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' Globalisation'

'Globalisation':
Loaded term used by the rich
To exploit the poor.
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21st Century Shaman

Art can caress, but cannot heal.

Words cannot tame the teeming wilderness.
Yet people need connectors:

Poets, prophets & painters

To soar above the abyss like lovers;

To provide life with ardent form.

New dreamers are needed:

That will speak to modern hearts & minds;
That will transform the consciousness

Of contemporary, disengaged tribes.
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8 Questions

When will the silent sun merge with the restless sea?
Who has the patience to find light amidst darkness?
Can poetry really awaken consciousness?

Why are inner realms so difficult to access?

What are the precise meanings of spectral kingdoms?
Where are the sacred angels and fiery prophets?
How do we decipher the strange ways of the gods?
What becomes of noble notions when we are dust?
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A ' Free' Press

O a 'free' press of
Embedded journalism:
That's democracy!
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A Barrage Of Snow

A barrage of snow:
Covering the hills & fields
With a winter cloak.
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A Beautiful Realm Of Dreams (Inspired By The
Cocteau Twins: 1990)

Deep between the sunset and the sunrise:
A beautiful realm of dreams: o the sounds!
O the colours; O glorious moments!

O sunbursts of joy; O blaze of flowers!
Azure rivers and dewdrops glistening!
Exotic forests; fields of green and gold!

All these things are an eternal delight.
They will remain in my heart 'til the end.
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A Belated New Year's Resolution

I will patiently, and gently, let things go;

And like a river, move with life's constant flow.
I'm tired of pursuing lonely, dark paths.

I want to find something pure that will last.

I shall no longer seek out mere novelties.

I shall no longer follow nebulous dreams.

I will endeavour to use my skills and gifts,
And embrace the light wherever I find it.
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A Blueprint For Poetic Work

O photograph the first fall of snowflakes!
Capture the sad, softened light of the moon.
Let the inner realms glow and radiate.

Let dreams unravel from the unconscious.
Let plain particulars breed rich metaphors.
Embrace not the lightning flash of chance.
Balance structure with improvisation.

Avoid angelhood and emotional flows.
Forget well honed techniques at your peril!
Watch pale shadows transform into bright flesh.
Focus singularly on the details.

Focus on the seed and not the flower.

Wipe the sentimental from memories.

Erase the persona from the poetry.
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A Calm Universe

A calm universe:

Soft refrains of feathered sleep:

After daily stress.
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A Capitalist World

O I have marvelled at your kingdoms of beauty.
I have frequented your cathedrals of commerce.

But I'm bewildered by the marked inequality,
That you leave behind; yet it inspires my verse.
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A Certain Ray Of Light

A certain ray of light lingers for a while

On my desk. Yet it will soon dissolve in time,
Like everything else in this fleeting world.

I gaze at it, as I try to form apt words,
Relating to Beauty's infinite designs.
Everywhere, we can discover its signs.

And sometimes, we can be taken by surprise,

Just like this subtle light which weighs on my mind.
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A Change Is Coming

This brief age of green
Will soon submit to a long
Winter of despair.
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A Change Of Direction

I'm not looking anymore for wisdom's roses.
Their keen fragrance no longer seduces me.
Worldly knowledge is but a shadow of the real.
I'm not looking for verdant gardens of beauty.
I'm now searching for something else, hinted
At by profound poetry and art: A frail, yet
Significant light at the centre of dreaming:

That calls me softly from the other side of night.
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A Change Of Direction 2

I will now follow the strange pathways of
The sun and moon. My poetry will be
Rich and will have a surreal feel.

I want to hear the very heartbeat

Of the universe. I want to mirror

The radiance of the stars in dark skies.
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A Christ Like Figure

' He who seeks knowledge discovers Sorrow.' (paraphrase of Proverbs 3: 13)
A Christ like figure
Nailed to life's cross for his vast

Wisdom and knowledge.
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A Christmas Sonnet

The splendid tinkling of sleigh bells in snow;
The glow of roaring fires far and wide;

The reindeer's hoof beats measure the flow;

As frozen hearts melt slowly by and by;

The meadows, woodlands are silent and bare;
Rows of bleak, black branches on frosted trees;
Yet birds are floating on the wind kissed air;
Angels are descending from abstract heights.
New worlds of wonder from visions and dreams;
The Christmas spirit radiates in white.

I glimpse the presence of a precious light.

(One star glows in the icy realms of night.)

Love's subtle symbols are searched for their worth.

Spring's promise is buried deep under earth.
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A Cloud - Shaded Sun:(July 27th,2020)

A cloud- shaded sun:
Smears of yellow and blue;
Whispers of greyish white.
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A Cold, Grey Morning: December 23rd,2019

A cold, grey morning:
Light will not come out to play.
I'd best stay indoors!
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A Counterfeit Kind Of Control (H.C.F.E July 2003)

They try to baffle and bamboozle me with secretarial speak,
Until my head is in pieces and my brain's on the blink.

It feels as though I'm casting proverbial pearls before swine,
In a sycophant's paradise of petty, back stabbing crimes.

What an insult!

What a cheek!

It smacks of the counterfeit
It reeks of deceit!

Bureaucratic bilge piled up on desks of disarray,
Leads to lots of bad feeling, depression and dismay.
O why do I have to suffer these ignorant fools?
Holidays not far off; please God make them soon!

What an insult!
What a cheek!

It smacks of the counterfeit.
It reeks of deceit!

I've given of my best; what more can one ask.
I've completed all of their mind numbing tasks.
But I'm gathering up my store of venom and bile,
To construct new forms of edifying rhyme;

To challenge all those engaged in the counterfeit;
Hiding behind their masks of deceit.
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A Curious Witch Hunt

The dark agents seek
To crucify n:
Zionist deceit.
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A Cynic's Mask

I often wear the mask of a cynic.

My being is tuned into lampooning.
Perhaps it's because I've come to despise
The pale light of monotonous actors.

I'm not content with shadow plays.I want
To feel the shining presence all around me.

O how long must one endure the futile

Choruses of hysteria or, worse,

Still, the platitudes of empty praise?

The artist's boundless, sovereign soul is crushed,
Under society's cold steel, stifling wheels.

The prophet's burning words cannot be heard.
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A Deep State Of Disorder

A deep state of disorder at the heart of things;

As the gross, disfigured dawn lolls its bloodied head
Against my window. Then the light begins to fade.

I perceive the deadly plague of swarming insects.
Morning's vibrant birdsong seems almost out of place,
Amidst the sordid cries of withering spectres:

'O my God, my God: why have you forsaken us? '
Their dry, broken voices drift on the wind & clouds.
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A Dream - 23/7/2013

The rock of the world
Is founded on a butterfly's wing

Dreams glare at each other
In vast mindscapes.

The tigers of Babylon
Eat the pure flesh of Zion.

A profusion of champagne
Flows In the house of decay.

The radio is buzzing

With the sound of ancient Sirens.

A modern Orpheus
Descends into the unconscious.

He brings back pearls
For sacrilegious psychologists.

Beauty is reborn
In a golden age of science.

Fresh, green beasts are stirring
In the metal forest.
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A Dream Vision

I travelled far and wide
Through many different times

I saw the bright Truth,

Behind the veil of Death's bride.
I saw wisdom devalued

And all knowledge destroyed.

I saw blank generations
Desperately clutching their toys.

I saw money rot

The souls of financiers

And presidents burn

With the fires of their vices.

I saw a mushroom cloud
Turn a city to ashes.

I saw Tsunamis, earthquakes
And stock market crashes.

I saw needle and vein
Engage in a kiss,

That would lead to ruin,
Not permanent bliss.

I travelled far and wide

Through Stations of the Cross.

I saw the power and glory of kings,

With the mark of Cain on their sins.

I saw the blood of Christ

On the frenzied prophets' skins.

I saw the cruel one sided show trials

And death row's ragged strangers crucified.

I saw soldiers display
Their precise killer's art.
I saw poets & artists
Weeping; torn between
The light & the dark.

I saw the holy Buddha
Meditate to end needless
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Suffering & cruel fate.

I travelled far and wide

through the gates of Heaven & Hell
I endured the pain of loss

And enjoyed temporary thrills.

I glimpsed aspects of

The eternal design;

As they appeared in fragments,

On plagued, dead end streets at midnight.

I watched the human struggle,

Both demonic & sublime.

From Eden to Golgotha;

From Auschwitz through to Palestine.
I saw the face of fear

Escape into the void

I saw the face of love

Embrace the rose of union.

Yes I travelled through
Many different times:
In a dream vision

Far and wide.
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A Dream Vision (December 2008)

As I wandered along life's dark streets,

A thousand kinds of spectres I did meet.

I stared into eyes of love and hate.

Yet most carried the cross of cruel fate.
Some ghosts with radiant light did glow.
Others shrunk under the weight of woe.
Some wore the gilded masks of the vain.
Others bore the bloody mark of Cain.

Some of them were filled with joyous tears.
Most of them were wounded by cold fears.
Some were afflicted by crude madness.
Others bore strange fruit from great sadness.
Each one evoked either heaven or hell.

I had to read the flashing signs to tell.
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A Dream Vision 3

Like cotton wool clouds my soft dreams drift by.
Fragrant odours are floating on the breeze.

As fragile cherry blossoms fall gently,

The April rain heals in verdant springtime.

Like the poignant whispers of love sublime.

O the shining, silver rivers of life lead

To the eternal sea; to the clear Light:

Where the bitter wounds of hatred are healed

The Dove descends from deep sapphire blue skies.

All is one consciousness & all is free.
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A Dream Vision: June 6th 2019

In a dream vision I was caught between

Two warring factions; clad in different colours:
Of similar tongues and of the same blood.

I wondered why they had split far apart.

After witnhessing the disturbing scenes,

It seems like the conflict was mainly due

To the same old flaws in the human realms:
The quest for power; tribal jealousies

And unjust laws. Yet one thing stood out most:
Both factions had made money their Idol.
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A Few Words Of Advice For An Internet Troll

Your vile views and opinions

Are of no importance at all.

O you are a loathsome creature!

Indeed, I think that you should crawl
Back under the rock from whence you came.
You're a waste of time, energy and space!
So return to your sad, little life;

And do try to think of something nice

To say, next time you decide to engage
With your fellow traveller beings,

On the splendid internet highway.

A kind word or two costs nothing.
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A Flash Of Lightning: (August 31st,2019, Witten,
Germany)

A flash of lightning:
This sultry summer evening.
Then the rain pours down.
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A Full English Breakfast

Are you ready for this? Let's go!

Rashers of bacon, tomatoes,

Sausages, black pudding, mushrooms,
Fried bread and our stomachs are doomed!

Then scrambled eggs; perhaps baked beans.

Though some find it rather obscene,
Washed down with several cups of tea,
A full English breakfast suits me!

One wonders if there's any room

Left for a slice of toast or two?
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A Futile Pursuit

He is now chasing
His doppelganger. O what
A silly fellow!
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A Gradual Awakening

I am mesmerised by the candle flame.

It makes me think of long forgotten days:

When I was busy searching for a guide

Who'd expose the grand theatre of lies.

In time, I was awakened to the facts.

Since then I've seen through all the masks & acts
Of the vain elites and their loyal servants.

Now I'm an expert; not a dilettante.
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A Hard Vocation

Once there was bold childhood vision:
Memorable light & colour.

Then there was icy darkness,

That lasted for many years.

Then there was you with your dreaming
That melted the frost of the past.

But that itself is now long ago

And I realise in the rose pink dawn
That you were only a brief light
Between two dark eternities.

My vocation is my refuge:

To put germane words to my pain.
My only claim on consciousness

Is but the shadow of a rose.
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A Hard Vocation 2

The slow drip of publishing poetry,

And the endless wait for recognition,

Is so draining; almost soul destroying.
Better to be satisfied with pursuing

One's own goals. For it is a most lonely,
Time consuming vocation. Yet I'm convinced
That it's possible to achieve one's dreams,
Moment by moment, and day by day.
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A Homage To Rural England: (Summer,2020)

A black bird's sweet song

On a warm summer evening;

The scent of freshly

Cut lawns in quaint village greens;
The golden cornfields

Of Somerset and the rich taste

Of home brewed cider;

The gentle feel of breezes

On Lake Windermere:

O God bless rural England!
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A Hymn To Light: (Easter Sunday)

Today, I shall bathe and swim in the sacred Light,
After weeks of dwelling in realms of dreadful Night.
I'm so pleased to see fresh light pour into my room,

As it spreads out into the garden; ending the gloom.

It illuminates the flowers, hedges and trees.
Their resplendent colours are glorious to see.

Light emboldens the dreams of butterflies and birds.

It reveals the rich patterns of the holy Word.
Within it current woes are dissolved for a time.
For amidst the heart of light we find the sublime.
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A Joke About Metaphysics

Woody Allen's wonderful quip
About cheating on his Metaphysics
Exam; by looking into the soul,

Of the student next to him,

Never ceases to amuse me.

It would be great to break through
The narrow realms of perception
Like in Allen's joke, But
Unfortunately, it seems

Like an impossible dream.

Yet it's something that can at least
Be hinted at via poetry.
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A Kind Of Rebirth

I knock on the door
Of the fabled house of Love.
And I'm welcomed back.
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A Kind Of Rebirth 2

O I used to think there was something missing
In my life. But in recent times, I've closed ranks,
And removed myself from society's clowns.
Despite solitude's trials and tribulations,

I'm experiencing a kind of rebirth.

Now I'm tapping into creativity's

Warm, fresh springs on a regular basis.

I feel so inspired, and indeed, complete.
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A Lament - 2016

If we were to have all the wisdom of ages
Explained to us in detail; it would take too long.
All we know is the flash of lexicons in passing,
And the dying embers of Autumn's plaintive song.
The great presences that emerge to expand our
Collective consciousness, from generation to
Generation, are so rare, we can only skim

The surface of their profoundest significance.

If we could find warmest, holy sanctuary

In somebody else's arms we would not fear

The deadly spears of night. But the kind of deep
Communion we seek so long to embrace, seems
Impossible. As creatures of habit we tend

To objectify The mysterious other:

Whose ethereal essence cannot be captured.

Hence, the blue eyes of love are tainted with sorrow.
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A Lament - 2019

The latest designs of the digital breed
Bury our poverty; our scars & woes.

O wanton world indifferent to our needs.
I clutch the withered remnants of a rose.
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A Lament For The Slow Death Of The 1960's Counter
Culture

O you were once wild and beautiful

When summer's rays reclined in your hair
And your Being blazed in valleys and hills.
O you were a force so vital and rare

When brief flashes and fragments of Grace
Pierced the warm, feathered air

And the light of love lit up your face.

When crude flesh and fiery spirit were
Wedded in deepest communal bliss

And your youth's blood morphed into roses
In the sweet Garden of Promise

That once seemed so fruitful and endless.

O you were once wild and beautiful

But now you're a ragged recluse
Degraded by the needle chill;

Lost in a twilight world of absence;
Removed from a world you once infused
With colour and art and consciousness.
Now Innocence has been badly wounded
And Despair corrupts our Sacredness.
Yet I still cling tightly to the vast scope
Of your Vision; in the spectral seas

Of prayer; in the righteous rage of hope
In plagued streets placated by prophecy

Amidst the glitter, neon and concrete;
Amidst bleached ruins of modernity.
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A Little Knowledge Is A Dangerous Thing.

He claims he carried out in depth research,

By constantly watching random YouTube videos.
O he sought expert opinion by watching

CNN, Fox and BBC News. What a fool!
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A Little Solace

A little solace,
Now and then: in a sea breeze;
In a flesh pink dawn.
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A Matter Of Perception

O the love filled whispers of light
Punctuate the darkness of night.

The spirit of grace radiates,

In a world scarred by tribal hate,
And division among nations.

O the oneness of creation

Still eludes us. Yet some perceive

It, and it guides their hopes and dreams.
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A Modern Dilemma

Bright, virtual worlds
Of tainted information.
Truth is elusive
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A New Day Dawns

The new morning sun,
Pleasant laughter in the streets,
Hope springs eternal.
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A New Day Is Dawning

A new day dawning:
Raindrops are beating on leaves.
Flowers offer hymns.
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A New Prayer - 2018

May snowflakes of Grace

Fall gently on battered, cryptic kingdoms.
May the denigrated Spirit stir

The misty realms of recollection.

May we discover the firm root,

And forget the weathered fruit or flower.
May we find solace in the sheltered flame,
And trace hope to the unbroken Word.

May we redeem the prodigal flesh
With the glistening bones of truth.
May we transcend idle distractions;
That disturb the pure pools of silence.

May we defy the skeletal chatter of cyberspace.
And resist its distorted shadows. May we resist
The constant cravings for a counterfeit light,
That brightly shines but cannot guide.

May we seek instead the blazing faith

That moves the moon and stars.

May those who reject the higher grounds of glory:

Who fervently weave wanton worlds of their own devising
Return to Light and relinquish cold domains of darkness.
May we still recognize Love amidst modern iniquities;
Amidst digital fragments; amidst obscure symbols;
Amidst fragile lullabies of the lost.
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A New Year Of Hope: 2020

O ignore the mad despots of despair,
And live your life without a single care.
Ignore the media's constant shrieking.

And listen to bold, new songs worth singing.

Ignore the vain poltician's pointless creeds.

Look to create flowers from longing's seeds.

Take a step back from this roaring world.
Wait for a golden future to unfurl!
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A New, Deep Blue Day

A new, deep blue day:
Of oceanic feeling;
Of endless dreaming!
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A Noble, Yet Ultimately Futile Quest

We poets work hard,
To fix imprecise forms,
On teeming existence.
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A Perfect Day: (June 25th,2020)

Each moment is burning
Softly in the swell of dreams.
It's a perfect day!
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A Perspective From The Margins (October 2019)

There are those who wait and there are those who worry.
There are those who accept their place in the system.
And there are those who speed like sports cars towards death;
Via drugs or other wild, yet futile, pursuits.

There are some who sharpen the teeth of the tiger.

And some who indulge in animal ecstasies.

There are those who don't bare their souls to anyone.
They just partake in trivial conversations.

They drift through life like ghosts; not really

Feeling, or seeing, or hearing. Yet there are

Others among us who have not postponed their plans
And their dreaming. They are quiet, free spirits and

Are most content with the beauty of the moment.
They're keen to simply be; without reservations.
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A Plea For Rebirth (May 2014)

I've broken the black mirror

That told me that the world was absurd.
I've begun to light candles

To receive the blessings of a higher force.
Please no more crooked shadows!
Please no more starless, brutal nights!
Let me be gently reborn.

Let me smell the sweet roses again.
And if I escape this self imposed prison,
I shall plough my life gracefully like

A draft horse blended with a saint.

I promise to honour the harvest.

Dominic Windram

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

57



A Poem Inspired By The Genius Of Oscar Wilde

I'm channelling the blithe spirit of Oscar Wilde,

As I fashion a fresh style out of dusty rags.

I'd like to combine a sense of pure grace with
Cold, cynical remarks; so elegantly phrased.

I'd like to blend Christ's teachings with Moliere's wit.
O I'd like to add a sprinkling of panache to

The political. I'd like to renew a sense

Of the magical in a disenchanted age.

O I would like to merge the mystical and the
Secular in seemingly effortless verses.

I'd like to create new modes of beauty for the
Connoisseurs of crass, modern day monotony.

I'd like to celebrate cerebral, nuanced ways.

For primitive grunts and groans are now so passé.
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A Political Donkey Derby: January 2020

O watch out for Labour's leadership election!

Here are some of the risible contenders

In this donkey derby: the charmless Keir Starmer;
The teary eyed Lisa Nandy; the narcissist Jess Phillips;
The sanctimonious 'Lady Nugee' and the

Duplicitous David Lammy. If you fancy

A bet on an outsider, there's always the cold,
Calculated Yvette Cooper: yet another

Loyal Blairite. There's sure to be a swing to the right
Whoever wins. I couldn't care less as I'm now
Completely finished with the ridiculous, pointless
And pompous political class: that stabbed that true
Socialist Jeremy Corbyn in the back; and

So I won't be voting Labour ever again!
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A Prophecy

Lies & propaganda proliferate

Across today's wayward, peregrine world.
Yesterday's suffering's soon forgotten

As we bask in the glow of neon gods.

O we still worship spurious totems

As absurd as they are irrational.

All of the perennial games we play.

To mask the pure pools of silence we fear,
Can't absolve us of responsibility.

We cannot escape the terror of the Void,

Via myriad idle flights of fancy.

We cannot transcend this mortal Vale of Tears,
By vain pursuit of animal ecstasies.

We need to embrace all life's joys & sadness.
We can only be still and pray for pardon.
Please be still and penetrate the Light within.
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A Prophecy: 2

The moon and the sun spoke to me last night
In a language I could not comprehend.

What strange dreams navigate the febrile night?
What alien gods dwell amongst the stars?
Perhaps we'll know a thousand years from now;
When bold technology is at its height,

Space ships will explore distant galaxies

And neon architecture will displace

The old, crumbling buildings of yesterday.

Will Utopia be achieved on earth

Without a vainglorious revolution?

Will society at large be organised

In terms of survival of the fittest?

Will there be endless wars with other worlds?
Or will there be a profound peace on earth;
That will make Heaven's angels weep with joy? !
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A Prophecy: 2007

Under a black cloud,
Pregnant with lightning,
Lies a ruined temple,
Covered in ancient dust.

Recently, the bell in the temple
Tolled a rusted bronze prayer;
That echoed for moments.

And everyone scattered,

As though heaven itself,

Had broken into pieces.

And now in the modern church of man
There is a trembling blaze of candles;
That seems to indicate that something
Is terribly...terribly amiss.
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A Question Of Lights

Modern cities at night are a blaze of neon lights.

Yet what is their worth compared to the one light that guides
The troubled ship in the midst of the raging storm?

How do they compare to the pure Light of the Word?

That's rarely spoken of these days, and thus unheard.

How does the fierce glare of millions of lights,

Across a nation's soulless and cold, empty streets,

Compare to the warm flame in the quiet, cosy home?
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A Ragged Prayer: May 2019

I pray for a tender light

That will reveal hidden realms of beauty.

I pray for a change

In the absurd, arbitrary order of things.

I pray for healing summer rain,

In an arid age where flowers of Truth cannot grow.

I pray for you in your last desperate hours:

Now that faith and conscience are dead... so much is left unsaid.
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A Rebirth Of Sorts At Midnight

Okay my friend I'll compose a poem

In the brief hours before darkness falls.

I will paint a vivid picture of life reborn.
Hopefully, it will reflect the former radiance
Of an age that's been gradually rusted

By crude contemporaneous concerns.

The clocks will turn silent

At that interminable moment,
When what you consider to be
implacable emptiness & icy despair
will be transformed In the twinkling
Of an eye into teeming, holy vision.

O you'll learn to weave light

Into the fabric of your being.

You'll allow red needle suns, in peregrine flight,
To burst the obscene, obese balloon of now.
You'll watch it explode into a million fragments
And then see the violets of hope scatter,

And the universe explode with laughter.

In this new moment -the ghosts of longing

Will be released from the machinery of night
You will be lost in their enchantments.
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A Recent Nightmare: (July 13th,2020)

In the vast corridors of memory,
Doors are opening to emptiness:
Where all life has come to an end;
Wastelands of unrequited desires;
Fresh blood that quickly dries

And stains old stones in the desert.
Nomadic strains of hunger and thirst;
No warm shapes, patterns or faces
Just cold, abstract notions;

Just the vanishing spectre of a rose.
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A Report From The Outside (An Alien's Perspective On
Planet Earth)

I have never really adjusted

Or adapted to the strange colours of exile.
Indeed this world, and its citizens,
Constantly baffle me.

O these peculiar creatures

Bow down before crosses & other
Symbols of ancient suffering.

Pity pervades the human condition.
However, wars are still waged

All over the planet.

Perhaps it's because

War is very good for business.
Although religion is waning,

Its remnants remain

Partly obscured;

Partly deformed.

Millions live in cities.

They rush around all day long.
Many seem to lack, any kind
Of real purpose, in their lives
People are now addicted to gadgets
And attached to small phones.
They are constantly

Reminded of time:

Via constant deadlines.

In love, these creatures

Are irrational chameleons.
Tragedy & heartache abound.

People are part false; part true

In their social interactions.

They work for money to buy things
They need and dress well.

Fashion is more of creed than a fad.
Shopping is increasingly becoming
The most popular leisure pursuit.
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Pretty pictures adorn

The walls of their homes.

Via art, music and poetry,

Or in rare moments of ecstasy,

They are briefly lifted

from the world's habitual weight.

They admire pop/ rock and sports stars.
Most are happy to spectate,

Rather than participate.

Their schools train them

To be compliant & obedient.

By the age of seven

Their imaginations are dead.

And mind expanding drugs

Are still illegal.

They age too quickly

To understand their true purpose.

They seem to think

That they are a species apart.
The animals are their slaves.
People like to eat their meat.

They need leaders;

Popes, kings & presidents

To tell them what to think.

I find this notion so naive and quaint.
Despite their considerable wealth,
They have not eradicated poverty.
Indeed, the gulf between rich and poor
Seems to be exponentially increasing,
They are forever polluting

Their beautiful, fragile blue/green planet.

Their opinions are formed mostly
From T.V, movies and the internet,
Although a significant number

Of them still read books.

They've flown to the moon,
But distant galaxies
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And exotic life forms
Remain a mystery to them.

At night, when the lights go out,
They all seem to sleep like babies.
In vivid dreams they learn

About themselves and the world of spirits.

Their minds are still
Essentially primeval.
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A Secular Future?

These newly empowered secularists,

Like to play, at being bright, modern gods.

O I do not doubt their fervent passion,

But I do question their integrity.

I think they like to stir controversy.

They seem not only keen to kick against,
The time honoured, trusted bones of wisdom,
But to devalue sweet visions of Grace,

And the sacred. O their nonchalant sense

Of crude relativism, not only

Astounds me, but disturbs me, and makes me,
Deeply worried about the world's future.
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A Slow Descent Is Necessary

I feel as though I've lost touch
with the warm familiar world.
I fear I will pay a heavy price
For soaring like a comet,
Through distant skies & stars.
I need to slowly descend.
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A Slow, But Necessary, Recovery

I was reticent at first to come

To the renowned house of healing.
I was weary from hunger & habit.
Yet here I was warmly received.

Slowly I retreated from the poetry
And the prose & the radical politics:
My joy & my cross; my passion & my dread

Slowly I recovered from the fever;
As I oscillated wildly,
Between boredom & joy.

Gradually I received blessings
From those whom this cruel world
Seems to scorn & marginalise.

Gradually I became aware
Of a deeper consciousness
That moves between myself and others;

From which jewelled wisdom gently unfolds.
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A Slow, But Necessary, Recovery (Alternative Version)

I was reticent at first to come

To the fabled house of healing.

Yet it was necessary given

The awkwardness of my circumstances.

I felt like a feather blown along
By the cruel, bitter winds of Fate.
I was weary from hunger & habit.
Yet here I was warmly received.

Slowly I retreated from the poetry
And the prose & the radical politics:
My joy & my cross; my passion & my dread

Slowly I recovered from the fever;
As I oscillated wildly,
Between boredom & joy.

Gradually I received blessings
From those whom this cruel world
Seems to scorn & marginalise.

Gradually, I became aware
Of a deeper consciousness
That moves between myself and others;

From which jewelled wisdom gently unfolds.
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A Society Of Snowflakes

They fold like deckchairs,
And sulk, when anyone 'dares'
To criticise them.
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A Sonnet For All The Poets & Prophets

&quot;The One remains; the Many change and pass..."
(Shelley, Adonais,1821.)

As flesh pink Spring turns to golden Summer
I contemplate the rare beauty of the Word.
Though prophets of fire are in slumber

And pilgrims are lost and cannot be heard,
The flaming phoenix of faith will arise

From the ashes of crude modernity.

Crowns of thorn will cease to afflict the wise
And we'll be free from trial by novelty.

Yet it will not be like the ancient ways

When fixed binaries coded our lives.

We shall be free from the dogmatic haze;
From the extremes of Lazarus and Dives.

We will see everything as pure oneness:

No more creed or tribe; race or sex - God bless!
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A Sonnet Of Sorts: For All The Seekers

Life's surreal procession moves on.
My words are now seasoned by time,
Vivid rituals...occasions.

I've tried to search for the sublime.
I've mined Vision's fertile soils.

I've dug as deep as souls can go.

I'm still seeking, despite my toils,
For Beauty's frail, singular Rose

Still I've unearthed hidden treasures,
Amidst the dross of the ages.

I've juxtaposed pain with pleasure
And made my mark on pure pages.
Yet this cruel labour I will cease,
When I create my masterpiece.
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A Stagnant Old Town

A stagnant old town:

Cursed by the slow drip of time.

Nothing seems to change.
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A Stark Realisation

If we'd never departed down dark paths, from
The original source, we'd have been okay.

If we'd never deviated from Love's warmth,

O we would have experienced brighter days.
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A Stately Garden (Raby Castle 24/07/2019)alternate
Version

The garden abounds with butterflies & flowers:

A profusion of purples, pinks, reds, greens and golds.
The grand fountain sprinkles silvery blue water.

The air is warm and still save for a gentle breeze;
That seems to whisper lush nursery lullabies.

I'm dumbfounded by delightful daisies growing

From verdant grass. I wonder at weeping willows.
It's a perfect post card picture of passing time.
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A Stately Garden (Raby Castle: 24/07/2019)

The garden abounds
With butterflies & flowers.
Fountains are sprinkling.
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A Strange Kind Of Resurrection.

Once I retreated from the roaring world.

It took some time to heal my mental scars.
And now I feel that I am born again,

I will never follow Night's eerie paths.
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A Sun Burst Of Summer: Alternative Version

The sun sheds its light:
On meadows of buttercups,
daisies and willows
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A Sunburst Of Summer

The sun casts its light
On meadows: filled with daisies,
Buttercups and willows.
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A Thousand Bluebirds...

A thousand bluebirds
Were singing; in sunny realms
Of my deep dreaming.
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A Time Of Universal Deceit

When Truth's blazing sunlight is eclipsed by

An abyss of deceit, you realise

That you can trust no one and nothing but

Your own ragged conscience. And when the dogs
Are left to roam, and pick up discarded bones

On darkened streets, you know you're in for trouble!
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A Tired Old Horse...

A tired old horse chews
Away at young tufts of spring
In the lush green fields.
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A Tribute To Hanna-Barbera 1

Over decades, Hanna- Barbera created lots

Of quirky cartoons: from The Flintstones to Top Cat;
From Wacky Races and the Jetsons to Scooby Doo;
From Johnny Quest, Jabberjaw to The New Schmoo;
From Magilla Gorilla, To Atom Ant and

Secret Squirrel, Squiddly Diddly and winged Birdman:
Powered by the sun god Ra. His bright solar ray
Zapped baddies. The 40- foot purple Great, Grape Ape's
Sneezes were equivalent to a hurricane!

He relied on Beegle for he had little brains.

Peter Potamus and So-So explored the world

In their Magical Flying Balloon. How absurd?

But as children we had no reason to ask why.

There were talking mules and mice, and I tell no lie,
A tiny detective named Inch High Private Eye!

There were dastardly villains soaring so very high

In the skies; seeking, 'to stop that darned pigeon now! '
Dick Dastardly always seemed to get into a row

With his incompetent crew: Muttley, Clunk and Zilly.
Most of these shows were surreal and rather silly.

Yet they were so action packed and tremendous fun.
Did Quick Draw McGraw ever get to use his gun?

O he was very clumsy like Hong Kong Phooey!

That 'smarter than the average bear' named Yogi,
Who with his pal Boo - Boo shatched picnic baskets,
From folk In Jellystone Park, made Ranger Smith fret.
And the zany Banana Splits Adventure Hour

Was brimming with all kinds of psychedelic power.
There was also a plethora of teenage gangs,

Like Josie and The Pussycats, the Chan Clan,

Goober and the Ghost Chasers, Captain Caveman
And The Teen Angels; those in The Funky Phantom.
But the original team was those who travelled

Far and wide, usually to spooky castles,

In the Mystery Machine, the friends of Scooby:
Daphne and Wilma, Freddy and of course Shaggy;
Who like his canine pal liked to consume lots of food.
Mystery Inc, were generally speaking, no fools.

They were always quick, well Wilma was, finding clues
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To reveal the real villain behind the mask who,
'Would have gotten away with it wasn'tfor you

Pesky kids! ' Alas, like all good things tend to do,
The show worsened with the risible Scrappy Doo!

Yet there were still many scary monsters and ghouls:
Enough to put the fear of God into children

Who were taken to visit old mansions or museums!
The Hair Bear Bunch were forever teasing Peevly
And his large, 'harebrained' assistant: Botch. How we
Used to laugh when they conjured up motorcycles
From thin air in order to escape the confines

Of wacky Wonderland Zoo. Shazzan, Speed Buggy,
Space Ghost and Dino Boy, Mr Jinks and Pixie

And Dixie are other shows that I can recall.

O those were the days, when we kids had such a ball!
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A View From The Margins: (February,2015)

So many colours and sounds,
And elaborate gadgets,

To decorate the emptiness.
So many quirky fashion tips,
To prepare us, for the latest
Contrived event or spectacle.
So many cool items,

But no warm communion.

So many T.V hosts &
Selected, well trained experts
Spouting out absurdities,

Or blatant propaganda.

So many flashing codes & signs
To distract us from sensing
The pure ocean of silence.
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A Warm And Joyous Summer Evening: (July,2000)

O I like the way the roses' perfumed fragrance

Hangs in the air, and translates the soft, summer light.
And I like the way you always stir my senses,

As we gaze at the harvest moon; this starry night.
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A Warning - 2019

The hyper real sirens are singing wildly
Waiting by the proverbial rocks

To bring us to wreck & ruin.

Don't be distracted by the fake, neon gods.
Don't be distracted by their shining pathways.
Don't be distracted by shrieking idiots.

Don't be distracted by superficial signs.

That lead to nowhere in particular.

Don't be distracted by worldly desire;

By idols that masquerade as love's sumptuous promise.

Remain ultra literate & lion willed.

Lament the fact that the precious ways

of the rich, vibrant green age have passed
Although its now well hidden from curious eyes,
There's still the original sun of Truth & Beauty
That cannot be eclipsed;

For Ideal Forms can never die.

We creators should search for

The fragments of a broken culture;
Reassemble them with due diligence

(And more than a little patience.)

I hang on to this fleeting glimpse of hope.

In a rudderless, wayward world

That lacks a significant frame of reference

To unify the listless, modern tribes.
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A Welcome Change Of Season

For many months now, I have been worn down
By the bleak wintry darkness. But today

I can feel the welcome approach of spring.

The trees are now covered with pink blossom.
O I shall throw open all the windows

In my house and let the warm, fresh light in!
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A Wild Universe

A wild universe,
Of dark forests & spectres,
Emerges in dreams.
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A Winter Memory

A flock of grey geese,
Emerging from the snow fall,
Under the moonlight.
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A Winter Prayer

When autumn completes its final fables,
When its rusted red and golden brown dreams
Have passed. Like the wise animals, I will
Hibernate and wait for the first snowflakes
Of winter to will cover

The earth in a soft, feathery carpet.

O I shall pray and give thanks and praise to
The Creator, for all the bright colours

And intricate shades of the four seasons.

In winter, they terminate in quiet,

Ghost white sleep; and begin again in spring
With a sumptuous flash of pink and green.
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A World In Need Of Gaia's Green Ways

O perhaps we'll rediscover Gaia's green ways?

Perhaps we'll revive Springtime's warm and sacred blood;
And cultivate gardens amidst deserts and waste:

To prevent the dark coming of fire and flood.

What shall we do with our brief but precious days?
Will we balance primal needs with our modern wants?
Will we set ourselves free from pollution's haze:

Before the dreaded coming of fire and flood?
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A World In Need Of Multi- Faceted Histories

Who will gather together

These fragments of history

And provide a context for them

And a wider meaning beyond

The stinginess of the provincial

And nationalistic? Who will weave
Together the general and the particular
In a detailed yet impartial way?
Perhaps one who is wise and compassionate
Yet as detached as an a angel,

With a gift for precise, yet poetic, words
Will place them in a single folio

Which will brim with hope and glow
With the soft burning light of truth.
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A World Of Delusions

There are many delusions under the sun.
There are too many fragmented puppets.

There are too many trolls and grotesque fools.

There is the foul magic of marketing.
There are too many jesters in the court
Of consumerism. There are many
Obsequious politicians and agents.
There are many dark roads to oblivion.
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Abundant Treasures

Abundant treasures
Of late spring; of verdant days;
Of birds and blossom.
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Acceptance

Accept the darkest
Of nights, as well as the most
Sunny of your days.
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Acedia

Wounded soul of night,
Glints of light on broken glass,
Can life be redeemed?
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Acquiescence

O some people still seem to prefer the silence,

And solitude of prolonged servitude, to the

Raging storms of freedom. That is perhaps why change,
Here, in the U.K at least, is almost glacial.
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Action Not Just Words

Action not just words:
Justice for the Ninety Six!
Now not tomorrow!
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Acute Perception

O I know of secret entrances and exits.

I know of elaborate roles and hideaways.

I know of the profundity of social masks.

I know how to close ranks and cut all the fools off.
Now I am free from the frenzied fears and moves

Of the amorphous crowd, and I watch from the wings,
I know what the dark, stubborn prophet and mystic
sche meant by mere 'flies in the marketplace.'
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Ad Astra Per Aspera.

When this cruel, prolonged winter is over,
Spring will burst out in spellbinding beauty.
There will be a resurgence of the Arts,

And Love will take on epic proportions.
Time will be condensed into soft minute
Particulars of glorious moments.

O we will move from dire circumstances;
From adversity's prisons to the stars!
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Ad Buster

O I'm so pleased to have, quite recently,
Installed an ad buster on my P.C

It means that I now don't have to watch all
Of the glossy, but irrelevant dross!

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 106



Ad Meliora

Here I am so safe and snug in soft asylum.

Even though I cannot venture out, I can read

And write to my heart's content. Although the darkness
Is growing rapidly; although life's pure magic

Has temporarily departed, I glimpse

A bright future where better things will come our way.
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Add Salt

I will salt my poems,
With a tinge of bitterness,
To add to their taste.
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Addict

Needle inducing rushes will not take away

The pain. Your bloodied crown of thorns will still remain.
You're another troubled type that this wanton age

Has crucified in its cold, systematic ways

For you the present is pitch black and the cold eyes

Of despair penetrate deep within your soul. Lies

And deceit are devouring you. Once you were free

And life was filled with endless possibilities.

But now the future is a chasm. You have aged

Rapidly, as all your precious days fade away.

Your frail dreams seem to turn to nightmares in the blink
Of an eye. In twilight skies, another sun sinks.

Then there is stark silence as the sweet birdsong dies.
You're confronted with shadows in all their guises.

You stare blankly at all the bleak textures of night.

Your only hope appears in a smear of moonlight.
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Advantages Of The Internet

Instant access to
Vast libraries of knowledge
And pearls of wisdom.
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Advent

The new winter poems I write
Are cloaked in frost and moonlight;
Not the glitter and tinsel

Of vain shadow festivals.
They speak of ancient fable:
Of Love born in a stable;

Of the Kingdom of Mercy;
Transcending frayed history;
Of a star in deepest night;

Of a different kind of light;
Radiating Innocence

And peculiar stillness.
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Advent: 2019

The bitter wind has flayed the trees to bone.
The old leaves have been torn off and condemned.
In this Advent season we remember,

The one lowly born; yet rarer than gold.

In these bleak, darkening days we remember
This symbol of light; who still radiates

Despite the endless din of distractions.

In this wanton world, He's a calm centre:
Whose birth was a sunburst of new meanings: .
Whose love was adorned with flakes of beauty;
Whose grace was as soft as snow & flowers;
Whose ultimate sacrifice set us free.
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Advice For Aspiring Poets

A poet should renounce the empty world

Of glittering appearances and

Hackneyed decorations. Rather he or

She should embrace the inner flame; the light
Of Being and not be distracted by

Mere should focus hard

On sowing the right seeds and quietly
Cultivating their body of work. They

Should not be seduced by their status. They
Should not exalt the fruits of their labours.
They need to balance form, structure

And colour. They need to blend light and dark
In a nuanced way. For presently there

Are a plethora of works that their keen
Creators claim to be true poetry.

When in fact, a closer analysis

Does reveal, that they are mere painted
Skeletons: lacking in content and substance.
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Advice For Climbers

Before you attempt to 'conquer' Everest.

You might consider conquering yourselves first.

Too many of you are dying recklessly.

What for? To prove something in the name of pride?
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Advice For Fellow Poets

It's easy to get lost in creative oceans;

Be wary of being shipwrecked in severe storms.
Be wary of the unripe procreation of notions.
Avoid convoluted digressions from the norm.
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Affluenza

In these strange times, we
All seem to be afflicted
with affluenza!
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African Madonna

An African Madonna;

A compassionate mother,
Tends to her silent son.
He who is slowly dying;
With washed out ribs

And blown out belly.

She combs the boy's hair,
So softly. It is as though
She is placing flowers

On the tiniest of graves.
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African Relics

These relics are odes to creation:

From planets to fragments of atoms.
Certain turning of the sun; crooked fork

Of the trees and their sprawling branches; O
Flowering knot, water curve, living roots;
The stern murmur of ancestral spirits;
Divine drumming that once boldly declared;
The radiant, resplendent rose pink dawn;
That once proclaimed the tribe's soul blood,
But now sealed up in solemn glass cases,

A vibrant universe lies paralysed.

Cold, colonial eyes framed and reined in

This continent's abundant mysteries;

Where black was once the scorned colour of sin.
Unruly, ferocious flames of conquest,

Created a spurious enigma.

Now we continually interrogate

The tainted beauty of the wreckage.

These relics are not merely icons to

Be righteously revered and worshipped,

But precious prayers to the elements.

Although they have been brought closer to us

They remain as remote as evening stars,

We might want their mute eyes and mouths to glow;
Speak directly to us like oracles.

Yet they will never submit their secrets

To our crude, secular consciousness.

I sense the vital dance of life traduced

To grey, utilitarian matters

In the guise of curious inspection

I sense obscure mysteries

Trapped in an expedient age

Where we freeze their grace and power.

I sense the murmur of ancestral spirits:
&quot; Yamaya - mother of tender blessings
Yamaya - boundless womb of creation
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Your poetry is lost in translation.&quot;
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After A Good Meal

After a good meal,
There is always the prospect
Of red wine and cheese.
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After False Visions

After false visions,
The real world reawakens:
More stark than before.
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After Our Exile...

After our exile
From Eden, the emergence
Of frozen kingdoms.
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After Summer Rain

After summer rain,
Signs of creation seem to
Sprout, from cobblestones.
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After The Fall

After estrangement,
Love's secrets remain hidden,
Inside Eden's womb.
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After The Strange Rain

After the strange rain:

The yellow plague of sun.
The gnarled, black branches
Of skeletal trees

Are dripping with blood.

After the strange rain:

The ashes in the streets
And the valleys & fields.
There's no one left to weep;
Diurnal time has died.
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After...

After the bright flesh pink dawn, morning
Is getting frailer and darkening.
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Aftermath: (September 2008)

Aftermath in the pale afternoon:

The sunlight flickers through gnarled, black trees;
Where warn torn creatures crawl to their doom,
In nations brought to their very knees.

Weary pilgrims pray to neon gods.
Sleepers awake with wounds in their sides.
In Guantanamo Bay justice rots.

Was it just in vain that Jesus died?

Psalms and hymns wither in the depths of night,
While sinners feed like swarms of parasites;

On trash, to feed their swollen appetites.

Has the darkness now eclipsed the Light?

Cold systems crucify their chosen ones,
And exalt all those who deceive and lie.
Misery passes from father to son.

Was it just in vain that Jesus died?
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Against Dogmatism

O strict, routinized theology,

And stony, steadfast morality,

Can guide at times, but they cannot heal
The soul's angst & liquid laments.
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Age Reflecting On Youth

The old keenly remember when they were once young:
When time seemed ripe with endless possibilities;

When the angels were the guardians of the clouds;

When Love sang its lovely melodies just for them.

With age, they often have regrets for wasted moments;
Now that their green and golden days have turned to grey.
Despite all the wisdom amassed over the years,

The sweet glories of their prime will never return.
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Ageing: (October 21st,2019)

I am haunted by visions of old age:

Creeping quietly along indifferent,

Grey streets and then fading away into

The misty distance. I'm deeply troubled

By time. I cannot get a grip of it.

I cannot put it into perspective.

Itblazes like a fleeting candle flame,

Its light is terminated much too soon.

Things are now flowing like mad in this rampant
Digital age; where speed is of the essence.
Time seems to rush past me and slips away
Like the wind. I remember key moments

In my life as though they occurred yesterday.
Although the trees along the grove where I

Live seem to look like they did long ago,

They now inhabit a different autumn.

The flowers will come once again in spring.

And grow throughout summer. Then they'll be gone.
My child like heart now grieves over quickly
Passing hours. O Why can't time stay still; just
For several moments! For then we might glimpse
Aspects of eternity... in moments.
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Age's Lamentations

Vanquished Age cannot mend Youth's broken wings.
It can only speak of Time's slow decay,

And myriad, needlessly suffering things.

It knows too well mind numbing nights and days:
Where Beauty hides from the world's prying eyes.

It bears the weight of biblical bleakness.

It sees through Life's novelties: smeared in lies.

It knows that light is buried by darkness.
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Airstrike

Fear the F-16s:
That strike the marked villages
And sleeping children.
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Alchemy's Wondrous Ways

We can trace alchemy's ways
In the union of rain and earth;
In buried aspects of reality;

In love affairs of chemicals
And stars; in the fertility

Of fire and romances of stones.
Alchemy can turn base metal
Into refined, erotic gold.
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Alexa Of Echo Dot

Alexa may claim
To know everything, but not
Alas life's meaning,
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Alienation

O it's so cold and
Lonely, when you don't belong,
In your own lifetime.
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All Styles...

All styles are served here:
From surreal to romantic;
From old to modern.
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Alok Sharma: The Clown Prince

The Tory: Alok Sharma is a charmer,
Although there are certain cynical critics,
Who contend that he is in fact a shambles!
I think that he is rare comedic gold dust.
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Altered States

The stars are melting
Into the swollen night skies.
The moon is weeping.
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Although...

Although it's getting
Much darker, I'm still tempted
By sweet distractions.
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Amazon's Slave Labour

Amazon's so called fulfillment centres
Don't recognise unionised labour.

Indeed, they are now so draconian,

That they should be entitled: workhouses!
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An Absurd Age

O bovine creeds prevail in the ignorant night,

For no one seems able to resurrect the pure light

The keen, noble matadors have gone underground.
It's a world of furious sights and deafening sounds.
Now there is only the shrieking of futile songs.

No one is able to decipher right from wrong.

Flowers and fields are replaced by steel and concrete.
Clowns and jesters proliferate on absurd streets.

In the East and West madmen grow obese with power.
We're drawing near to that dark, fateful hour.
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An Artist In Exile

I feel like a remnant of something that has passed,
In this crazed modern age that races by so fast.

I feel like I'm watching a play within the world:
Where the seasoned actors are constantly misheard.
These days I seem to find solace in solitude.
Shrieking, amorphous crowds are so sullen and crude.
And modern relationships are so fleeting and vain.
It seems preferable to go against the grain.

So I'll labour by the warmth of inspired light,

And slowly... patiently try to sculpt, paint & write.
Perhaps one day, I might even get lucky and

Create a gleaming masterpiece or something grand!
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An Autumn Hymn

Although the tender light is fading fast;

And summer's hallowed flowers are dying;
Although the precious lark is descending;
And her sweetest songs are now in the past;
I sense subtle shades & colours of art.

I will gather in Time's golden harvest;

And circumspectly translate the secrets;

The eternal alphabets of the heart;

In the rusted, brownish autumn of life.
Quelled is the once furious, youthful rage;
Scent of burnt leaves; smoky regions of age;
Now crowd my fragile, dislocated mind.

I'll seek to craft a deeper consciousness.

For this is a season of stoic remembrance
Despite modernity's rank decadence.

I want to trace Nature's hidden circles;

Til I hear winter's frozen warnings;

When the life force & the senses are dimmed;
When Love's carousel turns with solemn hymns;
'Til the unknown, darker realms come calling.
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An Autumnal Grove (October 20th,2019)

This grove is covered
In a cascade of colours:
Reds, greens, golds and browns.
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An Autumnal Lament (October 25th: 2019)

The colours of the leaves, in the cold October
Dawn, permeate my consciousness. They seem to tap
Into long forgotten memories from youth and age.
I'm filled with immeasurable sorrow as I

See them scattered liberally across my garden.

Five decades seem to have passed in no time at all.
O Love breaks so easily! The world weighs us down.
How to connect intangible strands of warm faith
And cold reason? How to penetrate the heart of
Darkness without losing one's vital inner light?
What is to become of those who persistently

Strive to kill time in the circus of distractions,

Or those who prize the hollow idol's golden eyes?

O we're merely pale shadows of what we could be.
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An Autumnal Sonnet

In this season of memories,

Dreams unravel their strange secrets.
All's a haze of gold, brown and green
Between the sunrise and sunset.

In dreams I see myself fading

Like a trembling, withered flower.

All the sweet birds no longer sing

Of summer's melodic hours.

I cry out in the cold, October dawn.
Then watch the clouds as they drift by
And the fragile leaves as they fall.
Light no longer glints in my eyes.
Life's subtle glories are too brief.
Time deceives. It is a cruel thief.
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An Easter Hymn

Nature's rhythms reveal the primordial Word:

That communicates the gifts of Love and Mercy

They flow like teeming rivers to celestial seas.

O the Word speaks, with lightsome grace, to our deepest needs.
In secular festivals, it is now unheard.

For we're distracted, by endless colours & sounds:
That only serve to mask crude regions of darkness,

Or to ease the symptoms of the amorphous crowd.

O we need once again to embrace rootedness.

We should consider the seed; not just be aroused

By the cornucopia of fruit or flower.

We need to listen closely to intricate powers:

That constantly shape creation with boundless Love.
We need to grasp the ways of the Lamb & the Dove.

I hear rhapsodies and odes to strange suns & moons

I hear voices sing of gilded domains of sin.

Yet who will reflect Silence's wise & pure pools:

Who will compose redeeming modern poems & hymns?
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An Island Paradise

Surrounded by a shallow coral reef,

Lies a lime green island garden; in the midst

Of turquoise ocean. Its pure powdered beach

Is strewn with parched light brown palm trees & quaint huts.

Hear the sound of the surf; see neatly tendered crops.
Here fruit gatherers, farmers & fishermen abound.
Their core belief's Uropa meaning: 'To give thanks'.
To Godhead supreme. They adore the holy ground

Of ancestral spirits & the whitened realms of

Coconut milk; part of Nature's myriad gifts.

Everyone shares in Life's rich bold doves

These natives sing radiant songs of love. Then they shift
To offer quirky nose kisses for the tribe's chief!

Hear the roar of the waves in the silvery night!

Smell the scent of seaweed mingling with roasted fish!
Watch the meeting of the Elders by candlelight!

Morning arrives with warm ocean breezes;

All ages emerges from diamond dust dreaming;
Thirsty for pineapple juice that seizes

The senses: an elixir so refreshing.

They float on rafts, canoes on cloudless days.
Wide eyed, they taste the salty sea fresh air;

And soak up the sun's streaming saffron rays
They laugh and shake the wetness from their hair.
Next, prayers are sent for sweet brotherhood and
Sisterhood. Gleaming razor shells are blown

To summon acolytes to service: hands join hands.
Afterwards, the natives are free to roam.

This tribe is so serene & self contained.

On their flesh, natives paint rainbow colours.
The stars are their guides: & sun, moon & rain.
They are Heaven's children; Nature's scholars.
Nurtured to spear fish and capture sea birds,
Their primal blissful beauty is beyond words.
No crude capitalist could value its worth.

O this place is truly paradise on earth!
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Ancient Mockeries

Ancient mockeries hover over modern ways,

As true Faith and Love turn to dust.

What shall we vain creatures do with these surplus days?
O will we simply allow precious things to rust?
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Ancient Myths...

Ancient myths still haunt our consciousness.
Despite all our modern placations.

Our suffering is symbolised by

Abysses, sea serpents, labyrinths,

And ungodly, Minotaur terrors.

Although we have made significant
Technological progress; although

We have identified far off stars,

We have yet to truly tap into,

The dark realms of the arcane psyche.
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Ancient Proclamations/ Modern Concerns

Ancient proclamations merge with modern concerns,

In the chaotic workshop of the frenzied mind.

I will sculpt words/ phrases while the inner flame burns,
And transcribe vivid, esoteric symbols and signs.

Despite the endless flow of garish distractions,

This current age hints at the eternal design.

Despite the artificial, teeming Creation

Enters through the cracks, and is perceived by keen eyes.
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Ancient Voices Are Calling Me

Ancient voices are calling me

From the other side of midnight:
The voices of angels & prophets.

I figure they represent Truth
Amidst vast tapestries of lies.
Although my eyes are blinded by
Artificial lights and my ears

Are deafened by discordant shrieks,
I can still perceive and hear signs;
Which others are barely aware of.
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Angelhood

Her gnarled fingers caressed
The faded rosary beads

Like a long lost friend.

Like the violin virtuoso,

Of a more enlightened age
She played with them

Until her hands bled.

Unlike her contemporaries,
Wracked by hydra headed neuroses,
And myriad discontents,

She was not obsessed

by the meaningless meanderings
Of decidedly lesser gods.

Or distracted by the enticing
Patterns & designs

Of trivial particulars.
Concerned only with the seed,
And not the redolent glow

Of flower or of fruit,

She crafted prayers

In perpetuity.

Until they began to resemble
The glorious form of an
Otherworldly beauty;

Beloved by the angels;
Unexplored by modern minds.
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Angels & Dreamers

Angels & dreamers:
Often mistaken for fools;
Too weak for this world.
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Angels Come And Play

Angels come and play.
The demons have fled away.
The new dawn is here.
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Angels: (Inspired By Wim Wenders' Wings Of Desire)

Angels are like birds
and yet they are so human;
With hearts that can break.
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Angst

The chaos of the stars
Makes me feel so dizzy;
Signs in the blood red sky
Mock my mortality.

The T.V is blaring out

Its endless absurdities.

Cartoon clowns, on all channels,
Are juggling with my destiny.

I'd like to live alone

In a cottage in the woods:
The artist's ideal home

Away from swarming crowds.

To create poetry,
In this crazed, modern age,
Is a pure, noble task.

I want to fulfill my calling.
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Animal Antics (One For The Kids)

Chat with a rat; dance with the ants.
Have a laugh with a giraffe.

Go for lengthy walks with a stork.

Go and shoot some pool with a mule.
Listen to punk rock with a skunk.
Play very slow games with a snail.
Why you may even like to smile

And a sly, scaly crocodile.

Drink orange juice with a mongoose.
Take cups of tea with keen monkeys.
Share a sandwich with an ostrich.
Share your birthday cake with a snake.
Enjoy a steak with a great ape.

Give bags of sweets to parakeets.

But remember that you should

Never ever feed the lions!
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Animated Cartoon Heaven

O how I wish I were a character

In an animated cartoon feature!

I'd love to enter such a wondrous world
Of unceasing laughter and great joy;
Of endless, teeming possibilities;

Of brightly coloured, magical travels;
Of exotic adventures in a flash;

Of manic car chases; all fun... no pain!
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Annoying Advert

The guy in the cap
Is bellowing out nonsense.
I wish he'd shut up!
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Anomie

Splinters of rainbow and aluminium

in the mind's eye. Discordant sounds

Are killing me. I need stillness; tranquillity

The eternal conflict is inherent in nature and culture.
The Dionysian defies; the Apollonian protects.
In an age of excess, there is a grave imbalance:
Impossible connections; widespread anomie.
Icarus flew too close to the sun.

All the fallen angels; inverted Christs

Are corrupted by the world's vices.

Infernal ageing process requires new flesh.

The pursuit of novelty leads to despair.

Woe to those who create iron cages.

And scorn the greater offerings of the spirit.
Woe to those who steal the light from

Azure skies of grace and innocence.
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Anomie 2

O these sons and daughters of anomie
Are so lacking in colour, form and shape.
They are directionless. They merely chase
The wind it seems. Unlike their ancestors,
They have no notable frames of reference
To rely on. They simply drift through life.
They greedily devour the darkness,

As the light is now out of bounds for them.
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Another And Another Etc.

Another token gesture;
Another P.C prodigy;
Another stuffed shirt;
Courtesy of the barmy B.B.C.
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Another Day Drowns

Another day drowns, in a vast ocean

Of illusion. There is too much confusion,
This side of paradise. I sketch notions

In hope of a warmer communion.

Yet the spirits of darkness drag me down.
I cling to a frail light on the horizon.

I think of the artists of great renown.

I praise their visions with each rising sun.
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Another Green World

Another green world

Lies beyond the pale horizon.
It's merely a matter

Of reaching out for it.

Another pristine world
Is not only possible
Like an angel she is on her way;

Drifting through the ether.
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Anticipation: (Early March 2020)

O The cold March winds
May blow, but soon precious Spring,
Will bloom once again!
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Ape Kingdom

No one deviates
From the established pattern.
In the land of apes.
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Appearance Versus Reality

The Light has been concealed from us
For hundreds of millennia.

We are like hungry prisoners;
Trapped in a dark cave. We can trace
Images, but the reality

Of things constantly confounds us.
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Applying Poetry To Our Lives

O we need to apply poetry to our lives;

And enhance small, everyday experiences.
We need to revel in texture, colour and light;
And ignore annoying inconveniences.
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April's Tears

April's tears soon appear as rainbows.

They radiate brightly against the grey;
Across this humdrum town. O how they glow!
And then Saturday's sun comes out to play.
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Aquiesce

Slumber is my name:

Several soft syllables;

Two cushions of air.

In which to recline

While the rampant, roaring world
Speeds by like a plane.
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Art And Poetry

Art and poetry involve surrender

To greater forces. They're all about
Throwing oneself in to mysterious realms
And seeing what one can come up with.
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Art Heals

In an age of rampant indifference,

I'm buoyed by Art's subtle compensations.
They bloom slowly like flowers so deep

In the heart of me. I'm grateful for that.
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Art Is...

Art is a profound, yet necessary fiction.
It is a strange, enticing illusion;

Which we require in order to make
Sense of cold, unknowable reality
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Art Versus Insularity

This old town is filled with ghosts & shadows.
I'd rather leave and converse with flowers;
Just listen to the trees and the grass grow.
I'd like to tap into higher powers.

And not be dragged down by trivial talk.

It would be great to contemplate beauty
Not routine greyness; step outside for walks
Amidst Nature's endless, verdant bounties
I'm sick of ape men and their weak women
I'm so tired of merely passing time

In a place that the world has forgotten

I would like to create something sublime.
That would illuminate prosaic pages

That would survive the miasmal ages.
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Arte Et Labore

This poem was forged

From the deep silence of prayer.
I labored long in solitude

To realize its form.

It's a longing for insight

In an age of indifference

It's an awakening to the Light.

It's @a hymn to moon, stars and sun.

It's the angel's lament in the fevered night.
It's the soft embrace of lullabies.

It's the profound kiss of wedded bliss.

It's the peace that passes mortal cares.
It's a sun burst of devotion

To sweet visions of Eternity.
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Arte Et Labore 2

'A man's work is nothing but this slow trek to rediscover, through the detours of
art, those two or three great and simple images in whose presence his heart first
opened.' Albert Camus

Deep within the heart of my world,
Is a heavy grey burden

Which I have to shoulder and carry;
Like Sisyphus chained to futility.

I inhabit the shadow realms

Of bleak, routine existence.

I trip over every obstacle.

Yet I continue to caress

And shape the marble and stone

Of my incessant dreaming.

My eyes are averted from the sky
And all of the teeming spaces.
Unlike certain carefree painters
I'm not concerned; not at all

With pretty postcard pictures

Of sumptuous, Utopian living.
Rather I rummage in the darkness
To collect faithful symbols

Signs & images; hidden amidst
The vast debris of consciousness([]

Creation is painstaking adaption

To an indifferent climate;

It is not verdant mystery or magic.

Mozart's withered, editing hand

Belies the myth of sweet, unfettered genius.
It's not the soft embrace of lullabies;

Nor sunbursts of blissful devotion:

It's not a hymn to hackneyed idols.

It's a longing for insight in an age

Of rampant day glow surfaces.

My poems are forged in the silent,
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Icy realms of ragged prayer & doubt,
Before I pour out my gnarled presence
Onto pristine white pages:

Between crude notion & wrought conception
Lies a lifetime's unacknowledged labour.
Like fabled Jacob rapt by lucid visions

I have to wrestle perennially

With Art's writhing, disturbing angel.

It's a slow awakening to the Light.
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Artificial Age

True Faith is frozen.
Beauty's wings are now broken:
No more transcendence.
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Artificial Eden: A Counterfeit Kind Of Love

Quick fix culture
Terrified to face itself;
Terrified to discover
An empty shell

Ashes to ashes; dust to dust

Love is reduced to animal lust.

Love is now just an exchange of fluids

Love is now just a fashion accessory.

It's about what's compatible, (seriously!)

Between well matched sets of personality packages

Where is the love that is real in space and time?

And yet which transcends space and time;

Which is fully conscious of itself

And longs to embrace the divine.

We can only regret our failure to achieve;

That which the mystics claim is both real and transcendent;
That which is within our reach; within our grasp.

Some cannot regret as they know no better.

They eat and sleep and go to work and fall, in and out, of love
And engage in a wide range of leisure pursuits.

And live their lives within a narrow frame of reference
Because they know no other way of being.

Quick fix culture;
Cold and numb,
Born of frustration,

Built for fun.
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Artificial Eden: Disney Land

Welcome to Disney Land

A children's dream world

A play of illusions

A play of preposterous pirates

The Frontier; Future World;

A microcosmic America
Revelling in celluloid Eden;

In its delights and its Idols;
In its cosy, cartoon delusions;
An escape from the malaise
Of a world in denial

And drowning in confusion.

Welcome to Disney Land:

A refuge from our fallen state

Pseudo paradise - we try in vain to reach
No sense of inner calm:

Just a series of distractions

Mad parades and fireworks.

Phantasmagoria

In the faceless crowds

In the special effects

A deep frozen

Infantile world

Like its creator

Now cryogenized

Mr Walt Disney

Who lies as dead

As a dodo

Embalmed and pacified;
Awaiting resurrection.
Welcome to Disney Land;
A children's dream world;
An artificial simulation;

A theme park hyper reality;
Electronically annexed;
Anaesthetising; soulless

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 182



A multi media experience:

No guns; no homeless people;
A far cry from the mean streets
Of real, urban America.

But is this really paradise?

Or just papering over the cracks:
The new model for public space
Sanitised, safe and sterile.

These sterile streets

Make me want to weep.
These sterile streets

Are too dead for dreamers:
A scrubbed clean replica
Of Main Street America.
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Artificial Eden: Future Shock

Schizophrenic culture:
Culture without memory;
Culture torn between
Agony and ecstasy

Can we ever experience again

The subtle delights of nature?

Or did we ever, will we ever embark
On deep, fulfilling relationships?

This global village of instant access

Cannot dissolve the boundaries between us.

The vast universe of mysterious Presence
is no longer sought out; no longer explored

Now we're satisfied

With this virtual world

That sustains and entertains
Within our four walls;

But we can't deny

The existence; the cries

Of a deep seated absence
That demands attention.

In such a solipsistic universe,

The schizophrenic prefers

The electric aura of the virtual.

Its radiance beats mundane reality.

Perhaps we're experiencing
A collective schizophrenia;
A normalised pathology

Of illusory reality.

Endless amnesia,

sound byte psychosis;

Zapping or zero consciousness;
Recession of reality
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Impatience without depth
T.V reveals everything
But has nothing to say.
The infinite variety

Of classical music;
Literature and painting
Seems unable to relieve
Our current malaise

Even newer art forms boldly mixing styles,
Which can be vital and exciting,

Are drowned out by the daily blare

Of asinine advertisements

Idly scanned material:

Switch from news to soap opera;
From sports to documentary;
Trapped in a permanent present
Without reference point,

Or historical perspective.

Counterfeit culture;

A culture of denial.
Everything is destined

To reappear as simulation:

Anarchism as street smart fashion;
Landscapes as photography;

Perfect male and female forms perverted
By the cheap lustre of pornography.

The bleakest human face

Of tragedy and disaster

Is rendered meaningless.

It becomes just another

Freely floating image

Competing for attention.

The media is like a black magician;
Who dares to create graven images;
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Who inverts reality:

Who defies all deities;

Who tries in vain to conjure up
A spectre of authenticity

Which always ends up removed from reality
This is the world's strange, dark destiny;
The world reappears as pure artifice

An advertiser's copy of its own totality.

What we can still
Ostensibly call human

Is quickly receding.

An in built death wish,
Thanatos in over drive
Could wipe the slate clean.
A cybernetic civilisation
Awaits on the horizon
Ready to rear its monstrous head
A silicon gorgon so obscene
Schizophrenic culture:

A culture torn apart;

A culture on the brink,

Of permanent destruction

As this Artificial Eden we have foolishly created,
Sinks further into a twinkling, babbling quicksand;
We live dominated by and addicted to gadgets.
And yet we have qualities sadly unused:

Of creativity and spirituality.

Tied by a sense of common humanity;

We share a rich, vibrant vocabulary.

Now our sense of who we are, or thought we were
Appears to be dragged down and dictated

By futile consumer dreams and demands.

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: Kari Ann

Kari Ann of Fashion TV,

Seduced by her new found fame;
Surrounded by flatterers and

All the glitter and glamour,

Every young girl desires

Carries out her daily routine;

Casually unaware it seems

Of the barbed wire of excess;

Which will blur her sense of who she is
And mutilate her perfect skin.

The latest face for chic designs

With high cheek bones and wide set blue eyes:

&quot; My skin's gotta be perfect
There's no doubt about it.

I'm totally the girl

Who adores attention! &quot;

A Barbie doll on benzedrines
A million dollar contract queen
Waif like, vain, commodified
Depersonalised and distanced.

She offers another empty, programmed pose;
To the camera on the catwalk of her dreams;

A photo shoot follows; then ‘it's party till dawn'
Catch a few hours sleep then do it once more.
In love with the lie that ‘blondes have more fun';
There seems to be an air of cruel disdain

About her measured, ‘calm demeanour'.

To present herself to the eyes of the world

As a deluxe darling - surly, sleek and cool

Is an ideal which can become so mundane.

Only when she breaks down and cries
Does she reveal a human side;
Behind the faint, erotic guise

Of logo and style.
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Like a thousand ‘Femme Fatales' before her;
Like a thousand other nameless angels;

Who parade their fleshfor the multitude

Of web cam voyeurs & screen diseased slugs;
She is just another code or number
Signifying the manufacture of desire.

&quot; I'm the kind of girl who you identify

With brand new cars and the very latest styles

Your gaze constructs me; you reduce me with your eyes.
I'm so tired of wearing this mask,

It doesn't fit. I feel out of synch;

Body distorted; I fear decay;

Don't wanna end up wrinkled and old! &quot;

Anorexic culture; a culture of expulsion:
Born of longing; cold and numb
Brand name culture; a culture of denial:

Disposable, crude, carefree and dumb.

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: Lament Of The Dreamer

&quot; The greatest revelation is stillness.&quot; (Lao -tzu)

Prologue

Endless neon entertainments:
Distraction follows distraction.

There's no sense of stillness

In this land that has not been blessed.

Between you and I there was once a deep blue sky.
And there once flowed a river of such sweet sounds.
It was a pleasure to be with you and *fully' alive

Now the brief affair is over; there is no more to say

No flower strewn thoughts to tease and delight;

No magical walks by the bridge at night;

No romantic interludes; no moonlight sonatas;

No troubadour to serenade his gentle, coy mistress.
No more shall the blood red rose blossom it seems
In the sacred garden of visions and dreams.

But is it just another illusion?

A deluded, romantic ideal?

True love is two solitudes
That meet and greet

At the heart of silence:
The still centre of life.

Modern lovers now form

Effective, economic partnerships,
Aligned to liberal bonds and creeds,

But they do not seem to experience

The shining presence of the other

For them the physical encounter
(Subject to object; as 'I' relates to ' It')
Is their only refuge; their only sanctuary.
Retreating behind our facades,

We find ourselves intolerably alone.
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Where is the scorned sister of solitude?

Whose strange, unearthly presence could penetrate
The flowing veils of darkness;

Whose warm tears of sorrow could replenish

And redeem this burnt out landscape.

The pale ghost of her fondly treasured memory
Seems to whisper to me softly.

Her words reproach the pitch- black horror of the Void
And reverberate across this urban hell,

To the outskirts; to the long, forgotten wilds:

&qguot; Why are these flowers crushed by the doorway
That leads to a new day?

Where is the light and where is the key?

Where is the love that was promised to me?

Love is a white dove with broken wings.

Its fragile heart of sorrow bleeding.

The moon and stars have lost their spark.

The streams of life are frozen

But out of this winter a new spring time

Of fresh promise will slowly arise

Amidst the ruins of ancient custom

And nature's cycles which we deride

Lovers! Don't harden your hearts to the Light!
For the Divine Sun shall eclipse this Night.&quot;.

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: Numb Narcissus

Vanity of vanities - all is vanity&quot; (Ecclesiastes)

Another numb Narcissus -

(Or archetypal Adonis)

Works out each and every day;
In front of @ myriad of mirrors;
In his one room apartment;
On the outskirts of town.

Pumped full of steroids;

Filled with dumb bell delusions
Of action hero physique.

He glances in mirror 1,

At his muscular body

Of steel and raw iron.

The glint in his eye

Reveals a kind of cold splendour
For he only ever sees

The image he desires,

But never the Truth

The nature of his obsession.

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: Post Metropolis

POST METROPOLIS

a. Viva Las Vegas!
Prologue

A neon metropolis illuminates the desert
A modern Mecca or Jerusalem

Where pilgrims are merely tourists
Their worship idolatrous

Drive through by night

Its cityscape reveals

A blaze of billboards; Flashing signs
Bright casinos; hotels and bars

Viva Las Vegas! Drive through the strip
To the centre of its brazen heart
Dazzling gold and silver boulevards
Skyscrapers and the slowly swinging
Tower cranes dwarf replicas of lands
And cities - New York, Paris, Venice
Egypt, Camelot where jewel like -
Neon lights so joyfully proclaim

The attractions of garish night spots.
Blitzkreig of blazing colours

Lady Luck/ Stardust/ Flamingo's
Shocking pink - ravishing delights
Blinking like a million eyes.

Viva Las Vegas! Glittering ribbon
Stretching towards the distant mountains
Zig zagging wildly - red and aloof
Against the cloudless, dry azure sky

El Dorado; The Holy Grail in

The blessed age of the spectacle

Luxor resort's -black glass pyramid;
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A monument from another time

A light shoots skywards from the top
As if to reach out to Heaven!

Beacon to swarms of bats and insects
A ten storey sphinx squats by its side.

Viva Las Vegas! Modern life rules!

Desert climate - barely surviving

On air conditioning - and

Endless, artificial lights

Clattering slot machines in mundane,
Carpeted and windowless blue rooms,
Banal background muzak; but no clocks.
For time here has no real meaning
Oxygen rich air keeps customers

Alert, addicted and ready to play

Life's a roulette wheel - so play the game!
Seedy, sinful mafia moved out long ago
Replaced by dull corporate, conveyor belt mentality
Now all the dark Angels have fled

The true King's Elvis Presley

And his clone army ghoulish and ghastly
In their diamond studded suits;

In their cheesy show biz glitz.

b.) The Garden of Love

&quot; Do you think you shall enter the garden of bliss without such trials as
those who come before you? &quot; (The Qu'ran)

Like modern, ecstatic Adam and Eves

Celebrities and sheep like ‘wannabees’

Rush frantically like moths to a flame

To shiny Eden; by another name;

To the Garden ofLove; not to kneel and pray

But to get hitched ' quick' for they have no shame

Engage in gaudy, plastic ceremonies

To consummate their tainted love; so feral and free!
Pink cadillacs escort them to paradise

Of dazzling flowers, cherubs and twinkling lights
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Drive- in chapels; with white cleric columns
But it's fun on a whim; nothing solemn
Draped with silk roses and hearts

And lush, forest green carpets

Inside the shrine the ‘Holy Spirit' flows
In the form of a butter cup yellow glow
Emanating from white taper candles
Perched upon huge, golden candelabras

Awe struck couples can't believe it's real.

It feels like something out of a dream.

Barbie clutches Ken's hand and says:

&quot; Hey Ken, this just has to be real! &quot;

c.) I consumer hallelujah!

Pseudo Buddhists pray for porsches
I consumer Hallelujah

Bulbous gleaming golden arches

I consumer Hallelujah!

Shopping is the new religion

I consumer Hallelujah

I -me - mine - that's the manta
I consumer Hallelujah!

&quot; I followed my heart through the night
Past a thousand windows yellow with light...
Down down it fell and it landed

In the window of an L.A hotel.&quot;

c. The City of Quartz
Carceral city

Sun lit mortuary
Where you can rot

Without feeling it

Phallic skyscrapers
Penetrate deep blue skies
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Glass hotels by the freeway
Reflect the frenzied outer world
Of target driven insanity

No time to kill; no time to breathe.
Mazes of shopping malls
Cathedrals of commerce

Where eerie, nhew gods dwell
Exhilarating interior spaces

Of escalators and elevators
People like to flock here
They're like kids with new toys
Going around in circles

Like goldfish in a bowl

Going nowhere fast.

Commuter belts coldly disclose
Their dark, salacious underbelly
Urban slums; vicious gangland crime
Wide spread industrial decline

High tech, zero tolerance policing;
New repressions imposed daily

On mean streets ruled

By merciless drug dealers

Explosions of uzi fire;

The constant scream of police sirens:
The whirr and buzz of helicopters
Over blood stained concrete jungles
News flash - the latest headlines
&quot; Ruthless killer wipes out rival!

d. Gated Communities

Gated Communities - tranquil - tree lined bill board free
The ravages of real life are not allowed entry

No more public parks and squares where we can roam free

Just private Empires and theme parks built on gree

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: Superficial Kingdoms

PROLOGUE -

Dropped from the eternal realms, submitted to time and death, human beings
continue to believe in their own separateness and in the present. Modern life
seems to nourish and inflate the spectacular; distracting us from developing
ourselves emotionally and spiritually. Only by means of great suffering can we,
as individuals, liberate ourselves from the control of time and return to eternity,
leave darkness and return to light.

SUPERFICIAL KINGDOMS

&quot; Be on your guard against all kinds of greed. A man's life does not consist
in the abundance of his possessions (The Bible)

So many distractions;

More Idols than Realities.
Diminished awareness

More illusions than allusions

To symbols and archetypes

From a vast, cultural past;

Which seems to have been forgotten
Which seems to have been replaced
By endless sounds and images
Crammed full of tension, conflict and fear
Colourful but caustic;

Loud, diffuse and bright.

Behind this shrieking of image and sound
A stark, empty silence

Is all that remains

Of a cultural past

Imperious perhaps,

But organic, rich

And expansive.

From African origins

To Ancient Greece and Rome;
From the Eastern wisdom

Of Tibetan monks
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To Sufi mystics

Transcending space and time;
From great biblical scribes

To prophets and priests;
From lofty Renaissance

To Romantic ideal.

Claustrophobic culture;

Cracked up creeds and rank confusion.
Iconic Christ is purely a cipher;

For current market needs and false desires.
Little better than a bride stripped bare;
Little better than a cartoon character;

Little better than, &quot; Reality T.V&quot;
Crudely sponsored by Coca Cola

Claustrophobic culture;

No time to pause or catch one's breath
The chaos is all around; Of images:
Images recycled and repeated.

Give us our daily bread, we pray;

Fast food (KFC): Nike trainers

MP3 players; DVDS

Big Macs; 7UP; Starbucks:

&qguot; Share coffee, community, camaraderie; connection! &quot;

Rolex watches; computer games

high tech gadgets and designer jeans;

A plethora of God and Shopping channels
An advertiser's glimpse of Heaven.
What's the ‘genuine’ article?

What's real or make believe?

Interactive TV; phone in surveys;
Songs, ads and self help manuals
Which implore us to find ourselves;

To unlock the door to ' perfect' peace.
The real is no longer what it used to be;
The image now exceeds the reality;
The real is now an official fiction;

The real has disappeared from view.
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Txt culture of interruption;
Human dialogue defunct.
It's like the last crazed act
Of a malnourished tribe.

&quot; Txt me; txt me; please txt me
I'm independent

Yet always in demand

Busy but not tied down

So txt me; please txt me;

And I'll get back to you later.&quot;

Corporate interest culture

Of rampant materialism;

Born without conscience
Driven by the American dream

Look at all the phony people!
Where do they all come from?
Look at all the phony people!
Where do they all belong?

These days Beauty is created by prosthetics

Urban beauty by landscape surgery

Opinion by opinion poll surgery.

Genetic research offers a perverse kind of progress;
Plastic surgery for the whole human species.

And the birth of purified ' brave new' beings

Like designer brands made to impress:

Cute carbon copy; blue print babies.

An unrelenting hedonism

Comes sweeping into view:

The cult of vain celebrity

Of cut price kings & anorexic queens.

Fake plastic trees and

De rigueur designs adorn
The palatial * pleasure domes
Of the nouveau riche.

Their status assumes
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A warped normality
As they seem to embody
Everything we'd like to be

Our fascination

With their lifestyles

May sell millions

of magazines

But it expresses

A deep sense of absence
As they seem to live out
A thousand dreams for us

Superficial saturation of T.V;
Private lives going public

In titillating talk shows;
Horrors are regurgitated
And sanitised in 24 hour

News programmes & documentaries.
Forced extroversion of our interior lives:
No halo of private protection surrounds us.
The end of intimacy and inner growth
Does it also mark the death of love?

A creed of profiteering

Is driven like a callous nail
Through the heart land

Of this Artificial Eden,

With its vast, sprawling kingdoms
Superficial and insidious

Built on the Puritan work ethic
To improve each shining hour

Still falls the cold, stinging rain

On the columns of the stock exchange
Where slick, deranged financiers

Are out of their minds on cocaine

Maggot infested heart

Of the famed 'Big Apple':
Rotten to the core.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 199



Corporate run culture

Air brushed dreams and desires;
Commodity signs abound;

The logo symbolises status;

The divine Logos is how defunct;
The Artificial rules over the Real
Consumers not true citizens,
Only desiring machines.

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: The Pleasure Principle (Addiction
Theme)

Quick fix culture - born of frustration
We're perched headlong on the fast lane
Of burn out leading to boredom.

The desolate places within each of us
Cannot be filled, refreshed or soothed by
The relentless pursuit of one night stands

Prozac prescribed to millions of persons
To numb the pain of existence

But it never heals the inner kingdom
Just scratches the outer surface

Of the ravaged ego's deadly -

Hydra like symptoms

All our lives we seem to move
Back and forth from dark to light
From light to darkness

From the cradle to the grave

We are the eternal seekers
Expectant and self - serving

But the search for new sensation
Leads to the threshold of despair

Invasion of the pure pools of silence

By the endless noise of desire

Addictions that sidetrack and eclipse

The hallowed energy of our higher selves
Addictions that deaden our truest desires
From tranquilisers to angel dust and heroin.
If its ecstasy that you crave

Desire creates more desire

If its escape you crave

Desire feeds off desire
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Mainlining smack

The ultimate fix

When needle and vein
Engage in a kiss

That will lead to
Closer communion

The rush of blood
The sheer thrill
When the brain
Receives the hit
Of rapid, small
Explosions

Oh the feeling!
Oh the ecstasy

And then the swan dive slow
Like falling flakes of snow.
Words turn to dreams

Flesh to phantoms.

The precious spark
In all of us has died
Fragments of beauty
Lie paralysed.

Quick fix culture

A tortured procession

Of addictive personalities

The desert grows within us all
Woe to those who hide

The wastelands of the heart.

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: The Void

&quot; Everything that is given to you is only the material of this life and its
vanity. What is with Allah is far better and everlasting.&quot;(The Quran)

We cannot escape the Void through idle flights of fancy.
We cannot escape the Void through animal ecstasies.
We can only be still and pray for absolution.

We can only be still and penetrate the Light within.

I hope and pray that the hidden face of God
Will finally emerge from its seclusion.

And the Veil of illusion will slowly lift,

From this artificially inseminated Eden

Only such a seismic event will
Reveal to us the emptiness

Of our times; only then will

The fleeting pleasures of this world;
Of vanities and virtual phantasms
Pale into insignificance and dissolve
Like evening shadows into an abyss
Of perpetual and nullifying darkness.

It seems that the worldly delights of this hedonistic * paradise’
Cannot bring us the divine peace that ' passeth' understanding;
Cannot bring us into a deep and joyous presence with the Other;
Cannot remove this Vale of Tears; part of life's rich fabric.

The hidden God; the fabled Holy Grail
Is ours to uncover

It is the purpose of suffering

In the face of the Void;

To teach us grace and warm humility
Despite our anguish.

We should not deny it

By a thousand desperate kinds of flight.
For the fruits of suffering
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(healed by Love's gentle caress)

As they grow from tender vine:

Are wholeness, compassion,

A deep sense of awe and wonder;

A heightened sense of spirituality;

A sense of belonging;

Of human solidarity

From which we have been distracted
From which we can recover.

Dominic Windram
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Artificial Eden: Torn Between Light And Dark

O my aching heart;

Torn between light and dark
Perhaps tonight I might feel

The pure light descend on me.
Perhaps tonight I might see

The darkness that's inside of me.

Refuse to die - drift with the wind;

Refuse to fade away.

Let me glimpse frail rays of sunshine

On a rainy day.

Let me touch the earth and hold it close.
May sweet violets of Spring bloom and grow.

Perhaps tonight that I might feel.
The flashing light come down on me.
Perhaps tonight I might see

The bleak darkness depart from me.

We must stand still in the chaos

Of our shattered pieces;

Feel the pain of our brokenness;
Before we can return to Light;

So lost are we in the soul's dark night.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 205



Artificial Love:

Artificial love:
Cold metal of the closed heart.
Neon gods prosper.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 206



Artificial World

O we've lost a sense of life's mysteries.

We are now content to watch cheap, empty shows.
We cannot decipher the meaning of dreams.

We're now content to bask in the neon glow

Of artificial lights. Nature is merely

The next screen saver on our glossy gadgets.

We may be satiated; but we're not free.

For our lives are marked by deep seated regrets.

Dominic Windram
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Artists/ Poets Versus Bureaucrats

While you sleep, we are awake.

While you are pontificating

We are busy: realising our dreams.

While you are procrastinating,

We are doing things moment by moment.
While you are stagnating,

We are evolving and

Expanding our consciousness.

Dominic Windram
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Art's Purpose

Some believe in Heaven, whereas others believe

In nothing. Some go with the flow; others feel that
Happiness is merely a pretty mask that hides

The monstrous face of Hell. Sometimes things get so dark
It's hard to believe in the Light. The ancient Greeks

Dealt so well with great suffering, not by simply

Avoiding it, but by transforming it through Art.

O we modern types should learn from their example!

We should create Art that enchants, but that is not

Afraid to confront the abyss that scorns Creation.

Dominic Windram
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As I Gaze...

As I gaze upon
The vast, azure, open sky,
I sense new freedoms.

Dominic Windram
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As I Observe....(Headland, Hartlepool, June 8th,2020)

As I observe the
Waves and the rock pools I think
Of life's ebb and flow.

Dominic Windram
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As I Retreat For A While

As I slowly retreat from the world's sweet madness,

I shall gather in all the emblems of beauty

And innocence: from fresh spring flowers to the meek
Lamb's white I shall hibernate, like

The animals in winter, and compose countless

Odes to the earth, and hymns to the glory of stars.

Dominic Windram
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As I Walk Alone...(March 25th,2020)

As I walk alone along the seafront,

I can hear the mournful voice of the wind.
It seems to sing of long, forgotten things.
It gently whispers its secrets to me.

It knows of ebbing tides and distant shores.
It has witnessed the turning of centuries.
Although the future now seems uncertain,
The sea wind will carry on and guide us.
We just have to listen closely to its songs;
As we walk slowly along the sands of time.

Dominic Windram
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As Night Leans Upon The Dawn: (July,12th,2020)

As night leans upon the dawn,
I shall gather this heap

Of broken, disowned words,
And let them sing again.

Dominic Windram
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As Summer Turns To Autumn...(September 3rd,2020)

Summer is loosening its hold on Nature's canvas,
As all of its warm colours are melting into

The solemn ochres of autumn; which in turn will
Transmogrify into the bleak whites of winter.

This September light is decidedly dream - like.
Although there is now a certain chill in the air,

I can still perceive subtle glints of gold and green,
As the sun intermingles languidly with grass

And trees in the late afternoon under deep blue
Skies that seem ripe with endless possibilities.

Dominic Windram
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As The Light Departs..

As the light departs and Earth is plunged into night,
Silence permeates the mind and our thoughts slow down.
We wonder iflife under the stars is dream like.

O soon we will drift off to sleep without a sound.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 216



As The Virus Continues To Spread....

We are still waiting for miracles to occur

We would like to live amidst perpetual spring.

I guess we are all searching for warm asylum.

We still have faith that everything will be alright.

But alas, the world tragically weighs us down.

In these tenebrous, mortal realms, winter still reigns.
The wild, passionate flowers of youth are too brief.
Summer's carefree, innocent songs soon fade away.
Autumn's solemn ceremonies makes us reflect

On existence. Yet there's no hint of redemption.
Time corrupts us and steals our precious hopes and dreams.
O we are all heading towards a shallow grave!

Dominic Windram
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As We Entered

As we entered the vast doorway of dreams
Things were decidedly not what they seemed.
All that was bright was cloaked in endless night.
All that was heavy became very light.

Figures, shapes, once so big, appeared so small
Eden was soon darkened by the Fall.

And huge, lumbering monsters were transformed
Into snowflakes and other fragile forms.

We tasted shadow fruit that was bitter-sweet,
And felt the force of original seeds.

O flowers and birds turned into words!

We couldn't work outtheir meaning. We heard
Tender songs which quickly became the moans
Of innumerable ghosts. The world's groans
Seemed to settle upon us like insects.

Every time, we attempted to dissect

All that we had felt, tasted, heard and seen,
They slipped away into the depths of dreams.

Dominic Windram
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As Winter Turns To Spring (Early March: 2017)

As the snow drop stirs under the still, white season,
I contemplate the silence that creates tender faith.
Although it is still cold and the wind is howling,

And the streets are wet with interminable rain,

I sense that a frail, warm light is drawing near.

O I sense the soft glow of promise and surprise!

I hope the spring will bring fresh possibilities.

I hope this manic world will turn a little slower.

Dominic Windram
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Astronaut

I'm an astronaut.
I visit alien worlds.
I miss the birdsong.

Dominic Windram
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Astronaut Blues (Inspired By David Bowie)

Moon dust glowing in my fractured mind:

Still dreaming of strange, distant green worlds
Beyond the reach of familiar Earth.

It's so awfully lonely in here:

Weightless - in this accomplished spaceship;
Floating amidst a phalanx of stars.

Family & friends are receding

Reduced to intermittent screenings.

It is just me and technology

For company. I guess that's progress.

Dominic Windram
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At Bochum's Fair Park

At Bochum's fair park,
The sunlight streams through tall trees;
Flowers are smiling.

Dominic Windram
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At Christmastime

At Christmastime, weather beaten houses

Are lit up to disguise the wintry gloom.

At Christmastime, new promise is aroused

In the hearts and minds of both young and old.
At Christmastime, we should reflect and listen
As the picturesque, falling snowflakes glisten.

At Christmastime, Love's fire is rekindled:

Rich or poor we're one body; one spirit.

At Christmastime, we give and receive blessings.
For these are our most important presents.

Dominic Windram
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At Midnight

At midnight, when all is quiet,

I hear the softest voices.

Are the pale ghosts of yesterday
Murmuring in the deep green trees?
Are they hiding amidst leaves?

Are they whispering on the breeze?
About wondrously subtle things?

Is there a light that never dies?

At midnight, when all is quiet,

My worries & fears dissipate.

Dominic Windram
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At Nightfall: (June 26th,2020)

At nightfall, a weariness comes over me

And I dream of the pure, flowery beauty

Of these warm, summer days. O I wish that they
Would never end, but sadly they are too brief.

Dominic Windram
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At The Airport

Fractured voices;
Labyrinthine corridors;
Dizzying images:

A blaze of gaudy colours;
Consumerist paradise:
Bewildered herds of buyers;
Cattle like in their movement.
Confusing check in desks;
Constant surveillance...

And then packed like
Sardines in a tin

We fasten our seatbelts
And prepare for flight!
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At The Allotment (Summer 2018)

O wondrous, colourful flower,

How I'm entranced by your power;

To charm even the most pitiless souls:
A joyous distraction from worldly woes.
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At The Crossroads

Fragmented signs are scattered
Across this stony wilderness.

A harvest of stars hangs heavy
In the purgatorial night.

The heat is sickly and oppressive.
I feel no cooling winds of fortune.
I see no angels of sweet mercy.

I only hear temptation's whispers.
I can almost taste bitter fruit.

I sense the putrid scent of death.
Nagging spectral forces seem

To await my decision.

Yet I cannot choose a path,

For all roads lead to Golgotha.
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At The Food Market

At the food market,
Bananas are resplendent
In their golden skins.
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At The Fringe Festival (Edinburgh: Late August,2009)

At the Fringe Festival, it is always the same.

Ex private school and Oxbridge twits prancing around
The stage, like cut price primadonnas; beguiled by
The misconception that they are comedians.
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At The Old Headland

At the old Headland:
The roar of silver blue waves;
The cries of seagulls.
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At The Poetry Retreat (Late August 2015)

At the poetry retreat, we tried to master

The subtle meanings, rhythms and flows of language,
So that we could better describe our dreams and

Our secret longings. We're still working hard at it!
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At The Supermarket

The supermarket contains a veritable

Cornucopia of delights: from vegetables

Fruits and meats of all kinds to fizzy drinks, beer, wine
Clothes and toys. Its bright colours are simply divine!

I can see how it inspired Warhol's Pop Art:

From tins and assortments of sweetsto cakes and tarts;
From canned and frozen foods to pasta, bread and rice;
From dairy to poultry; from heavy food to light;

From kitchen appliances, DVDs,

And computer games to books and stationery.

There are always offers, sales, vouchers and coupons
To tempt hungry customers looking for bargains.

The modern supermarket fulfils all our dreams!

For this vibrant place has everything one needs.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 233



Atrophy 2

In dreams I see you quickly decaying.

O there are solemn tombstones in your eyes.

And your hair is dripping with acid rain.
And all the signs along life's pathways say,
That you will never experience or taste
The sumptuous joys & fruits of love again.
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August Arrives (August 1st,2020)

August arrives with
Redeeming late summer rain;
That falls so lightly.
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Augusta National: Home Of The U.S Masters

O it's like the Nineteen Sixties never happened!

Here everything is frozen in time. It's so

Damn perfect! There are the pristine fairways and greens;
The sapphire waters and the azaleas

In constant bloom. Yet something is amiss here.

Behind this gleaming artificial paradise,

Lies a history of ugly bigotry and

Reams of downright dirty, despicable racism!
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Auschwitz

Black snow is falling.
Silent screams drift on the wind:
Millions of ghosts.
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Autumn Beckons: (August 27th,2019)

Dark green ending

Of summer. Autumn beckons.
Shadows now linger

Like enigmatic figures.

I trace the contours

Of a fading, spectral light
Which briefly suggests

That the warm magic has passed.
Yet it points to a

More solemn, subtle season
Of colour and shade:

Ochre. crimson, rusted gold.
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Autumn Leaves

I have imbibed October's vintage blood,

And I'm drawn to Autumn's solemn presence.
I'm inspired by its eerie, fallen leaves;

In all their rusty coloured variety.

O they lived with such purpose and keenness;
With vitality in shining summer.
Yet now they possess a profound, dream like

Beauty and quiet dignity in death.
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Autumn Moonlight

The river rippling
In the bright Autumn moonlight:
The calmness of night.
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Autumn Musings

Watching the leaves fall:
Notions sketched but not pursued.
Light filters through trees.
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Autumn Poem

Rusted leaves gather:
Autumn scene at my window
Of red, gold and brown.
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Autumn Poem 2

Autumn has arrived
In a heap of coloured leaves:
Reds & golds & browns.
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Autumn Sketches

The cold, dark November dawn brings the rain.
It splashes, splutters on window panes.
The wind, as if in despair, moans and howls.

The rusty coloured leaves are scattered around.
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Autumnal Moments (October 20th,2019)

Autumnal moments:
October's rich blood flows through
The veins of crisp leaves.
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Autumnal Remembrance - 2014

Time's rusted leaves

Gather in the garden

of my autumnal dreams.

These scattered remnants:

Burnt browns, reds and golds
Are like Death approaching;

Yet clad in a tarnished beauty.
Deep within their vibrant colours,
I glimpse the vague traces

Of loved ones long gone.

The scent of bonfires,
Lingers like an old friend

In the crisp evening air.

The blood of October

Is like a vintage wine:

So rich: both sweet and dry.

Autumn is all light and shade;
offering more dimensions

To the heart of our grief.

This is a time to reflect,
Before the bitter coming,

Of the certain frost and snow.
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Autumnal Winds: (September 2019)

Autumnal winds stir
The trees in the dream like park.
The leaves are rustling.
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Autumn's Rusty Leaves

Autumn's rusty leaves

Are a veritable feast

Of red, brown and gold.

I hear them crunch and crackle
As I walk along

This time honoured, tree lined grove.

Another year will

Soon be coming to an end,
And I desire to

Absorb Nature's rich harvest,
Before the advent

Of bitter winds and darkness.
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Avoid Distractions!

Don't be distracted.
Avoid the fruit's aroma.
Focus on the seed.
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Awaken Sleepers!

Sleepers in the twilight world,
Awaken from placid dreams.

It's the moment you must seize

And let the future unfurl.

Wrestle with inner angels.

Give form to fleeting beauty.
Though the storm of life rages,
Cease to see through a glass darkly.
Sow sacred seeds that will reap

A golden harvest of stars.

Dive for precious pearls that lie deep
Within the Being you are.
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Awakening To A World In Need

Awakening to a world in need,

Means identifying corporate greed.

And combatting it with all one's might.

It means putting unjust wrongs to right.
We must remove the scales from our eyes.
Systems must serve us throughout life;
Not us serving systems: cold and crude.
Let us deconstruct the so-called News,
And create more edifying things

To occupy our minds. We need new wings
To soar above an abyss of lies.

Will we respond to the oppressed's cries?
Or will we continue in the same

Old way; simply drifting through each day?
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B.B.C News

We still have to pay for the ' privilege'

Of being submitted to constant state
Propaganda 24 hours a day.

I think it's high time we had pay per view.

At least it would surely provide these bloated,
Overrated presenters with something to
Think about. I'm not at all interested

In massaging their huge egos. I just

Want to be presented with the facts.

O surely that is not too much to ask? !
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B.B.C News - A.K.A State Propaganda

The news reader stares at me from the screen,
In a calm, authoritative manner,

Buttressed by a brightly lit studio.

Then he addresses amorphous viewers,

Yet speaks to no one in particular.

Although he spouts Queen's English verbatim
He's mouthing things I can't quite comprehend:
Something strange about our current crisis;
Something absurd about the Middle East;
Devoid of the necessary context.

Then the machinations of Parliament:

Do these mandarins really speak for us?

Next celebrities merge with sports items

And then the *humorous'story at the end.

No significant communication

It's all a game; just polished performance.

I feel so powerless; I cannot act

Only deconstruct the propaganda.
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Back From The Dead (The Incredible Escapades Of
John Darwin: The Canoe Man)

In the old, crumpled town of Hartlepool:

A place that's filled with its fair share of fools:

From Andy Capp, monkey mayor & mad knaves,

To dull ape men still grunting in their caves,

There lived a con man: name of John Darwin.

Who was last seen frantically paddling

Out to sea in an old, battered canoe.

Then soon reported missing on the local news.

This seemed serious not the usual twaddle.

For the very next day a double edged paddle,

Was discovered among some rocks nearby.

A dark shadow was cast over the Seaton skies.

A week later came the rest of the wreck.

But no news of the man who was in debt.

Mr John Darwin was nowhere to be found.

&quot; Presumed dead&quot;, but the truth had sneaked out of bounds.
Right under the noses of careless police inspectors,
The canoe man was headed in another direction.
For wily John had simply moved to sunny Panama;
Using a false name he found in a local graveyard.
Meanwhile his vile wife claimed on his life insurance,
For a tidy sum in excess of ten thousand.
Unbelievably, canoe man returned

To his abode in monkey hanger land,

And he now lived in an adjacent flat,

Behind a wardrobe with a false back.

Why he'd even walk the streets in a dodgy disguise
With woolly hat & beard; but was spotted despite the lie.
&quot; Aren't you supposed to be dead? &quot;

One rather astonished local said.

&quot; Shush...don't tell anyone.&quot; whispered John,
As he feebly pretended to limp along.

Then back to Panama he fled,

This crude faker of his own death.

Years went by; but he began to worry.

The spies were out; he though he'd been seen:
Courtesy of a picture that had
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Been carelessly posted on the Internet.

But devious John had one more trick up his sleeve,
And what he did next is difficult to believe.

He returned to London to a police station

And boldly declared himself a ' missing' person.
Crossing his fingers, he said that he

Was suffering badly from amnesia

And had no memory of the past five years;
Didn't know who he was, why or where?
Perhaps you can guess what happened next

In this far fetched but sadly true story

Of back stabbing, lengthy jail sentences,

Public mirth and private misery aplenty.

To us it's just another chapter in our town's
Preposterous legacy: John Darwin

The canoe man: international celebrity!
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Backward Town

Painted trash dig apes:
That is the way of the world;
Better leave this place!
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Bad Trip

A terrible sickness,

Too vague to comprehend,

Has entered our dreams.

Warning signs emanate,

In the pits of our stomachs:

Burning sensations that will not relent.
I'm moved by your presence

As we cling to fading remnants of Beauty.

I value small, consoling mercies.

I note the gradual collapsing
Of every texture & surface.

Familiar objects become eerie & obscure.

O this unholy condition of atrophy!
O this marked change in the weather!

The wind is now howling!
The black dogs are barking!

The stars are dead.

Time is disjointed.
Time is a terminal disease.

As we gaze into the dark mirror,
We see ourselves ageing,
Moment by moment.

The future is a chasm.
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Badly Damaged: (London 1994)

You wander the streets at night,

Looking for a fix or hit.

Tonight is no different.

Now you're feeling nauseous,

Because you're such a speed freak.

You're looking emaciated.

Your face is ghostly white and

Your blood shot eyes scream out for sleep.
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Balloon Dogs

These metallic purveyors

Of kitsch optimism,

Glitter like cartoon gods

In day- glow yellow, blue, green and red.

They may not be the real thing;
These large, fluorescent structures;
These bold, bloated reminders

Of our cuddly canine friends.

Yet they do depict an Age

That worships cozy surfaces.

Meanwhile back in the cold steel
World of hard fact; devoid of gloss
Of starless nights and empty days

The feral animals are howling.
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Baptism

The Light christens us,

In desperate days, when we are
Looking for a guide.
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Baptism 2: (July,2010)

I feel baptised by your eyes of deep blue
With your beauty so elusive yet true.
I feel reborn in your saintly presence
O you capture summer's languid essence!
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Barnard Castle, Town Centre: (August 24th,2020)

Quaint, old town centre:

Antique shops and jewellers;
Charity stores and

Second hand books; restaurants,
Pubs, markets stalls, small

Art studios, galleries,

Odds and sods, florists,

Picture post card perfection.
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Baudrillard's Beach

Piles of cool random objects of desire:
(Watches & cans & bottles & gadgets)

Are washed up on so called civilized shores:
Driftwood of debt ridden economies.
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Baudrillard's Vision.

Millions of people are constantly dreaming
Of sumptuous superstars & grand spectacles

Beyond their reach. Each one repeats mindless mantras.

From the office to the gym they sing the same hymns.
Like infants snug in their cradles, they are still swayed
By sweet illusions. Their gadgets have replaced toys.
They're seduced by glossy adverts of happiness.

O monotony breeds spurious fantasies.

Every epoch has entertained distractions:

From bread & circuses to T.V & movies.

Today's world provides a plenitude of pleasures.

It's just that right now things have gotten out of hand.
No one wants to perceive the worms at the fruit's core.
Millions of us are content with our dreaming.

Dominic Windram

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

264



Be Prepared: : (As If Bojo Ever Is!)

Dyb, dyb, dyb, dob, dob, dob.
Where's BoJo? Down the pub? !
Again... dyb, dyb, dyb, dob, dob, dob
He's too lazy to do the job!
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Be Thankful For Small Mercies

Better to be human,

Than to be lonely & blue

Like the gods & angels -
Forever imprisoned

In heaven's solitary realms.
Better to be human,

In the truest sense,

Rather than succumb

To raging animal ecstasies.
Better to be ordinary,

Than a creative genius -
Burning in their own fires;
Torn between Eros & Thanatos.
Be thankful for small mercies.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 266



Be Yourself

I've no ace of spades to play.

I'm saddled with a useless deck.

I'm no action man on the front.

I'd much rather paint fresh flowers.

I'm no fitness fanatic.

I'm so pale and out of shape.

I'm not into mundane health food,

Just stuff that tantalises my taste buds
I'm not a rampant go getter.

I like to sleep long, pillowed hours.

But at least I'm not a regimented sheep.
And I thank the good Lord for that fact!
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Beautiful Blue Skies

Beautiful blue skies
After the clouds have passed by:
Summery moments.
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Beautiful Dreamer

She was a beautiful dreamer;

A butterfly kissed by the sun.

But now she's a permanent resident

In the dark house of exile.

The sweet flowers of her longings

Are crushed by the doorway;

That no longer leads to a new dawn.

She knows the bittersweet emptiness

Of cold winter evenings spent

Chasing the dragon in smoky mind heaven.
Still she spends days and night preparing

A mask in order to confront the world

Once again. Turning from the mirror,

She's mesmerised by a solitary candle flame,
She forgets her self, her doubts, her name.
She was once a beautiful, but reckless dreamer.
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Beautiful Lyrics: (Inspired By Jeff Buckley,1966 -
1997)

Beautiful lyrics;
Tinged with melancholia:
Darkest of roses
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Beauty Among IIl.

Beauty among ill:
Wondrous wings of a wild bird;
Lullabies of Spring.
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Beauty Is Wounded

Beauty is wounded.

She's breaking into pieces.

The butterflies have

Been drained of their bright colours.
Tyrants are sneering

Within this cold kingdom's realms.
For Love is confined

In the darkest of prisons.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 272



Beauty, Love And Freedom

Poets can weave webs of delicate imagery.

Painters can create colourful worlds of beauty.

And we with our pure love can change this wanton world.
We can be free of stifling systems and soar like birds.
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Beauty's Rare Gifts

Delicate & rare
Are Beauty's fleeting flowers:
In this world of thorns.
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Becoming Whole

We find sanctuary in myriad guises;

In imagined Edens before the Fall;

In endless, green emblems of Innocence;
In luxury items that lure us like Sirens.

Nursery lullabies & guardian angels,

Once kept the miasmal darkness at bay.

Now they seem to mock us intermittently.

They can become grotesque when we turn to pray.

The distorted image in the black mirror

Coldly reflects our fragmented nature.

Lacan perceived the hard facts of the psyche;
Behind this crude world's fragile mask of beauty.

O what blind, leech-like half formed creatures are we!
We dwell in shadows; we're afraid of the Light!
We must face life's long, arduous journey,

Before we reach the asylum of insight.
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Beethoven

Beethoven gave great
Voice, to the dense cadences,
Of wild creation,
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Beethoven Was An Independent Soul

In a letter to Prince Lichnowsky, one of his appreciators and patrons, Beethoven
wrote: &quot;Prince, what you are, you are through chance and birth; what I
am, I am through my own labour. There are many princes and there will continue
to be thousands more, but there is only one Beethoven.&quot; (Ludwig van
Beethoven,1806) .

O Beethoven admonished his patron.

He denounced unearned inheritance and
Undeserved privilege in fiery words.

He boldly proclaimed his own artistic
Merits, ideals and independence. For

He was a trail blazer; a world shaker.
Unlike many of today's so called ' stars':
Who sell their wanton souls for top dollar.
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Beethoven's Profound Discontent

Beethoven was a deeply troubled soul.

For he felt that he had not yet composed

Even a musical note of real worth,

Despite his outstanding body of work.

It seems that many artists feel this way.

They spend their whole lives looking for a ray

Of sunshine; within this cold, darkened world.

They wish to capture sublime moments of beauty

Yet what they glimpse, then grasp, are mere fading dreams.
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Begin Reading Books

Begin reading books.
You're ignorant of the facts!
You petty bigots!
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Behind Beauty's Veil

Behind Beauty's veil:
A realm of hidden treasures;
Eternal delights!
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Behind Masks And Illusions

Behind this pale, weathered mask lies,
The transparent, shimmering Light.
Behind this veil of illusion,

Lie profound truths and subtle notions.
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Behind Rituals: Christmas Eve, 2019

Behind rituals, we'll find the spiritual,

And open our hearts to Love. We'll be as free as birds.
We'll see that the sacred realms are perpetual.

O we can bring into being the holy Word!
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Behind The Mask

Behind the mask, a
Wintering heart of darkness:
Time's frozen warnings.
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Behind The Veil...

Behind the fragile veil of creation
Behind every noble, beautiful thing,
Invariably there's desolation,

And the dark marks of pain and suffering.
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Behind The Wall (Israel - Palestine)

Behind the wall:

The burning shrapnel flows.
Buildings lie in ruins.
Freedom's flowers cannot grow.

Behind the wall:

Grey streets of sadness;

A suffocating silence;

An Apartheid fuelled madness.

Behind the wall:

They don't really exist.

They're hidden from the tourist's gaze.
Yet they still boldly resist.

Behind the wall:
What the eyes of the world
Refuse to perceive; but slowly

The light is unfurling.
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Behold The Keen Light

Behold the keen Light
That transfigures creation:
Frees it from decay.
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Being A Poet

If you want to learn about loneliness

Become a poet. If you want to learn

About solitude and sorrow become

A mystic. In my time I have explored

Both paths. I've stuck with the former. And now
I build worlds that I cannot inhabit.

For wild dreams are transitory things.

O the taste of freedom would be so sweet,

If it wasn't for the perennial

Weight of the intolerable ages.
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Bel Air

All those tennis courts,
Swimming pools and sun kissed lawns,
Seem so essential.
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Bel Air 2

Meaningless forms embellished with glitter;
Manicured and oxygenated perfection;

New faces, new fingernails, glossy brain cells;
Overrated trash, cartoon gurus and sects;

A plethora of alternative therapies;

Effulgence of shimmering, garish blues and greens.

Driveways lined by palm trees and limousines;
Nonchalantly zonked optimism: where tennis courts,
Swimming pools and sun kissed, aromatic lawns
Seem so essential in this modern, profligate world.
Here the super -rich flit like spectres,

In the monied glow of a hyper realist Hockney print.
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Belief

I don't believe in current flags of hate;
Only the radiant banners of tomorrow.

I don't believe in vain elites;

Only the ostricised, ragged stranger.

I don't believe in archaic monarchy;

Only the supreme power of all people.

I don't believe in stale religion or cold dogma;
Only genuine spiritual interaction.

I don't believe in fake, arbitrary order
Only chaos that engenders a flux of stars.
I don't believe in nebulous illusions,

As I've awoken from the dream.

I don't believe in grand spectacles;

Only wild, raging voices at the margins.

I don't believe in the bogus leaders

Of servile, sheep like human kind.

I don't believe in novelties;

Only the substance not the style.

I don't believe in crass gadgets;

Only bold, elementary art.

I don't believe in the system;

Only the cries of the oppressed.

But I believe in the bright flame of justice
That will never ever be extinguished.
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Beneath The Bridge

Beneath the bridge the stream of blue and green
Dances so dreamily; soothed by sunlight.
I feel so free in this abode of peace:

So far away from all the endless strife.
This life has golden moments if we glance
Beyond the ghostly grey, diurnal dread.
Alas it seems cityscapes don't enhance
The soul's natural hunger to be wed

To pure sources of eternal bliss.

But I will keep this splendid spot of time
In my memory, despite the viper's kiss
Of modern life and all its sordid signs.

As you are here faithful, bright and bold
In faithless Age of surfaces so cold.
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Benediction

Although we are no longer able to

Decipher esoteric symbols and signs,

The holy Word won't deteriorate

Into brazen, hackneyed colloquialisms.
Although secular gods seem to prevail,

Grace resides in molecular structures.

Although the wastelands of the heart

Are vast, Love's remedies will still heal,

While calm angels watch over the world. And
The sun shall gleam on the fragments of hymns.
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Better To Be...

Better to believe in yourself

Than crave a court of flatterers.

Better to learn a lesson in humility

Than give yourself ridiculous airs & graces.
Better to be true to your art,

Than indulge in shameless self - promotion.
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Between Poles Of Existence (March,2012)

Between surreal, twilight realms,

And the dew stained, flesh pink dawn;
Between winter's bitter warnings,

And the first carefree flash of spring;
Between the needle's stinging pain,

And oblivion's lush dream worlds;
Between liquidity of doubt,

And frozen metal certainties;

Between innocent Eden,

And brutal crucifixion;

Between the pale rose of absence,

And the vibrant, sacred garden;

Between transitory shadows,

And the light of the Eternal;

Lies the vital force of enchanted Creation.
Its teeming essence emblazons our consciousness.
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Between Poles: (Edinburgh, September 2015)

Between the moon and the sea

Lie silent, surreal mysteries,

Between the fresh light of the park,
Where keen children laugh and play.
And the darkness and solitude

Of the cold, grey cemetery,

Fall life's long shadows.

Between birth and dying lies

This dream saturated world;

With all its sorrows and fleeting glories.
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Between...

Between these mortal realms and the spiritual,
Lies the Bible's time honoured, sacred covenant.
Between vague conception and precise creation,
Lies divinity's handin the form of angels.
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Between...2

Between two dark eternities,

The brief flash of Beauty's frail light.

Between bleak Winter and the green surge of Spring,
The first soft bloom of snowdrops.

Between sunset and sunrise,

The bold lucid dreaming of Being.

Between Heaven and Earth,

The healing descent of immaculate angels.
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Between...3

Between weathered reason and fresh compassion,
The heart and soul's interminable dilemmas.
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Beware Of The Bride Tribes (And Stag Doos Too) !

Please be very wary of the fabled bride tribes:

Sadly coming soon to a city near you.

Watch them empty all the streets with their inane shrieks!
Watch them trample all over style and etiquette!

Watch these painted fools as they drink themselves stupid!
As for all the crude stag dos, they are even worse!

Could we perhaps put these people on an island?

And then we can all breathe a huge sigh of relief!
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Bewildered

We try to decipher abstract
Codes and languages

As they drift peculiarly

In the ether, to no avail.

The world seem to move way
Too quickly for us these days.

I suppose everything's okay

For those with butterfly minds.
But for those of us who plumb
Life's depths, it's rather confusing.
Rudimentary signs have

Now replaced rich symbols.
Images constantly reoccur

But what is their purpose?

And what is their meaning? .
Perhaps one simply needs

To surf over all the chaos.

But will there be time to breathe?
Is there no way out of

The postmodern labyrinth?
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Biased Broadcasting Corporation

O your vain Oxbridge brain is so blinkered!
You really do not know what's going on

In the putrid streets of austerity;

In the dank domains of the dispossessed.
You may try to patronize the public

But discerning viewers see right through you.
You merely echo state propaganda,
Despite your baffling claims of balance.

I think that you're in need of a real job,
Far away from the concerns of elites,

And obsequious, conformist culture;
That's become your modus operandi.
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Biding My Time

Love's heartfelt whispers linger in my ear,

Even though, she is no longer here.

Yesterday's ghosts still crowd my consciousness.
I'm longing for another chance at bliss.
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Biko (1946 - 1977)

They blinded him because

Of the boldness of his vision.
They crippled him because of his
Consciousness raising activity.
They clipped his wings because
He dared to dream and soar
Like a bird to unknown heights.
But the force of his spirit

Tore through the dark cloak

Of their injustice and oppression.
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Birds & Clouds & Angels

Birds & clouds & angels

Are the sky's lexicon

For me they symbolize
Transcendence from cold facts
And freedom from the world's
Intractable confinement.

Birds & clouds & angels
Represent childhood's
Innocent yet vivid

& expanded perception.
Sometimes I wish that

My troubled soul could float
From this mortal body,

And join them forever,
Among the blue heavens

In blissful communion.
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Bitter Experiences With Elites

Just like Byron's bear, I am rather bemused;
By your ridiculous airs and pretensions.

For I'm too feral for ethereal heights.

I've too much of the wilderness within me.
Although T like to digress, I know my place,
Like the peasants, pirates and knaves before me.
I don't need an education in manners.

For I deconstruct you. I can see right through
Your refined, yet preposterous, rigid masks.
Your academic walls and high brow fronts are
A form of intellectual castration.

I'm au fait with psychological warfare.

I will drive your crucifying traditions

Right up your pompous, proverbial backsides!
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Bitter Irony

Bitter irony
Of poor, crucified Christ in
Bloated Vatican.
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Bittersweet Memories

The memories of love, they just linger on.
The blithe spectres of the warm breeze gently
Stir tender flowers in the womb garden.

The frail sunlight still filters through the trees.
I long to trace places we used to hide.

The fresh scent of roses drifts in the air;
Warm, knowing glances roam from eye to eye;
Fleeting glimpses of the grace of presence.

O I still wait for a sign on the wind,

That points to the path of pure angelhood;
That frees us from the solitude of sin.

Golden moments burn brightly in the blood.
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Black Friday

Those who stare into the hollow idol's eyes;

Those who glitter with the garish glory of fashion & fame;
Those who bless the bones of the carcass;

Those who consume the swill from Modernity's trough;
Those who call the darkness light;

Those who raise the flags of fanaticism;

Those who sharpen the tooth of the tiger;

Those who chase futile, fleeting shadows;

Are all lost in the murky realms of endless night.

They can never awaken to the true source of Light.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 308



Black Friday Bargains: A Song For The Sisters.

Today we go for our Mulberry bags,
Our Mulberry bags, our Mulberry bags.
Today we go for our Mulberry bags,
So early in the morning.
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Black Lives Matter 2: (June 8th,2020)

'...let justice roll on like a river, righteousness like a never-failing stream! ' (Amos
5: 24)

Senior police officer Dame Cressida Rose Dick

Is another government lackey who makes me sick.

She commanded the botched operation that led

To the fatal shooting of J.C.M: 7 bullets ripped through his head.
She cannot comprehend the nature of current protests.

Yet people are incredibly angry and will not rest;

Until justice is won. Perhaps the tide is now turning.

Will we soon see pompous Westminster palace burning?

For some see it as a pillar of imperial might

That sows division between black and white.

In Bristol, yesterday, a slave trader statue was torn down
And thrown into the harbour. Racists should get out of town!
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Black Lives Matter: (June 7th,2020)

Slave trader statue
Being torn down in Bristol
No justice; no peace!
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Black Rivers...(February,2010)

Black rivers of dread
And despair, flood my tired mind,
In the septic dawn.
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Black Velvet Trails...(June 2005)

Black velvet trails its folds over the day.

We light candles to bless this fevered night.
Our hands are folded in prayer. This is now
The way in which, we as exiled artists,
Resolve our plight. And we commemorate
Old friends long gone. Then we dissolve into
The silent heart of the world. We dissolve
Into the mysteries all around us.
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Blessed

Blessed is the love
That kneels before eternity.

Blessed is the light
That purifies the earth.

Blessed is the poet
Who retains her dreams.

Blessed are the graves of the dead
That the sweet summer rain falls upon.
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Blessed By Nature's Long, Silent Hours

I prefer the quiet ways of the countryside,

To the roar of the city's incessant traffic:

Where the deep, textured realms of beauty are denied;
Where time speeds quickly by; life's clock constantly ticks.

I'm at peace when I see trees abound with blossoms;
When I hear murmuring bees amidst the flowers.
I awaken to the soft light of the morning sun,

And bathe in the mirthful summer's long and drowsy hours.
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Blessed By The Light

Saved by the Light,

In the hour of madness.
Blessed by the Light,

With new born awareness.
Warmed by the Light,

For my flesh is cold & weary.
Awakened by the Light,

For life has become hazy.
Redeemed by the light,

In an age of apathy.
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Blessing (December 2008)

O the prophets, the thinkers & the rule breakers;
The poets, the painters & the music makers;

All of the blessed, sun kissed creators light the way
To a brighter dawn of such joyous, golden days.
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Bliar

He was the leader of the New Regime;

That whitewashed workers tears and toil and blood;
That stole a nation's soul and sold its dreams
To private ' tooth and claw' equity clubs.

A bigot born again like his best pal Bush,

He waged two dodgy wars against Islam;
Abused his role; betrayed gold tainted trust;
Left countless victims in his wake...wham bam!
Some view him as a smooth operator

To others he's a crude, corporate vulture;

A slick chameleon; shape shifter or

A poster boy for crass, sound bite culture.

So adept at burying his sins leaving

Only a trace of his Cheshire Cat grin.
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Blissful Moments

The birds are soaring
High in the gold tainted skies:
Such blissful moments!
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Blood Moon

Blood moon in the sky:
Curious prophecies breed.
Doomsayers arise.
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Blood Or Money

What is it that you want from me?
Is it blood or is it money?
Is it love or is it cruelty?

I can never live up to the ideal
You want be to me, Do you have
To bring it up incessantly?

I'm no Jesus Christ;

No holier than thou.

I'm no King of kings;
No sacred, Eastern cow.

All the true feelings
You've denied will return

To haunt you sometime.

I refuse to entertain
All the lies you hide behind.

O you claim that your faith is strong,
But to me it's just another crutch,

You use to lean upon.
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Blue And Green Dreaming

Blue and green dreaming:
Of bright rivers, hills and fields.
Nature's wild and free.
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Bochum - Late August 2019: The Sunflower

The fair sunflower reigns supreme;
Amidst an array of colours.

She is Summer's glorious queen:
A showpiece of Nature's powers.
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Bochum: August 29th 2019

Moments in Bochum:
The sun dissolves in my glass;
As time passes by.
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Bochum: August 30th 2019

In the beer garden:
The first leaves of autumn fall.
Summer is fading.
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Bochum: August 31st 2019

Late summer morning:
Roses of red, pink and white
Adorn avenues.
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Bochum: September 1st 2019

Sitting on the balcony at Haus Vocke;
Between the violets and the orange tree:
Waiting for the gift of magical words;
Waiting to imbibe the colour of dreams.
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Bojo And Cummings: (A Very Dubious Double Act
Indeed)

One is a pantomime clown; a glove puppet,

The other is a third-rate puppet master.

The former is a disgraceful charlatan,

The latter is a lunatic control freak.

They are both obsequiously supported

By a cowardly Cabinet. They're quickly

Bringing our, once noble nation, to its knees.

O how can we rid ourselves of these fraudsters? !
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Bonfire Night: Fireworks!

On Bonfire Night a thousand bright lights

Explode in November's autumnal skies:

Moon Shadow, Crackling Glitter, Comet Bomb;
Deadly Dragon, Pearl Shots and Flaming Sun;
Clustering butterflies, Opal Orchids,

Shanghai Surprise and sparklers of chrome and gold.
Wondrous colours of saffron, silver and green;
Scarlet, violet and short blasts of deep blue dreams;
The Tomb of Treasures, The Flower of Spring;

The slither of Shining Serpents that sting

The air - and dazzling white snow lingering;

There are so many dancing, delightful things:

Ruby Red Storms, Summer Fountains, Orange Feasts
And the whirling magic of the Catherine Wheel:
Scenes that briefly extinguish our woes

Until all that's left is a haze of smoke.
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Branded Academies

Branded academies with no academics;

Just glorified bean counters & pseudo critics;
Just managers that cannot manage anything.

Yet another example of the marked dumbing
Down of education. When will we see a change?
You may well ask; not while current elites remain
In power; not while money is their only god.

The way things are shaping is decidedly odd
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Brian Clough On Closing Ranks

Brian Clough: that utter genius of

A football manager closed ranks because,

When the going got tough, he wanted his teams
To retreat from the limelight and the extreme,
Intrusive press attention. How right he

Was to do so! Consequently, when I feel
Stressed out by this maddening society,

I stay at home and simply write poetry.
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Brief Communion

Brief communion:
As eyes meet eyes in joyful,
Clear recognition.
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Brief Encounters

Brief encounters recur in time.

Two incongruent worlds collide:

Mine into yours; and yours into mine.
Fragile lives exposed & scrutinized.

Eternity's blood red rose opens
Petal by petal. And it oozes
With the bitter scent of betrayal.

It radiates for all the losers.

O what has become of the seeds;
We nonchalantly tried, in vain, to sow?
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Brief Snapshots Of Time

Brief snapshots of time:
Crescent moon in starless night;
Pink blossoms at dawn.
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Bright New Horizons

Colours and sounds crash
Through my fading consciousness:
Bright new horizons!
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Bright Prophecies

Bright prophecies are
Written on the city's walls,
Yet no-one reads them.
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Bright, Modern Gadgets

Bright, modern gadgets
Are conversation killers;
In today's crazed world.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 337



Broken Hearts And Minds...

Broken hearts and minds:
The black clouds are gathering.
The light is buried.
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Broken Images

I'm drawn to broken images that are
Juxtaposed with the glossy, airbrushed realms
Of crude, rampant commercial advertising.
For brokenness is far more real to me.
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Burn Hall

The river no longer echoes,
With the voices & laughter,
Of nymphs and a thousand
Other nameless creatures.
Its crystal blue waters:

Once the symbol of a

Keener sense of beauty,

Now seems rather prosaic.
The trees have shaken off
Their ancient, teasing ghosts.
As I have now; weathered
By the cold winds of Time.

I have long abandoned

My deep, childhood dreaming

Yet our eyes avert themselves
From the ordinary.

And I still can recall

Drowsy summer days here;

Where the scent of Nature's

Sweet perfume drifted,

And then lingered in the air,

For a jeweled eternity;

When time was measured in moments
Not in days and months and years.
Thus Time has no hold here.

..And still I can recall

Searching amidst dark woods,
Brimming with mysteries,
Alongside my cousin,

For dock leaves to ease,

The nagging sting of nettles.

All we could hear, moving deeper
Into the heart of stillness

Was the sound of our footsteps.
We explored ever green dominions,
That whispered their secrets into our ears;
While the river's heady scent
Burned in our nostrils.
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Alas Time is a cruel thief!

It robs us of our former glories.

But as its steady clock has ticked by
My soul has grown deep like the river.
The blood that flows in my ageing body
Predicts the dark days of flood.

Yet now I feel that I can face

The flashing madness of

The interminable present;

Reconciled with these memories.
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Burn Out

Derelict mindscapes:
Love's an exchange of fluids.
No day glo future
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Burned By Time & Pain

Burned by time and pain:
Waiting for the summer rain's
Gentle redemption.
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Burning Questions

Can the old, vibrant symbols be revived

In an age that's seduced by garish signs?
Can the sacred blood still cure Adam's curse
In this prosaic world that lacks vital verse?
Can the buried light be rediscovered
Amongst the ruins of post-modern dread?
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Butler Service For Every Suite

We are the heavenly hoteliers sprinkling fairy dust

We are here to please. Your every wish is our command.

We are here to make your dreams come true.
We provide a butler service for every suite.

Your butler will cater for your every whim.

He will be unobtrusive and most attentive.

He will be immaculately dressed at all times.

He will ensure your suite is pristine at all times.

He will be your guiding light in a world of darkness.
He will make all of your dreams come true.

He will be most courteous at all times;

Because he likes to serve; he likes to please.

He will never ever let you down.

He will always be punctual.

He will chill your preferred assortment of beverages.
He will suggest options for your breakfast orders.
He will robotically serve your breakfast orders.

He will make all your your dreams come true

He will serve your afternoon canapés.

He will polish and condition your shoes.

He will replenish your ice bucket on a regular basis.
He will unpack your luggage in the blink of an eye.

He will waggle his ears when you pat him on the head.
He will dance on the table for a reasonable fee.

He will always serve you with a smile.

He will make all your your dreams come true.
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Butterflies Flutter: (June 24th,2020)

Butterflies flutter,
Between the rows of flowers,
In my warm garden.

Dominic Windram

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

346



Butterflies Now Float...

Butterflies now float
On warm, soft summer breezes.
Magical moments!
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By The Deep River

By the deep river:
Watching the sunlit ripples
Gleam on the water.
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By The Fireplace

By the fireplace,
Oak logs crackle, and the flames
Of gold, softly glow.

Dominic Windram

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

349



By The River

We're sitting so peacefully by the river,

On bucolic banks bursting with green willow trees.
This truly is a magical place for lovers.

We're flanked by buttercups, birds, bees and daisies.
What joy to hear the warm summer breeze whisper!
We are imbibing this morning's sweet fragrances.
The sun on the water is glinting and gleaming.
Silvery fish delight in deep blue blissfulness.

Patient anglers are now all drowsily dreaming.

We kiss and give each other such knowing glances.
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By The River: (April 2009)

Spring's pink blossoms reside in the midst of deep green.
We can glimpse fragments of light on water and leaves.
Suddenly, I perceive the white radiance of grace

Flicker across your pale, heavily burdened face.

Such transfiguration, which nature's gods employ,

In the brief moments of an afternoon. What joy

To be here by this river; free from worldly chains!

May the spirit of Love bless this transient age.
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Call Centre Asylums

Call Centre workers:
Battery hens with headphones:
Revolution please!
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Calming Ocean

The ocean's calm sounds
Will sooth my tired, restless soul:
O deep blue dreaming!
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Calvary Of The Mind

There is a Calvary of the mind

Where the sufferer can trace neither
The familiar light of sun or moon;

Nor the vast blue empire of sky.

O it is a starless place where one

Can only feel the incessant heat;

And perceive the endless dusty road;
And implacable contours of bone.

In nightmares we drag our crosses there

Like lame, ragged beggars dying of thirst.
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Camberwick Green

As a child I adored Camberwick Green

With Windy Miller and Paddy Murphy.

I recall there was also Dr. Mop;

Captain Snort who was always in a strop,
And Mrs Honeyman who never seemed

To stop talking! They lived upon a dream.
And Brian Cant's narration was flawless.

He provided me with much happiness.

His delivery of quaint songs was filled
Withmeaning as well as feeling. What skills!
Now, that's been abandonedI'm not impressed.
For modern kids' T.V is so senseless:

Lots of garish colour and noisy sounds:
Nothing sweet and edifying abounds.
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Can I?

Can I still capture scenes of divine innocence?

Can I still describe with flowing imagery and great detail.
The whiteness and splendour of lambs and snow?

Can I still raise lifeless words from their darkened tombs?
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Can We Build A Future?

O can we build a future from the fractured past?
Can we transfigure these precious present moments
Into a blazing light of hope: that can nobly

Guide these current times and the coming centuries?
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Can We Poets Still Affect Things?

Can we poets consecrate diurnal hours;

That nowadays speed by ever so rapidly?

As for discarded particulars of beauty,

Can we still help them ripen into perfection?

Can we poets transmogrify this wayward world;
That cries out in its troubled sleep for redemption?
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Can We Still Glimpse?

Can we still glimpse glittering traces of

The immaculate kingdom; behind this

World of sordid illusions? Can we still
Embrace the purity of light buried

Deep beneath us? Can master artists still
Manage to sculpt perfect forms from marble?
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Canticle: (Easter Sunday)

We give praise to the pure Light that prevails.
We praise the way that it illuminates

These darkened mortal realms. We're glad it stays
With us in distant realms beyond the grave.
When the flowers of hope have withered away,
We are grateful, and relieved, it still remains.

It sanctifies every night and every day.

It pours colour into worlds that have turned grey.
It crystallises April's healing rain;

And works in tandem with warm winds of Grace.
It adds subtle splendour to Beauty's face;

And defies the brutish forces of hate.

It lifts us into a glorious state.

We give praise to the pure Light that prevails.
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Capitalism

Capitalism
Spawns dry kingdoms of corpses,
Across the third world.
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Capitalist Delights

Fantasy homes by the dazzling ocean;

Bucolic cottages in the country;

Carefully constructed capitalist

Delights that draw us in, and take hold, of the
all advertising,

They distract us from the pain of living

Many dreams and desires are satisfied:

That is true, but all for the right price of course.
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Carpe Vinum

Praised be Dionysus! O I'm drinking lots of wine,
To relieve the boredom; just like in former times.
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Cartoon Paradise

Cartoon paradise,

That lies amidst perfumed clouds.

Illusions prosper.
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Casino Blues

In all honesty,

I'm not here to be

Hypnotised by Lady Luck.

I'm not here to salivate

Slavishly like a Pavlov's dog.

I'm only here as a favour

For a most misguided friend.

This place is so absurd.

This place is pure purgatory.

It's @ million miles from reality!

It's like a brightly lit prison

That allows a modicum of freedom.
Addiction is the sentence here:

No one gets out unscathed.

The hours pass by mechanically;
Where there is no day or night or hour.
I wish I could melt like plastic into

The garish greens & reds of the carpet.
Punters treat money so casually.

It's like spitting in the wind.

As golden tokens spew from slots

I sense the aimless, uniform frenzy.

As for me I'm keeping my head on
Just in case I should lose it here

Like my most misguided friend.
Another gin & tonic should suffice.

At least it will get me through this nightmare;
Before the soft embrace of feathered sleep.
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Cast Aside...

Cast aside the grey uniforms of old.

Clad yourselves in bright, enchanted clothing.
Connect to bold dreams that enrich the soul.
Watch Love's rare flowers gently unfolding.
Behold the Light. Feel the Spirit's soothing caress.
Step into streams of universal consciousness.
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Caste System; Class System, , , It's All The Same.

The caste system is
Just like our class system.
It condones elites.
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Cecil (The Snake)

Cecil was as cold blooded as a shake.

He would never give; he'd always take.

He sneaked his way into high positions,

As he loved to influence big decisions.

He smiled sweetly at friends he'd later smite,
And kept his enemies witin his sights.

He would hiss out the smooth, well crafted lies,
And would always repeat the party line.
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Censorship

They censor references

To alternative worlds

From time travel to metaphysics:
From Romanticism to Rom coms,
Because the sovereign state

Will provide everyone

With all they require.

Other worlds are not necessary.
Here the colours bleed into one.
Here the uniforms fit perfectly.
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Censorship By Omission (Gaza 2009)

Black burnt remains of doll child:
Countenance: blank; expressionless.
Now merely like fragments of porcelain:
Rendered a worthless object.

Orphan of the wilderness:

Otherness denied;

Reduced to a News item

To prick the world's dwindling conscience.

Yet T.V image censored:
Considered too stark;

Too graphic; too brutal

For 'refined' public consumption.

The media's silence;
The world's silence
Speaks louder than words

And louder than bombs.
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Ceremonies

Ancient ceremonies of birth and death

Add meaning to our tawdry existence.
They embrace life in all its light and shade.
They provide form amidst primal chaos.

Yet sumptuous ceremonies of love
Elevate us to a god like status!
When two beings come together as one,

Love's force vibrates across the universe!
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Certain People...

Certain people react to complex poetry,

Like a docile dog that's just been shown a card trick.
They never get beyond misty, sentimental dreams.
Alas, they can't grasp metaphorical magic.
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Channel Zero

O I would rather watch blatant
Stalinist state propaganda

Than the so called entertainment
Of the BBC & ITV.

I would rather eat my own flesh
Than watch the risible Ant & Dec,
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Chaos Creates

It is chaos, not
Order, that gives birth to wild,
Trembling stars of night.
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Chaos In The Blood

Chaos in the blood:

A cadence I cannot break,

As I scan the air,

And hold on to the frail light.
Trees appear surreal.

And leaves look broken in time.
Order seems to be

A dream, that I cannot grasp.
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Chaos Versus Order

A mythical moment of primal impulse:

The animals break through cold steel cages

The circuitry is irreparably damaged.

The brave, new gods retreat from the scene.
Dionysian chaos spits upon, and revolts,
Against rigid Apollonian order.

I prefer the freedom to protest vociferously,
Rather than be trapped in a regulated society.

I still prefer the wildflowers of an English garden
To a predetermined artificial 'paradise’.
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Charting Our Progress Beneath The Stars

The world began in Eden
And ended in Las Vegas;
From beautiful garden
To dazzling morgue.

The world began

Snug in the soft feathers

Of holy innocence;

Now it hides its needle marks.

The world began

With Adam, the first poet:
Naming the animals.

Now words are used

To sanctify advertising

And other disreputable arts

The world began

With waves of hope.

Now there is only

Garish forms of lesser light;
Amidst the infernal darkness.
As we close our minds

And caress our smart phones
Like rosary beads,

We live like strangers

To one another.

The world began in Eden
And ended in Las Vegas.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 377



Cheap Rate Churchill: (Bojo's Briefings During
Lockdown,2020)

A cheap rate Churchill:
Who always seems befuddled
And then slurs his words.
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Cherry Tree Cottage

By the old cottage;
Contemplating Spring's blossoms:
Rose pink & snow white
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Childhood Memories

Childhood memories:
The scent of incense & the
Colour of the streets.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 380



Childhood Perception

The child does not decipher the world, like we, who
Are wracked by Time's invariable sores & wounds.
For he or she experiences, a glowing.

colourful oneness, that we compartmentalise.
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Childhood Perception 2

Childhood perception:
Flowers bend towards the sun;
The green swell of time.
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Childhood Vision

As a small child I dreamt of sailing to

The fantastical shores of fairy isles.

O I would dream of sailing oceans blue

And boundless; under diamond studded skies.

Now such exotic dreams are rather rare.
Kingdoms of the mind are harder to find.
Childhood offered freedom without a care.

Yet it still spawns my poetic designs.
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Childhood Visions

Childhood visions are present in these streets.
They're filled with a profound, yet playful light;
That will never die. My senses run wild;

When I revisit this place of lost youth.

The houses and gardens are like things from dreams.

There's a blurring of illusion and truth.
It is a bright world which is frozen in time:
My secret world of fables, symbols and signs.
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Childrenin The Park: (August 29th,2020)

Children in the park,

Absorb the last fragile rays,
Of the summer sun.

Many years from now, they will
Perhaps look back and

Recall, the warm innocence
Of days when they played
Without mortal cares before
The darkness arrives

Like an unwelcome stranger,
Or a pale spectre,

That lingers eerily at Life's
Abundant banquet.

Children, hold on to the Light!
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Chris Whitty:Government Lackey (May 28th,2020) .

O professor Chris Whitty is a complete twit.

He is as dull as dish water; a useful idiot.

He says he doesn't get involved in politics;

When he is standing next to our pompous P.M;

Who is now defending the indefensible.

Why can't he criticise contemptible Cummings?
Afterall, the rest of us are raging with anger,

At this vile creature for breaking the 'strict' lockdown.
It's one rule for one and one rule for another,

In the' democratic' realms of the United Kingdom.
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Christ Versus So Called Christians: (Inspired By
Liberation Theology)

"You cannot serve both God and Mammon.' (Matthew 6: 24)

I'm not too keen on Christians, but I like Christ,

And his radical teachings. O I often think

That many ardent believers give religion

A bad name! Take those who regularly attend

And worship, at the exceedingly rich Vatican,

For example. Do they ever pause to question

How this modern Mammon, in anyway, shape or
Form can possibly represent the Love, Grace and
Mercy of the beautifully expressed Beatitudes?

Quite frankly, I wonder what Christ would think of it.
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Christ Versus The Church

Jesus Christ, was for the poor, not the rich.
I wish my church would acknowledge this.
But it is too concerned with petty rules
And dogma. It treats us like paltry fools.
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Christ Versus The Vatican

Jesus Christ poured out His life blood for the oppressed:
That is the meaning of the venerated Cross.

He sought to liberate animal consciousness.
Throughout the ages, pure Love is crucified whilst
Crude, unchecked power extends its dominion.

The Vatican's repressive, retrograde orders

Grow obese & corrupt amongst their great riches.

The lost, ragged strangers are hidden far from view.
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Christmas Cards

There are pictures of baubles, mistletoe and snowmen.
There's Santa Claus, reindeer and stars that glisten.
Yet the one picture, that's often curiously missing;

That really matters; that gives the season true meaning
Is that of the Christ- child born in a humble manger.

In these times of secular glitter; He's a stranger.
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Christmas Markets

Christmas markets keep tradition alive:

From the waft of grilling beef and mulled wine;
To gleaming gold stars and silver bracelets
From wooden toys to tankards and trinkets;

To fresh flowers, art, crafts and antiques.
They've got whatever it is that you seek.
They're a thriving riot of sounds, colours,
Smells: a wild world of wonders and splendours.
They're an Eden of cheeses, cakes and sweets.
Thousands of bright stalls fill the winter streets!
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Christmas Not Yuletide

Because I'm not a heathen or pagan;
Because I'm not inclined to worship trees
Or stones, I take issue with those who refer
To Christmas as Yuletide. For I'm inclined
Towards a higher light that respects the
Human form while pointing to the divine.
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Christmastime

O Christmastime is colourful lights and mulled wine!

It is the warmth of log fires on winter nights.

It's the scent of pine trees and the sound of sleigh bells.
It's a manic time of shopping: of buy and sell.

It's the sublime taste of turkey, sweets and puddings.
It's the joy of giving presents and receiving

Them. It's about the birth of a heaven sent child.

We often forget; as we hide from the divine.
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Christ's Sacred Blood

Christ's sacred blood,
Burns right through the heart and soul,
Before it can heal.
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City At Night (Newcastle Upon Tyne: August 2017)

O this fair city seems to be singing tonight!

O love is in the air; it's swarming in the streets!

It's all ablaze; a passionate flame burning bright.
We'll share much laughter & drinks in this blissful heat.
O this enchanted city is like a drug. It

Desires to provide me with the highest of hits.

O there are beautiful dancers with bright blue eyes!
It is summer's last hurrah, before the light dies.

I love the deep neon glow of silver and gold.

My heart's as light as a bird's and I'm feeling bold.
There's a full moon and a myriad stars are gleaming.
I'm not certain whether I'm awake or dreaming.
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City Of Neon Lights

Neon lit city:
The endless flow of traffic.
Where are we going?
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Clarity

At first, I was blinded by the Light, but now

I can see clearly. The past and all of its
Disenchantments are a blur. O I will compose
Bright odes to beauty; that are beyond compare!
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Close Encounters With The Third Way

They're the new improved hollow men:
Such obsequious mannequins.

They are purged of all doubt & sin.

They are pathological liars;

Yet left dumbstruck when faced with Truth.
They're duty bound never to stray

From the cool, slick, airbrushed message.
They parrot sound bites for a living.
They're the new improved hollow men:
Such metal headed mandarins.
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Clovelly Fishing Village: North Devon, England: July
2019

Drowsy, summery days; dreaming by the bay:
Where soft sea breezes merge with bucolic ways.
Gulls and terns glide over deep set, jagged cliffs.
Deep blue waters are pregnant with silver fish.

O donkeys dawdle along old, cobbled streets.
Time is frozen here; cottages are pristine.

Their facades are filled with the freshest flowers.

I savour the bright moments of each passing hour.
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Coded

Everyone has their own number

In the crude, glorified system.
Everyone has their own password,
To access tainted information;
Amidst the jungle of advertising,
And, seemingly, casual propaganda.

Many are turned on by notions

Of justice, freedom and passion;

As they exist in magazines.

Many see soft lights & roses;

While some see cages & mazes.
Some see their dream visions fading
In the swamp of the spectacle;

In the age of the hyper real.
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Coffee And Croissants: (July 26th,2020)

Coffee and croissants
On a fine Sunday morning.
What could be better?
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Cold, Calculated World

Our lives are shadowed

By the cold stare of a star:

In a regimented age

Where we are governed by gadgets.

It 's like Plato's apt cave image

In which we're shielded from the sun.
And seduced by simulacrums:
Conditioned from the cradle to the grave.

What role is there for the artist
In a world of shiny surfaces

And meaningless day-glo symbols & signs.

Other than to repeat the mantra?
Perhaps bold creative types should
Exist outside of the crude system
And work with base materials:

To construct new worlds of mystery.
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Cold, November Wind

Cold, November wind
Blows so hard: scattering leaves
Across avenues.
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Colourful Tranquility

A most pleasant afternoon by the water's edge:
Reading a book and sometimes simply observing
The foliage's softness and the rippling river:

Such colourful tranquility...such indolence!

How I wish all aspects of fleeting time could be
Condensed into these precious moments of wonder.
Then perhaps their brief rareness could last forever.
O sometimes it's so marvellous to be alive!
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Comedic Genius Versus The Critics

O you made him into a caricature:

A kind of second rate clown; a hollow man.

Yet he was unique; a comedic genius;

A bold chameleon: changing styles all the time.
His timing was impeccable. The laughter flowed.
He was the king of improvisation, for nothing

Worth commenting on, would pass his curious eyes.

You dour, constipated critics should shut up!
You excel in mediocrity. I see right

Through your fake because you lack

Talent, does not offer you the God given right,
To put others down; especially the great ones!
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Comfortably Numb

He can be considered comfortably numb.

For nowadays he doesn't drink so often.

But has Prozac prescribed sporadically.

He takes regular exercise at the gym.

How he loves to attend that secular shrine!
He's a 24 hour news & sports junkie.

A keen consumer of the latest products,

He adores wearing anything with brand names.

He cannot be described as a citizen

In the more traditional sense of the word.
For he's a rather passive floating voter:
Wooed by slogans and big personalities.

He doesn't seem concerned about policies.
Distracted by enticing lifestyle choices,

He goes on many holidays in the sun.

He likes to bet in casinos from time to time.

He avoids fatty foods; stocks up on yoghurt

But still relies heavily on pre packaged meals.

He frequents night clubs, when he is in the mood,
But doesn't read fancy novels much these days.
He prefers to go on line and surf the Net.

And on Ebay, he buys and sells lots of junk.

He likes to laugh aloud at surreal adverts

And the classic comedy repeats on 'Dave.’

He gets on okay at his brand new work place.
He is most at ease with fellow employees.

And detached but still in tune with the rat race.
He sleeps like a baby; so snug as a bug.

And no longer experiences nightmares.

Now he knows how to deal with all the madness.
He has a certain interest in stocks and shares.
He's no longer religious but humanist.

He is not in love but enjoys one night stands.
He is adept at filling in forms like a
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Lobotomised monkey, for all manner of things.

For he's now very well adjusted to the game.
He accepts the fact that he is truly trapped
Like the proverbial hamster on a wheel

Or a goldfish in bowl circling around
Aimlessly but still functioning...just drifting.
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Comforted

This September morn:
And the scent of fresh flowers
Seems to fill the air.
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Comic Book Heroes

Comic book heroes:
O come and be real for us.
For we're truly lost!
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Communication...What Communication? !

To those who overuse modern gadgets,
Let me remind you all, that effective
Communication is a two way process.
And not a kind of mumbling monologue.
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Communion

Sacramental wine,
Fragments of mystical bread,
Feast of compassion.
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Communion Now

I will not burden you with the weight of my love,

Nor judge you harshly for your all too human faults.

I prefer to embrace the fragrant flowers of forgiveness,

Rather than draw from the darker realms that often consume us.

I know your eyes do not glimpse the same stars as mine,
But I know we breathe the same air and feel the same rain.
I know that life's blood red roses will wither,

And I know that desire is inevitably fleeting.

But I do not care about such meagre matters.

For I shall build a home for you in my heart and soul;
Not for some complicated ploy devised in private;

Not out of pity or some pious sense of duty;

Not out of some petty, puerile need for conquest;

But for an older, wiser sense of communion

That lies dormant within us, like a bible truth.

In this age of disposable pleasures;

Amidst its instant access to animal ecstasies,
I seek a more profound, pellucid angelhood;
That exudes the warmth of grace;

That is secure in itself; that recognizes

The primal need to be acknowledged.

I shudder at these self absorbed times.

Yet you confirm the sunlight deep within me
And for that reason I am truly grateful.
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Communion: (July,2019)

All the sadness and joy of being human,

Is to be found here in this jewelled moment:
Where we share sacred bread and wine and sun;
Where we acknowledge death's sighs and laments;
Where we awaken to the flesh formed Word.

And the angels linger like quiet birds

In this ancient, redeeming ritual.

All the clinging, dark ghosts of the ages

Are exorcised here; where the world changes;
Bathed in the light of the spiritual.
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Company People

Now that I'm working on my own, I have to say,

I don't miss the juvenile camaraderie

Of company people. Quite frankly they

Don't share my sense of high culture or irony.

Nor do I miss the dumb, drunken office parties.

I'm glad to breath in a more refined, rarefied air

And study; read books; view art works; write poetry:
Anything to avoid the company people!
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Complete Control

Complete control is what you most desire.

For mystery is no longer a friend.

You once marvelled at the sea's constant ebb and flow,
And the subtle changing of the seasons.

But now they mean nothing to you at all.

Or so you say, as your repeat the mantras

Of the cold, grey systems that you once despised.
Remember the times you basked in the glow

Of moonlight, as you poured out the secrets

Of your heart. That now seems such a long time
Ago. You've traded in your poetic

Visions for starker, prosaic solutions

Indeed, you have discarded all your dreams.
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Composing Poems

Composing poems is like submitting to a storm.

You just have to suffer and wait so patiently;

Until the metaphorical rain, in frantic

Downpours, soaks you to the bone and the writing flows!
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Compromised

So now you're inclined to turning

Tricks for the vain glitterati;

Just jumping through hoops like a seal,
For the proverbial pay packet.

Chasing paper rather than dreams;
Shacking up with all and sundry.

So what's it like there in Purgatory

Now Poetry's sweet angels have all fled?
To be frank I can't say I'm shocked.

I suppose it was good while it

Lasted - however temporary.

I've met your type so many times.

It has become kind of hackneyed.

I feel like a modern Tantalus.

Yet it's still so hard to commune

With someone who's reaching for the stars:
Just to resign & throw it all way;

To surrender to the status quo.
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Computer/ Internet Blues

Sometimes it's like Alice In Wonderland,

As pages get really big then really small,

For no apparent logical reason.

Curiouser, and curiouser... absurdity abounds.
Of course, there are all the pop ups that appear
When one is in the middle of reading

An interesting, edifying article.

Then there's the invariable slowness

With that damn blue circle constantly

Whirling around. Sometimes, I'd rather

Return and resort to books and compose poems
By deploying simple pen and paper.
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Confronting And Embracing The Dark Stranger Within

Friedrich Nietzsche once warned us

Not to battle with our own demons

Or monsters in case we become one ourselves.
For he reminded us that when we gaze

Into the abyss; the abyss gazes into us.

We will never free ourselves from its grip.

In many ways, Nietzsche was the world's first
Psychoanalyst, some years before Freud.

In order to know ourselves fully

We must venture deep into our own souls.
But we must courageously confront,

The dark stranger and potential foe within;
Without being consumed by fear or hate,
Sometime we catch a fleeting glimpse

Ofthis shadow selfin the familiar face

That we constantly observe in the mirror:
Eventually we must embrace him or her:

In a difficult marriage of light and darkness.
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Congratulations To L.F.C: (June 26th,2020)

Congratulations to Liverpool F.C

For winning the English Premier League trophy,
For the first time in thirty years. O we kept
Believing that you could reign over the rest!
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Consciousness Reborn

The red orange smear over blue:
The light that rises over the sea,
Is like our consciousness reborn,
After life's dark and troubling storms.
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Consider

O consider the weight of innumerable

Dark centuries on the backs of the dead and

The living. Consider the distance between us

Now that the fragile flowers of love have withered.
Consider the plight of the artist or poet:

Who constantly pour out their dreams and visions in

A world of great indifference. They die a little

Each day. O they speak from the heart and bleed for it.
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Constant Reveries

Constant reveries of our connected world:

Our bright screens provide a million delights

Why even Buddhist monks have stopped meditating,
And are now busy with messaging and tweeting!
Should we even bother with reality, when

Illusions are infinitely more appealing? !
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Consume Don't Question

'Consume don't question! ':
Proclaim impious elites.
Nothing is sacred.
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Consumer Dreaming

O consumer dreaming saps our being.

Like fabled magpies we are preprogrammed

To scavenge wildly for glittering junk.

For advertising burns brightly through our veins.
And it contaminates our consciousness.

We are now conditioned to scanning screens

For intermittent flashes of offers;

Linked to a vast range of brand new products.

As Christ once opined: ‘does it profit to gain

The whole world; whilst losing our sovereign souls? '
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Consumerism's Fervent Disciples

The fervent disciples of consumerism

Pray to their garish gods of greed and quantity.

They are addicted to gadgets andalways seems.
To fail to appreciate the small things that make

Life worthwhile. Instead they tend to incessantly
Nourish and inflate the crass andspectacular.
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Contemplating Keats

'Beauty is the splendour of truth, &quot; (veritatis splendor) : Plato,
The Romantic poet, John Keats, believed

That if we keen poets purposefully

Pursue the truth, in time, we are bound to

Discover a sprinkling of rare beauty.
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Control

I can navigate
These constantly teeming dreams.
The night is still young.
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Conversion

Now the scales have been
Removed, in conversion's flash,
I can see with fresh eyes.
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Cornucopia

Cornucopia:
Of endless, dreamlike delights;
In sacred moments.
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Coronavirus: Downing Street Briefings: (March To
June,2020)

Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!
Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!
Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!
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Corporate Control

Corporate control
Of every living being:
Resistance futile.
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Corporate Culture

Corporate culture corrodes consciousness,
As one has to submit to the workplace,
Like an obedient puppy. There is

No room for misfits. One has to accept
Prevailing beliefs and behaviours;

Put on a mask and ignore one's conscience.
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Corrupt Stock Market

Corrupt Stock Market:
It is a modern Moloch.
We are its victims.
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Cosmic Evolution - (2001: A Space Odyssey)

Jawbone to spaceship:
Fron Ubermensch to Star Child:
Reincarnation.
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Country Music Parody

I am just a world weary wanderer.

And now I'm searching for sanctuary.

When I think of all the time I've squandered,
O it makes me want to lie down and weep!

I've drowned my sorrows with whiskey and wine.

I've gambled away all my good fortune;
Oblivious to all the danger signs.

And now I'm feeling so alone and blue.

I've dwelt within a world of distractions.

I couldn't see the light for the darkness.

I ignored fruitful realms of creation.

I refused the verdant paths; that were blessed.
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Creation

Traces of wild stars.
O the lifeblood of flowers!
Nature's disclosures.
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Creation Weaves Wonders

Vibrant Creation weaves constant wonders.

A phalanx of stars ripens like fruit in
A distant, dream like, milky galaxy.
O how many worlds lie beyond our sun?
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Creation's Rich Tapestry

O I'm inspired by the colours, the forms and

The textures of life's inexhaustible painting.

I marvel at the diamond studded stars at night

They radiate more than any fake, neon light.

The beauty of the moon is more vital than art.

The sun's primeval power is more profound than

Our pale truths. Nature's rivers, hills, valleys and streams,
Resonate in the memory, more vividly

Than mimetic music or poetry's frail words.

In Nature's hands, ethereal and earthy blend.

Fluffy clouds float like angels in deep blue heaven.

From Spring's first blossoms to bleak winter's sleet and rain,
There's an immaculate contrast of flame and shade.

The sweet miracle of verdant flowers, plants and

Animals: in all their endless varieties

Gives me pause for thought and further contemplation.
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Creative Freedom

I salute all those who stand for creative freedom:
Pirate radio DJs, subversive poets

Feral, graffiti artists and street musicians;

All those who break crass rules that are rigidly set.

For being part of the mainstream corrodes one's dreams.

Better to be on the outskirts at the cutting
Edge of culture. Better to explore novel themes,
Than regurgitate a range of frayed, hackneyed things.
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Creative Work

Creative work can
Heal the deep wounds of boredom;
As one form new worlds.
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Creativity Versus Bureaucracy

O to all you meddling micro managers;

To all you petty, pedantic pen pushers;

And to all you crass, corporate bean counters;
To those with the imagination of fleas;

I'd like you to know that I possess a soul,

And I will not be subject to your cold plans
And idiotic strategies, in any way,

Shape or d, I'll paraphrase what the

Great poet/ prophet William Blake proclaimed:
'l need to create a system of my own

Or be enslaved by another's. My business

Is not to merely analyse but to create! '

I spit upon all of the mediocre schemes:
Spawn by anally retentive committees:

Who can't appreciate pearls because they're swine.
O I spit upon all pointless paperwork.

And portfolios are for the philistines.

God willing, there is a special place in hell;
Reserved for all those who sanctify order and
Conformity, and crucify true artists!
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Creativity Versus The Conservative Order

Sparks of originality and roots of compassion

Are often contained in the dark secrets of wounds.
We should never try and build walls around our hearts.
We can only receive grace when we are broken.

The repressive systems, that are forced on the world,
Are created by those who simply cannot bear
Existential pale creatures of fear;

These reducers of consciousness continue to

Run our societies, and callously stifle

Creative spirits and cultural alchemists.

They invariably connect and glibly speak

To the fascist within us all. 'Obey orders! '

Is the crude mantra implicit in their message.

They are now ubiquitous; as they dominate

Our screens and our minds. They prefer the cold,
Telescopic eyes of surveillance to the warm,

Vibrant heart of universal communion.

They cannot hear the angels' lamentations.

They are doomed to fail. And because they will not look
Deeply into their own souls, they cannot hope

To transcend the worldly desires that confuse them.
Hence, the mystical rose will always elude them.
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Creativity/ Destruction

All creative acts are marred by decay.

O the bold dreams that we actualise

Turn to nightmares and soon become ruins.
The blazing light of hope soon turns to ash.
When the child in us dies, we begin to
Demand proof; no longer do things seem so
Colourful and boundless. Warm innocence
Is replaced by experience's cold fears.
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Crisis Point

Pale moonlight reflects
In dark, foreboding mirrors:
Shadows lingering.
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Crude Authority Versus Pure Creativity

Crude authority,
Can often crush, wild flowers
Of creative thought.
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Cruising Along The River Ouse 2: York, September
13th,2019

Such sights to behold;
Cruising along the river:
Light ripples on blue.
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Cruising Along The River Ouse: York, September
13th,2019

A most peaceful day:
Cruising along the river.
Watching time drift by.
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Cruising For A Bruising: (To The Clown)

One clown on here, who deploys many different guises,
Seem to think he is a rather clever, elaborate liar.

In fact, he's incredibly foolish and non-engaging.

He better watch his back, as he's cruising for a bruising!
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Cultural Wasteland

O culture is a forbidden word

In a dead end town where life resigns.

How lonely are all the sweet caged birds?
And how slow is the passage of time?

Why are these flowers crushed by doorways
That could lead to sunbursts of new days?
Where is the light, and where is the key?
Where are curious spirits like me?
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Cultural Year Zero

What has happened to our culture?
Now, Z list celebrities are popular,
Because they eat ghastly insects,

In exotic jungles on Reality T.V.

What is the point? What is the purpose?
Is this someone's idea of a joke?

I don' t think it's funny at all.

Indeed, I think it's a crying shame.
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Culture, Sweet Culture

Culture, sweet culture,
Is what separates us from
The animal world.
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Cyberspace

O cyberspace's ethereal realms are so dense

With images and information of all kinds.

They seem so vivid and alluring to us that,

Nowadays, even reality appears

Grey and mundane compared to our bright, gleaming screens.
It's merely cyberspace's distorted shadow.

Yet these burning, pertinent questions still remain:

How far have we evolved? How far have we progressed?
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D.I.Y: (Lockdown May 21st,2020)

I'm painting the walls with colourful whirls.

I'm not worried about anything now.

Who cares how the future will unfurl?

I'll utilise the freedom I'm allowed.

Then I'll meditate and focus on each

Golden moment, as wonder is in reach.

Later on, I will begin organising

My precious library. I shall take time

For any number of edifying things.

O I shall decipher esoteric signs

And ancient symbols from dusty, old books.

I shall gently water the plants in my

Spacious garden. The way the flowers look

In late spring warms my heart. I'll spend my time
With that which wasn't important yesterday,
Amidst the machinations of the rat race.

I shall stick to a schedule and keep things

In perspective; just relax... hear those birds sing!
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Daily Constraints

Daily constraints of
Straight jacket society:
Freedom is a myth.
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Dame Vera Lynn: (1917- 2020)

Dame Vera Lynn was
The greatest pop star of the
Forties. God bless her!
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Dark Star Of Decay

Dark star of decay:
Cold eyes roam from face to face;
Keen senses expire.
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Dark Times Ahead: (August 28th,2020)

Summer's pale flesh

Is now fatally wounded,

By the incessant

Driving nails of the bitter

Wind and rain. Sorrows

Cut deep. And I fear that things
Will only get worse.

Fragments of mercy and faith
Lie scattered on these

Cold and lonely, dead end streets.
The light is dying,

And no one communicates,
With one another,

Anymore. Dark times ahead.
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Dark Times Are Coming

The Rock of Ages

Is beginning to crumble;
Pitfalls marked on Time's
Weathered map, suggest
The gradual rise to power

Of a cruel and vile

Arbitrary order. It

Will come like a bird

Of prey in winter soaring
Remorselessly through

Biting winds. It will come when
We least expect it;

When we seem to be content
And snug under

Artificial lights; when we

Are satiated;

When Faustian longings are
All the rage; when we

Have forgotten faith and no
Longer feel the need

To kneel and pray. It will come
When we're completely
Immersed in secular ways.
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Dark Times: (In Memory Of Victor Jara,1932- 1973)

There is no gold at the end of the rainbow,

For we who have been forced into exile.

And there is no hope, when lights go down low,

And masked agents try out new techniques and styles;
In cold, damp interrogation rooms.

They break our weak bones and crush our fragile minds
We are like flowers cut down in full bloom.

They spit on our poetry. These are dark times.
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Darkness And Silence

Darkness and silence

Linger over Time's gravestones.

At the still heart of

Night, sometimes you can hear the
Angels' softlamentations

Under the severe, white moonlight.
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Darkness At The Heart Of The World

Darkness at the heart of the world,

The poet's fire is extinguished.

Blood drips from the wounds of the Word;
Bitter cries of lost souls in anguish.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 462



Darkness Breeds

Wise voices of the old choir are being drowned out

By modern cacophonies. Spiritual drought

Is rife. We pretend that there is no fear and pain,

Yet we're desperately in need of healing rain.

It's bone dry in the deserts of our hearts and souls.
Decades of avoidance are now taking their toll.

All the great craftsmen with aged, wrinkled hands have gone.
Love's music has been replaced by discordant songs.

The time honoured seasons are now mere merchandise.
Artificial designs abound. This world's cut price.

Some may suggest that life seems so easy and smooth
These days, but where is communion? Where is Truth?
Now quick fix gadgets are our companions, we

Dream of the 'perfect' future, meanwhile darkness breeds.
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Darts

Once it was spit and sawdust;

Now it's champagne and stardust.

Once it was a paltry pub sport;

Now it packs out huge arenas.

Once it was about averaging 90;

Now it's a smattering of 9 darters.

Once it was the butt of jokes;

Now it's a cool, soaring sport.

Once it was dropped by the barmy BBC;
Now it certainly thrives on starry eyed Sky!
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Davros: Evil Genius Or Major Moron

That evil 'genius', Davros, was Dr Who's

Greatest foe, always plotting someone's instant doom.
He was certainly a grand master of science,

And created some dastardly appliances.

But in many ways he was a bit of a tool.

Is it the case that he was somewhat of a fool?
Sometimes it seems that he was unable to see

The wood for the trees, to coin a phrase, so to speak.

For example, his deadly creation, the Daleks

Were unable to climb up stairs. O what the heck

Were you thinking of Davros? ! O what a mistake!

And what about the fact that you absurdly placed

The black switch that controlled your life support systems
On the front of your chair. What a major moron!

Finally, you made sure that your Daleks were cold

And calculated, just like you, if truth be told.

This move backfired, when they decided to rebel

And zap you. Your pleas for pity? What the hell

Were you thinking of Davros? ! Were you having a laugh?
O how could you possibly be so bloody daft? !
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Dead Zone

Frozen metal skies:
Fractured media message:
Truth is a carcass.
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Dealing With This Lockdown

We need to nurture
Our houses with joy & light:
keep darkness at bay.
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Dealing With Time (Inspired By Schopenhauer)

We can terminate time with a warm Kkiss.

We can travel beyond time with a book.

We can escape time with music's caress.

We can freeze time with a long, patient look
At a sunset or a surreal painting.

We can feel time's rampant flow by writing.
We can release time by slowly breathing.

We can transcend time when we are searching
For the eternal design; that's revealed
Sometimes in soft burning visions and dreams.
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Dear Father (1995)

In dreams, I'm driving along endless roads
Of mangled red flesh and dry, sterile bone.
Driving along as the body decays:

O there is nothing left for me to say.

I regret the things I should have said.
I regret the things I could have been
In your eyes; just for you dear father
This is the cross that I have to bear.

Nightmares collide with cold reality.

Feelings I thought, had long since died, now seem
To flood back in waves of grief. How can we
Resolve the immense weight of the past. These
Intense, vivid dreams cannot help us move
Ahead, when one step forward is the truth:

That's all we've ever known. Life is precious,

Yet broken hearts are hand to mend in time.

I regret the things I should have said.
I regret the things I could have been
In your eyes; just for you dear father

This is the cross that I have to bear.,
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Death And The Maiden: In Memory Of Egon Schiele
(1890 -1918)

Watching from the wings as desire dissolves

On bulbous land. Brittle bones poke through the pale white flesh.
This is the devil's bleak crossroads where attraction

And repulsion meet. Contorted bodies: attached

Yet so ng anguish of the torn world

Behind illusion's veil; Behind the frozen masks

We vainly hang on to dreams as they fade

The artist knows his paltry acts of rebellion

Are futile in an indifferent universe.

These eyes I have seen in dreams: wild, blank, blood shot eyes
That have glared at the heart of the void for too long.

O these twig like arms; hands and lips cannot connect.

They would break into pieces with a mighty clap.

Clinging and cleaving in despair to fractured flesh,

The two figures writhe around like restless reptiles

On a rucked fling of white fabric. O they are caught

Between longing's rose and the dark kingdom of lust;

With no shimmering deceptions of Love's warm light.
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Death Draws Closer

Death draws closer,
To Summer's children of love:
Ill fated murmurs.
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Death In Life.

In the shadowy world where we reside,
The angels of mercy are receding;

The clowns & monsters have taken over.
Love is usurped by superficial signs.

The clothes we wear reveal the scars of war:
Cut price souvenirs for cognoscenti.

Who said that the search for novelty leads,
In the end, to the threshold of despair?
The rain keeps pouring; it's never ending
We haven't seen a hint of sun in months.
Too much chaos! I need a change of scene.
For I have seen the writing on the wall.
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Decades

O life's strange procession moves on,
The summer is almost over.

The air's heavy with nostalgia:

With the scent of fading roses.

I recall the tainted glories

Of beloved ones now gone.

O praised be the peace that passes
Ordinary understanding.

Its a design of rare gold

Etched in the silvery night.

The pale mystery of moonlight:

Its sense of serene seclusion;
Seems to remove the trails of doom.
The ethereal beauty, of

Mozart's piano concertos,

Seems to fill this room's emptiness.

I cry like a child although I'm old now.

I remember being young and carefree.

I can still hear vague traces of laughter

Of lovers & friends & acquaintances

That float freely on the freshening breeze.

I stand by the gate at the garden's end.

Six decades have passed in no time at all.

I see the children of morning's new face;
Casually plucking flowers as they play.

I think of all the time that's passed me by.
Each inevitable turn of season.

Between the primal, warm, green spark of birth
And the mid summer of my tender youth;
Between the pathways walked a thousand times
In search of shining Truth and the time

Spent alone as starry eyed creator.

Between sketchy notion & the honed craft

Of conception lies a lifetime's labour.

O I've so much work still left to complete;

Many heavy burdens still to carry.
O I'm haunted by unearthly figures.
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They're half in soft light; half in shade;

Always desperately calling out my name.

Each evening I watch the leaves as they fall:
Red, gold and brown on Autumn's solemn ground.
I try to cry out in the cold October dawn.

For I'm still moved by strong passions that burn
Like slow, consuming fires deep down inside
The time has come to retreat from this world

Of fleeting shadows and embrace silence.

I'll merely observe the birds as they nest,

And watch the clouds as they drift by and die.
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December 1st: 2019

Frost covers the trees.
The winter's here again.
I shall hibernate!
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December 31st,2009.

The dying embers
Of a decade of broken
Dreams & promises.
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Deconstructing Bruce Willis

Have a go/ Diehard 'hero':

An apologist & ambassador

For Stars & Stripes Empire.

His earliest memory was

Observing flags all around

The mighty Washington Monument.
Quick flashback to ground zero:
Bald headed Bruce is the avenger.
Via trials of blood and fire.
Hollywood movies enact rituals

Of violence as American as
Homemade apple or cherry pie.

He claims that he most admirers
The brave soldiers fighting overseas
In the name of liberty...while others
See it for what it is...blood for oil

Is it any wonder then

That I cannot stop smirking

When bold Bruce proudly proclaims that
He believes in artistic integrity? ! !
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Deconstructing Media: In Memory Of G.S.

Some call it News, when it's propaganda.
Some call them journalists, I call them hacks.
Some label truth tellers as subversives.

Are dissenters really unpatriotic?

Some call social reformers: Communists.
Some call murder: collateral damage.

Some call brutal occupation: democracy.
Some call bold freedom fighters terrorists.
Some call wild genius: insanity.

Some call it poetry when it's mere prose.
Some call pointless bureaucracy: progress.
Some call the shots, even though they're useless.
Some call it light when it's really darkness.
Some call it heaven when it's really hell.
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Deconstructing Romantic Dreams

Some say that Nature's red in tooth and claw,
But for the Romantics things are different.

Thus they create odes to birds and flowers.
They refute notions of brutish progress,

And drift through life as if possessed by dreams.
They idolize trees and valleys and streams.
Indeed at times I'm inclined to be one

Myself and embrace an ideal world that
Radiates with a reassuring light.

But I observe too much darkness these days.
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Deep Blue Days: (The Profound Effects Of Meditation)

Deep blue days of calmness flow through my veins.
There are no black clouds in my inner skies.

There seems no real reason to question why.

At night, clusters of stars illuminate

My consciousness. I hear the softest sounds.
Waves of oceanic feelings abound.

There seems no reason to pontificate.

My dreams are decidedly heaven bound.
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Deep Blue Sorrows

Deep blue sorrows grow amidst

The green spring time of life. Troubled youth
Dwells too long upon the place of shadows,
And stops singing its potent songs.

Dominic Windram

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

481



Deep Sea Diving

O the measured flood of surf;

The cosmic rhym of tides!

The world rolls like a pearl
Through gulleys in the mind's eye.

The wind reports on a wreck'
Breaking upon a reef.

Its hull is dislodged and dragged
Over a coral steeple.

Its sunken cabins are sequined
By luminous shoals of silver fish.
That I can only describe

As resembling aquatic butterflies!

A myriad of shells are filched

From watery caves by divers

Amidst mutli coloured pockets of the sea.
O observe its brilliant fauna and vermillion
And saffron praires of weeds!

The deep sea diver extracts molluscs

From shells with corkscrew twist of knife.

Many times he has listened to the great roar

Of the sea from the vast deeps of the shell's insides.

The waves unroll a white hem of lace
On the soft pure sands.

The sapphire water discloses

A sea floor of zebra stripes.

A nervous cloud of pink fish

Takes off into deeper water.

Observe a heap of ink black pebbles

And the sanded drag of smoke.

Observe the blue dazzle of light above.

O what dreams this undersea world evokes!
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Deep Within My Heart

Deep within my heart:
A vivid universe is
Slowly expanding.
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Deep Within My Soul

Deep with my soul,
A vivid universe, is
Slowly expanding.
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Defiant To The End

O I will never beg for praise

From cold, faceless institutions.

I prefer alternative ways.

For I'm happy on the outskirts:
Remaining true to my visions.

I'm not impressed by fake outbursts,
From the many fevered egos,

That dance to corporate demands.
People inevitably go

Wherever the current wind blows.
Yet so few seem to understand:
There's nothing new under the sun.
One has to see beyond the haze.

I resist all crude distractions.

I shall spend the rest of my days;
Creating worlds to kill boredom.
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Delayed Acknowledgement

Those atheists that

Turn pious in old age,

Need a crutch to lean on,

As rampant winter rages.

A lifetime chasing shadows

Has made them regret.

It seems that His glowing signs
Could always be traced

In their every footprint;

Which they once chose to forget.
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Delusions Of Grandeur

You claim the right to free expression,

But I only hear the cacophony of words.

You worship at the altar of the secular

Whilst pouring scorn on the sacred.

You revel in your spurious rebelliousness,

But you don't suffer the birth pangs of creation.
You blindly strengthen the status quo,

As you caricature the culture of the other.

You crave immortality in the blink of an eye

But to me you are mere insects reaching for the stars.
You believe in a shining happiness for all,

But you will not share the bread and wine.

You believe that your purifying love will save the world
But you don't see the worms at its core.

You proclaim a 'brotherhood' of man

But exclude those that are not born into ‘light'

You extol the fruits of democracy,
While you bless the might of the military.
You like to preach that the pen is mightier than the sword

Indeed it is: the poison of propaganda spreads far and wide.

You weave wondrous worlds from myths & dreams,

But you never stir our critical faculties.

You may think that you are gilded guardians of peace

But you are not fit to proclaim the prophecies of the Dove.
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Delusions Of Grandeur 2

You crave a court of constant flatterers,
Rather than a critical readership.

O what ridiculous airs & graces!

You abound in decorative nonsense.
Your poetry's a painted skeleton.

You can't get your head around a concept.

You use diction no one can understand.
I will never pander to your demands.
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Delusions Of Grandeur 3

Vile of tongue and lacking in wit;

Talk the talk; but cannot commit.

Dull of mind and heavy of foot;

A preening bunch of pampered mutts;
With image rights and private jets,

For laddish foibles: no regrets;

With plastic WAGS to stroke their egos,
Their self delusions just grow and grow.
They'll blame the ball, the pitch, the ref.
They'll blame VAR; constant stress.

O they may beat their chests and try and
Point so proudly at 'The Three Lions'.

O they may even attempt it seems

To display their marks, wounds and bruises,
But to me the current England team

Are a bunch of glorified losers!
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Delusions Of Grandeur: (In The Early Years Of The
21st Century)

We once took part in the amateur hour;

In the dark basement of a cold Arts centre
We thought that we were such precious flowers.
And that our souls were fragrantly scented

O we were at the height of our powers!

But after that things began to turn sour

O looking back we were so deluded!

For we were not masters; merely students.
The musicians played with great seriousness.
They were followed by brain dead comedians.
Next it was our turn to enter the scene.

We walked on stage to fulfil our dreams.
Then we began to read our poetry;

Which seemed to fall upon deaf ears.

We performed extracts from our latest works.
We strived very hard to please not to irk.

We thought of ourselves as modern Romantics,
When in reality we were faking it.

We tried to emphasise every golden word.
We wanted our poems to sing like the birds.
But the audience looked decidedly bored,
And we left the stage to muted applause.
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Denouncements

I denounce the vast war machine of teeming male testosterone
And plagued patriarchies that discredit the Eternal Feminine.

I denounce the deadened minds that dominate in the corridors of power
And the regimented rhetoric that reduces consciousness.

I denounce the tribal deities that require constant sacrifice to maintain their
control over fragile psyches.

I denounce the false preachers and prophets of hatred who proliferate in the
shadow lands.

I denounce Mammon in all of its myriad forms and I despair of its devoted
disciples.

I denounce the crucifiers of pure Imagination in callous, cut throat economies.

I denounce the mandarins of mainstream media whose task is to distract not to
inform.

And I denounce the pitiful propaganda that propagates imbecile illusions of
happiness.
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Depictions Of The Royal Family On U.K T.V

There seem to be two main types of depictions
Of the Royal Family on U.K T.V.

The BBC, tends to concentrate on its more
Formal aspects, and its colourful history.
Whereas ITV appears to accentuate

Its celebrity status and considerable

Allure, for the pleasure of us grateful peasants.
Although they seem to offer different perspectives,
What they share in common is a marked lack of
Criticism, of what some regard as, an

Archaic institution that still upholds

The iniquities of a reviled class system.

Yet the more discerning viewers among us,

See right through the 'subtle' state propaganda.
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Desolation

Love and faith cannot
Congregate here; in this
Wasteland of dry bones.
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Despair

Despair is a disheveled moon;

Whose blurred light corrodes heart & soul.
It's night breaking through mundane day.
It is the darkness of the Fall,

After Eden's bright innocence.

It is the starkest of meetings

In the mirror; where one sees scars

But never traces of beauty.
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Despite The Darkness

Despite the darkness,

They ignhore the sacred Word.

Despite the darkness,

They keep worshipping false idols,
Despite the darkness,

They dance like fools on the wires.
Despite the darkness,

They keep consuming like bloated pigs.
Despite the darkness,

They preen themselves like narcissists.
Despite the darkness,

They pretend as though they're saved.
Despite the darkness,

They only follow garish neon signs.
Despite the darkness,

They occupy their time with trivialities.
Despite the darkness,

They ighore the sacred Word.
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Despite, Or Perhaps, ...

Despite, or perhaps,

Because of gut wrenching doubts,
Blazing agonies;

Slowly, the spirit seems to

Grow wiser. Beauty

Appears to glow with richer
Textures: light and dark
Shadings. For joy and sorrow

Are integral to

Life's strange, beguiling fabric.
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Despite...

Despite the rampant, instant communication

So indicative of our brash, new modern ways.

There seems to be little spiritual connection,

Between many people these days, and widespread dismay.
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Despotic Leaders

O the 'Free' World's crazed, despotic leaders have
The machines, the media & the masses

At their disposal. They rely heavily,

It seems, on their cult of personality.

Democracy is merely a game to them.

Image, like items/ products, is everything.

And we, the people, just spectate. We never
Really participate. That's the way the world works.
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Destroy Then Recreate

Bring down the old ways
Build new monuments of peace.
No war anymore!
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Diana, Princess Of Wales, Memorial Fountain (2004)

The fabled followers of fashion are drawn here

To mourn the Princess of Hearts; England's modern rose.
O they surround this 'sacred' site in their thousands.
They are attracted like mad moths to a light bulb.

Why are they here? Why do they need this granite shrine?
To converse with the spectres of trite sentiment?
Perhaps they've assembled to prove they still exist;

By making the ground wet with their crocodile tears.
Yes...they are here for something that is evident:

Yet it's a something they can't quite articulate.

Perhaps some kind of Holy Grail that is not here.

It never was. And deep down, I think they know that.
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Diatribe Against The Poetry Slammers!

I'd much rather be considered antediluvian,
Than pursue the trite novelty,

Of the preposterous poetry slammers.

It's truly pathetic that they prefer pantomime
To vital, radical art that edifies.

I have watched these painted zombies,
prancing around the stage, so many times,
And I find them vile of tongue & slow of wit!
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Dichotomies

The cold lips of narcissists are indifferent

To the warm beauty of words; that carelessly
Issue forth from them. Soft vision are heaven sent.
Yet they are indifferent to hard reality.

And the soul's white purity is indifferent

To dark, sordid particulars. It will never

Mingle with them. These dichotomies are present
In time, and they will remain with us forever.
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Differing Perceptions

Many live their lives blithely without a care.

Some glimpse the light, while for others all is grey.

Some give in too easily to waves of despair,

But the firm roots of faith and hope will find a way.
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Digital Communication

The endless chatter
Across cyberspace's vast realms.
It is mind boggling!
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Digital Culture

Digital culture:
Social atomisation;
Designer labels.
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Disconnected

O these bright fragments, leftover from childhood,

No longer provide pleasure. They've lost their worth.
As for Youth's brief arena of distractions,

Its vivid colours used to arouse me, but

It lacked substance and form. And now life's pressures
Weigh heavy upon me. O there seems to be

No escape from the all consuming rat race!

It will take some time; but I will heal my mind.
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Disguising Despair

The comic mask you 'effortlessly' wear,
Tells me nothing about your deep despair.
It is your habitual persona.

I'm afraid it has now become frozen.

Dominic Windram
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Disgust

As I look around this wanton world of today,

I see everything that I once believed in fade.

All I feel is a deep seated sense of disgust.

What's happened to ethics? What has happened to trust?
O why are the righteous prophets hidden from view?
What has happened to me? What has happened to you?
The dark agents still proliferate in the West.

For them it's dog eat dog; survival of the fittest.

O I've watched them crush all the creative flowers,

And I know they'll continue to cling to power.
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Dislocation: (February,2011)

The wind's plaintive moans

Are accentuated by

Darkness. The bones of

These dreams are stark. O they lack
The rose pink flesh of

Sumptuous inspiration.

Tonight the stars are

Dead in Time's rusted machine.
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Dismal Days

Slowly the light drags
Across the dark, dingy room.
Fear hides in sheets.
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Dismayed By These Redundant Times

Ignorant of divine origins,

Yet familiar with spiritual hunger,

This blank generation stumbles on;
Making the same old mistakes;

Such as referring to the darkness as light;
Or sentimentally wishing upon dead stars:
That are as cold and as bleak as night.

We cling on to brightly painted bones,

That we assume will bring us luck.

We are truly lost. We can't seem to see

The verdant woods for the gnarled, black trees.
We may assume that we are civilised,

Yet our lives are plagued by superstitions.

Like our ancestors, we still live in fear.
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Disney World

This is a thriving, perfect world
Where golden dreams dance into life;
With technology's magic wand;
Sanctuary from today's strife;

A cool, commoditized Eden

Of story book fantasies,

And clockwork pictures of living,
Before the Fall's bitter coming.

Quaint symbols are replaced by fresh signs;
Where one shalt always follow arrows;

And where one shalt always stand in line;
Directed by warm currents and flows.
Blasts of hyper reality,

At affordable rates for all,

With wondrous waiting worlds to see;
Childhood digitally recalled.

A world of great progress and perks:
Of journeys to stars that dazzle;

Of mad parades and fireworks;

Of bright, pink fairy tale castles;

Of hot dog and pop corn pleasures;
Of reckless, preposterous pirates;
Desperately hunting for treasure;

Of heroes that pluck love from hate;

Of cartoon images made flesh,

Providing plastic transcendence;

Where's there no putrid scent of death;
Just a blurring of the senses -

(Just taste the sweet, swirling madness!)
Of immaculate scrubbed clean streets;
Of holidays all the year round;

Of grand, exotic mysteries;

Of international renown.

Compliant performers in costume
Radiate such rainbow tinged fun,
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Like bold spring flowers in full bloom;
As cheerful as the summer sun.
There is always a song to sing

In swell, delightful Disney World.
There is always a neat ending

Where evil doers are defeated;

Where Mickey Mouse never ages;

For time has no meaning here.

The light of love shines on all faces;
For fairy dust removes all fears.

It's the perfect place for us dreamers;
(The price we pay is merely pride.)
For we are passive consumers

Who like to be taken for a ride.
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Disney World 2

Disney world - is a world

Sprinkled with fairy dust:

Where dreams do come true;

Where the colours are so bright;
Where you can smell the popcorn

& taste the sweet, swirling madness;
Where pink plastic palaces penetrate the sky
& thousands of fireworks explode in the night;
Where the fleeting moment's celebrated
& the troubled past is buried;

Where the technology's amazing

& the rides are so exhilarating;

Where the experience hypnotises

& the critical faculty sleeps;

Where cleanliness is next to godliness
& everything runs like clockwork;
Where the staff are always smiling

& having fun is mandatory;

Where the brand is beautiful;

& the image is everything;

Where the products are cool

& radiate with meaning;

Where money is not the root of all evil
But the enabler of all desires;

Where the future is American

For America is the land of liberty;
Where the lights never go out

& the magic never ends;

Where time has no meaning

& Mickey Mouse never ages;

Where no one is excluded

If they're willing to pay the price.

Hence the gates are open for the lucky ones

Who are enticed by the dazzle of illusions.

And illusions seem to carry great weight these days,
While ugly, ragged reality is kept out.
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Disorder

The bruised, frosted dawn:
There's blood in the fingernails;
White lines on the floor.
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Disorder 2

The loss of feeling;

Thoughts that violate the mind:
Harbingers of doom.

Sometimes in nightmares they stare
So menacingly,

Like the cold eyes of a cat.

They're hard to remove.

They're guided by a darkness

Which knows no limits.

They stem from the Shadow that
We like to keep locked

Tightly away deep within.

But when we're broken,

They seem to flood through the cracks.
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Disposability

'Everyone and everything is diposable! ':

That's what the corporate moguls would like us all
To think. O they can turn warm hearts of innocence
Into cold steel! O they want us all to consume
Their latest creations and discard the rusted

And the old! Indeed, they require us to reject

The holy flame of conscience: that lies deep within
Our sovereigns souls. We must try to resist them!
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Disrupt The Order

Disrupt the order
Of routinized existence.
Create novel forms.
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Dissonance And Melody

Dissonance and melody compete for the gifts

Of the potent Muse of bleak nightmares and bright dreams.
The beating heart of wild poetry and jazz riffs,

Is a constant fusion of light and dark, it seems.

The gnarled black dog of depression gives birth

To pure white cherubim and seraphim of joy.

When we're wounded, we can measure beauty's true worth.
Praised be the visions, the sensations and the voice.
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Distance

We now seem as distant from each other

As the stars are from the earth. The soft, warm
Flame of longing has now dwindled in Time's
Cold grasp. We're no longer friends,

Or young lovers, but complete strangers to
One another. It seems like we have turned
Slowly into old and hardened cynics

As all emotional ties are severed.
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Distillation

Let me gather up all the flowers you refused.

Let me trace the star that gleamed on that fateful night.
I don't expect any easy answers from the gods.

I don't wait in patient awe like martyrs or saints.

I don't believe in drugs or herbal remedies,

Or engage in gambling as I don't have much luck.

I don't do horoscopes for reasoned principles.

I don't expect Love to find its way through wastelands
Of despair. I only have faith in the power

Of poetry to drive a bold light through the darkness.
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Distorted Mirrors

Distorted mirrors:
All artificial Edens
Disguise their dark ghosts.
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Divided World

Some side with the pure light of Jesus Christ,
While others prefer the darkness of Cain.
Some believe in the sacredness of life,

While others proclaim that it's all in vain.
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Do Not Alter Your Love.

Do not alter your love.

For it should not be distorted

By myriad darker things:

That cling leech like to the soul.
Do not alter your love.

Let it flow freely.

Let it open petal by petal

Like a violet emerging in Spring:
Fed by the breath of warm breezes
And the soil and the silvery rain.
Do not alter your love.

It should not be distorted.

O allow it to radiate

With an innocent kind of light.
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Do Not Disturb

Do not disturb the profound silence of mystics

With your superficial, unholy bourgeoise ways.

Do not bore radical thinkers with statistics,

For they can see right through you with their righteous gaze.
Do not think that you can outdo the keen artist:

Who can paint things that you can only imagine.

And do not seek to patronise the dispossessed,

Who know their plight and desire to begin again.
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Do You Dream In Multi Colours?

Are your dreams multi coloured or just black and white?
Perhaps you perceive precious hints of sacred light;
Even amidst the darkest, wintry realms of night.
Perhaps you're a prophet blessed with profound insight.
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Do You Dream In Multi Colours? Version2

Do you dream in multi colours

Or just in mundane monochrome?
Do you live your days in fear

Or do you like to wildly roam?

Do you reach for the golden stars
Or are you bound by crude habit?
Do you explore strange, exotic worlds

Or are you anchored by creed & tribe?
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Document 2018

I document wastelands of endless sadness,
For I feel adrift amidst the swarming madness.
Angels have fled the desecrated garden.

The Light's buried under illusory worlds:

We are mired in codes and absurd systems;

In stale, mindless routines like frightened children.
Butterflies suffocate in the poisoned air.

The fake, plastic roses refute transcendence.

The last trace of beauty struggles to survive.
Paradise is a perfumed pipe dream for sale.
There's no wild struggle of will, passion or faith.

In a world of narcissists fame is the prize.

O I recollect Kierkegaard's caveat:

That novelty's fruits turn bitter so quickly!

We should look beyond masks for flakes of silence.
We should search for wisdom that yet bears no name.
The sword of Damocles hovers overhead.

The prophets recede in the lengthening shadows.
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Document: 2007

Before I die, I must document these bleak times,
Like a modern prophet or a subversive scribe.
Haunting me always are the ghosts of memory,
Sometimes I truly wonder whether they are real.
Guilt runs like vital blood through my Catholic veins.
O sometimes I feel as though I'm going insane!

Distraction constantly follows distraction.
Endless distractions hide the cracks in creation.
There is no sense of stillness. Nothing is at rest,
In this artificial land that has not been blessed.
I pray for the emergence of a brighter dawn:

A pure rose of presence; in this world of thorns.
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Don't Follow The Fakers

The pied piper poets are courting

The sweetly singing sirens by the rocks.
In time they will both lead their acolytes
To wretched oblivion; for they can

Only offer the allure of novelty

Not the potent wisdom of the ages.
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Don't Follow The Fakers 2

The pied piper poets are courting

The sweetly singing sirens by the rocks.
In time they will both lead their acolytes
To wretched oblivion; for they can

Only offer the allure of novelty

Not the potent wisdom of the ages.

The true artist court no sycophants.
His light emanates from deep within
The vast, ethereal realms

Of his self contained soul.

He deplores dewy eyed disciples,

And the doggerel of deluded amateurs.
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Don't Give Up

I know that you feel that the world is going mad.
I'll bring you roses; now you are lonely and sad.
O try not to worry, for it will soon be spring:

When once again the blossoming flowers will sing.
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Don't Lose Hope

Don't let sweet hope grow old and grey.
Let it sing within you like Spring.

Let it guide you from day to day.

Let it breed a thousand bright things!
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Dormant Humanity

O these eyes no longer glisten in the darkness.

O these eyes can no longer perceive the Truth.

O these eyes are unable to decipher the

Writing on the wall like noble, righteous Daniel.

O these eyes are distracted by eerie twilight.
Nobody sees Grace fall from supple, tender skies.
Everyone seem to wear bizarre masks these days,
Because they are fixated on denying their

Vibrant, inner selves, O that is a tragedy! .

A cruel, wintry wind whistles through these empty skulls.
Nietzsche embraced a horse that was being flogged.
By its owner, yet was regarded as mad.

Bright stars pass by us without being noticed,

Yet we venerate crass mediocrities.

We still seem to condone secretive torture.

And surveillance's harsh flames burn everyone.
Whileangels' wings are irretrievably broken.

And the pure light is buried under floorboards.
Every subtle symbol has become garish.

Who can resurrect the corpse of humanity?
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Downing Street Briefings: (Lockdown: June
12th,2020)

Downing Street briefings
Are now becoming surreal
And ridiculous.
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Dream Consciousness

I'm seeking sanctuary on the outskirts of words:
Amongst the sweetest melodies of spectral birds.

I want to grasp the Light that transcends the senses.
O I want to embrace the moon's subtle caress,

And depict the endless weeping of pregnant skies:
Where grief & sorrow are mirrored myriad times.

I would like to perceive the potent roots of Spring
And portray the birth of a plethora of things.

I would like to experience Creation's oneness.

Crude symbols cannot capture its' teeming essence.
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Dream Garden

The soft pink glow of
Tulips in the warm spring light.
Dreams are descending.
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Dream Operators

Dream operators,
And unhinged, ruthless hucksters,
Run this wanton world.
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Dream Worlds: (Inspired By Henri Rousseau)

Dream worlds of lions;
Lingering in dark forests:
Rousseau's strange conceits.
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Dreamers

The ways and the wanderings of dreamers
Are decidedly idiosyncratic.

For them the gleaming moon and stars are guides.

They decline detailed, obligatory maps.

Dreamers are perhaps careless, but they have
Unlimited access to bright, inner worlds.

There are those who critique such quirky folk,
Yet, it's not a perfect world; hence we need them.

Dominic Windram

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

542



Dreamers & Idealists

Flowery dreamers,
And angelic idealists,
Add colour to life.
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Dreaming And Faith: (27th August,2020)

It is not just dreaming, but faith,

That is rooted in my being.

O my poetry hints at Grace!

It offers a way of viewing

The world, that has been forgotten

In this manic, modern climate.

Soon the solemn winds of autumn

Will drift towards us. Colours change
With the weather: red, brown and gold
Leaves will fall, as we contemplate
Life's purpose; the fate of our souls.
We need new words with which to pray.
For these older forms do not seem

To speak to us today. Let our dreams
Decorate our weathered faith and
Understanding. So the hand

That guides them is vivid and clear

To us. May we live without fear.
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Dreaming Of Eden

I shall pack my poems with plentiful rhymes
And adopt a plethora of different styles.
Renewed by the greater, pellucid Light;

With a sense of firm purpose and power,

I shall create garlands of poetic flowers.

I'll pluck them from this vibrant genesis:

This teeming green age of my dreams.

I intend to reap all the benefits.

I will aim to merge, what is with what seems,
And I will put a stop to lesser schemes.
Although there will be struggle, it will look like
All was performed in the twinkling of an eye!
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Dreaming Of Eden (Alternative Version)

Poetic flowers:
From this vibrant genesis;
This teeming green age.
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Dreaming Of Escape

I'm tired of work and the heavy earth.

I'd like my spirit to float in blue skies.

O I'm tired of measuring my worth,

Via my possessions and my lifestyle.

I'd like to retreat from this absurd age

Of wantonness and greed. I'd like to write
Of magical things and wild, wondrous days,
And escape the clutches of dreadful night.
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Dreaming Of The Headland: Hartlepool

Blue sea, seagulls' screams,
Rock pools of deep mysteries:
Nature's dream fragments.
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Dreamland

Once we stumbled upon a dream landscape.
It was all the colours of the rainbow:

The blithe fairies and elves came out to play:
Where life was pure as the driven snow.

O it was permanent summertime there!

The satyrs and centaurs played their pipes.
Then they warned us of the great dragon's lair.
We heeded all their wisdom and advice.

We visited some strange, exotic lands:

Filled with unicorns, goblins and wild sprites:
Many creatures we couldn't understand.

We roamed the valleys and soared mountain heights.

We stayed for what seemed like eternity.
Yet when we awoke it was merely hours.
Clearly we shared an enchanting dream.
O we were called there by magical powers!
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Dreams

Dreams are wild flowers
Illuminating my days.
No more thoughts of sorrow.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 550



Dreams & Visions

Dreams and visions:
Of pleasant moonlit rivers
And calm blue oceans.
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Dreams 2

Dreams blessed by the Light,
And nurtured by night's silence,
Dissolve in the dawn.
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Dreams Are Descending

Dreams are descending,
Like glistening flakes of snow:
Magical moments.
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Dreams Are Descending 2

Dreams are descending,
Surreptitiously. like snow
In the depths of night.
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Dreams Are Piling Up

Dreams are piling up;
Like the late December snow:
Crisp and sumptuous.
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Dreams Flow

Dreams flow through the night.
Will their light unlock my mind?
Will T be wiser?
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Dreams Of Angelhood

I dream of angelhood and Love's promise; despite
The desolation of the desecrated night.

O the anguish of all the ages endlessly

Recurs in need to be so vigilant.
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Dreams Transcend The Mundane.

I walk empty streets,
Still holding on to rare dreams:
Deciphering signs.
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Dreams Turn To Nightmares

Dreams turn to nightmares:
Spectres crowd pale egg shell skulls;
Serpents writhe around.
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Drifting Off To Sleep

Thebirds are drifting
Off to sleep, under a bright
And full summer moon.
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Drink Coca Cola!

Drink Coca Cola:
Delicious & refreshing;
Live the dream always!
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Dumbfounded By A Day-Glo World

The snow falls with supernatural slowness:
As surreal as ceremonies of dying;

As stark yet serene as a seer's presence;
O mid winter's malignant spell is binding!

The soft spirit of grace fades from the world's face.
I'm moved by the crescent moon's subtle caress,
Not the dazzling, febrile glow of cyberspace;
Where the blare of the counterfeit displaces,

Our time honored notions of noble Truth.

And floods the senses with miasmal confusion.

In the fashion house of fleeting youth

Sparks spatter from the anvil of illusions.
Airbrushed models leap from magazines & screens.
Their skin is as smooth & deluxe as vinyl.

Symbolic myths are pasted onto tomorrow's dreams.
Sentimental surfaces mask the violence.

I watch, with august judgement from the wings,
As the heady, hackneyed scenes are replaying

This is the era of the passing impulse.]

Irony dissipates in the desperate light

Of a phantom sun that mesmerizes us;

While the frail human subject's shadow declines.
Slyly parasitic in our ‘cozy' homes,

Like preening cats we crave supine asylum.

We are content to embrace shadow kingdoms.

We no longer seek a transcendent domain

Of fire & air; that stirs the stars & seeds.

We lack a profound hunger for higher needs.

There are only intermittent murmurings

- Lullabies of the lost that sing through the cracks.
We're content with the cut price in sensation's quest
Not the fresh miracle of warm surprise that's blessed.

Glittering fragments adorn our cave walls.
We are far removed from ultimate concerns
And the contemplation of Platonic Forms;
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The pure pools of silence, in which we once
Dwelt, are now polluted by the endless din

Of distractions that deny the source of things.
The Word is strangled by syllogisms.

It is wrecked on the vast shore of sophistries.
This is the age of tainted information.

It's replaced the richness of ancient wisdom.
An abyss now sneers at verdant creation.

A brand new form of bigotry has begun.

I detect it in the marked decay of doves.

It can be deciphered in the death of Love.
The halo is now outdated & defamed.

Poets are ciphers writing metallic verse.

And ‘activists' reek of narcissistic aims:

What manic, translucent clowns of dissidence!
We seek an arbitrary sense of order.

There are no more prophets or passionate pilgrims.
Only starry eyed tourists crossing borders;
There's no seamless coat of divine harmony

I can only trace the warped patterns of those
Who weave coarse fabrics of their own devising.
I sense the power of the vainglorious.

There are no reference points of virtue or sin.
We are left with mere remnants of beauty
That only the refined artist can perceive.l]

I gaze knowingly at black, skeletal trees;
For their gnarled, ice laden branches plague my dreams.
In these bleak mid winter moments - dark spots in time.

I await the coming of spring & its' vital wine.

Dominic Windram
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Dust On These Roses: (August 23rd,2020)

Dust on these roses,
Marks the imminent death of
Summer. I lament.

Dominic Windram
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Dystopia

Behind the gleaming skyscrapers,
The silent screams from the ghetto
Behind the bowers of flowers,

The dry bones of penury.

In the shadow of luxury hotels

The graffiti & the slow burning rage.

Dominic Windram
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Dystopian Visions

O Love cannot hope to survive

In a wilderness of stale lies.

Mercy evades the stern judges

Of humanity who never budge

From their rusted old perspectives.

They always take and never give.
Innocence hides from crude search lights
In the cold corridors of night.

Dominic Windram
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Each One Dreams

Each one dreams, in their
Small, private cells at night time,
Of glorious escape!

Dominic Windram
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Each Snowflake

Each snowflake is unique.
Each one's a beautiful world
Of wondrous design!

Dominic Windram
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Early Morning: (June 24th,2020)

Early morning in
Mid summer: Benediction
Of the blazing sun.

Dominic Windram
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Early September 2 (September 11th,2020)

Early September.
And the wind and light suggest
Autumn enchantments.

Dominic Windram
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Early September 3 (September 11th,2020)

Early September:
Leaves are beginning to fall
From trees, through sunlight.

Dominic Windram
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Early September: (September 10th,2020)

Early September
Is dark green with flashing hints
Of golden promise.

Dominic Windram
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Early Spring

Sun rise, and a rose pink dawn is emerging.

It is waking sound sleepers from their dreaming.
Warmer light is now filtering through windows.
Outside, a much calmer wind gently blows.

O there is dew on the grass and the hedgerows,
And white blossoms point to a bright tomorrow!
In verdant fields, we hear the lambs soft bleating.
Fresh in every detail, are the signs of spring

Dominic Windram
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Early Summer Rain: (Lockdown, June,2020)

Here comes the welcome, early summer rain;
Softening; healing the obstinate ground;
Replenishing flowers in parched gardens;
Releasing the sweet scent of petrichor;

Part soil; and part ethereal fluid:

That is believed to flow like blood wine in

The veins of the gods; o nature's magic!

Soon rainbows, aligned with hope, will emerge.

Dominic Windram
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Easter - Children's Poem (For Lucy Windram)

Easter is such a special time of year.

It brims with new life, love and light so rare.
Sweet birdsong floats on the warm, April breeze.
Pink & white blossoms scatter on the streets.
The lambs & chicks play in fields of deep green.
Once again the people begin to dream.

The tulips & daffodils gently bloom;

After winter's harsh reign of icy gloom.

The shops are filled with all kinds of goodies;
From colourful eggs to fluffy bunnies.

O Easter's a magical time of year.

It brims with new life, love and light so rare.

Dominic Windram
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Easter 2019

Nature's rhythms reveal the primordial Word.

It flows like a river to celestial seas.

O it speaks, with lightsome grace, to our deepest needs.
In secular festivals, it is now unheard.

For we're distracted by endless colours & sounds:
That only serve to mask the regions of darkness

Or to ease the symptoms of the amorphous crowd.
O we need once again to embrace rootedness.

We should consider the seed; not just be aroused

By the cornucopia of fruit or flower.

We need to listen closely to intricate powers:

That constantly shape creation with boundless Love.
We need to grasp the ways of the Lamb & the Dove.
I hear rhapsodies and odes to strange suns & moons
I hear voices sing of gilded domains of sin

Yet who will reflect Silence's wise & pure pools:

Who will compose healing modern poems & hymns?

Dominic Windram
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Easter Dreaming

Lamb like lullabies,
Dreams flow like rose pink blossoms.
Easter's warm surprise.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Musings

Every Easter, I think hard about life,

I think of human suffering; the Word

Made flesh and Christ's redeeming sacrifice.
Yet there's still so much that I have to learn.
We poets, are conversely: flesh made word.
The seasons and the elements shape us.

We seem to dream of impossible worlds.

We are, at times, the essence of stardust.
We are linked to the sweet songs of wild birds.
Each fresh syllable we stress is heart felt.
And often our very beingness burns

With an eerie fire that is transcendent.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Sunday 1

I am feeling blessed,
By the knowing caress, of
Sweet eternity

Dominic Windram
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Easter Sunday 2

My soul floods with light.
For through my deep faith, I know
That He is risen.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Sunday: (In Relation To The Pandemic)

Frail human structures
Are collapsing all around.
Yet His Light prevails.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Sunday: A Meditation

We're distracted from seeing
The divine source of Being.
May we be reborn in Christ
And discover God's pure Light.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Time 2015

It's Easter time again

And there's sod all to do.

It's raining cats and dogs

And I'm frozen to the bone!

I see that ITV are putting on

All 31 'Carry On' films

For our viewing pleasure

How considerate of them:

What depth of vision!

What supreme imagination!

O how I wish I was elsewhere,
Maybe sipping coffee,

In a cafe on the Champs-Elysées;
With other arty types;

Talking about Baudelaire & Bresson
And the surreal blossoming

of strange exotic flowers.

Such joie de vivre!

But back here among the grime
And the philistines,

It's Easter time again

And there's sod all to do!

Dominic Windram
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Easter Trivialised On Linkedin

O if you just post about cute Easter bunnies,

You'll receive hundreds of comments; thousands of likes!
However, if you think a little more deeply,

And share posts about Christ's redeeming sacrifice,

Or His radical agenda for humankind,

The members' response will, invariably be,

Negligible. O what has happened to this world? !

This worship of sentimental guff is absurd!

Dominic Windram
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Easter Trivialized

In order to fully commemorate

This significant sacred time of the year,
When we recall, with due deference,

The poignant meaning of the Passion,

And the promise of a new life in Christ,

We strongly recommend that you purchase
The following items. Have a nice day:

A vine berry Bunny

Wreath with burlap bow;

A Blue beaded foam egg
Placed in a white pot;

A vintage true faith

Resin egg;

A fluffy ba ba sheep
Designer bag;

A lamb sun catcher;

A metal chick in an egg kit.

A pink floral cross
With green chevron;

And a ceramic fairy flower girl.

A Palm Sunday puzzle;
A Last supper saucer;
A saints & martyrs
Sticker pack;

A cream floppy eared
Welcome sign'

A crown of thorns
Crayon set;

A pastel praised
Gypsum word;

A crucifixion key ring;
And a plastic wind up
Swimming bunny.
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A red fluorescent Christ;
A light of the world lamp;
A hop hop hop

Bunny head with hat;

A saffron jute with tulips;
A ‘we are blessed'

Black wood board;

A blood of the lamb,
Ketchup bottle;

A purple ‘ice cream

For Jesus 'onesie;

And a 'He is risen'

Paper bookmark.

Have a very happy Easter!

Dominic Windram
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Easter Vigil

The hard frost of Lent
Has gradually thawed.
And we calmly await,
The subtle miracle

That gives significance
To life's shadowy forms.

This is a night of strife,

That scans the centuries,

When deliverance and despair
Stake their claim on the psyche.

O Lady of Mercy,

Bless us in our brokenness,

As we offer bread and flowers,

As we discard the old, habitual ways.

O Lady of Grace,

Radiant heart of the Dawn,
Accept our human flaws,

May the spirit sanctify the flesh.

In this dreamless, cosmetic age
Of endless distractions,

We are lost in labyrinths

Looking for guidance.

We tend to inspect the air

For the scent of permanence.
Thus we cling to time worn rituals:
The flickering of a candle flame,
To symbolize His Presence,
Emerging from the veil of darkness;
Pure water and fresh fire

To caress the scars of Time.

We must prepare ourselves

For the moment that merges

With teeming Eternity;

When the frail, battered self
Retreats and a clear world
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Of Being is born.

When even in old bones

The pith is gently stirred

And purpose is rekindled.

Easter is the year's ascension.
For at the stroke of midnight,
Spring time's revelation

Will herald the coming

Of a Greater Light.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Vigil 2

O truly blessed night;
That begets the arrival
Of a greater light.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Vigil 3

O this profound darkness of pitch-black night,
Will soon beget a fresh, forgiving light.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Week: Version 1

This week, eternity descends from wounded skies,
And crashes like lightning into our humdrum lives.
We are forced, at length, to decipher seemingly
Obscure symbols, hymns and signs; which indeed, in
Our glazed, modern eyes, belong to some other time.
Flesh equates to bread; blood is conflated with wine.
For this solemn week speaks of profound human pain,
And life's redemption, like the healing April rain.

Dominic Windram
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Easter Week: Version 2

This week, eternity descends from darkened skies,
And crashes like lightning into our humdrum lives.
We are forced, at length, to decipher seemingly
Obscure symbols, hymns and signs; which

Our glazed, modern eyes, belong to another time.
Flesh equates to bread; blood is conflated with wine.
Yet this solemn week speaks of profound human pain,
And life's redemption, like the healing April rain.

Dominic Windram
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Easter: April 2020

Easter is spring's crown.
It adds to the fresh light with
Its symbols and hymns.

Dominic Windram
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Ebay

Explore ebay now.
We can sell you anything,
Your heart desires.

Dominic Windram
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Echoes Of Another World

Echoes of another world:

Hiding deep within the shadows.
Sometimes we receive hints:

When a gust of wind sifts the leaves;
When the twilight turns to violet;
When a subtle light reveals,

The intrinsic beauty of things,

We often don't take time to notice.

Dominic Windram
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Eco - Warrior

Nature is on the brink of extinction.

I sense the darkness mocking creation.

I sense the suffering of innocent things

I lament the butterfly's broken wings.

Love's been sacrificed; the Lamb has been slain
On the altar of monetary gain.

I anticipate the days of fire & flood.

A burning anger flows within my blood.

Dominic Windram
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Ecstatic Communion

Ecstatic communion:

When the blood burns through the veins;
When the world's weight is dissolved;
When the universe expands;

When the light is pellucid

When all the colours collide;

When all the flowers explode,

When wild heaven emerges.

Dominic Windram
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Ed Miliband (Former 'labour' Leader: Uk)

Ed Milliband is
Middle class. He's more Marks and
Spencers than Marxist!

Dominic Windram
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Edvard Munch (1863 - 1944)

Nature's dark angels
Kept watch over his cradle.
He was tormented.

Dominic Windram
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Eerie Easter Dream

The dark green agony
recurs in Gethsemane.

The lizard is writhing
On the blurred rock

The sun's blood burns
In my Catholic veins

Golgotha's skull
Leers in the savage light

Dominic Windram
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El Salvador

White hand on black paper
Meant death for Romero -
Revered archbishop.

Yankee dollars were behind
The mass executions;

The rapes & electric shocks.
The cameras recorded

The vivid colour of blood.
Armed dark angels still prowl
The crumbling city streets.

Dominic Windram
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Election Day

We're requested by the elites,
Every five years, to mark an X
For our preferred candidate.

It's a perfunctory task:

Requiring little thought or effort.
We're like B.F Skinner's rats
Conditioned to pressing levers
For small rewards it seems.
Unfortunately, that's as far as our
‘Noble' democracy stretches.

Dominic Windram
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Elegant Gardens

Elegant gardens:
The church spire stands aloof
And peeps through tall trees.

Dominic Windram
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Elemental Poems

I'll bring these visions drifting in the air

Down to earth and transcribe them in soft flame.

I will baptise them in the purest pools
Of stillness and silence. I'll nurture them.

Dominic Windram
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Elites Appease Us

Elites appease us
With new 'bread and circuses'.
We've got to resist!

Dominic Windram
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Embedded Journalists

O embedded journalists thrive on illusions,

Limos and lunches. O they know how to avoid

The facts at all costs. O they serve their dark masters
Very well; it has to be said. I ignore them.

Dominic Windram
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Emptiness

Intoxicated by worldly pleasures,

And bitter sweet odours of faux flowers,

The lost, feral children of the dust,

Drift aimlessly & chase after shadow dreams.
The neon gods they worship distract them

From the blessed realms of ultimate concern.
Their hearts prefer to dwell in the house of mirth
Rather than the house of wisdom & sorrow.

O the deserts grow deep within their souls.
Novelty's futile pathways lead to despair.

Dominic Windram
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Enchanted Art

Enchanted Art, that soars like the angels,

Is alas, very rare these days. There are
Many dilettantes, but too few masters; .
There are many in possession of a

Keen entrepreneurial spirit. Yet

Sadly, in these current, cynical times,

There is an alarming lack of vision.

O where are the bold experimenters?

Where in the world, can one still discover,
The wild, starry eyed, persistent dreamers? !

Dominic Windram
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End Notes: (Parting Is Such Sweet Sorrow, July
7th,2020)

O I shall embellish these final notes

With a sprinkling of magic and beauty:

The wind's soft whispers; the fragrance of rose.
Then I'll return to my visions and dreams.

Dominic Windram
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End The Licence Fee Now!

O I'm so sick and tired of paying a licence fee,

For the 'privilege' of watching the barmy BBC.

O why on earth should we pay for what's ostensibly state
Propaganda or face imprisonment? ! I'm so irate!

Even Joseph Stalin never came up with something like that!
It's a corporation of the pompous and rich fat cats.

Its general tone is patronising; it's so out of touch.

O it provides very little; yet promises so much.

Its programmes never point out the elephant in the room.
And when someone does, they're labelled as mad, subversive fools.
Personally, I think that the weary British public

Have had quite enough. So move over BBC and quit!

Dominic Windram
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End Times

The modern world worships idols of gold:
From Vegas glitz & Disneyland theme parks,
To crude celebrities who sell their souls.

Quick fix culture: torn between light & dark

We now need prescribed drugs to cure boredom.
The rampant rat race madness leaves its mark.
We have lost the keys to inner kingdoms.

We cannot find our way through the labyrinth.
We will pay the price like fabled Sodom.

Dominic Windram
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End Times 2

The great image is shattered.

The wild birds are no longer singing.
All T hear are stagnant, hollow sounds
The warm colours have been drained
From the sun and sky. Creation

Has now sunk into an abyss.

Dominic Windram
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Endless Distractions

People's lives are invariably traces of

Debris; distractions that try in vain to defy

Inevitable death. There are those who indulge

In animal ecstasies; until they are left

Satiated, but inconsolably alone.

And there are those who meditate from sunrise to
Sunset. Yet they can only glimpse a fragile light.

There are those that seek myriad novelties,

Yet all they discover are the dregs of despair.

And there are those who gamble obsessively,

Yet so often 'Lady Luck' is not on their side.

There are those who glitter wildly with fame's glories.
Yet they can't face themselves in the clear mirror.
There are those who stagnate in rooms of contentment.
They keep death in its place on a daily basis.

There are those who need conflict to feel more alive.
Yet thrills of endless wars can't fill their empty souls,
Yet there are some who face death; look it straight in the eye.
And create something precious; that's worth living for.
For they are the true prophets, poets and artists.

Dominic Windram
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Endless Possibilities

Too many choices!
Which symbols should I select
To paint Life's patterns?

Dominic Windram
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England: 2020 (January,2020)

O those bleak nocturnal scenes of junkies,
Winos and beggars still disturb my dreams.
This broken, bloodied nation is deeply
Divided. Things are not what they seem,

In England's fabled green and pleasant land.
They are so few that even understand
Brecht's belief that bread is more important
Than morals when living on a knife's edge.
All academic talk of reform is cant.

As are politicians' spurious pledges.

Dominic Windram
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England's Dreaming

I hear the plaintive strains of Green Sleeves
Emanate from colourful ice cream vans.
Pummelling Punch and poor Judy are still
Popular in certain seaside resorts.

Leather clad bikers, on Bank Holidays,

Often hang around quaint old villages.
Maypole and Morris dances go round and
Round and leave me gladly dazed and confused.
The sweet, familiar scent of fairground

Candy floss and toffee apples still drift

On warm summer breezes. And fish and chips,
With batter, wrapped in newspapers,

Cockles and winkles also with salt and
Vinegar, are simply divine to eat.

These idiosyncratic reminders

Of England's dreaming still fascinate me.

Dominic Windram
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Enlightened Artists

Your colour & craft
Increase our consciousnhess
Like angels dreaming.

Dominic Windram
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'Enlightened' Humankind.

Humankind is now so enlightened,

That it can send spacecrafts to other worlds,
And glimpse the most distant light in our
Teeming universe. Yet often it seems,

That vain, distracted humankind, cannot
Perceive the pure light within its own heart.

Dominic Windram
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Enlightenment

An enlightened trance
Of glowing inner heaven.
Sun filters through dreams.

Dominic Windram
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Enlightenment 2

Spring illuminates

Old bones in memory's cold
Graveyard. The fragrance
Of budding flowers frees up
The senses. Words

Hint at metaphorical

Falcons that soar through
The centre of consciousness.

Dominic Windram
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Ennui

I walk along these paralysed streets;
Vainly searching for something precious.
Like a faint blast of exotic music

Or a preacher with a golden throat:
Something soulful in this plastic age:
Where everyone seems to act out a part.

Dominic Windram
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Enraptured

I am enraptured:
Now that strange, magical winds
Have entered my world.

Dominic Windram
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Enter This Broken World

Enter this broken world,

Light that knows no limits;

Reality beyond all words;

Mystical glory of the teeming universe.

Enter this dark house of sorrow,

Life creating Art; Vessel of Eternal Joy;
Indescribable treasure: subtly
Transcending summer's hazy transience.

O Holy Queen of the Angels,

Our sweet Lady of Solitude:
Transfigure the scattered fragments
Of tainted matter & ghost.

Comforter of The Afflicted; stranger to sameness;
Enter through the cracks in our dreams.

For we shall praise & crown you with flowers:
Light pink & snow white roses.

Enter my broken world:
Firm Throne of Wisdom;
Mother of Mercy;
Gleaming Star of The Sea.

Guide us who are lost:
Tossed & torn & shipwrecked
By life's cruel

& turbulent storms.

Refuge of Sinners:
Calm translator of
The Spirit's unsettling
Yet healing fire.

Guide us through this Vale of Tears.

For in our exile from Innocence's garden,
We see through a glass darkly.

Make us whole with thy grace.
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Dominic Windram
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Entropy

A curious trail
Of tenebrous connections:
The death of angels.

Dominic Windram
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Epiphanies Of Light

Epiphanies of light emerge in the garden

Of dreams. There's a merging of what is and what seems.
There's a fluttering of birds and magical wind.

There's a profusion of colours from gold to green.

Dominic Windram
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Epiphanies Of Wind And Light

Epiphanies of
Wind and light emerge on this,
Vivid, summer day.

Dominic Windram
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Epiphany

Praised be - the rebellious gestures of Christ echoing through time
& the dialogues of dreamers in the potent bliss of Spring.

Praised be - the ripening of stars in the fertile night
& the diaphanous words that glide with the birds on the wind.

Praised be - the peace activists railing against the vast, intractable machinery of
war
& the so called mad who've broken out of capitalism's metallic ways.

Praised be - the wounded children of the dust who lie weeping
In the graveyard of frozen vision; may this curious age address their suffering.

Praised be - the unknown saints so humble in their utter ordinariness & the most
fragile of flowers barely surviving amongst neon & concrete.

Praised be the angelic artists scratching at the heart of life; searching for a pulse
behind the plastic
& the wilder ones with wandering, fevered minds who cannot rest.

Praised be - those who sip the liquid light from the vital sun of longing & those
who proselytize in plagued streets at midnight.

Praised be - those who find a dwelling place in the soft embrace of imagination
& who oppose its strangulation in the crucible of calculated education.

Praised be - the non conformists refusing to follow regimented consumption
& the debunkers of myth & fairy tale & all those who deconstruct the caustic
kingdom of advertising.

Praised be - the poetry - a flash of light in the midst of a dark, discordant
universe.

& the revolutionaries buttressing the burning question marks of these times.
Praised be - The flesh & the fire of genius thought which reinvigorates leaden
lexicons

& the mellifluous music that heightens critical consciousness.

Praised be - The saviours of wanton humanity who sacrifice themselves so that
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we may live
& the mystics and the monks who repeat their mantras to end all pain.

Praised be -The holy ocean of infinite wisdom in an age of tainted information
& the immensity of joy that refuses to be crushed by fear monger Pharisees.

Praised be - the fruits of eternity sweetening in the gilded gardens of existence
& the secular prophets who denounce hierarchy but pronounce the Word's
gleaming reality.

Praised be - the redeeming rain pouring through the cracks in our elaborate
designs

& the healing days when limitless Love soars over the abyss.

Praised be - The rebirth of wonder in deadening democracies
& the Spirit that remains as fleeting illusions fade away.

Dominic Windram
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Epiphany 2

O these febrile nights of birth
Are draining my lifeblood!
Each wrought syllable
Seems to sigh

With deep longing.
Eventually,

A tender beauty

Is laid bare across

Burnt, weathered pages:
The profound laments

Of lonely dreamers
Radiating amidst stillness;
Angelic wisdom,

Phrased in crude animal yelps;
A small rage against

The grinding ubiquity

Of machine consciousness;
The soft air of grace

In these arid times;

A harvest of stars

In all their spectral radiance;
The scent of violets

In an odourless age;

A hint of moonlight

On the shadow lands;

A passionate prayer
Amongst cool objects.
Then dawn arrives cloaked
In rose pink splendour:

A blast of birdsong
Suddenly awakens me.
Despite the fresh pain

& the stinging rain,
Perhaps it's the slow
Resurrection of love

From emptiness.
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Epiphany: The Three Kings

Although they did not know his name, they sought
Him in the bleak darkness of wintry night.

It defied all the wisdom they'd been taught,

Yet they were drawn to a mystical light.

With pilgrims' keen eyes that see beyond stars,
They followed the light until they found Him.

They offered gold, frankincense and myrrh

To the new born King of Kings without sin;

In a humble stable of hallowed ground.

They wondered how such bright glory dwelt there.
Yet through it all, He slept without a sound.

They realised their riches weren't so rare,

Not compared to divine innocence's worth.

That blessed night they perceived heaven on earth.
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Epiphany's Secrets

As Epiphany's secrets flow through my mind,

I shall decipher rare symbols and signs.

For truth is so complex and multi layered.

Endless streams of distractions make us wayward,
We must focus on the original source

Of things. And feel the warmth of a greater force.
The mystics have taught that throughout the ages.
We need to write new words of light on Time's pages.
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Escape

I'd like to leave the constant urban grime,
And the modern, manic merry go round.

I'd like to escape to verdant valleys

And meadows fresh with bright sun & soft rain
I would like to breathe in the country air

And the pleasant aroma of flowers.

The raw, unspoiled life is perfect for me;

Not the rampant artificial designs,

Of the ubiquitous corporate powers

That supplant our vital consciousness.
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Escape 2

Scarred by the city:
I retreat to rural realms;
Paradise at last!
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Escape From The Rat Race

I can't keep up with this mad rat race pace;
So to the countryside I'll escape.

There amongst sweet birds, fields & flowers,
I'll regain my poetic powers.
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Escape: March 28th,2020

O in these times of grave uncertainty,

I like to escape by thinking of things,

Like the vast, bountiful oceans and seas,

Or the fragile beauty of butterflies' wings.

Or verdant fields and hills and drifting clouds;

That are far removed from amorphous crowds.

I like to think of colourful delights,

That inspire my mind through long days and nights.
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Escaping From Selfhood

O we cannot wish
Away, the heart's darkness, with
Wit, wine and whimsies
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Escapism

How I'd like to lie
On some vast, faraway beach:
Where dreams are woven.
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Essence Of Angelhood

O I want to grasp the essence of life;
Despite the dark paths of the heart's turmoil.
In my dreams I still pursue fleeting shadows.
I cannot find the fabled Holy Grail.

Recently, waves of madness have broken
Through the rock of habit.O I will try

To extract long, forgotten phrases from

The shimmering lines of ancient wisdom.
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Establishment Stooges

Every day and every night they shine
With pellucid, patriotic light.

Pulled by strings; governed by the divine.
They boldly proclaim that might is right.

They proliferate in the crude press.
They are prone to spouting platitudes
Across social media; across

The tainted items of mainstream news.

As for me I tend to switch channels,

For they're vile of tongue & slow of wit.

They perform like circus animals.

I've no time time for their games & gimmicks

Across the crinkled airwaves I hear

The febrile, rabid skeleton chants

Of bought talk show hosts rehashing fear.
Even sports reports are full of cant.

I anticipate that things will get
Even worse as time speeds quickly by.
Better take some Prozac and forget,

As Truth submits to hearsay & lies.
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Estrangement

We are far removed from Nature's rich cycles.

The elemental forces escape us.

We are now more familiar with the
Odourless scent of artificial worlds.
We ward off fears of death's finality,
By inhabiting bright illusory realms.
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Eternal Essence

Eternal essence

Of all things; known and unknown:

Hinted at in poems.
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Eternal Outsider

In dreams she hears the butterfly's silent screams.

She has lost the keys to her secret kingdom.

All too aware of the world's endless labyrinths,

And the myriad games the populace plays,

She extricates herself from the swollen realms of delirium.
Everyday objects appear eerily unreal.

Sometimes it feels like she's been here forever.

Life is like a withered leaf; condemned by the clockwork seasons.

All the vivid colours have faded.

All the frozen certainties have melted.

In dreams she hears the butterfly's silent screams.
She has lost the keys to her secret kingdom.
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Eternal Outsider 2

O how wretched and broken am I:

Lost in this dire town of hostile hordes.

O how alienated I am,

Amidst the bovine, conforming clans.

O they cannot comprehend my words,
And they sneer at my dark poetry.
Although my voice is now weak and worn,
And Romance's flowers have withered,
I'm still blessed with gifts of prophecy.

I'd like to purify perception.

I seek to reclaim consciousness from

The violent grip of the crudest of tribes:
Whose foulest poison pollutes the air.

I see things that they don't want to see.
Like the proverbial ostrich they

Place their heads in the sand. But I see
Far beyond this absurd place and time:
Of bright logos, flags and uniforms;

Of endless chatter; devoid of meaning;

Of bleak 9 to 5 existences:

Where real freedom is illusory.

Yet still I will continue to plant

The seeds of my visions... perhaps in vain.
For, as Oscar Wilde once cleverly quipped:
‘Society often forgives the

Criminal, But never the dreamer.'
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Eternal Outsider 3

O I can only exist in poetic realms,

Because this cruel world offers me no faithful friends.
I can only exist on society's margins,

Because I'm not accepted by clowns & mandarins.
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Eternal Recurrence

Sometimes I feel I've been here before,
As detached as an angel from on high.
Love's carousel seems so familiar.

The seasons come in glory then they go.
History repeats itself in colour.

Symbols of the prophets regurgitate:

Spat out into facile, glossy slogans.

Crude desires breed & thrive like maggots.
All salient forms are mere vanity.

There is nothing novel under the sun.

All is meaningless like chasing the wind.
The centre of existence is missing.

Sport & leisure themes are but surrogates.

Festivals mark the time between birth & death.

Sometimes I feel I've been here before,
As detached as an angel from on high.
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Eternal Recurrence: (Inspired By Friedrich Nietzsche)

I have witnessed the time - honoured dramas,
And I have seen the writing on the wall.
Sometimes, I feel as detached as angels.
Sometimes, I wish that I'd never been born.

I have witnessed the wild, futile pursuits
And all bold human 'glories' turn to dust.
Sometimes, I feel like I've been here before.

Everything recurs again and again
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Eternity

Sometimes behind the door of dreams,
I perceive sweet eternity.
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Eucharist (April 9th,2020)

We share in the sacred bread and wine.

And we are remade, moment by
Moment, in the creative thrust

Of His Word. In Him we place our trust.
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Even Profound Poems...

Even profound poems, can only hint, not define
The vast, inexplicable ways of the divine.

They can be compared to the remnants of a dream:
Mere shadows of multi layered reality.
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Even The X- Ray (Technology Versus Subjectivity)

Even the X-ray,
Could not display, the thing that
Caused me so much pain.
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Everything Soon Fades

Everything soon fades.
Time's weight crushes innocence;
Brief blossoms of spring.
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Everything's Fine: (Tout Va Bien)

We don't need to hear about

The prophets' revelations;

The despair of philosophers

& the ravings of revolution.

For we are seemingly content

In this cosy, artificial world

Of remarkable, cool gadgets

& of instant communication.

We stare with the cold eyes of cats

As the world unfolds on our screens.
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Evolution Please!

Hartlepool is a backward town of fools.

It doesn't respect those of us who're schooled.

It drags down anything that attempts to
Transcend the provincial mindset. It's true
That it's well known for hanging the monkey.
Well that just sums up its stupidity.

Here it's merely football, chavs and beer:

No surprise that it's the butt of jeers.
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Evolution Versus Ignhorance

If the matador symbolises the artist,

Then rival bulls represent crude, brutish nature.

It seems that the battle between them continues

In modern times: the battle between brawn and wit.
Although it seems, in this troubled life at least, that light
Cannot endure and that ultimately

Darkness and ignorance prevail, there is always

An evolved consciousness that keeps on breaking through.
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Exhuming Pinochet

You trampled on the radiant dreams of the weary children of the dust.
You armoured yourself against compassion and wonder.

You created the iron cage to incarcerate the singing birds.

You devised perfect systems to cure the deviants.

You silenced dissenters in the twinkling of an eye.

You ripped out the flowers and desecrated tender earth.

You drilled through the flesh of Beauty and Innocence.

You masterminded the machinery that broke the bones of paradise.

In memory of Salvador Allende and Victor Jara.
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EXxistence

For some, this life is strange; absurd even.
While for others, possessed with warmer frames
Of reference, it's fairly purposeful.

For some, this world is grey purgatory;

Or even, on occasions, sheer hell.

While for others it's fairly heavenly.

Whatever one's perspective might be,

Existence is certainly a mystery.
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Exorcising Ghosts

Although I once eloped with you

I now prefer to sleep beside truth.
Yet in the house of decay

Dreamy melodies still play.

O Dawn's rose pink daughter:
She once brought me fresh water,
Sweeter than vintage wine.

The summers have passed us by.

The sweet birds no longer sing

Since the cruel gods burnt their wings.
We will never wander again

In meadows filled with gentle rain.

We can't revisit the sacred place;

The once flower strewn oasis.

So I think I shall drift with the tide.
There is no point keeping ghosts alive.
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Exorcism

Exorcise dark ghosts.
Let the healing process start,
In the soul's desert.
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Expanded Consciousness: (Glasgow 1993)

Bright, eternal colours and an endless array,

Of flashing sensory delight, s come out to play;
In the wild, vibrant garden of my consciousness:
Such intoxicating sunbursts of sweet madness!

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 660



Expedient Escapades

You're all the comfort that I need,

(For the time being at least)

As I turn towards the deep suburban gloom,

As I rail against the dying of the light;

As I gently weep beneath a ghostly moon;

As I piece together these fragments of grace;

As I cease deciphering bright visions of prophecy;
As I try to redeem my tortured style;

As I pluck a tune from this time of discord;

As I roll the dice and pray to Lady Luck;

As I invent new jokes for the prisoners of boredom;
As I turn to face you in the crepuscular realms.
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Explore Inner Worlds

O wise ones who try to decipher the secrets

Of the universe, should look within their own souls,
And watch carefully as the crude veils are lifted,
And all manner of strange beauty gently unfolds.
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Exposed

Beneath the slick, airbrushed surface skin,
The wild, rebellious blood rages.

Behind the world of staged appearance,
Lies the bitterest reality.

Beneath the contrived illusory light

Lie the cold, hidden realms of darkness.
Behind the commercialised designs,

The dishevelled truth of poverty.
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Extricate

I've cut out all the deadwood from my life.
And now finally I can focus on

My art. For too long, I have put up with
Futile, energy draining dramas and

Distractions. I guess that's the modern vibe.

But to hell with that. It's time to move on!
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Facebook

The dense fog pervades
Realms of social media.
Such idle chatter!
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Facebook's Community Standards

You have the right to free speech, as long as

You use it for endless palaver and trivial dross.

Once you start asking pertinent questions,

About the state of the world, then we get concerned.
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Facing My Nightmares

All is out of synch, and not what it seems;

As I toss and turn in the fevered night.

No one, but me, can hear my silent screams.

I awaken ghost white from such a fright.

There are things, I've left undone in my dreams.
I must return to sleep and put them right!
Although I fear the unknown, darker realms,

I want to spread some light where danger dwells.
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Fading Consciousness

All the butterflies of my dreams

Have lost their precious, fragile wings.
And the wildest birds are screaming,
As they've lost their pretty colours.

The old guardians of beauty

Have been deposed by the vulgar.

And the bright rose has been disrobed;
Replaced by the simulacrum.

In these caustic, indifferent days,
I long for higher consciousness;
That will soar to unfamiliar skies.

I pray that I remain wide awake.
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Faith

Darkness engulfs us.
I share light with those who know
That faith is the key.
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Faith...

Faith clings tightly
To vivid colours of dreams:
The landscape is grey.
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Faith's Warm Light

Faith's warm light will burn
Brightly; even in darkest
Depths of dreadful night.
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Fallen Angel (For Dylan Thomas)

He fell from the heavens like a comet;
That darkened angel with broken wings.
O he will never ascend again to his
Former glory: gliding across versed skies.
His being will not be reassembled

In ethereal factories of clouds.

O his bones will not be resurrected

But perhaps they are still singing in hell:
Bellowing out their raw 'bible black' truths
That only the anguished can comprehend!

His strange, fevered mind bred a myriad

Of feral similes & metaphors.

He captured the pulse of a blood red sun

And the canarin mysteries of moon.

He perceived the spark that spawned creation
His genius is lost in the mists of Time.

Yet his blazing poetry will remain:

As long as stars illuminate the night;

As long as there are readers who adore;

The surreal power of vital beauty.
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Fallen Angels

Granite grey cities in the pale dawn light:
Birds circle overhead in rose stained skies.
Love lies bleeding; dripping down dead end streets
Where spectres prevail and faith's obsolete.
Fallen angels, clutching their broken dreams,
Starve in cold subways-scarred with graffiti.
All alone; so far from the sun kissed heights
Of former golden glories - fading lights;
Ragged refugees of the state machine

Spat out by a system of obscene greed;
Oblivious of the commuters' ebb & flow;
Needles in their arms where the lucre goes.
The hit's worth it as every junkie knows;

In the modern world the emptiness grows.
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False Consciousness: (Drugs For The Right Occasion)

We work hard, and when we come home, we want to relax.
We adore our smart phones and our wide screen T.V.s.
We can phone up for pizzas whenever we wish

We don't need to cook; so we don't have to wash up.
We don't like to plague our minds with politics.

For we're free to do what our government wants.

We don't like radical we don't require

Revolution. We simply want someone to love.

We don't want to think; we want to be entertained.
Reading heavy literature is such a drag!

It seems certain drugs are very useful for us.

They are the ones featured in the advertisements;

In between the sports and the music programmes.
It's merely those mind expanding ones that are bad.
We don't want or care to expand our consciousness.
O we imbibe caffeine from Monday to Friday;

To make us productive members of society.

And then we consume lots of alcohol from Friday

To Sunday; so that we will remain blissfully
Ignorant, of the brightly lit prison, in

Which we're living. O the scales will never fall from
Our eyes! We adore our 'comforting' servitude.
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False Worship

I will not worship
At the feet of fallen gods
Or tainted idols.
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Far From Home: Dark Night Of The Soul (A Winter
Retreat, December 2000)

I came in good faith; in search of something,
But I cannot find it. It feels as though

I'm staring into an abyss. Nothing

Is happening...there's no mystical glow:
Only a stark silence here; as the stars
Glisten above in the eerie night sky.

O I am lost, and so alone; so far

Away from the warmth of home. It feels like
Time itself has turned cold. Love's swift arrows
No longer guide me in my desperate plight.
The gods have fled...o the depths of sorrow!
I've lost the gifts of vision and insight.

Each minute is a leaden century.

The hours are long; like an eternity.
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Fashion House Beauty

Fashion house beauty:
Her eyes are like an angel's,
But her heart is cold.
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Faux Democracies

Faux democracies:
They will never cease fuelling
Their vast war machines.
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Fear

Dark forest of ghosts,
The haunted trees at midnight,
Whisper their secrets
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February Winds (Storm Dennis: 2020)

How the mighty wind roars & wails & shrieks!
How it sings and whistles throughout the night!
How it shakes the very structure of dreams!
It's accompanied by the driving rain:

That pelts and rattles on my window panes!
I'm so glad I'm snug by the fire's warm light.
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Finally At Home

For many years I have wandered
From pole to pole and never felt
Comfortable in my own skin.

But now sweet angel of mercy,

In the blessed light of your presence,
I recognise in your deep blue eyes;
The warmth of true communion

And a flashing glimpse of heaven.
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Finally The Light Of An Idea!

This cold, starless night seems to last so long!
I'm so tired, and yet I cannot sleep.

I drift through the days and later I write.

Yet now my thoughts will not flow like rivers
They've hit a huge metaphorical wall.

I wait patiently for waves to break through.
Finally, the light of an idea

Appears amidst my crumpled paper.
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Financial Risks

Financial risks in
Debt ridden societies,
Lead to a great fall.
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Finding Oneself

Lost in this fractured world, we tend to look
To mythologies to satisfy our needs.

The moon and stars take on arcane meanings.
Fate consumes the deepest realms of our psyches,
Rather than the idle winds of mere chance.

O we're obsessed by the bloated lives of
Celebrities and the 'accomplishments'

Of sports stars: all the heroes and heroines
That seem to provide a purpose to existence.
We seem to be addicted to noise and

Violent colours: that pollute pools of silence.
We're drawn to anything that keeps our gaze
Away from the are drawn to

Distractions, rather than involved in finding
The courage to simply be. Because of

Modern circumstance and habit, we have

A tendency to neglect our own souls;

And the necessary exploration

Of their vast, inner realms. We're still afraid.
We are a long way from the sacred garden.
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Finding Peace And Stillness Within.

O there are many pathways to the grave:

Via drugs or through other wild pursuits,

Or violent means. There are some whose minds are wrecked,
By imbibing obscure ideologies.

There are others who cling to rusted idols:

That are empty of feeling and meaning.

Yet there are those who've learned to tap into
An inner fortitude; a deep stillness

At the heart of silence. They're far removed
From the incessant roaring of the world.
Sometimes, I am one of them, when my pen
Pursues the silence of the morning light.
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First Class Service For Every Suite

We are the heavenly hoteliers; sprinkling fairy dust.
We are here to please; your wish is our command.
We are here to make your dreams come true.

We provide a butler service for every suite

Your butler will cater for your every whim:

He will be unobtrusive and most attentive.

He will be immaculately dressed at all times.

He will ensure your suite is immaculate at all times.
He will be your guiding light in a world of darkness.
He will make your dreams come true.

He will be most courteous at all times:

Because he likes to serve; he likes to please.

He will never ever let you down.

He will always be punctual.

He will chill your preferred assortment of beverages.
He will suggest options for your breakfast orders.
He will robotically serve your breakfast orders.

He will make your dreams come true.
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First Light

The first warm light that the young child absorbs,
On her first, flower strewn day in the world,

Is composed of calm, gentle, gliding birds.

It's such a soothing light that slowly pours

From the tender skies of a flesh pink dawn.
Where dewdrops glisten on freshly cut lawns.

Fluffed clouds drift by like sly, muffled creatures,
Amidst a deep blue marble world so bright.

She observes the divine day's feathers fall,
Before the light fades and then pillowed sleep;
Where eerie, starry dreams merge with the real
And she hears the magic spirits' call.
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First Love Often Fails

First love often fails.
Time's blood red roses wither.
Life turns to despair.
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First Snow Fall At Dawn

First snow fall at dawn:
While its spectral beauty fades,
The spirit awakes.
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Fish And Chips

Fish and chips soaked in salt and vinegar,
With mushy peas, and crispy batter,
When eaten from a newspaper wrapper,
Taste delicious. O what could be better? !
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Fishermen Sages

Their long stares, towards

The blue horizon, mark them out

From the modern, aimless crowd.

They are dreamers in a dreamless world
And they dread the weight of land.
They ask the world for so little:

All they ask for is pure calm:

Small miracles of wind and wave.

Their primal philosophy

Is born from the elements;

And their gnarled hands

Evoke an ancient art.

They are more aware of greater powers
Than financiers & marketers:

Whose gods are gold and silver

Not the ultimate ground of being.

They are more aware of their human frailties

Than those from more removed, sanctified orders.

For they are forced to confront death daily,

Rather than coldly contemplate its mysteries.

They patiently cast their nets for long hours

Within & without for watery darlings.

They don'tbemoan their shoddy, rusted equipment,

But focus instead on the thriving points of the significant sea.
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Five Gemstones To Cherish In A Dreamless World:
(August,2015)

One a streaky, blue - green miniature globe

That radiates with all forms of teeming life;

One pure white: a gift for us frightened,

Lost, disillusioned children of divine origin;

To clutch tightly in life's pitch- black, starless night.

One fiery red - orange that contains within it

The power and innumerable secrets of the sun;

And two golden ones left, to burnish the eyes of a sphinx.
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Flashing Blissfulness

Flashing blissfulness:
A golden eternity;
Enclosed in brief hours.
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Fleeting Impressions In Time (August 2008)

Into the blue heavens I gaze,

As buds of cotton clouds drift by.

On this lazy, languid summer's day,
Reason's fled; no need to question why.
The sun is a great, golden god:
Pouring out its radiant light;
Bestowing its beauty upon

This garden of endless delights:

From the miniature waterfall's
Cascading, soft silvery flow;

To the dark green, moss covered walls
And the perfumed scent of the rose.
From oceans of violets in bloom

To painted wings of butterflies.
Blackbirds descend by the rock pool.
A jet leaves its trails in the sky

In a ribbon of wispy white;

Amidst the blue infinity

For a fleeting moment in time.

This world brims with delicate dreams.
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Flickers Of Eternity

Flickers of eternity
Permeate the mind's eye.

Truth is not a golden god,
But a seed blown by the wind

Beauty is not an angel,
But a mirror polished by a child

And Love is not a blazing flame,
But a desperate hand reaching out to us

From the depths of darkness.
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Flickers Of Eternity 2

Flickers of Eternity
In the mind's eye:

Truth is not a golden god
But a seed blown by the wind

Beauty is not an angel,
But a mirror polished by a child

And Love is not a blazing flame
But a hand reaching out to us

In the darkness.

Love bridges
Howling distances.

In love the forbidden
Is abolished.

Love is perfect freedom.
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Floating Freely

Floating freely in
The divine red orange glow:
Erase all borders.
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Flowers Of Hope

Violets are growing,
Amidst the grey ruins, of
These ancient houses.
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Football Crazy; Football Mad

I was very happy when I walked hand -in - hand

With my dad to Hartlepool's Victoria Ground.

Recently I've visited it with my brother and

Nephew, I like the vivid sights andfrantic sounds.

It seems that a love of football matches flows through
The generations. Families always seem to

Listenfor the results on the radio

Or see them on T.V, as warm winter fires glow.
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Football Supporters (August 20th,2019)

It's the beginning of yet another season,

And the football supporters are out on the streets

In their droves. Clearly, sartorial splendour

Is not their thing. They proudly wear their branded shirts
With beer bellies poking out. They're spectators

With regard to their own lives. The sport is perhaps
One great object for their huge appetites. O they
Consume all the expensive paraphernalia.

They purchase the latest strips with superstars'names
Emblazoned on their backs: courtesy of sweatshops.

I could refer to this phenomenon as false
Consciousness, but I'm afraid of their aggression.
They are very well versed in arcane, sporting facts.
Rich or poor, they travel to watch their prized teams
All over the globe. While tellingly the players,

From the big clubs they worship, are worth millions!
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For A Cynic

You walk around in maddening circles.

For you are perpetually distracted.

And why is it that you always have an

Axe to grind? ! Indeed, your cynicism

Knows no bounds. You crush the fruits of others
Hard won labours. Yet you're so impotent.
Perhaps, that is whyyou drain the very
Lifeblood out of creative acts. Alas,

It will be a long time, my friend, until

You finally awaken to the Light.
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For A Distant Friend

I've studied the ways of dark and secret strangers.

I appreciate the beauty of silent fires.

There's nothing in this world that can compare to your Grace
And Mercy across connection's multifold wires.
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For A Friend

May grace & wonder warm you with their wisdom.
May joy replenish your soul's empty vessels.

May you translate abstract contours of light.

May you be transformed by an inner brightness.

Give colour and shape to your wildest visions.
Provide a receptacle for childhood dreams.
Imbibe the summer's potent, consecrated wine.

Affirm your devotion to Love's higher laws.
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For A Friend 2

Although you may find yourself

Lost, among the dark realms of your being,

Your pain will soon be but a shadow in time.
Although the bright, precious flowers of youth,
Will inevitably wither and die,

The fruits of your long labours will ripen.

Although teeming dreams are lost among sorrows,
You will be warmed by poetry's soft flames.
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For A Friend 3

May the sweet blessing of deep sleep
Bring you refreshment and release.
May Mercy's angels guard your dreams.
May you discover inner peace,

As the blue silence stills your mind.
May life's wonders and mysteries
Gently unfold around your eyes.

May you float on ethereal seas.
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For All The Modern Cave Dwellers

Painted zombies dig
Obnoxious Neanderthals.
Nothing seems to change.
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For All The Narcissists

When you're finally ' famous', you will find

That the world watches you instead of you
Watching the world. Will you spot warning signs,
When you become a cool magazine's tool?

Or will you be so damned deluded that

You cannot differentiate between

What is mere illusion and what is real?

If that's fact, then you'll be called a pompous prat!
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For An Anonymous Troll: ( Inspired By Shakespeare's
Famous Sonnet)

Shall I compare thee to a waste of space?
I hope your 'comments' sink without a trace!
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For Creative Spirits

The artist hurls spears of light
As he soars over the abyss.

He refuses to submit

To dark forces forged by fear.

He longs to capture

The beating heart of the sun.
And return it to earth

In glints of silvery incandescence

The artist desires order

In a fractured world.

She explores the realms
Where dreams are woven.
She praises beauty

As fragile as angel's wings.
She searches for pearls

As perfect as the moon.
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For D.B

O he was a man of the most exquisite taste;

Unlike most of the bovine, tawdry human race.

He was highly advanced in all aspects of the Arts.

He was adept at expanding his consciousness.

O he created worlds of incredible bliss!

He was a cultured pied piper; changing minds & hearts.
He wore myriad masks, as he was so profound.

In many ways, he was both a prophet and clown.

He possessed, in spades, both substance and style.
And retained the immaculate dreams of a child.

I wonder if one like him will ever rise again?

He was truly heaven sent; an angel among ape men.
He remained apart from all petty minded tribes.

His unique vision could never be compromised.

I think of him when I'm among amorphous crowds,
And I always spot silver linings in the clouds!
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For Franz Schubert (1797 - 1828)

To be born for beauty

Only to reflect sadness;

To be born of genius

But live like a pauper:

O it all seems so cruel.

It all seems so tragic.

There are so few of us

Who can embrace this life;
With all its turbulent storms;
In all its flashing madness.
Alas dear Franz Schubert,
One of the most sublime,
Yet frailest of all souls,

Was not of those rare breeds.
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For My April Love

Malignant winter's sullen spell
Has finally been broken.

Even in old bones the pith is stirred
By warm gusts of wind;
Brimming with the scent

Of fragrant spring flowers.
Birds' wings are sprinkled silver
In the sudden downpour,

Of refreshing, healing rain.
While I am busy gathering
Splendid pink & white blossoms,

To scatter liberally before your feet.
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For My Father: (Father's Day,21st June,2020) .

The summer wind seems to be whispering

Its warm blessings, through the leaves on the trees,
Above my father's black gravestone. I lay

Down flowers in order to brighten it.
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For My Former Muse And Friend

My most beautiful one time friend,
The distance between us has grown.
Different seas and suns have changed us.
Perhaps we'll never meet again.

O we'll never look into each

Other's eyes again with the same
Warm innocence and tenderness,

As we once did in Youth's Spring days
And blazing, flower strewn summers.
That vibrant time has surely passed,
Now darkness has tainted the light.
Yet the immaculate dream born
From our love and freely shared

Will never fade or die. For its'

Force is woven into the vast

Folio of my elusive,

Wounded heart of poetic fragments.
It transcends cyclical seasons.

It will survive all bleak ages.

For it is written in the stars.

It flows like rivers endlessly.

It is sweet eternity.
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For N.Y.C (April 12th,2020)

O I feel so sad for New York City.

It's been hit by so many tragedies.

Its' great poets and artists have always
Inspired me. They will always remain

In my heart; along with its' sacred workers:
Its taxi drivers; firefighters and nurses;

As well as its destitute and homeless

Who are now being buried. God bless them!
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For Nietzsche

All this sin business is getting me down.

I am for the noble and proud of heart.
Better to grow and flow like a wild flower;
Blessed by the sun and rain's primal power,
Than to lead a pale, pious, spotless life

Of utter misery. Don't you agree? !
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For Now I Am Content

I'd like to create a poem

Of such translucent beauty,

That it could melt the stars

And make the moon bleed.

I'd like to discover imagery

That would make the gods weep!

But for now I am content

To carry on with my craft

In the hope that a slither of sun
Can be caught in my net;

In this shifting world,

Where Ideal form is so elusive.
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For Percy Shelley

The poet's winged words
Soar like wild birds in cloudy
White skies of language.
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For The Oppressed

O in this war torn world of greed and division,

We poets need to share our bread with everyone.

We can be Christ like conveyors of compassion.

So we should plant the sacred seeds of righteousness:
That shall bloom into the fiery flowers of

Love, mercy, transcendence, truth and liberation.
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For The Philistines

Look closely at this world so potent;
You crude falsifiers of beauty.
Embrace the wonder of the moment.

It's the frozen past that you lament,
But Time's sea ebbs and flows most freely.
Look closely at this world so potent.

Your hearts are dumb to fresh sounds and scents.
Awaken from the sleep of apathy.
Embrace the wonder of the moment.

Artists and poets never relent
In their pursuit of hidden glories.
Look closely at this world so potent.

And why do you take care for raiment?
Be like the lilies - bloom lazily.
Embrace the wonder of the moment.

Why do you grow so grey and silent?
Life's a multi coloured mystery.
Look closely at this world so potent.

As you drive out all that's transcendent,
You cling to superficial kingdoms.
Look closely at this world so potent.

Embrace the wonder of the moment
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Forget All Troubles

Forget all troubles:
Dreams are dipped into each night.
Angels merge with stars.
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Fortune Is Fleeting

Fortune comes quickly and fortune soon goes.
And we are not prepared for fate's cruel blows.
In the depths of your eyes: the fading light.
We're left defeated in the sagging night.

Dominic Windram

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 722



Fragile And Fleeting

Fragile and fleeting,

Like flowers, these dream - visions
Will soon pass away.

The trick is to transcribe them
With poetic tools.

Capturing their essence is

Very difficult.

It is like holding on to

A kite, at the height,

Of a mighty thunderstorm.
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Fragile Blue World

The world is a fragile blue marble;

That hangs in the vast, inky darkness.

Amidst chaos it is so stable.

It swims in a plethora of stars.

It brims with the glory of Creation.

Some view it from the moon or high heavens.
It causes immediate elation.

In terms of God's design - faith is strengthened.
O it is a rare, sublime sight indeed.

It makes the angels & astronauts weep.
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Fragile Empires (The Personal)

Fragile empires not built to last

Soon shatter like sheets of glass.

O fragile hearts that beat so fast
Cruelly break in love's desperate grasp.

O we play endless, futile games
To mask the stillness & silence.
We fabricate faux lives every day;

To distract ourselves from the darkness.

O how our fragile empires rise and fall
Until we cannot build them anymore.
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Fragile Empires 2 (The Political)

The fragile empires and the cold steel systems,

That you have devised over many centuries,

Will, in time, eventually decline and fall.

You may say you possess your Pentagons and your
Grand Palaces. You may possess deadly weapons.
You may distract us with your dazzling spectacles.
You may lull us into sleep with your opiates:
Manufactured for the ' good' of all the people.
Hidden deep within gleaming glass towers, you may
Monitor us closely twenty four hours a day.

You may hide behind your frozen masks and cover
Up your mounting crimes with vast tapestries of lies.
O you may control the obsequious servants

Of the press: the so called 'embedded' journalists.
You may control our modern, sanitised screens

And the crinkled airwaves with frenzied rhetoric

And curious mind may pull the levers

Of power, andmanipulate and command your
Mercenary armies, as you crush dissenters;

And all the fresh flowers of Utopian dreams.

Yet we are the watchers, the witnesses to all

Of your cruel, dirty wars: done in your Deity's name.
And even you, cannot prevent, the rampant march
Of Progress. And, in the end, you will be brought down.
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Fragile Light Of Dawn

Fragile light of dawn:
Wounded by the broken glass
Of acute longing.
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Fragmented World: August 2015

The garish glitter
Of fallen Modernity: [
The old gods have fled.

Shadow plays of signs;
Alphabets of the absurd:
The light is fading.

Diamond studded skulls
& artificial roses:
Lines of angel dust.

Cool operators;
Gadgets for every season
Media dreaming.

Scarecrows & scapegoats:
The cold eyes of surveillance;
Widespread social compliance.

The double coding
Of constant advertising;
The death of symbols;

A harvest of stars

Over the collapsed centre:
Circus distractions.

A labyrinthine world:

That we can never access;

Only imagine.
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Fragments Of Faith And Hope

The fragments of faith

And hope I have glimpsed, during
This rainy season,

Remain locked in mydreaming.

If only I could

Find the key to warm freedom,
Within this wounded,

Tiredheart of wild, incessant
Distractions. O if

The will could just point the way!
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Free Jazz

Free jazz is liquid & fire.
It is sheer ecstasy.

It is vital, primal force
As wayward as the wind.

Its wild improvisations
Transcend mundane melody.

It's a longing for the moon

It's a longing for the sea

It's a longing for life's essence

In all its multi - layered radiance.
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Freedom

Chrysalis unfolds.
A butterfly emerges
To taste freedom's air.
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Freedom & Perception

My freedom manifests itself poetry,

As I try to blend the light & dark of being.
Words don't dictate, but suggest possibilities.
Poems explore an entire new way of being.
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Freedom 2

Viva Zapata
And viva Palestina.
Freedom breaks the chains!
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Freedom 7

Better to be footloose and fancy free,

Than be at the mercy of cold, sullen gods.

Better to be an independent craftsman,

Than work like a slave for a big company.

Better to be a living, breathing thing
Than a shadow on someone else's wall.
O it's better to feel pain and sorrow,
Than to be numb and feel nothing at all!
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Freedom Of Speech (Inspired By Noam Chomsky)

When the elites exalt 'freedom of speech'.
They basically mean the right to post
Innocuous, infantile gibberish.

Those who ask relevant, burning questions
Are usually silenced by omission.

As the parameters of debate are set

Within certain talk about standards.

Yet we all know that they have no standards.
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Freedom Tower

Here is a modern tower of Babel:

A monolithic steel & glass structure

That so proudly reflects the deep blue skies.
A nerve centre of capitalism,

Buttressed by bold billion door dreaming.
It looks down on its skyscraper rivals

And is fit with cloud bursting antennae:

To receive keen signals from lesser gods.
It's sentimental, but eschews the tragic.
Born of hubris; deliberately detached

From the world's perpetual sorrows & pain;
For progress must continue unabated,

In spite of contemporary hindrances.

O this modern tower of Babel:

This steel phallus that penetrates the sky
Is illuminated intermittently,

With the splendid red, white & blue of a
Peculiar kind of freedom & justice.
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Fresh Consciousness

Delicate angels,
& butterflies, permeate
My fresh consciousness.
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Fresh Fragment Of Love

Fresh fragments of Love
Are now cascading down from
The heavens above.
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From Darknessto Light

I don't want to end up writing dirges

Of brokeness, pain and suicide.

For I want to compose odes to beauty
And freedom. I want to walk in the light.
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From Eden To Agape

Dreaming innocence in Eden:
The oneness of God's creation
Humanity before the curse.
Verdant Nature before the Fall.

Searching for a new life in Christ:
To transcend this worldly domain.
Agape is the star of life

Above the chaos of the abyss.
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From My Window...(Lockdown)

From my window I watch the stars of night;

As they glisten. I pray for a long time.

O I pray for a greater, healing light:

To emerge from this wasteland of broken signs.
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From The Blue Heavens...

From the blue heavens,
A subtle light appears:
So soft and graceful.
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From Visions...

From visions, fragments
Emerge. Gathered together,
They perfect my art.
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From Winter To Spring

From winter's dryness,
To the freshness of springtime,
And the healing rain.

Dominic Windram

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

744



Fully Alive

O when my five senses are fully alive,

And respond instantly to the spirit of things,
The pure light is no longer abstract. It's like
The flow of blood; the vital source of Being.
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Functionalism Versus Poetry

For me these machines

Stand for normalisation;
Functionality;

The death of the magical.

They just plod along

In their monotonous ways;
Tried and tested, yet

They don't soar like the angels.
Soon, no doubt, they will

Be replaced by ' better' ones,
As metallic grey

Turns red with rust. These machines
Are here today and

Forgotten tomorrow. I'm

More interested in

Poetry's obscure purpose:

How suns and moons turn

To pure gold in the mind's eye;
How certain moments

And memories linger like
Spectres at twilight.

How the seeds of strange notions
Grow into wild and

Beautiful, blazing flowers.
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Futile Acts And Gestures

O we attempt to fill up the void of our days

With all manner of mundane tasks. And then each grey
Moment is temporarily relieved by our

Obsessive pursuit of elaborate fancies.

O we often seem bereft of vital powers.

We seem fearful of facing our own emptiness.

O can we rediscover the spring time of life? !

Or will we remain chained to diurnal time's strife.
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Futile Longings

By sundown they will be gone:
The shadows of my longings
Idle flights of fancy,

From potential inner harmony

Plato's cave allegory

Warns us not to seek answers

In the blueprint of images.

We should look to the eternal forms.

It's loss that teaches us
The worth of things.
Superficial meanderings
Lead nowhere.

Thus, I will paint hymns
To land; sky and star
Forged from the core
Of deep lamentation.

Like the nomad in the desert,
I'm not afraid of not belonging,
And not having a language

To live and breathe in.

In affairs of the heart,

We are like refugees

In our wild wanderings,

We ultimately seek sanctuary.

We look for that one flower
That is more bright & precious
Than any other flower.

We seek the spiritual.

The flesh hates its finitude.
It seeks permanent union
In the arms of another

But alas; this is impossible.
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Future Days

O I feel the weight of the centuries

Upon my meagre sholders. I perceive

A winged, bright future that will soar above
These mortal realms like an innocent dove.
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Future Days (September 8th 2019)

I sense deep blue waves of new possibilities.

For poems are flowing like oceanic dreaming.

I sense a time when the Arts will reign supreme:

A time that will perfectly blend thought and feeling.

I sense an end to crude power and cold control.
I see the doves of freedom gliding on the wind.
I sense the wondrous wedding day of heart and soul:

When humanity will transcend its mortal sins.
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Future Shock

The child surrenders to myth & nightmare.
While frenzied adults fear their own shadows.
High tech prying eyes mark our every move.
Yet, in many ways, we ourselves are blind.
Paradox prevails with global exchange.

For there's no noteworthy interaction.
Among the expensive junk & flowers,

I sense the darkest spectres lingering.
Modern life's so impeccably deranged.

It consists of commuters & consumers:
Endlessly regurgitating hackneyed

Motifs & styles; chanting mindless mantras;
Irrevocably chasing their own tails.

O I guess I'm chained like a beaten dog

To this wanton world of sweet madness;

To this absurd vale of endless tears.

O it's to late to scatter fresh violets

In order to redeem the deadened Time.
Better drink till we're intoxicated.

Better to draw the blinds on tomorrow.
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Future Shock 2

O the oppressive thought police can read our minds.

On surveyed airwaves, we detect the warning signs.

They proliferate in the East and in the West.

They put paranoid populations to the test.

O how can we break free from their total control?

How can we possibly maintain our sovereign souls?

It's not good merely smashing their machines and screens,
For they have found new ways to infiltrate our dreams.
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Future Shock: Prologue

The sadness in your pale blue eyes:
The distance between you and I.
These sordid scenes of madness,
Deny the pure light of the Word:
That's hardly uttered nowadays
And thus remains widely unheard.

This empty world of surfaces,
Betrays the still heart of silence.
Its coldness kills warm embraces.

In the end it will replace us.

Dominic Windram

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



Garden Odours

The garden's fragrant,
Soft odours linger briefly,
In the late spring air.
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Gated Community

O there is a gated community

On the outskirts of an old Northern town:
Where the rich & the wannabees reside.

They live removed from ragged poverty.

They are kept safe by surveillance's cold eyes.
They are possessed by their possessions.

They are keen on image, health & fitness;
Rather than the finer points of culture.

They may think they are better than the rest.
Yet it's clear that their hearts & minds are dead!
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Gavin Williamson: (He's Not The 's Just A Very
Naughty Boy!)

O Gavin Williamson, the Tory MP

Is, in my eyes, a very naughty boy indeed!

He once told Vladimir Putin and the Russians

To shut up when he was Defence Secretary.

I am sure they were really scared of this pipsqueak.
With all their military might, perhaps they'll seek
Him out and give him an awful fright! Now he is
Education Secretary he is making

A right old pig's ear of things with his juvenile
Tantrums and nonsensical antics. He's 44

Going on 4!Perhaps he'll get a damn good spanking
And be sent to bed early without any supper!
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Genesis Or Nemesis?

We should be on good terms with the fragile green earth.
We should recognise Nature's inherent beauty.

Yet the rapt pursuit of ' progress' has seduced us.
Machinery is scattered across our world

Like coins or confetti. It is ubiquitous.

From deadly weapons of war to elaborate

Domestic gadgets, o we seem to endlessly

Pollute the pure pools of stillness and silence!

We lack a refined sense of the spiritual.

The secretive ways and truths of the holy Dove

Elude us, as we cling to the shadows of things.

We need to change our current narcissistic

Ways before the desperate days of fire and flood.

We need to forge bold, new symbols from the fragments
Of ancient schemes and their subtle words of wisdom.
We must be on good terms with this fragile green earth.
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Genius Feeds From Another Kind Of Light

Genius feeds from another kind of light:

Not the secular light of accepted wisdom;

Not the familiar, diurnal light

That regulates circadian rhythm;

That compensates for swollen, dissonant nights;
Not the surreal, violet light of twilight;

Not the neon glow of shadow kingdoms;

Not so novel under a lesser sun;

Not the monk's small light of sanctuary;

Not the lyrical light that punctuates

The vast, azure abodes of sky & sea;

Not the solitary light of candle flame

Flickering in archaic cathedrals

To complement obscure liturgies;

But the light that purifies lexicons

That streams, wave like, from unknown galaxies;
That burns through brittle illusory realms.

An invisible presence from afar

That impregnates spectral, alien forms[]

And most rare, incomprehensible stars;

The light that traces the contours of dreams
That doth plummet thousands of fathoms deep.
Genius feeds from another kind of light

Which for crude corporeal vision, is too bright.
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Genius Is One Percent Inspiration And Ninety-Nine
Percent Perspiration

That Pop Art Legend, Andy Warhol, once remarked,

To Lou Reed, that the most important thing is work.

O it doesn't matter a damn, how heaven sent,

Your gifts and talents are. You must make a commitment
To work hard at your craft, or all your 'noble' dreams

Will be lost forever, within Time's fleeting streams.
Beethoven and Mozart spent long hours perfecting

Their music. They set their sights on the sublime things
Of ultimate concern. In these times, laziness

Tends to prevail. Any crude idol can be blessed.

We continually lavish undeserving praise,

On those who offer meagre light to mundane days.

No doubt, Warhol would have smirked at this, as he proclaimed,
That everyone would have their fifteen minutes of fame!
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Genius Is Pain

John Lennon quipped that: 'Genius is pain.'
Indeed, poetry's despair is profound

It is a dark, surreal form of wisdom:

It's relieved when a little light enters.
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Genius Often Wears A Clown Like Mask

Those in possession of a certain genius

Often appear as crazed clowns or comedians.
For to be understood by conventional crowds
They must forget depth and simulate a surface.
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Genuine Amazement

It never ceases to amaze me,

How in this broken world of ours;

Which desperately needs to be healed;

Why entire nations will rise for a notion
Conceived by an emotional cripple;

A puffed up President, a puppet Prime Minister,
A tinpot dictator, or an impotent king;

Who want to play with skulls; instead of toys.

For the pride of such infantile men,

Will turn deep green fields into blood red;

Will bomb villages into dust and ashes;

To reinforce their slighted egos;

And receive applause from their loyal sycophants,
And obsequious media servants.

And it never ceases to amaze me,

Why the masses go along with this charade.
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Get Back To School! .

O those incompetent fools,

Want all the kids back in school,
As quickly as possible! !']

Surely that's impossible

Given the current pandemic? !
Politicians make me sick;

Here in the U.K at least.

They seem to lie and deceive,

In an effortless manner.

Note those blue Tory banners!
Obsessed with the economy,
They rather conveniently

Neglect human misery;

A mirror of bleak history.

Big business is their main thing,
Not the lot of us groundlings;
Who merely have to spectate
While those ' noble' ones dictate.
Throw scientific expertise

To the wolves if it pleases

You. But don't expect us to vote
You in again..you obnoxious toads!
That's why I don't have to think twice,
When I state that they're as cold as ice.
Some of them are two bit actors,
Like our pompous Prime Minister.
Who's akin to a crazed clown;
Performing circus tricks. And how
They all like to drone on and on
About nothing in particular.

They avoid the burning questions.
Indeed, they're quite ridiculous.
Safety should come first.

Yet I fear the worst.
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Gethsemane: (The Agony In The Garden)

Something terrible occurred in that garden.
Night like a black sun disfigured His being.

It cruelly drained away His dream like beauty.
In His anguish, He sweat blood from every pore.
He who was Nature's most immaculate flower.
He who had stared too long into human eyes,
And perceived the perennial conflicts there:
Between the legions of angels & dark beasts;
Now knelt stripped of certainty's consoling cloak.
Although His prayers tried to split the sky apart,
Suffering's cup would not be taken from Him.
The Heavens that had moulded His miracles,
Now seemed to be as stark and silent as the grave.
They were oblivious to His inner screams.

They offered no shelter: no calm asylum.
Something terrible occurred in that garden.
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Gethsemane's Agonies Keep Reoccurring

The cold blooded hounding of compassion;

The torchlit betrayal at the garden gate,

Are replayed throughout the insolent centuries;
As Love is ambushed by dark spectres & shadows.
In modern times, the metal ways are more deadly
And infinitely more refined; with search lights

& mind numbing interrogations at night.

The torture of the disappeared via electrodes,

Has replaced the rudimentary measures,
Deployed at Christ's crude crucifixion.
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Ghost People

These days, there are so many ghost people
With nebulous presences and secrets.

It seems as though they cannot be redeemed.
They walk around like they're lost in dreams.
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Ghosts

What is a ghost:
A spirit free from mortal constraints?
A flash of light across the abyss?

Is it an emotion suspended in time?
Like a blurred photograph
Or an insect trapped in amber.

Is it a mere fable?
Or just pure fantasy born from
Our febrile imaginations?

Perhaps ghosts are memories

That cling to us; that we can never forget;

Like the voices & gestures of loved ones long gone.
Their place in sweet eternity,

Is guaranteed, as long as

We remember them.
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Ghosts 2

Ghosts travel to us
From far away; from a vast
Wilderness of stars
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Gibside Hare: Late August 2017.

Walking deep inside wild woodlan