Each step to freedom leaves fell past behind;
Destroying bias, locks, unlocks blind mind.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bridge Of Sighs Cut Down To Size

From handicap to handicap dark bridge of sighs extends,

that isolates communities seen seldom hand in hand,

as strengths and weaknesses compete, scene one can understand.
Far finer seems defining themes, dreams' interface which ends
false fears and petty jealousies, needs’ lobbies which defend

each righteous cause yet scarce explore shared strategy well planned
obtaining recognition and discrimination banned.

For special needs’ diversity: bridge ties, no sighs to mend!

The pace at which technologies converge today depends

too often on priorities where cents not sense command.

As digital divides increase, some challenges are spanned,

but others raise their ugly heads when bias fear befriends.

So lend an ear with second sight not third hand platitudes.
Send message clear, true progress steer, evolving attitudes.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bridge Over Troubled Waters After Christopher
Marlowe Come Live With Me And Be My Love

Come live with me, my partner be,
and we will every contract make
that tricky opportunity

presents in life of bid and [s]take.

Trumps we shall call, my Queen of hearts,
diamonds divine declare clean breast.
We'll not proceed by fits and starts,

but lead from strength, ne’er second best!

With points imperial we’ll show

the world we make a perfect match,
we'll club together till Time's flow
will slam the door and bolt the latch.

Let thus united be displayed

our souls upon life’s table baize,
always to call a spade a spade,
while psyching with a silent gaze.

Rewards, not risks and penalties,
we'll surely reap - who'll never err,
above the line we’ll score with ease
to win life’s cup without a slur.

Throughout life’'s game we’ll not revoke,
but future points provoke with skill,
though now and then a psychic joke
helps spin the wheel that’s never still.

We'll bridge our differences and

send signals which are never crossed,
ne’er overlook another’s hand

but seek to capture tricks thought lost.

If these delights your heart may move
to partner me through life’s long gambol,
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then live with me and be my Love,
I bid you, without long preamble.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bridgework As Artist Poet

Artists palette, paints, prepare,
Poets channel insight rare.

One canvas fills, one paper inks,
Imagination interlinks.

Each respective stream compares
Perceptions, self-respecting, thinks
Perspectives sensitively, shares
Intuitive fruition, links

Symphonic patterns, well aware
Individuals everywhere

Sense beauty way beyond time's brink,
Horizons widen, never shrink.

Images accompany
Free originality.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bridging Troubled Waters

Bridge of colours spans the years
Responding to shared tune on cue

In light and laughter keys into

Dreams' hopes for scope. Grey disappears.
Glow grows, tomorrows free from fears
Extend through unveiled planes that few

Or none else know. Constraints melt too!
Voyage duet hearts' wonder hears,

Echoes return to welcome ears

Responding with joy overdue.

TROUbadour threads song sincere,

BLED heart's quite healed, bright crystal clear.
WAs wait worthwhile? Touchée? Emue?
TERSe verse here ends with thoughts of you.

May what to some spanned bridge by cataract
appears at first sight, seen in other light

unveils anticipation not the act -

draws sunrise, current's flow, woe's clouds in flight.
zach waterfall dreams stimulates, intact

catalyzes stream sense, springs insight.

One's neverneverland? Blend nuance backed?
Revel's enchantment surf spills answers bright,
reveals transparent zones which once mist-wracked
in doubt and self-denial seemed. Winged white,
eddies fantastic swirl-whirl, fears backtracked,
ripple confidence, key shared delight.

Answers riffle home, fresh foam may flow

splicing known once sown to hopes tomorrows show.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bright Buckets

Bright bucket bulge with sand and shells today,
brimmed by infant avidly at play,

intent on building, digging time away

on beach, sand castles busily inlay

with scalloped decorations castaway

by last tide’s currents, scattered anyway

along the tattered margin of the bay.

One tiny grain of sand, stone yesterday,
caught up within the complex interplay

of forces ‘yond our ken that ever weigh
upon our stream of consciousness to sway
more than a moment’s notice in their way
regardless of the influences they

appear to have on childhood's day to day.

Child seeks springboard from shore's cabaret
to havens elves inhabited: not grey

but bright as light prismatic on display

in Zipangu and faraway Cathay.

Imagination spurns all hindrance, let or stay,
advances unimpeded sans delay,

ignores all adult strictures crass, cliché.

Magic meditations far away

lead through rock formations, Go game play

Time entertains till wind or water spray

from bedrock blown, grain's worn down, dust or clay,
key silent witness to life’s chaos fray.

What change of scene, and what has been, what may
yet be that grain stands withess to Time's stay?

Thus, grain, child's seedling, which chance interplay
or karmic consciousness may guide, sad, gay,

from human shores to boundless space with fey
prestidigitation none gainsay.

that reconciles our mortal roundelay

to infinite voice for choice replay,

choir choice voice that the galaxies may sway.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 595



Jonathan ROBIN
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Bright Eyes Gleam

My days are spent in trances
while all my nightly dreams

no light know where your glances
are absent, their bright gleams
reverse sad circumstances

as sharing's warming streams
link heart to heart. The chance is
enchanting as Life's schemes
respond to Love's advances

in harmony which beams

from both as spark advances
from Earth to Air like steam
ascending as romance is -

like strawberries and cream

or never ending dances

dreams populate as teems
imagination, - stance is

as mirrored damascene, -
sublime state which perchance is
of all life’s joys supreme

that happiness enhances

when eyes cue bright eyes' gleam ...

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brighter World

Insight grasps unhappy challenge passed
prepares for future fair where blossom spray
accompanies warm summer welcome, play
fresh heartfelt tunes to links which very fast
create fresh interfaces, leave aghast

old trials and tribulations. Interplay

anticipates enchanting gladsome way

to seek, to learn in manner multicast.

Much dust is swept away. Rich joys at last
may metamorphose cold troubles, homage pay
to true enchantment freeing kite from stay
that shatters. String locks fall away, outcast.

A brighter world, long waited, weak with strong
replaces, solace shows life knows no wrong.

Jonathan ROBIN
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British Library Reflections

Take time from Time for line from line grows not,
Hell’'s weight awaits, the creeping Reaper snaps
Entwineéd threads. Sped, dead men need no maps -
Closed is hope’s door, uncounted beaded knot.
On other subjects dwell, for, soon forgot,

Man'’s transient triumphs wither. Death entraps.
Most stillborn live, their passing seen as lapse

Of taste or circumstance ‘twixt grave and cot.
Now, in the Present, find fresh wings, and spot
Great future from above, avoid collapse.
Remember Lethe’s unplumbed depths perhaps
Answer the ‘why? ' — one’s ‘I’ is passing dot.
Ventures may be gained, ignore the night,

Enjoy existence, enter into light...

Jonathan ROBIN
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British Library Reflections - Fosse Commune -
Communal Grave

Laisse a la Mort la mort, car toujours le Faucheur
Attend son jour pour vous scier la branche enfin.
Faites tout pour survivre, assurer un destin
Ouvrant la voie devant vers |'espoir car le coeur
Se doit de réjouir. La vie comprend Lueur.

Sans prendre rendez-vous la Mort toujours vient,
En ‘temps voulu’ laissant aucun surlendemain.
Chassez le jour ou I'on s'enterre par la peur,

Ou les larmes et alarmes se fondent, ou la rancoeur
Malsaine est dissipée. Le Mal, comme le Bien,
Mots vidés de leur sens longtemps avant la fin:
Un reflet éphémere et plus rien ne demeure.
Nous pouvons réver que la vie soit toujours belle,
En brisant l'interdit: en soi la voie appelle.

Take time from Time for line from fragile line grows not,
Hell’s feather weight awaits, the creeping Reaper snaps
Entwinéd thread skeins vain. Sped, dead men need no maps.
Closed fast is hope’s trap door, uncounted beaded knot.

On other subjects dwell, for, soon we'll be forgot.

Man’s transient triumphs pop, burst, wither. Death entraps.
Most stillborn mirage laze, their passing seen as lapse

Of taste or circumstance between dark grave bright cot.
Now, in brief Present find fresh wings, shed grief to spot
Great future from above, avoid inner collapse.

Remember Lethe’s depth unplumbed knows no 'perhaps’
Answers never I's why? , eye’s evanescent dot.

Ventures may be gained, therefore ignore feared night,
Expel taboos' dark hues to enter into light.

(15 November 1991 revised 30 May 2013)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Brown Study From The Lowlands

My fart's in the Lowlands, my fart is not here,
My fart's in the Lowlands disgracing I fear -
embracing the oh dear, hear three in a row!

my fart's in the Lowlands, no place else to blow.

Farewell to the colon[y]'s whale of a gale,

the column of calor, one gale won from whale;

wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

my fart blows from private parts, I'm treasure trove cove.

Farewell from gust mounting high in the air;
Hello to disgust leading on to despair,

Hello ivy league bladderwort fount in puds;
Hello to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.

My fart's in the Lowlands, my fart is not here,
My fart's in the Lowlands disgracing I fear -
embracing the oh dear, three more in a row!
my fart blows from Lowlands, so little to show.

[c] Jonathan Robin parody Robert Burns My Heart's in the Highlands 1 July 2008
robi3_1781_burn3_0004 PXX_MXX

My Heart's In The Highlands

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
The birth-place of Valour, the country of Worth;
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;
A-chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go.

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow;
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below;
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Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods;
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;

A-chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go.

Robert Burns - written 1789
tune- 'Failte na Miosg.'

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bubble Blink - 1013

Few dare share, most from self-knowledge shrink,
fear to learn how fragile's all that matters,

how shallow matter's space, hollow the latter's
form is fiction [ad]dressed as causal link.
Emptiness enhanced by bubble blink

prism provides which weak self-image flatters.
Pattern sought thought constitutes, the platter's
a self-fulfilling dish. Who's dished, who'd wink?
Its scar[c]e surprising so few care to think,

or think to care where life's soon torn to tatters,
avoiding void through emphasis that chatters
around a bloom to gloom soon doomed to sink.
Yet sharing opens fresh perspective's pane,
pain pacifies when love's lack life ex-plain.

(11 March 2002)

Jonathan ROBIN

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 603



Bubble Bray - 0822 - Current Version

Time's muzzle mocks ambitions. Day by day,
through life's incessant dream theme ebb and flow,
efforts, unrewarded, seem vain show.

Effects' and causes' subtle interplay

none may control, - coincidence at play

enacts a chance dance time mime stop and go
whose pattern frame spins into vertigo

flaking dates and energy away.

Harmony and Chance Time's tides obey,

cannot be reined, restrained, nor string nor bow
fires through some causal bull's eye to echo
sense sustained. Profane, with bubble bray,
most blow hot, cold on stage, then sink unheard
before they even feel flow's ripples stirred.

(9 April 2008)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bud Free - Anagram Acrostic

BUD FREE!

BEYOND YE BOND which terrifies

UNITE! UNTIE! shed all disguise,

DRAW joy WARD off, REEF FREE dark skies.
Knit I AM AIM to WE IS - WISE.

ROSE, SORE, RETWINS, WINTERS defies.
IN ONE I NONE FILE LIFE. Arise!

STREAM MASTER - HEART ART HE supplies
The SMILE which MILES DROPS, PRODS surprise.
Your WOLF’S growl grows FLOWS fertilize.
PART is a TRAP, - LO US! - SOUL ties

In knots HER 'MY' - in RHYME it dies.

The PAGE does GAPE? Just realize

ALL mirrors ALL in different guise

FOR TUNES trump FORTUNE'S flighty eyes.
READ, DEAR, SURE RUSE personifies

Each VERSE to SERVE sans compromise.
Each REVERSE REVERES replies,

Vocation EVIL VILE denies, -

END Lion’s DEN, REEF FREE, cease sighs
RESPOND PONDERS, Reaction dies.

Sight clear can LEAP, PEAL off past lies....
Each THEME MET, HE, GAME MAGE, gains prize!

5 April 2005
robi03_1150_robi03_0000 AQX_EIX

Initial version of Serve Verse 12 April 2005
robi30_1197_robi03_0000 AQW_EI]

Bud Free poem © Jonathan Robin

ITIITITITIITITIITITITIOTITITIOTITITIIIITIIINIIIND
SERVE VERSE!
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BUD FREE IN TIME, SHAPE YOUR HEART'S VISION THROUGH VERSE

BEYOND YE BOND which terrifies

UNITE! UNTIE! PROD, DROP disguise,

DRAW joy WARD off REEF, FREE dark skies.
FOR TUNES trump FORTUNE'S flighty eyes.
READ, DEAR, SURE RUSE personifies

Each VERSE to SERVE sans compromise.

Each REVERSE REVERES replies.

ITEM EMIT for as TIME flies

No MITE, POOL LOOP, personnifies

The DEW WED, so NODE DONE advise

IT RIPS the SPIRIT - so scribe’s highs

May LOWS SLOW link, revise.

Easy WOLF FLOW satisfies.

Splice I AM AIM to WE IS - WISE.

HEART'S ARTS HE MASTERS STREAMS supplies
As SMILE which MILES DROPS, PRODS surprise.
PART STALE TALE's TRAP, - LO US! - SOUL ties
Each THREAD - no DEARTH - needs systemize
You EDIT TIDE DIET DEED despise

Objections COLD CLOD compromise.

URGES SURGE FROM FORMal guise,

REACT, TRACE NOW WON OWN enterprise.
He who GUIDES IS in DISGUISE

Each GENIC ZERO RECOGNIZE -

ALL mirrors ALL in different guise -

Response to dark INSURES SUNRISE!

The PAGE does GAPE? Just realize

Sometimes it OVERSIMPLIFIES

Verse low for LO IMPs IMPROVISE

IDEAS ASIDE on SITE link TIES -

Some POLEMICS, where one COMPLIES

In ONE COMPILES, NEO BUSY BUYS,

Or, FACE ITS SIN it SANCTIFIES

Naught - for I SIMPLE e'er IMPLIES

The rhyme IS SUPPLE and SUPPLIES
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Here sharing and 'l SCREED' DECRIES.

Rubbish IT CHASES to CHASTISE

Or TEACH not CHEAT, through verse RITES TRIES
Uses INTACT, IN TACT rectifes,

Good SIRE, to RISE above weak cries.

Here knots HER 'MY' - in RHYME it flies -
Vocation EVIL, VILE, denies.

END prison DEN, let VERSE SERVE guys!
RESPOND PONDERS, Reaction dies.

Sight clear can LEAP, PEAL fast past lies...

Each THEME MET, HE, GAME MAGE, gains prize!

12 April 2005
robi03_1197_robi03_0000 AQW_EI]

Serve Verse! poem © Jonathan Robin

Revised version of Bud Free!

5 April 2005 robi03_1150_robi03_0000 AQX_EIJ
ITIIIITIIIIIITIIIITITIIIIIIIITIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINIIIII

Jonathan ROBIN
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Buffer Brain

Dreams teem, spring from synaptic leap
before day's hustle bustle finds
employment for productive minds

far more contented when asleep.

When buffer brain retains thoughts deep
or fancies light, as rest unwinds,

they may be stored for many kinds

of interplay, rich harvests reap

when plowed back, irrigation seep
which opens avenues, draws blinds,
encouragement staid braid unbinds
may reinforce joys shared and keep
enchantment ever underlined

to comfort through life's daily grind.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Bugs And Blunder - Rugs Pulled Under

Migration to a facebook friendly twitter

won't help to sell a site where interaction
decreases daily, leaving users bitter,

few backed up, sense lacked, access now a fraction
of what before saw much to praise, smile raise.
Is this for real? Bliss permanent perversion
meets, scarcely sweet, or just a passing phase,
poorly thought out, bug replete, snug version
forgotten, dead and buried as our joys

which once won stars, not iron bars which break
fluidity and friendliness, employs

misconceived ergonomy, mistake.

Bugs run amock, stock falls, blocks reputation:
collapse negating sense, whence our frustration!

(24 April 2011)

Jonathan ROBIN
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Burnt Fingers

My stockbroker said: 'Do not wait!

If you hesitate it is too late!

Buy Burmah, one ten,

an upturn is certain,

their North Sea interests are just great! '

On portfolio now lies a weight,

whose tale is too sad to relate,

the share is suspen

none know until when,

but the name of that broker does grate!

Jonathan ROBIN
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Busy Bees - Current Version

Heaven sent: bees, busy, fly
hunting honey buzzing by.

Pollen scent pays apiary rent

till men repent greed, source runs dry -
fount fructose. Rent wings' all awry,
Nature denies, most malcontent.

Hive syndrome meant as warning pent
with sugary advice, we cry.

Indecent is the extent

of robbery in broad daylight.

Protest vent represent

one percent of calls to try
to prevent bee supplement
royal jelly, harvest wry.

Came and went, bee ascent
flora flee, few know why.

Rise, descent: Magician fly -
sad or funny - Time flies by.

Excellent, straight or bent,
proud or puny - passing sigh.
Life is lent: Humanity

tied to money, low and high.

Summer spent, mortality:
you be[e] I, born to die.

Jonathan ROBIN
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Butterfly - Acrostic Translation Alphonse De Lamartine
— Le Papillon

BUTTERFLY

As born with Spring, with roses born away,
Breasting breeze’s wing to swing on high,

Upon bright buds’ breasts balanced, trembling play,
To drink and drown in perfume, light and sky.

To dust wings’ powder while still young and spry;
Earth flee, fly like a sigh the Milky Way, -

Rare fate, enchanted, of the Butterfly!

Fli[r]t, restless, like Desire, by night and day,
Loving all things, who none may satisfy,

Yearn ecstasy? - then seek in Heaven, .... good-bye!

Acrostic