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Gert Strydom(03 April 1964)

Gert Strydom was born in 1964 in Johannesburg, South Africa. He matriculated
at Estcourt High School after which he obtained a Bachelor of Business
Administration degree (B.B.A.) at Andrews University (Berrien Springs,
Michigan, U.S.A.) and apart from being a poet and writer he is an accountant by
profession. His predilection for poetry was stimulated by his late father who read
Afrikaans poetry aloud at times, as part of his postgraduate studies at the
University of South Africa. While living in Pretoria he attended the poetry writing
school at the House of Afrikaans Poetry under mentorship of Prof. Ian Raper,
where the other poets especially Ian Raper, Rosa Smit, Mandi Engelbrecht, André
(Francois) Viljoen, Luchie Méller, Karlien van der Merwe had a great influence
on the sharpening of his abilities.

Gert Strydom was called up for compulsory national service in the South African
defence force (SADF) for a period of two years during the time of the South
African

border / bush war and while following his profession was called up for several
compulsory camps for several months as a member of the South African Citizen’s

force and did partake in the National Colours Parade and in exercise Excalibur.

Some of his Afrikaans poetry is displayed on the Woes web page at:

Some of his English poetry is displayed at:

PRIVACY NOTICE: Warning - any person and / or institution and / or Agent and /
or Agency of any governmental structure including but not limited to the United
States Federal Government also using or monitoring / using this website or any
of its associated websites, you do NOT have my permission to utilize any of my
profile information nor any of the content contained herein including, but not
limited to my poetry, messages, comments, photos, and/or the comments made
about my photos or any other &quot; picture&quot; art posted on my profile.
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You are hereby notified that you are strictly prohibited from disclosing, copying,

distributing, disseminating, or taking any other action against me with regard to
this profile and the contents herein. The foregoing prohibitions also apply to your
employee, agent, student or any personnel under your direction or control.

The contents of this profile are private and legally privileged and confidential
information, and the violation of my personal privacy is punishable by law. UCC
1-103 1-308 ALL RIGHTS RESERVED WITHOUT PREJUDICE

© Copyright: Gert Strydom for all poems and photographs displayed on these
web pages. (Under South African law copyright exists for forty years from the
date of publication.)
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“*where Have All The Soldiers Gone? Gone To
Graveyards Every One”

I read the entry line above your poem
and know that true soldiers live on
sometimes as legends of a place and time,

sometimes as testimony of the effect of war,
witnesses to brutality
and seekers of peace.

The honest truth is that men die

in their hearts with every shot

that they take,

become something else

like a well trained machine

primed to destroy

and something else takes capacity
when bullets whistle past

and each moment can be your last.

[Reference: Oologsduet by Mandi Engelbrecht.]

Gert Strydom
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1899-1902 (Cavatina Sequence) (In Answer To A. E.
Housman)

From the Orange Free State to the Transvaal
farms and towns burn,

from concentration camps women, children,
do not return,

up in the hillocks European farmers fight;
not taciturn

Emily Hobhouse does expose some ills,
many innocents the British do kill.

Hard driven men who read the word of God
fight very brave,

hear the British sing their God save their Queen;
they cannot save

some twenty thousand women and children,

but they do crave

for freedom and for a place of their own,

are forced to swear loyal to the crown.

After that bitter war they have to sing
'God save the queen, '

return to decimated farms and towns,
their pain unseen,

impoverished they make a living,

for peace are keen;

to today their kinsmen do not forget,
in God's record His punishment is set.

Gert Strydom
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20 March 2003

Strongly the wind blows

and outside the house on the paving

two broken dove-eggs lie,

a newborn dead dove

so pink and hair- and featherless

and Sasja, the golden cocker spaniel, has a feast
do bark at the bakbakiris (bush-shrikes)

as if they are going to bring her more presents
that does fall out of the air

or maybe forever

she wants to drive them away from this yard
or maybe the wind will fulfil her wishes

to bring her some more eggs and little birds
while Jeanie, the brown Labrador,

do only at a distance look at this affair.

The SABC's news have got a report

of gigantic hailstones bigger than golf-balls

that had fallen in the East Rand in Benoni,

the roofs of car's and buildings have been damaged
and a man has been admitted to a private hospital
after some of the hail did hit him on the head.

The BBC-News and CNN blaze it out

that the American war with Iraq has begun
and I still do remember the two tower blocks
that did burn like hellish fires

and did collapse,

about the many people

that were killed, hurt and did escape

and that scene is almost hardwired

with the whole world and burnt into memory

and it's clear that America is angry with Saddam Hussein,
when in secret

the HAARP installation in Alaska is switched on

and broadcasts are made into the sky

to target every soldier and other person in Iraq

as a kind of brainwashing and people

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



do become terribly perplexed and jaded
and it is switched off

while in the darkness from heaven

bombers like gryphons from the portals of hell

do dive down and lay their deadly eggs,

and I have heard how these air strikes were carried out
at more than eight levels

and children, women, old people

and the enemy soldiers are killed,

every bit of resistance is wiped out by this iron-fist

and later the battle-tanks do creep right through the desert
and do destroy as far as they go,

to also have a feast of it

and the countries of the world that are not toady towards America
do watch all of these things from a distance

while the man in the bush (their president) talks like a monster
that everyone that is not with America

are her enemies

as if no one can stay neutral

and where American general H. Norman Zwartskopf do burst out
do say that what he has to say is only his own opinion
but that Saddam Hussein is a liar

about all kinds of things

like religious places being targeted,

that America do touch the hearts of many people in Iraq
who are logical, reasonable and intellectual

but the normal man in the street

is called a mob by him

and their opinion will not change

and where Hussein does say that his country has fought
against the best that the coalition has

Zwartskopf says that the best is yet to come

and from this I do wonder what that man was really saying,
do wonder about how the normal people is seen

by the general in control,

if bombs can fall on any innocent person,

if every innocent child, woman and man
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could be be shot dead
and do wonder to where this world is going.

© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom
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20 May 1983 (Free Verse Sonnet)

Terrorist men in a cream coloured car blew up the world,
blew up the lives of many pedestrians

who were just innocents going on their own way

on twenty May nineteen eighty three.

The huge explosion did smash, scatter and crush
many men, women and children

did disfigure sully and defile,

did tear limbs right off,

where terrorists did act towards any passing person
on instructions from Nelson Mandela from prison,
where the shrapnel and the flying glass

with one great thunder did rain down

and in Pretoria, South Africa, I did witness all of this,
how the world turned to cruel inhumanity.

[Poet's note:Nelson Mandela admitted to ordering the Church Street bomb in his
book: &quot;Long walk to freedom.&quot;

© Gert Strydom
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20th Century

Farms are burned down to the ground

and cattle slaughter just there in the fields,
while a super power forces women and children
into concentration camps to kill them there.

Railway tracks run crisscross over the country
and galloping horses and oxen pulling wagons
are replaced by roaring cars, lorries

and motorbikes

and people follow technology

as if it's the new god.

When the stock exchange folds

people jump from the windows of buildings,
while they are out of their wits,

as if they have got wings.

Germans march past
and thousands in crowds
are giving a sigh heil salute

and in a peculiar way stay ignorant
about millions of Jews that are robbed
and killed,

as if they did not exist.

Bombers let bombs dropp like rain
on Britain and rockets
hit London almost unstoppable

and in the icy Russian winter
the Germans are reminded that they are humans
and from Stalingrad they are driven back

until the Russians claim some of Berlin
and half of Germany

as their domain

and almost every women there gets raped
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and America drops the bomb on Hiroshima
and another time on Nagasaki
and their enemies are molten, burned and radiated

and after this war jets cross the skies,
rockets go to the moon

where man stands like a god.

O

I'Envoi

It's the age were young boys

are shot into peaces in Vietnam, in Namibia
and Angola are sent to war,

where people loose respect for God

and try to solve everything with science,
where man becomes godly in his own eyes

and I wonder what the almighty God
thinks about this

while man is turn the earth to ruins
and are filling the cup

of the wrath of God?

Gert Strydom
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5th Avenue Remembered

You'll paint

in your studio

or in the living room
while we watch a video

and I will pen words down too
and sometimes hear you sing
the melancholy of lost loves
and your mother dear

and in my thoughts

always we will be near.

The animals

of our own little zoo
will lie on the ground
and on the floor

wag their tails

and one will sit

upon my legs

majestically like a cat does,
while another

face loving

up from next to you.

My country will merge
into a poem

of a old black lady
carrying her baby
piggyback

and being denied

help from anyone

and on your canvas
she will unfold

with a red head band
and the big
astounded eyes

of the hungry child
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following me around.

Sometimes your head
will lie on my chest
while you rest

and Dr. House
becomes a part

of our family

but only you and me
will cry and laugh
and love

in our sanctuary
that fortress against
whatever life brings.

Gert Strydom
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A Accountant At A Transport Company

Figures on paper glare at me
with the sun hanging bright in a blue sky,
while busses and lories drive past the whole time.

Outside vehicles are parked in rows and shine
and drivers walk about talking
where we are camped in, behind rusting wire and zinc.

When the managing director looks in he wants
me to make changes, to do an act of fraud.
Figures on paper glare at me

with a bonus waving,
and my name, my integrity is at stake
and drivers walk about talking

and I wonder how to get out of this trap
when I catch the eye of the managing director’s charming daughter
while busses and lories drive past the whole time.

I again check calculations, re-determine and add
and I keep things correct
and my name, my integrity is at stake.

The managing director wants the final figures,
he makes threats and his temper is just under control.
Figures on paper glare at me

while I complete the financial statements
and thousands of things go through my mind
and I keep things correct

and the day rushes past
the managing director’s daughter winks at me, walks down the passage
while busses and lories drive past the whole time,

sirens are ringing in the distance and the wall-clock ticks off the last minutes

and I know that I can loose my job
and thousands of things go through my mind
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when the girl walks in with eyes cutting into my soul,
say that her dad is waiting and I feel like caught in web.
Figures on paper glare at me

while busses and lories drive past the whole time

and I hear excited voices in the managing director’s office.

Outside vehicles are parked in rows and shine
and I know that I can loose my job,
where we are camped in, behind rusting wire and zinc.

Gert Strydom
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A Bee Buzzes Past In Its Flight

when the first peach blossoms flower
while birds call out of the bright blue sky
A bee buzzes past in its flight

and the year turns back to summer

and on the hunt is the butcherbird and preying mantis.

A bee buzzes past in its flight
when the first peach blossoms flower

Gert Strydom
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A Birthday

It’s full moon tonight

and yellow like Citrine

some golden rays

decent down to me

and it's forty-five years

since my full moon first broke
in the dark onyx night.

The morning sun is ruby red

till it turns shining diamond bright
in a sapphire blue sky

and too intense to look at

and it's forty-five years

since the first time

that I saw light.

The years flash past

and in this summer of my life
I wish that perennial

could my summer be,

but autumn has already

laid its hands on me

and there are grey specs in my hair.

Gert Strydom
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A Birthday: Far Too Long

Far too long I have been wandering

in all seasons even summer and spring

and at times I have lost, at other times

I had experienced the kindness that you bring

and at times in vain

I have tried to conquer destiny with pain,
have just been struggling on

right through sunshine and rain

and suddenly my life has changed
almost as the divine had it rearranged
with the sun shining down warmly

on me once estranged

and at my birthday, my love is here
with tender care, more sweet and sincere.

Gert Strydom
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A Blue Jay In The Bush-Veldt

Drawing a dark-blue line against the cobalt-sky
as higher into the sky it does fly,

astonished in the Bush-veldt I look at that bird
but the blue jay flashes screeching by.

© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom
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A Bottle Of Wolf's Poison

At dusk little Martha walks
pass the back of the old house
that is build of heaped blue Jacob stone

and her older sister who has to watch her
is a distance away in the orchard

where she is catching small gnats

with shouts of joy.

The sun glows orange red

on the horizon and the rays hits

a brown bottle that protrudes

from one of the cracks of the Jacob rocks

and at a distance

it looks to three-year-old Martha
like her mother’s kitchen knife
and quickly she walks closer

on her little feet

and she tries to take it, but it is stuck tight.

With a long stick

she digs the bottle out,

bites it open with her small teeth
and there’s pink liquid

that flows down her throat.

Still she wonders

what this bottle is doing here
and goes round the corner
into the kitchen

where she finds her mother
and gives the bottle to her.

Her mother turns white from fright
as it is wolf’s poison

and deadly strong

and her shout is so loud

that three of Martha’s older brothers
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run in from the outside.

“Go and milk one of the cows

and bring some more milk, hurry”

is said to Pieter

and she takes a bucket of milk

from the pantry

and pour some in a glass for Martha to drink
while Pieter runs

as fast as he can to the stable.

“Drink sis drink, ” Martha is begged

and glass after glass is given to her

until she starts to vomit

and still they beg her to drink

while they pour some more glasses of milk

and the pink poison

comes out with the vomit
and Pieter brings some more
fresh hot milk

and pours the jug out

and Martha shakes and cries

and they beg her to drink

and still more is poured into glasses
and she drinks

until she vomits the entire poison out.

[Reference: Wolf’s poison is strychnine.]

Gert Strydom
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A Bouquet For You

In colours of yellow, orange, red and even almost blue

a carnation is a beautiful thing that you remember and remember,
it stays stuck

against the retina of what the eye sees

and half mysterious lies the almost clove goading smell,
half vague but the accent of it lingers and lingers constantly
where it’s on a lapel, single or in a bouquet in a vase

taking a woman'’s breath away, cheering up a whole day

and a carnation is a magical flower

with which I want to reveal my love to you
who leave me dumbstruck,

wanting you to rise like a bud in my heart.

Gert Strydom
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A Boy Fishing

At the dam I am still waiting alone

when all of the other fishermen are gone
the float moves do go under

my body feels cold like stone

in the distance I see thunder

do jerk the rod see the fish jump silver-wet
to land it is now a sure bet.

© Gert Strydom
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A Boy Fishing (Cavatina Sequence)

Alone he watches the water ripple,

without movement

he waits with the line going in quite deep,

in @ moment

the muddy water stirs in little circles,

tense enjoyment

goes through the boy as line sings, starts running,
he jerks the rod, the fish jumps, it's stunning

with its golden silver scales glittering,

it dips under

and the fight is on as it twists and turns,
quick like thunder

again it jumps and twists back to escape,
without blunder

the boy reels in, still better hooking it,
over the river fighting bit by bit.

Gert Strydom
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A Brave Boer Boy

At Italeni the bushes come alive
and abound with a horde of Zulu’s,
of which the spears glitter

and some are at the peak

of a hillock

and others on the plane.

Blood and fat

are spread over their faces

and they are raging

and in a blood thirsty trance

and scream luring

and tipple with a ritteltit war dance
and clubs and shields,

are thrown into the air

while spears flash into the air.

In the cloudless blue sky

an eagle flies past screaming,

while Boer horsemen

are riding past with guns at the ready.

Father and son gallop next to each other
and the hoofs of the horses hang thundering,
as far as they go.

When the first Zulu’s are in striking distance
they fire at them

and the front warriors fall

and the rest turns about

and run into the bushes

and cliffs.

The commando breaks into smaller groups
and the fleeing Zulu impi

are followed

and Dirk rides side to side with his dad,

to help the Malan brothers

where they are trapped in the cliffs.
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Suddenly a whole impi of murderously mad Zulu’s
are around them

and Piet Uys’s gun

is jammed

and he stops to fix it

and out of the air a spear falls

that penetrates him.

He tell his men to ride away

but Dirkie wants to stay

and he rides only a hundred steps away,
when he hears the war cry

of a lot of Zulu’s

that storm to his father.

Horse and son becomes one

and horse and son

burst galloping through the Zulu’s
and he shoots three down,

but he is murderously

speared from his horse

and one flintlock gun that breaks
cannot stop a horde of spears.

Father and son lies together
while a Zulu impi

dances with joy up and down
and in the bright blue sky

an Eagle screams while it passes
while death

embraces both men.

At times when a storm
rises over that long hillock
people hear horse hoofs
rushing over the earth
and a rifle that thunders,
while shadows

threaten and creep nearer
and the cry of an Eagle
sounds over the cliffs.
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[Reference: The heroic story of Dirkie Uys. Impi=> a Zulu army.]

Gert Strydom
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A Brave Field Cornet

From a hillock

two Boer commandoes

ride into an English camp

and a few of the British are shot,
a lot are caught

and most flee away.

In the direction of the Tuli river
the enemy are followed in haste
where they join comrades
driving a ox wagon

and the Boers are marksmen
and the English flee again

to find shelter in a farmhouse.

The house is shot to pieces

and for the third time on one day

the British flee again

and the next day,

the Boer commando captures nine wagons
with food and ammunition.

The day following Boer scouts
find an abandoned enemy camp
with burned out fires,

tents, horses and mules

and see a big cloud of dust
coming along in their direction.

There’s a Field Cornet

that does not ride away,
while two Boer commandos
escapes to safety.

At dusk Jacobus Potgieter

finds more men with a canon

set on a hillock

and with just more than twenty men,
he prepares
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to give resistance to a huge enemy force.

The darker the night gets,

the nearer the cloud of dust comes
and Jacobus Potgieter and his men
are ready to shoot killing shots

and to let no Englishmen past them
and there’s a rambling sound,

but no enemy appear

and they are invaded

by a swarm of locusts.

[Reference: The “1] Potgieter manuscript.” Second Anglo-Boer war. Boer
commando= A group of Boer farmers in a citizen force militia under a
Commandant (Lieutenant-Colonel) .]

Gert Strydom
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A Brood Of Vipers

While working as a senior accountant
at the head office of a major worldwide religion:

I have seen colleagues

running to tell tales

which were fibs, slandering others
to get their own way,

using the name of God
in prayer and twisting
His arm,

to get their own way

as if their words are His,

(smiling in friendship
while stabbing the knife
in the back) ,

meddling with salaries and pensions
to defraud and decrease

stipulated payments

(trying to stop this on my own) ,

I have seen a married girl
sitting on the lap

of her boss

to get a promotion,

I have heard the president

of a conference

talking about people

behind their backs

after happily receiving
donations for the church

and saw the anger in his eyes
when I admonished him

and those that talked along,

I have been told by a minister
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in high office in the church

about my personal circumstances
that God pours His rain

over the unjust as well,

I have seen people

walking over others

in the Christian way

and still they had the audacity
to want to pray with me

and put their arms

around my shoulders

and thought that they were holy
and have the truth.

[Reference: “In the same way, on the outside you appear to people as righteous
but on the inside you are full of hypocrisy and wickedness. 'Woe to you, teachers
of the law and Pharisees, you hypocrites! You build tombs for the prophets and
decorate the graves of the righteous. And you say, 'If we had lived in the days
of our forefathers, we would not have taken part with them in shedding the blood
of the prophets." So you testify against yourselves that you are the
descendants of those who murdered the prophets. Fill up, then, the measure of
the sin of your forefathers! 'You snakes! You brood of vipers! How will you
escape being condemned to hell? “ Matthew 23: 28-33]

Gert Strydom
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A Brown Rock-Pigeon, Flutters Just Past The Porch

A brown rock-pigeon, flutters just past the porch
picks up some small insects from the mown lawn
from where it continually calls its mate,
at a distance sparrows splash in water.

An auburn colour flames in the sun
stretching right over some gleaming feathers
while he keeps on catching tiny insects,
before his cooing attracts some more doves.

Yellow weavers chatter in the branches,
they fly whistling from one branch to another,
they are charming pied coloured females

that are basking under the hot bright sun,

the sun stretches shadows all over me,
in the distance there’s thunder roaring.

Gert Strydom

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



A Brush With Death

Gliding out of my boot you came
and I stood thunderstruck as if lame
while you slithered out

pitch black with ridged scales
and light rings around your neck
and I waited for you to strike

facing death with white gleaming fangs,
seeing you uncoil and hypnotized
rather by common sense than fear,

seeing your forked tongue
testing the air
and the hair on my bare arms rise.

Any movement would make you strike
or spit or both in quick succession

and I waited there

while you sailed away

and sometimes cursing

and blessing that day

as you kept me

from stepping on a landmine

which I spotted gleaming

where you brushed some sand away.

Gert Strydom
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A Bush Of Roses

So beautiful in the hand of a man in love
matchless in a vase, on the suit of a bridegroom
when a message of love is conveyed

and later they are given in mourning

when the coffin descends into the grave

or are withered, dried out, crumbling
when a bush of rose have no more meaning
and with the fragrance and colour fading

roses go straight to the rubbish bin.

Gert Strydom
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A Butterfly Flutters (Free Verse Sonnet)

A butterfly flutters past your face,

for a moment lands on a ruby-red rose

and I wonder about the love between you and me:

is it also so fragile and brittle?

Or is it as ample like the stars at night?

How love really is I cannot say.

Is life only moments of tears and laughter

in days caught in the hot summer sun?

We are but dust particles out of space

on an earth where everything living does teem,

in the big universe we are full of hurt or buoyant

but to live is much more than just feelings.

Maybe a person cannot get answers for the abstractions
and in all of this you are day after day here close to me.

Gert Strydom

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

34



A Cape Town Winter Day

The day is icy, grey,

drawn closed, as heavy as lead and wet,
with a southeaster that grabs

that searches for somewhere to hold on to

with bricks, oak trees, razor sharp glass
that is jerked loose in its grip,
with paper bags that are ascending in line

to come down somewhere else in the ocean,

where seagulls continually angrily screech,
are searching for an own escape and continually do curse.

Gert Strydom
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A Cape Winter Day (Rubiyat Sonnet)

(for Annelize)

North-northwest the Cape winter wind howls
while out of the rain you dry yourself with a towel,
while the rain does pour down for many days
and shivering, outside we do hear an ominous owl.

The Atlantic Ocean storm-turbid smash against shoreline rocks,
the great oak tree whips up and down and on the roof knocks
where a hot fire burns in the fireplace and you smile happily
and I am soaked through from my head up to my socks

but in all of this you bring love and a kind of tranquillity
and in conversations, in your presence and bed I am cosy
while the winter is really chilly with snow on the high hills

and now in the winter of life you are still lovely to me

even if life outside is dark ominous with rain coming down,
I again want to have you and love you as my very own.

[Poet's note:There is an African belief that an owl does call on death to come or
that it's a warning that death is coming.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Cat As A Companion For Tea

When tea is made at half past seven

and again at eleven

he comes from the grass where he has been hiding
or from a tree down he comes sliding,

purring with agate eyes in a haze

as if the whole world is caught in his gaze

and suddenly the black and white housecat is there
while he steps purring nearer with great care

and lovingly he brushes against my legs

with those huge green eyes that begs

for some hot tea

and again at half past three

I have my cat’s loving company.

Gert Strydom

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

37



A Cat’s Dream

He stretched out on the ground
lying in the sun

and the heat on the long hair
of the red-golden ginger coat
felt really great

and the golden eyes

of the Persian closed

while it dozed away

and air flowed softly

through its flat pink nose.

Two sharp little white teeth
pointed past its lip

as if ready to clip

and stripes ran everywhere
like those of a tiger.

He’'d been a good cat
all his life,

cuddled against

the master and his wife,
caught rats, mice

and even snakes

and brought them

as gifts to the humans
that he loved.

Still on that day

while he slept

he prayed to all the gods
that took cats to heart,
to have a tiger’s day

and be able

to live and play

for just one day

like a tiger.

The dream became a nightmare
and two vicious Rottweilers
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chased him up a tree
growling, barking

and leaping up in the air,
but while he slept

his prayer was granted
and a ferocious tiger
rushed down

clawing at the hounds
even before it landed

on the ground.

Torn, bleeding and wailing
the two dogs

ran whining away

and in terror

let every other dog know
a tiger was afoot.

When he rushed down the street
all the people that he met

were totally fretted out

and ran away in sheer terror
and he found nobody

to play with

as even the other cats

were terrified

and kept to themselves.

As the day went on

he got really hungry

and drank water

from a wishing well
where tourists stopped

at a distance

to gaze at him

from their cars

while a squadron of police
drew near in great fear.

To be a Persian cat again,

seemed much, much better
in this place at this time
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and he wished

and by chance

he bumped a coin
from the ledge

down into the waters.
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A Cellular Phone

A mobile phone is a hell of a kind of thing

that catches me at all places even in privacy
when it sings a song

and I know that you do not want to hang on

but still it carries words, signs and meaning

of messages and of love

where you do become for me more real

and your tears and longing want to smother me.

Gert Strydom

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

41



A Cheetah

By some seen as the kitten of wild cat family,
but it is no joke

when at a speed of

one hundred and ten kilometre per hour

a meter and half long Cheetah

of sixty kilograms comes racing at you

with bared teeth and outstretched piercing claws
and the yellow-brown coat with black spots
shimmers and you can see

the breast muscles retracting in power

and while on patrol, you are ready to shoot it down

but frozen like the Bushman tracker

its final direction averted me from shooting
with the powerful light machinegun

and in parts of a second

the cheetah flashed past

going at speed for the impala
that I did not notice before
of which the eyes were open wide with terror

and in a moment the cheetah tripped it,
with jaws locked around its throat

in a cloud of red-brown dust

pulled it down and laid there motionless
until the antelope stopped struggling.
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A Child

God gives a child
for a while as a gift to you
to keep in your arms.

It may be for eighty years
or maybe time is measured out
much shorter,

but a time will come that he or she
will go back to the dust
from where new life comes.

The life of the child
will put sparkle in every day
and to see love in the eyes of that child,

will make your life unforgettable
and you will feel as if you are touching immortality

if you raise that child in His ways.
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A Child Is A Strange Thing

A child is a strange thing

that does take your most expensive books,
to stain them with his own drawings

and here and there words are twisted

and when that boy did find some of my first poems
he did write love poems for his girlfriend

and it was my own words with which he was wooing
that he did write down word upon word

and that file of mine was just gone

until I did find it beneath his bed

and to his mother those poems were inane, foolish and bad
but not for that child

and I wonder what he now does think of my verses,
if at times he still does place my words in his own ink?
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A Child Is A Strange Thing [1]

A child is a strange thing

that does take your most expensive books,
to stain them with his own drawings

and here and there words are twisted

and when that boy did find some of my first poems
he did write love poems for his girlfriend

and it was my own words with which he was wooing
that he did write down word upon word

and that file of mine was just gone

until I did find it beneath his bed

and to his mother those poems were inane, foolish and bad
but not for that child

and I wonder what he now does think of my verses,
if at times he still does place my words in his own ink?
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A Childrens Game?

I see a boy making roads

in the red-brown sand,

where his blue plastic Ranchero pickup
drives up and down

past a mud pond.

There'’s a green plastic
roofless Mercedes,

that’s parked in the shade
next to a homestead

of tomato planks.

Small branches stand like popular trees
pressed in a row

in a rectangle,

where a red plastic Massi Furgeson tractor
draws furrows in a line of dust.

When I pass that place years later
a farmer drives around his fields
with his white Toyota pickup,
where popular trees

are rowed in next to the road

and green John Deere tractors

are ploughing

and I see a beautiful blonde woman
with a silver Mercedes SLK

cutting past their big dam

and the road turns away

and I wonder how the house looks
where they live

of which the roof

just edges pass the hillock.
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A Christmas Carol

On a early summer day

while shepherds fed their flocks hay
all the earth was rejoicing

about the coming king.

Angels sang, appeared in great glory
and told scared men the blessed story,
early in the morn, of the child being born,

the Prince of peace, the creator God, Jesus the Christ
for whom a manger sufficed.

A star guided wise men right through the night
they followed its bright light
and over a stable it halted its flight

where they found the child they sought
and bowed before the king

seeing the mild maiden mother glowing
with admiration, worshipping Him,

they gave the treasures that they brought

and the world was at peace

while God walked among men

and now like then:

giving out His love that never ceases.
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A Christmas Poem (Sonnet)

Just before Christmas day

my darling wife came to me

with a huge smile and her eyes all glittery
while we did set up a small decorated tree,
did heartfelt prayers to God pray

while life did still happen as it may

and that special day had a lot of tranquility

while we thought about a child that did set the world free,
that told the people of the world how love should really be
and every person may believe as he or she may

but we thought about His birth, life and suffering
and soon He will be returning as the everlasting king.
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A Christmas Prayer

Our great redeemer that on this day

was born in Bethlehem and triumphed over sin
take all our hardships, our troubles away
while we come to You and let Your love flow in

to our hearts, our lives and like the shepherds let we see
Your glory and find tranquillity,

have peace in our lives and country

and before You forever be free

and grant that we live as brothers
loving all others
totally unselfishly

as if coming from the same fathers and mothers

and when this joyous day begin
grant us Your blessing.
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A Christmas Story

(In answer to D. J. Opperman)

At the agriculture co-operation's shop the farmers did believe the angel
where on the high-veldt they were farming near to each other,
they did see the star and took gifts to each one's ability.

One did load his best stud bull on the back of his pickup truck
the other his prize winning sheep ewe and towed a trailer full of wool,
the other a pickup load of his maize harvest, fruit and some lettuce,

they did also take along coffee, rusks, biltong and crullers full of syrup,
holders filled with chops, steak and sausages and bags of flour for maize
porridge,

then the three of them took to the back road.

Together they followed the star on a summer-night
where it took direction to the capital city of Pretoria
and at daylight they reached a shack, at a time a stable, in squatter-camp

where they did find an old rundown Datsun pickup truck and a worn out trailer,
where they rolled up their sleeves and made the Datsun and trailer useful for
years,

after washing their hands each one of them did kneel down and smile at the
child,

thanked God and prayed long prayers over the salvation that He does bring,
where the Child gazed at them open mouthed as if He did understand everything
and together they sang songs of praises from their own childhood days,

again did thank God, shook hands with the parents and embraced the small wife,

prayed to the Child, unloaded all the presents and quickly did make a cattle pen
as they were on holy ground and did swallow away the knobs in their throats

while a very old family dog was friendly watching them,
did go and lie outside to protect the bull and the ewe

and they did trust in God and did behold Him themselves.

[Reference:&quot;Kersliedjie&quot; (Christmas-song)by D. J. Opperman.]
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A Christmas Story (Sonnet)

Bright in the veldt under a starry canopy
suddenly dazzling lights did shine

at the birth of the Savior, the Lord Jesus divine
who came to set all men free

from a world smitten with the darkest iniquity

and the child as a man did the power of love define
brought mercy to all types of sinners and to the concubine
how life is supposed to be he tried to make all men see

and to some His life seemed a great loss
where daily to help others he went

while He did pray and bless

but was nailed to a cross

while of all evil things he was totally innocent
and dying he cried for forgiveness.
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A Circle Of Good Men

(after Tony Harrison)

Around a table

the president, his cabinet

and some generals sit in a council of war
and these men

are traders of the bodies of boys

who have just left school

and they deal in corpses

when they send them into war
and as a return

get caskets with the dead,
battered, hardened, shattered
bomb happy citizens

and some receive dog tags
and have to write letters
to parents and wives

but do not experience the lost,

do not carry the cost of lost of income,
do not hear the crying

or see the aching

which death brings

to fathers, mothers,

brothers, sisters, wives, children

and friends

neither do they experience

gunshots, bursting grenades, falling bombs
piercing rockets

or having to crawl through sodden marches,
having to live on ration packs,

or local vegetation

as citizen force soldiers do

who have been called up

against their will
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or see the humiliation, the poverty
or the effect of war
on the local population

but sit in their castles and palaces
living up the glory

of their positions,

living in luxury

as if they are gods

with the power

over life and death.

[Reference: &quot;The Bonebard Ballads: The Ballad of Geldshark&quot; by
Tony Harrison.]
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A Clear Sweet Voice

When I first heard your voice,

in it there was something incredulous pure
a kind of serene beauty that one expects
at the heavenly court

and nowhere else to hear

as if the war had for a time stopped

between armies of angels

and legions of demons

while they all listened in awe

and even nature was stunned at the sound of it.
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A Cloud Burst In The Afternoon

Birds pelt to their nests,

bees to their hives,

butterflies scatter and flutter

to find some shelter somewhere
the dogs run to their boxes,

the ginger Persian cat

stretches himself out,

looks with almost a kind of grin
at the clouds and sneaks

to the nearest tree

that has bird nests

when the rain starts to fall

from a dark sky full of flashing thunder
with first only a few big drops
and then pouring down

the neighbour's wife who were pruning flower-bushes
snipping the dead ones off
is gone,

the girls across the street

on the sidewalk

stop their hopping

and scatter to their different homes

the boys drop their bicycles on the sidewalk
dart into the large mansion

while like a river water stream down the road
washing the hop-scotch lines,

the dust and pollution away

a lightning bolt slams down
right next to the window
with a blue-white dazzling bright light

before it thunders and I can smell it.
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A Conductor (In Answer To T.T. Cloete)

Slowly his swings his stick up and again down
in rapture as if it's a magic wand.

When he makes the music notes to come alive:
great classical masters rise from the grave.
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A Constant Shadow Hangs Ominous

Something has gone wrong
and things are not
how they used to be

and firestorms
hang in the
polluted black sky

while lightning bolts
lash out

like lights searching
for a answer

and bitter acid rain falls
among the rubble
left by man

and as far
as the eye can see
desolation goes

and man has lost the plan
for the survival

of every thing that lives
and death is everywhere

and the constant shadow
hangs ominous
where the sun used to shine

and an unstoppable fire
burns the land

and winds of radiation
blows endlessly

where birds used to fly.
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A Conversation With God

Everything that I posses does not belong to me

but is a sign of Your love and great mercy

and even all my great and good deeds

do not make me free of Your crucifixion or of blame
and even though I do possess fame and respect,
that which I can become

is only the blessing that You do pour down upon me
and all of my existence,

even the most brilliant thoughts in my mind,

that which do carry meaning for me

You my Lord, do provide before I can ask for it

and does only come as a gift from Your hand.

Your great care is wherever I am

and You do regard everyone that I meet as Your own child.
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A Conversation With Minette

My dear, destiny has separated us
and my life goes on without meaning
and you are at another place, far away from me.

I am seasons and a lifetime gone from you,
but still forever bonded to you
and although I am another person, you are still stay part of me

and in the evenings you are near
when I lift my eyes to the stars.
My dear, destiny has separated us

and only in my dreams my life seems real
when you are like a flower with me,
and I am not blinded by the day’s bright rays,

while I find new meaning,
I feel you material as a human being, when you stand next to me
and you are at another place, far away from me

at a place of which I do not know the extent
caught in the clutches of death
when you are like a flower with me

and sometimes I wish that you would stay with me
that you do not disappear with the morning light.
My dear, destiny has separated us

as if human life always hangs in the balance,
as if man is forever extradited to a Godly decision
caught in the clutches of death,

we life on, immoral or sincere
until death devours us
and although I am another person, you are still stay part of me

I am not able to loose your spirit, your humanity
but still feel your love reaching out too me.
As if man is forever extradited to a Godly decision
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life passes much too quickly

even when you bring your hands together in prayer.
My dear, destiny has separated us

and you are at another place, far away from me,

but it’s still as if your bright blue eyes look at me.
Now I am seasons and a lifetime gone from you,
but still feel your love reaching out to me

and although I am another person, you still stay part of me.
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A Country

How can we determine what a country is?

If everyone of us wants to bind

a different meaning to it? Finding our own salvation
our own destruction in it?

That it is a region wherein we exist,

have to make a living, a region that is differentiated for us,
obtained through a struggle in which a flag and anthem
have to bind together but at times rather divide

a place wherein we are born

or of which with time we have become children
which we recognize as our own

and from which we are inseparable,

is no new knowledge, but that life sprouts

from the piece of ground that is own to each one,
that we experience the wonders

in our lives, times that we share with one another

and that we are together in this place and time

where everyone wants to be treated worthy as a human,
with the ability

to make a living on merit

wanting to protect that which we possess

and want to preserve it, trying to save our possessions,
lives and time

to keep to the length of days

where everyone can talk his own language, can write
uniquely perpetrate an own culture

and being able to safe the majesty

of nature for our children and their children

are some of the things that I claim legitimately
and by laws and oppression

the government

is showing me the door
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so as if my own country
is not innate to me and only belongs to some?
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A Cup Of Tears

(for Daleen)

Long before first light

in the darkness of the late night

your slumber took you to the coming morning
where in sleep you spoke out without a warning

uttered words that barely had substance

while my yesterdays, life right here and my tomorrows
like a open wound were coming in words of utter sorrows
while the paper ship of sleep did soothe you on the waves
to all the places that the subconscious do crave

where a shower of words come to the remembrance

of the lovely yesterday's that we did live through

about the heartaches and joys and the splendour

of all the bright new mornings that on us down did pour

in all the great and small things that was between me and you

and some were simple treasures or times where we dared and did chance
but now only the silences for me do remain

and meaningless is all the flowers I had planted,

although still with you I do remain enchanted

and with the parting there is a sea full of tears and pain

which have come by words and acts and circumstance

and I wonder if you do really know my heart,

do know the gist of all of my feelings and devotion

while you move away on your own motion

and by your children's wishes and your own we do part

where the last goodbye was without even a last glance.
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A Day Of Rest

(after W.H. Auden)

They had fled from him,
some for their lives from his sight,
had fled from his might
and now it felt only like an interim

as with his bloody big machines

he had turned against himself, trying to destroy his kind
and suddenly there was light that shines

naturally and no sign of him they could find

and it was a day of rest as there had never been
with beauty and tranquillity that went on and on
and they thought that man would never again be seen

that he and his implements were forever gone

but the fun had only just begun when a shot rang out
and a man appeared with a gun, using it clear and loud.

[Reference: “The Sabbath” by W.H. Auden.]
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A Day On The Beach

The cobalt, emerald and sapphire of the Southern sea
could turn moments in a day into eternity

as if no other day like this could ever be

when I loved you and you loved me

and on that beach we found tranquillity

while both the dogs were barking and running free.

The busy city laid shining in the distance far away

and we loved each other without a single word to say

while the breakers crashed on rocks and rolled out in the bay
and together on that sunny beach we did laugh, kiss and play
on a February God blessed radian day

and it felt if we would love each other come what may.

The wind swept in from the sea, died down and swept in again
and on that open day suddenly it started to rain

while glittering in the distance was the blue-green main

and in our hearts was joy and we did know no pain

as we looked in wonder at the hues that did the Pacific stain

and on that day the time did fly

when almost in a single moment the day passed us by
but at eight in the evening the sun was still high
burning with intensity in that Cape Town sky

and you were in love and so was I.

It was the best of days where we picnicked on the shore
and a day like this had not come before

when it felt as if that day could last forever more,

while I loved you true and you did me adore

and together the beach and each other we did explore.
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A Day With A New Morn (Luc-Bat)

The wind whispers in rage

while with time I do age each day
when mere fate havoc play,

and I was on my way; was wet
the day that we had met,

my life was already set by grace
with a smile on your face,

we went to a new place for fun,
the day did just begun,

was hot with the bright sun, was fair
with colour in your hair,

a thing was in the air and gone,
like a sweet kind of tone

that had just moved on a page.
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A Decree Is Made

A decree is made
to paralyse a nation
and to push nations into one tribe.

Heroic deeds are made void
and history is twisted

totally out of proportion

and the new culture

becomes the in thing

and being an Afrikaner is out.

Names are changed to strange
unknown things

while jobs are isolated

for the oppressed

and a fight

for survival rages on

and the future

for white persons fade away.

The syllabus changes at school

and the curriculum with it,

where fights break out

and children are stabbed with knifes
and bladed with swords

and the bush is loose

and in some

cannot be tamed.

Slowly but surely

every thing goes backwards

and inflation and the petrol price

goes as if

they are on steroids

but the government declares

that every thing is going well and better,
while very few believe that nonsense.
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A Dentist

At the local municipal clinic

the dentist rather pulls the teeth than fill them
and even if you have got a lot of pain

there is no compassion to be seen.
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A Dirge For Minette

Silently, silently the new morning awakes
and your hands are crossed over your breast
while you go to the eternal rest,

and deeply, deeply my heart aches.

II

Colourful new flowers are flowering,

with insects buzzing, birds with songs to sing
while I miss you

during this early spring.

III

Blue as your eyes the sky

is stretching, open and clear
while in it multitudes of birds fly
and I wish that you were here.

IV

Far too fleetingly you were with me
and this remains the earthly thing,
where no one is free

from death and the way that it stings.

\Y

In the early morning breeze at you grave

my words are fluttering here and there, fluttering
while in sorrow they rave

and even the willows are crying.
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A Distressful Day Finds Me

a Distressful day finds me
and at work

the air conditioner is on
and I am catching flue
from a colleague.

At a robot a oversized trailer

hits me against the leg,

while the truck thug

turns with purpose wider than his lane
and drives away into intractability.

At the front gate

the motorbike’s gear leaver
comes loose

and I can find no gear.

Kyla belches and I hear

that my darling is away with her
to make a end

to her life.

When the car stops at the back door.
I know that God

answers prayers

and see that our big old black dog
is still alive,

as no vet

could find a vain on her

and her tail swings to and thro
when she sees me

and in a day or two

she’s well again.
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A Dragon Fly

that lingers at the mirror image of the window
is swept away
when every insect catches the eye of a butcher bird

and I am caught in the scene
where it pierces the insect on the barbed wire,
is swept away

where the insect looses its life
and the bird is preparing for its next victim
where it pierces the insect on the barbed wire

and I see the bird spreading its black wing
as it twitters on the barbed wire and slaps its wings
and the bird is preparing for its next victim

while each insect it catches so smartly
where it is set on each movement,
as it twitters on the barbed wire and slaps its wings

and the bird becomes a deadly thing
that lingers at the mirror image of the window
where it is set on each movement,

when every insect catches the eye of a butcher bird.
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A Dream

Like a blue white lightning bolt
hitting one of us
from a clear blue sky,

or a meteorite falling flaming
out of a tranquil black night
right on our house

without a chance in a million

I dreamt of you

even years before us meeting
and that dream came true
right out of the blue.

I believe that our lives are fixed
by more than stars,
by more than mere chance,

by powers far greater

than just destiny

and that God holds His mighty hand
over you and me,

that the Lord straightens the way
and lays it out.
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A Ducktail Called Stan

There was a man they called Stan the ducktail,
a well build biker with very long hair,

his real name could have been Sam

or Dick or Dirk

no one really still knows

but he carried chains

and knuckle-dusters

that he used as fighting tools

(and sometimes his bare fists did the thing)
whenever a game of cards, pool, snooker
or even darts did not go straight

he took a swing

and rumour had it that he had even
knocked some cops through shop windows,
had send them straight to hospital

he was a hippie in the time

that free love and marijuana

was in some circles acceptable

and this bloke had many friends,

a gang full of them

that used to party with him

with chicks near Brakpan dam
drinking champagne, beer and cane,
or whatever liquor

they could lay their hands on

and to all the schoolboys Stan
was the man, the archetype

of what they wanted to become
what they used to call:

“a mean fighting machine, ”

and some parents did not want them

to associate with what they called

ducktail scum, even went as far

as warning the kids in the Sunday school
against Stan, hippies and ducktails in general
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and to live a honest respectable life
and held a prayer meeting

where they begged God to intervene

in the life of Stan

and to this day they believe that He did

and one day just to have some fun

Stan was breaking shop windows

in the main street, waiting on the police

to come and meet him

with drawn batons and fists

and the big well build expected six

were hanging back

and a young lean cop walked right up to him,
tried to make an arrest

and the rest is history.

Stan smiled at the young man
lifted his huge right fist,

but it went right over the cop’s head
and he got one hell of a punch
on his own jaw instead,

was knocked right from his feet,
landed unconscious in the street,
waked up cuffed in a police cell
and it was totally beyond him
that a small lean policeman

had given him a beating

and it was the last trouble

that the town, the police and people
in the local hotels and bars

ever had with Stan

and what had become of him

no one knows.
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A Dying Soldier

When he closes his eyes

a helicopter hangs chattering
in the sky

and I feel his pulse beat fading
while I try to press close

the shooting wound

from which the red is oozing

and his face

is deadly silent and pale

his eyes flicker open

perplexed, with pain

and something unknown to me in them,
they become taught

and the lines of his mouth are set in stone
while his breathing goes silent

There is sand swarming up

while the flying machine is landing
and through that wind

I smell his blood.
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A Elegy For Monica

(after Theodore Roethke)

I remember the way you walked, at times did smile to me,
a shy kind of smile, your quick lingering glance,

but when I got you to talk the words rushed out,

as if those syllables was for me especially meant

like a redbreast twittering while fluttering on the breeze.
then frolicking happily from branch to branch,

shaking it with a trembling and the big old tree,

its branches and even the shade was part of the song,
where every other bird chirped along,

even the hot summer sun smiled at you.

but far too silently, far too swiftly, far too suddenly
you were lost from life and from living,

like a broken mannequin, like a shop-doll,

you lay stretched out in a pool of blood,

were smashed by a careless driver,

with your hair meddled, your head askew.

My little robin, never again will I hear you chirping,
never again will the breeze blow you a kiss,

never again will I see that smile,

hear words especially meant for me

and how I wished that I could mend you,

pick you up and again put your body together,

how I wish that I could awake you from that awful sleep
and utter words that would bring you back

but at you grave I am not a relative,

not your boyfriend, husband or your lover

where I have no right or claim to you:

we worked together and to me you had been kind.

[Poet's note: &quot;Elegy for Jane&quot; by Theodore Roethke.]
© Gert Strydom
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A Far Greater Chill

It was my forty sixth year to heaven
and autumn was in the trees

and a slight breeze frizzled my hair
touching me with the first icy fingers

but the sky was clear and blue
and some wild doves cooed in the trees
and I would have been happier with summer,

but the flowers were still blooming
from shower after shower of rain
and I was alone again

with the winter

of our relationship setting in
which was a far greater chill.
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A Farewell Lay For Minette

Minette, the wind now whispers, are sometimes raging
as if its calling your name while I am aging

and forever you will be sweet and young,

sometimes it feels as if around me a war is waging

while I am trying to find my way

in @ world where destiny sometimes havoc play

are looking for answers to the questions of life and living
while my life passes without you day after day.

II

Far too happy was the day that we met
as if by some fiddling of destiny it was set
and while I stopped to give you help

with tears your cheeks was wet,

but the smile that came upon your face

said thank you with a kind of amazing grace

while I changed your car's tire

from sudden nervousness my hands felt out of place.

It was as if the morning sun

had suddenly risen before the day had begun
and although we did not say a single word
your company was loads of fun.

In my car's four sharp head lamps your golden hair
was pretty and you were more beautiful than just fair
while on the wind I caught a whiff of your scent

it felt as if your presence was predetermined to be there.

III

That summer was a really lovely one
even the breeze had a joyous tone
while we laughed fell in love almost at a whim
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and far too quickly our time together was gone.

You were so part of me you were in my heart and head,

in quick understanding few words were ever said

but our loving, our companionship and understanding was intense
and together we could only see great things lying ahead.

IV

Standing at your grave I saw the wind
turning the red sand into clouds of dust,
coming strong from behind

and at your death broken

there was no answer that I could find.

Maybe we had to much sheer happiness
found a lifetime's joy in our moments of bliss
as we thought that the rest of our lives
would simply be like this.

\Y

At times I have tried to forget you

have tried to paint my life a different hue,
forget the way it was between us

but some memories always stay true

and memories at times brings everything back
when you return with an uncanny knack

and in lonely evenings

when the sky is black

I dream of you joining me
and like always you look happy and free
while from each other we are separated
and there's an inadequacy

a dividing thing between the living and the dead

and sometimes our meetings come with a kind of dread
while you stay part of me

and it's a strange, strange life to lead.
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VI

Minette, the wind howls, there's rain

coming down while lightning bolts flash again and again
and it's almost as if I can touch you, catch your essence
but my heart is full of pain

and maybe its time to say goodbye,
in this rainy, stormy weather
to really again live in a place where the sun shines

when the sky glows within its ether.
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A Farewell To Petersfield

(after Leonard Nolens)

In an own paradise we were together

where white stinkwood trees throw cool shadows over the green lawn
where weavers, doves and sparrows do constantly frolic on the branches,
where the sun shines with its bright rays

and in that pretty garden there was no snake,

only hadedah ibises that land with a heavy wing-beat and do sometimes screech
where pink roses did creep over a cupola

and here and there were pots with fuchsias

that red, pink and white, pink and blue and even orange

hang in big bushes with their bells

and we did pull out all of the weeds

while turtle-doves and laughing-doves did coo and flutter down

to peck up the crumbs in the back-yard,

the dogs did open the small gate to follow me

and back in the pond there were golden-fishes that swam around,

there were all kinds of lilies that did constantly flower,

roses that like trees did grow covered with flowers

where I could only write poems every now and then

in Petersfield extension one

where the heaven did hang blue over me.

[Reference: &quot;Afscheid van Missenburg&quot; (Farewell to Missenburg)by
Leonard Nolens.]
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A Farm With A Cemetery And Homestead (Free Verse
Sonnet)

At the banquet-bakery I see a cemetery on display

with a small liquorice-gate turned skew

and graves row upon row between flowers in a dale,

the garden is so carefully made and so pretty

and all of it out of icing-sugar and marzipan,

pressed out in cake forms with big brown fields,

with a meandering river over the whole big aria

and his love for the rural district is bold,

with a homestead where there is a paddock with horses

and next to the house a windmill and a round dam,

as if he wants to go back to a place of his childhood days,
with a farmer with a pipe on a fallen brown trunk,

fat Frisian black and white cows that graze in the green veldt,
and as if I can smell the veldt everything looks so familiar to me.

© Gert Strydom
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A Few Anku’s

The old dentist waits;
quickly
children scuttle off.

b 3
Prey of butcherbird
flutters
on washing line.

X

Restaurant gossip

playing
with silent feet.
X

yellow sickle moon catch
howling
of an old dog.
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A Financial Manager In The New South Africa

The sun has risen like a large red ripe orange
and I can almost smell its ripeness

on the early morning air

and I am driving my brand new red BMW
with its leather seats,

dark windows, flaring South African flags
and large L-sign,

slowly through the old dilapidated pickups,
the old Jetta’s and ten year old cars

of the white folks

who are going to work

like a herd of cows.

BEE is a really great thing

and gave me the opportunity

to be promoted from filing clerk
to financial manger

and now my cousin

who was formerly a tea lady

is the personnel manager

and although the job seems tough
it doesn’t really matter

how I do it,

as long as I get to work on time
and drive the white minority to perform
and to stand in for me.

Sometimes facts and figures
goes right pass me, but my white deputy
certainly knows his stuff

and at times talks on my behalf,
especially at board meetings
and if he doesn’t buckle up

and toe the line

his job will be mine

to give to another

who bows down

and says yes boss to me.
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Just now I will scratch my head,
put my feet on my desk

and ask aloud:

“right where am I now? ”

And when the figures

on the papers in front of me
doesn’t add up

shaking my head

I will remark:

“going nowhere slowly.”

The afternoon tea will indicate

that the working day is almost done
and it’s time to go home

where three wives will welcome me
and like a god I will walk

past the white employees

and stare at one of them

to scare the living daylight out of him
and ask if the assignment he is doing
is completed?

And I will take some files from him
and draw green lines at places
even if I do not comprehend

any of the calculations

and tonight I will shed my suit, shirt and tie
put on my traditional skins

sit in the shade of the old oak tree
at the back of my yard

around a pot of foaming beer

and will hear the voices

of my children and play with them,
have an orgy with all three my wife’s
and now I drink my tea

without spilling any from the cup
and the clock on the wall

tell me that its time to go home.

[References: BEE stands for: Black Economic Empowerment.
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Christopher van Wyk.]
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A First Visit To A Certain Madame (Terzanelle)

With every nerve alert
as at the abyss
you unpredictably flirt

with a seeming innocent kiss
breaking through jeopardy
as at the abyss

and making my heart race in me
longing for your caress
breaking through jeopardy

before revealing your innermost recess
trusting implicitly.
Longing for your caress,

showing a understanding without glee,
being a friend, companion and affectionate
trusting implicitly

acting on instinct you do not contemplate.
With every nerve alert
being a friend, companion and affectionate

you unpredictably flirt.
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A Flower For The Night

I dreamed about a magical garden
where an assortment of flowers grows
with the most beautiful colours and hues,
delicate leaves and shapes

and as a full moon arced into the sky
throwing its golden rays

buds opened one after another

and the air was filled

with the most lovely scent

and that I found you

next to a pool with drifting lotuses
opening their cups

and when I opened my eyes

you lay beside me

and the scent was still in the air

and it was almost if we were still there.
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A Flower For The Night [2]

In the garden we sat watching the stars,
talking softly, intimately while she smoked
and the cigarette glowed red

with her perfume and its flavour

mixing on the evening air

and around us there were flowers
opening everywhere

and some had large cups, others hanged
with petals in strings

in different hues from white, pink,

red to crimson, violet and blue.

There is a flower (whose name I know)
who showed me the most beautiful petals
and bloomed one night

in @ bed besides me

in sheer nudity

with perfection in ever aspect of her body

while the full moon rose almost silver white
on a cloudless night

she was soft, firm and tender

and her lips sweet and hot

and I could not resist her,

the intimacy, the tenderness

and the love that she brought.
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A Forget Me Not

I see a young girl

with auburn hair

and ink blue eyes

picking petals from a yellow flower
as if she’s counting them

one by one

and her lips form

the words

you love me,

you love me not.

Her face is lovely

and sweet

and she’s tanned

by the summer

and slender like a reed
and there are no shoes
on her feet.

She smiles at me

and puts red rose blossoms
in a big heavy book

and closes it tenderly

and press down on it

and I wonder to whom

she is going to send

a forget me not

as if any young lad

would be able to forget her.
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A Frightening Dream

With his body halfway in he stumbles
against a slope beneath the earth

like a pig in sewerage, in manure,
accumulated, that is pouring out,

he gasps at the wound where it pours,
draws his mouth shut.

In sorrow a pair stares at him
under a car’s roof -

he passes courteously,
seeing a guard on his rounds.

II

Dams whirl and its daytime,

beyond ditches and borders an imagined thing waits,
he has got to go back, is becoming blinded,

drags himself along, wanting to know

why some people are screaming,

bends down, big and afraid

under an artificial rainbow.

III

With first sight of him hobos mumble where they pass up wind

to where taxi’s are catching people impudently

one can barely breath, is searching for his beloved home,

they are arguing, later almost missing: The night mumbles

a dark cupboard, passing an icy mass

that drifts on a river with the darkness waving,

where Amanda bends in a Viva over another woman

and the wind tears open a pool of water following the fainting sun,
that dies like a dead candle.
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A Full Red Moon Hangs In The Night Sky

A full red moon
hangs in the night sky
and birds fly past in silhouette

and the leopard

in my soul jumps out

to take the tract

and roars resounding in the dark night
and sneaks, sneaks past

till where you wait for me.
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A Gigantic Bee Of A Thing

About two centimetres in size,

it drones near,

something that you can probably call a bee
with black wings spread in balancing,

it suddenly wants to attack me

and I want smack it, damning it away.
About two centimetres in size

it drones near,

wants to intervene in my life like a mad despot
with a attacking dive quite openly,

making that I want to call out a string of curses
eager to its attack, like a religious devout,
about two centimetres in size.
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A Girl Called Lisa

Lisa let's you come to her place near the airport
and you watch warplanes

disappearing into the blue sky

while you wait for her to open.

She treats you like her boyfriend,

soul mate and brother

and you know that she’s a little mad
and she smiles with tears in her eyes,
shares whiskey, plays pool, dance

and tells about the things

that makes her happy and she trust you
and you leave a gift of money

and before you know it, her lips burn on yours
and you make to love her, as if it’s destined to be.

Gert Strydom
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A Girl From The Boland (Free Verse Sonnet)

(for Annelize)

The High-veldt is beautiful the sky is open and blue,

I wonder if you from the Cape will be able to settle here,

where thunderstorms do come in the late afternoon

as I have entrusted our love to God

and where daily I see the hot summer

I do constantly think of you

and although my days do quickly run past

love is not something that does fade away

and A. G. Visser had been right about A girl from the Boland
where as a human being and woman you are far past just pretty
and it's not only the walking away, the coming in and coming along
that makes you exceptional,

your humanity does constantly beat in my heart

and I do want to have you in times of joy and happiness.

[Reference:&quot;Waar ou Heidelberg hang aan die Suikerbosrand&quot; (Where
old Heidelberg hangs on the Sugar-bush hillocks)by A. G. Visser.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Glance At Ingrid Jonker

If you give yourself over

to the arms of the swishing sea,

go into the embrace of water that flows
and steams do drag you along

then you will maybe walk in,

in the way that a person does go to a lover
where you have got vistas,

do wish upon new dreams

and do stand at the end of things

as if that which does lie in front of you
are without end or any border

where free from self-conceit

you do wish your current life away
and do set you eye on unseen things,

do let the water flow over you
while you feel something in its chilly grip.
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A Glance Over Bruges

&quot;'n Klok werp zilver uit een toren&quot; - Paul van Ostaijen
&quot; (A bell throws silver from a tower) &quot; - Paul van Ostaijen

In the moats of Bruges the bells ring
when lighted up church-towers do shine in the distance through the fog,

while a multitude of children skip, hop, jump and run
and around us the squares, the plaza and canals are open,

the ancient beauty brings rapture,
where with troubadours you sing love songs,

above us in the darkness stars do shine blue-white
where they are speckled in the heaven above us,

the black water gleam with all kinds of lights,
when from of the boat we go ashore.

© Gert Strydom
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A Glimpse Of God

It’s twilight and there is such serenity, Lord
where I sit at a pond and the water
doesn’t even ripple out,

the eastern sky is still more yellow than orange,
has a soft warm embrace
and I hardly move scared that my presence here

will disturb or destroy the silence
will be blasphemy to your presence
that is still lingering

and the reflection of the rising sun
is a large orange ball on the glittering pool
and the sheer beauty with the wild aloes,

protea flowering trees remind me

of how Eden must have been

and in the slight wind that is now blowing

leaves barely tremble

and this place, this world you are drawing me into
has no threat, no pain or terror

just the grace and splendour of your everlasting love
and the cobalt sky has purity to it, freshness

that is overwhelming.

[Reference: Glimpse of God by Tatamkhulu Afrika.]
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A Good Old Braai

Maybe it's a cultural thing,
but I have not seen people

having a braai like South Africans do.

I have seen Americans

holding a barbeque

and in a sacrilegious way frying
burger patties on a fire

while sniffing up the smoke
and with flames

while they do think

that it is really something.

At a real braai every man is the king
of his braai, where he chooses

the wood or charcoal,

sets it up and alight

and decides

what comes on the roasting grill
and at what heat

the coals are right

and when to fry

what he wants to.

Some people fry marinated steaks,
while others butter them
before turning them to roast

Beer, cider or cool drink

is the social thing

and while the steak, chops
and sausages sizzle

men talk in a group,

do enjoy the experience

and the great smell

of really good and tasty food.
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A Grain Of Sand (Crystalline)

In the omnipotent Lord's hand
this big earth is just a grain of sand

© Gert Strydom
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A Grave Situation

When I walked away from the Marders Hotel

the world seemed to be stumbling towards me
and I couldn't tell the time,

the air was fresh and cold

and as if my feet were totally free from my body,

the traffic lights

and cars were drifting out of the night

and I gripped on a lamppost to get hold of myself,
waved a taxi down that came along

and the driver was short like a dwarf or an elf

and I paid him for a trip to get home,
but he took me to hell and gone,

it felt as if we were going to Rome
and somewhere along the way

we stopped and he went for a wee
and he told me to wait,
disappeared through a iron gate
and after a time I got out to see,

but though that probably he was far away

and though that I heard a distant scream
struggling right through a cemetery

thinking that everything is just a strange dream

but I did not take closer scrutiny

at what was in front of me

and slipped and fell into a open hole

with a loud thud with my face in the mud

and immediately I was sober,

seeing someone moving towards me,
slipping and falling on some wed clods
I said: “damned, Lord God,

who the hell is this? ”

The strange little man gave a short hiss,
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trying to gauge the situation
with eyes huge as saucers
in a fearful tone said:

“Satan, leave my body alone”
and without any goodbyes
with a big leap he was gone

and in that grave, I was the only one.
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A Great Master Poet Wrote

A great master poet told

how nature interceded

and interrupted a architect’s design
and made it’s own adjustments in time

but that the master designing artist’s eye,
his mind, comprehended

the difference and from it found

a brilliant answer to where

the problems were

and yet a man of the book
took it upon himself

to declare the designers work
as a copy of strokes

made by the hand of God
which lead to the ruination

of that master architect.

Now if we follow this argument

every poem, even every thought,

every painting

about nature’s splendour

or even the beauty of the human being
or whatever,

you could connect to God or His creation,
even when we sing words, paint pictures
and create art

it does not belong to the author

but to the Lord God and his church.

I'Envoi

If you take the artist away

from designs, verses, paintings, music
(from whatever art)

it will not be there

and it will not exist,

which leaves me to conclude
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that some men of the holy book

do claim in the name of the divine
that which does not belong to them
or their church.
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A Group Of Honourable Men (Rubiyat Sonnet)

Their prayers were like an ominous spell
before those pastors send my career to hell,
that I could not work under any authority
to other employers they did constantly tell,

even that I have got a problem with women,
as if to employ me would be a huge omen,
that I could not keep my hands off them
and they were a group of honourable men

where at work I did not have a relationship
and with me so utter holy they did worship
while they were deceitful in many ways,

affirmative action was rife for white citizenship,

still as the brother of the devil they see me
and now they are in great fear of my poetry.
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A Hadeda -Ibis Did Cause Amok Outside

A Hadeda-ibis

did cause amok outside in the garden,

did suddenly flap its bronze brown wings
and touched

by the noise you did turn around,

without a word

did draw me deep into your slender arms
and did suddenly cover my face with kisses.
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A Heart A Heart Full Of Love

(for Annelize, in answer to C. M. van den Heever)

A heart full of love does beat within me
and my feelings to you I must confess:
that I find an anchoring place in your body, spirit and soul

you do bring to me constantly happiness and a smile
and all my pain and sorrow is taken away,
sometimes eternally or just for a short while

where decades do pass

and you and I do remain after destiny's impact

where I cannot really understand your wonderful love.

[Reference:&quot; Gewonde hart&quot; (Wounded heart)by C. M. van den
Heever.]
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A Heartland Verse For My Darling (Free Verse Sonnet)

(after Theunis Engelbrecht)

Out of love I will build you a house of blue-rock

in the grassy plains of the valleys of my heart,

seal it with faith and blood against sorrow

that like a lizard you can slide in and out.

I will set you free as a klipspringer from the snare of a native
and give shelter against the golden sun,

always like a shadow with you

and each tear and heartache I will understand.

I will find for you a lying place in the soft grass,

make a swing from a car's tyre under the huge oak-tree,
find every flower and sweet that leaves you speechless,
walk with you to the places where you have been,

to all of the places of which you do still dream about

as it is with loving that I come into your life.

[Reference:&quot;heimat-vers vir my lovely&quot; (A verse of my place of origin
for my lovely)by Theunis Engelbrecht.]
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A Hippo At Dawn

The cracking branches as it rushed in
had a shocking kind of thunder to them
and where it entered the swollen river
I heard the rushing water splashing

and at that breaking of day

the scene was something primitive

as if from the very beginning of mankind

while that huge animal lingered with gaping jaws,

jaws that could open wide enough

to snap the small rowing boat in two
in which I was crossing the stream
while like in a kind of dream
everything was happening very slowly
before suddenly the water boiled

as in great might it turned away,

and the water swallowed it.
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A Hippopotamus At Sunrise

Big like a three tonne amphibian truck

unstoppable as if demon bred she shakes her head

while her seven month pregnancy is near to its end.

With the sun rising she rises from the river to shake off the muck,

follows her old track past a crocodile that is rotting and dead.

Small bushes and trees, which give her, cover and do away from her bend
and to notice her with her weighty black-grey sheen glistening we are in luck
while she stops, do wave her tail and with it do her dung spread,

where we are from her somewhat up wind and out of sight a little ahead.

A kudu almost do notice us stops grazing along with a few reedbuck

where for a moment magnificent she stands still as if her power is spend,
before onward that great hippopotamus cow do tread

but she is deadly and vicious as a killer and we are stuck.

That there is no danger to her being near we can pretend

while we are between her and crocodile invested waters with bullets of lead
and at the river and around us life goes on as we notice a passing wild-duck
but to stay standing right were we are the tracker do recommend

and while waiting in anticipation of anything very little is said.
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A Horseman At Night

In the darkness without any clear moon
I suddenly hear the gallop, the thunder
of horse hooves and there far below
I see a black horseman passing by,

With some red sparks coming from the quarts rocks
as if it comes straight from revelation

or an ancient war, I am astounded,

struggle with some fear to go on my way,

maybe it is a wanderer from death
but with him I have nothing in common,
I see the rider hang over to me

and my need suddenly becomes great

but when the moon appears unexpected
there is nothing at the troubled old brook.
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A Host Of People Came South

According to tradition

at the beginning

of the seventeenth century

the tribes of Zulu, Xhosa,

Swazi and Pondo people

who have a related language
and similar culture

and now live in Southern Africa,

migrated from the north

from a legendary place

they call eMbo

somewhere at the great lakes
in central Africa.

As part of a large group

under command of chief Dlamini
the vanguard under chief Nguni
went ahead and discovered

the rivers and hills of Zululand
splitting away from the host
where they killed the local Bushmen hunters
and a metal working offshoot

of the Karimba tribe

and to them these other people
is nothing more than phantoms
spooking in the cliffs,

the caves and in the reeds

near to the river.

Then the followers of Nguni
divided up into different clans
search for the best valley to settle.

One of these people

was a man named Malandela
and they settled near to a river
that they called the forceful one,
building beehive huts
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and on Malandela’s death

his two sons divided

the followers and possessions
between the two of them.

The younger son was named Zulu
which means heaven

and he went with his mother
and followers

to find a place of his own

near a basin in hills

at the Mkhumbane river

and his people planted

a euphorbia tree over his grave
and from then on referred to it
as the place of the great chief
and all the earlier chiefs

except Shaka are buried

in that valley.

Believing that their spirits

and that of Shaka haunts this place
the Zulu army before battle

went to this valley

to pray at ancestral graves

and thundering out the salute:
“Because of us, war.”
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A Humble Prayer To God (Sonnet)

(in answer to Charl-Pierre Naudé)

You do certainly sometimes use pain

to guide and teach man at times

and it's something that a human being cannot escape

but Your heart if full of love, mercy and it's sincere.

On this rebel earth You did experience pain Yourself,

but it did not come with Your perfect creation

and before Your great work at times I am astonished and blind,

do know that pain will come more and more with old age,

also that it's a thing from sin that brings heartache,

that the sirocco of faith through You always brings deliverance,

that like any other father You do jump into the fire

where Your are constantly look out for the welfare of Your children
and on this earth as the great doctor You did stop pain and suffering
where I am kneeling here humbly and only yearn for Your silent closeness.

[Reference:&quot;Charl-Pierre bid tot God&quot; (Charl-Pierre prays to God)by
Charl-Pierre Naudé.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Hunting Expedition

Far off in the bush veldt near to Marken,
where the red sand lies like sea sand,

a young hunter on a day

takes a old.303 rifle with open sights

and walks following a tracker,
that they call a guide,
past green thorn trees
with long white camel-thorns

to where a impala

is standing against a hillock

and he aims for a headshot

and I say to him: “shoot for the shoulder-blade”
but he doesn't listen

and when the shot resounds

the antelope lowers its head

and the bullet whistles away from a rock plate

with the antelope

running away in a red brown stripe
disappearing into the bushes

and the bush veldt sun

burns without mercy down on us.

Gert Strydom
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A Husband's Love Song

My darling is happy to be with me
while she waits for a cup of tea

and in moments of silence we do enjoy
our togetherness as if it is made to be
while in honesty we chat without a ploy

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.

There is a chilly nip in the air

and the back door's light falls on your blonde hair
when to the Renault Scenic together we walk

and you do smile as without a care

while of the things at your work we do talk

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.

In the east the December summer sun is setting

the dogs yelp their goodbyes through the wire netting
and here and there is a cloud in the sky

while all of the day's troubles we are forgetting,

the canvas colours of the heaven is magic to the eye

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.

You look lovely in your white evening dress,

smile more beautiful when I do my love to you profess
and looking at your burnished body brings me joy

as you are lovely and like a goddess totally matchless,
in your presence tonight I feel like a teenage boy

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.

We do drive to the restaurant in Benoni in the early evening haze
while the backlights of the other cars do blaze

and just being with you is great fun

although the back-roads is to me like a maze,

we do suddenly arrive and people are jolly as if a party has begun

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.
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Above us hangs the bright blue-white evening star

while I give you a kiss in the intimate space of the car

and the car park is full of BMW's, Audi's' and four-by-fours,
while the restaurant looks inviting from afar

with some people laughing at the entrance doors

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.

A friendly waiter does welcome us in,

and we talk of our friendship's origin

while I am scared of the ominous dancing that lies ahead
and a adventure with you on this night do begin

but that I do not know how to dance has never being said

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.
The night runs perfectly like a fantasy dream
where the silences tell more than they seem

while like it always does love does find a way

and with a kind of happiness you do beam

where we do visit till early into the next day

and I know that my darling is happy to be with me.

[Poet's note: It is high summer in December in the Southern Hemisphere of the
earth.]
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A Kind Of Freedom

Here I want to thank the black government

for their type of freedom that circles out wider,
from a job I have been affirmed and are free from it
and it is not very long

that I am again aware about this freedom thing,
when black robbers drive around in both my cars.

Before I can wipe out my eyes the police visit me
while they wander around in my house

without a invitation, or even a warrant

where they set me free of my pellet guns,

my stainless steel Colt.45 signature model pistol
and ELG shotgun without laying a charge.

I have to deal with freedom again

when black people cheer in the street

about the soccer world cup,

jumping up and down everywhere around me
while they sing, they assure me of freedom,
but my cellular phone disappears

and the felon that has it is also very happy.

At home a stranger rushes upon me

while he points a firearm at my head

to rob me from my possessions,

to set me free from my property

and probably spits AIDS into my face,

says he was promised a land of milk and honey

and if you think that here I am only joking
you do not get the real meaning of this poem,
as these things did really happen

and still T am facing this kind of freedom.
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A Kind Of Meeting

In my depths your dark eyes are searching

and you soft perfume goes to my head,

the moment lingers while some women chat,

your hand is in mine somewhat loving

and my other hand holds a crumpled handkerchief,
you smile suddenly somewhat caring

and we are like two characters in a movie scene.

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 124



A Kiss (English Sonnet)

(after George Wither)

Closed are you sunny radiant lovely eyes

where next to me you lie and I look in awe,
where to your passionate hot lips access lies
while slowly your sweet breath you do draw

and I wonder if a single kiss I could steal

where it would bring an own kind of bliss

and that nothing would that theft reveal

where it's not something you would miss

and suddenly open by themselves your eyes glow
a soft hand reaches to my cheek and touches me
you look at me as of my intentions you do know

where in their depths I do happiness and love see

and before I know it your lips are burning on mine
they taste of the summer sun, happiness and wine.

[Reference:&quot;A stolen kiss&quot; by George Wither.]
© Gert Strydom
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A Lament For Jeanie

Yesterday afternoon she still barked at the children
running up and down next to the hedge

where outside in the street they passed

with their noisy go-cart, pushing bike and three bicycles,
but this morning she is silent for the postman

and now she lies rigid.

What do you say about the most faithful dog
that waits on you to die of tick fever and where do you grope

to find words when your prayers do not go higher than the ceiling,
when you feel that people and God have forsaken you,
but to say: lie soft my dear friend,

you are much better off than in this world’s bleak and cold existence.

There are theological people that believe that dogs do not have a hereafter
but in my eyes you deserve your dog fun in a much better world.
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A Lamia In The Limpopo (Refrain Stanza Sequence)

(after John Keats)

I

Long ago in far aeons when some fairy broods
came to dwell in the unspoilt green woods,

in the time of King Arthur's golden diadem,
when Excalibur glittered with its sole gem,
while farmers and merchants traded goods
unexpectedly Hermes he did again in love fell
with a nymph as if under a kind of spell,
again Hermes was in one of his foul moods,
came to dwell in the unspoilt green woods,

II

but like before to him she remained unseen,

for some reason to help her he was keen,

while again he heard a sorrowful wailing,

where something did in great sadness sing,

it felt to him as if she had never on the earth been,
again he found an enchanted spirit being

crying with human eyes in a snake head blue-green,
with silver moon shapes and peacock in-between,
for some reason to help her he was keen.

ITI

Sibilant the Lamia promised the nymph to find,

if Hermes gave her the ability to be a woman again,

was utterly lonely as the very last of her kind,

on his caduceus Hermes swore but a snake she did remain

but she gave sight and did put the hiding place in his mind,

and only if kissed on the mouth she would a lovely lady be,

the men she tried to enchant were many but a snake they did see
and in the Limpopo River softhearted she did unwind,

was utterly lonely as the very last of her kind.

IV

In the modern age she was afraid of being a sightseeing thing
as through time the words of men did painfully sting,

she came to a far off waterhole where she avoided every human
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as in her mind she had become something hideous and inhuman,
was afraid of philosophers and scientists and their measuring
and yet of the heartache of another person she could tell

where a farmer and hunter did himself from humans expel

and lonely and very solitary he was living,

as through time the words of men did painfully sting.

Vv

At a time with his 30-08-calibre rifle he shot a crocodile

that sneaked up on him where he was thought stuck for a while

and as her only serious enemy this act did set her from all worry free.

Daily at the waterhole to his deceased wife he spoke and she knew his story,
even followed him unseen home for more than a mile,

realised that as a man he was decent and very nice

and really tempted she became and wanted him to entice

but one evening he saw a massive snake that wanted him to beguile,

that sneaked up on him where he was thought stuck for a while.

VI

It looked at him with human understanding soulful eyes,

it seemed as if in those eyes gentleness and a great sorrow lies.

&quot;I must be either drunk or totally out of my mind.&quot;

Sibilant but clear she said:&quot;no you are confused and very kind.&quot;
&quot;You must be a demonic thing, surely today one of us dies? &quot;
&quot;I am not a demon nor a child eating blood sucking thing,

I am an enchanted spirit and if you kiss me a living human being.&quot;

He frowned:&quot;the native water-snake that with great thunder flies.&quot;
It seemed as if in those eyes gentleness and a great sorrow lies.

VII

&quot; My granddad talked about it and nobody after that thought he was fit
and yet here you are and kiss you I will if only for the thrill of it.&quot;
&quot;Are you truly serious, &quot; sibilant she did joyful in amazement hiss.
Another man might have reacted in another way but he did her kiss

and then stood totally motionless without words as if by lightning hit.
Transfigured he saw his wife who was lost in the river as a human

and if it really was her no one knows but he was a very happy man.

His words remained and with a glint in her eye she repeated them bit-by-bit:
&quot;and yet here you are and kiss you I will if only for the thrill of it.&quot;

[References:&quot;Lamia&quot; by John Keats.&quot;Oor die seek'gat&quot;
(Over the hippopotamus-hole)by C. M. van den Heever. The short story:&quot;A

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 128



Lamia in the Cévennes&quot; by A. S. Byatt.]
© Gert Strydom
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A Lane In England

In autumn I walked in England
in a lane full of trees

where leaves lay auburn

on a road wet from rain.

Barren, stripped oak trees

were between other green ones

and it was as if I was going

right through a tunnel

with here and there trees

of which the leaves were more yellow.

In the distance the road bended to the right
where a bush fence

cut neatly square

and telephone poles

ran along the edge of the road

and the green moss banks

were covered with auburn leaves

at places

and on the other side

of the road

a shrub stretched out green and long
like a sausage

that was lying next to the road

and I would love
to have a lane like that

next to my driveway.
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A Large Golden Moon

(in answer to Riana maiden name Marais (Strydom) Kruger)

A large golden moon hangs

above the row of jacarandas in the avenue
and when I see it, it is so near

that it feels as if I can get pieces of it

and now your promises comes back to me

that you will stay at my side

even though weeks, months and years go by

but without you the moon keeps turning in its orbit
and promises of love that last eternally

I can now forever forget

just as the heat of your heart and body

as for me nothing is written in the planets

and I can find no promises in the stars

when the branches of the trees move around in the wind
and it seems as if the stars are jumping

but still I do wonder what the new day is gong to bring

and even if I could discover the most heartfelt secrets of the moon
it would not bring you closer to me.

Reference:

“Full moon by Riana maiden name Marais (Strydom) Kruger” (My own
translation)

“A Golden and silver moon

.hangs on a karee branch in my avenue.
When I look through the window

I can almost reach to it.

I can almost touch it,

almost, almost catch it.”

“Long ago you did promise
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that you would bring me

the sun and moon and stars.

What is written in the planets tonight...
longing for the heat of your body? ”

“Chorus”

“If I could attach the moon

to a chain around my neck

then forever I would be able to discover its secrets,
would be able to hold it against my heart

and I would be able to fold my empty arms around it.”

“Like lost promises

the silver rays fall into a water puddle.

The man in the moon is only a dream

that sometimes fills my days and nights of grief.”

“Just a dream, just a dream.”
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A Last Day Perarca Speaking (Italian Sonnet)

(in answer to Joan Hambidge)

When we came with each other face to face
you were past all other expectations to me,
as no other lovely woman had your sincerity,
I was speechless with your beauty and grace

but then destiny tried our lives to erase

in @ way that we did not want life to be

but through this our love still stayed free,
no tears could your love disguise or deface.

Before all of this I saw you in my own Avignon,
like Petrarca thought your presence into my life
and I can write poems like him but do remain true,
I pray you into my days while you are gone,

where your eyes roam in my mind, my wife,

and to others unusual, in my heart it's only you.

[Reference:&quot;N.a.v: &quot; Latter-day Petrarca&quot; aan die woord&quot;
(After a &quot;latter-day Petrarca&quot; talking&quot; by Joan Hambridge.]
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A Letter Arrives By Registered Mail

A letter arrives by registered mail
and the getting of it costs nothing,
but the contents

leaves the mark of Cain.

From sixteen all boys are computerized

and when you leave school you are not spared

and get a call up instruction by telegram

and your way is marked off, determined and ready.

Like handcuffs locking for a time

the government has already decided for you
to get training and go to war

and from it no one escapes.

You are indoctrinated

and even chaplains tries to convert you to war
and tell you that you are the rod of God
rather than teaching you about the Lord.

The country is threatened by a total onslaught
with destruction from waiting communists

and you are taught to shoot and Kkill

and are chased around day and night.

Till you stand at the moment of truth
and enemies are people just like you
at the edge of death

and their lives are forever past

and everybody dies

and are ripped to pieces

young and old and people of another colour
and nobody escapes the destruction

and blood stays red and wet

en splashed into your soul

and the mark of Cain never comes off
and nothing can remove it.
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A Level Headed Gaze

I come from another place and time

and did walk as a child bared feet in the marsh

I am from a place that is different from this city
where here people and things are trampled upon
and respect, integrity and duty has disappeared
where tarred roads reach to the horizon,

where cyber lights shines like small suns at night
where dust, sooth and ash cover all things.

Here people, animals and almost every thing

has a price that is set for them

while they are involved in a tinned existence

while crowds continually jostle people out of the way
and nothing remains sacred, not bodies or even beliefs
while lives are wasted and nothing brings salvation.

Gert Strydom
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A Lighter Shade Of Pale

She don't like sunshine
burning on her skin
and wear sunglasses
to hide from the glare,
as if she’s lost in

her own world.

She don't like red wine

and likes something sweeter
sparkling like champagne

to glide down her lips

and her teeth glitter white
when she smiles.

I met her on a Sunday
and before Friday
I was lost in love with her

and caught a glimpse of her heart

reflecting her soul

in golden eyes sparkling
in a face

a lighter shade of pale.

She loves looking at her garden
where purple blue morning glories

creep towering into the sky
and watch birds fly

from branch to branch

in the big pepper tree.

Like a child finding a rare coin
and clutching it in wonder

to his breast

I was blessed

but suddenly it’s gone,

I have lost her

and do not know how

to find her again

while life rages on
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and her face is
fainting away like a dream
in a lighter shade of pale.
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A Litany (Cavatina Sequence)

(after Sir Philip Sidney)

Once huge church bells did ring at our wedding,

but love is gone,

as a plague its infected, by your whims has spread;
another one

finds grace in your eyes, now knows your deep flesh,
while like some stone

what was ours is petrified into dust,

good almighty Lord God, deliver us.

What once was high and holy is now dead,
only pain remain

while you acted very unscrupulous,

could not explain

your own female infatuating fancy

and then to gain

you breached our holy, pure, solemn trust
good almighty Lord God, deliver us.

No dirge, lament or even a prayer

can change your mind,

even if I at times do in pain weep

you stay unkind,

rushes away, with your eyes set and does
your lover find;

from a women that acts to true love thus,
good almighty Lord God, deliver us.

[Reference: “A Litany” by Sir Philip Sidney.]
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A Lonely Young Boy Herds Some Cattle

In the open veldt

a lonely young six year old boy

herds some cattle

and follows them as they are grazing
following shoots of green grass

that appeared after the early summer rains

and he knows the names of every one

and with a knobbed walking-stick in his hands
he guides them while looking out

for leopards that are sneaking around

in the nearby hillocks

and time and again

his eyes is on the ground

finding tracks.

Out of an open blue sky

suddenly a big shade covers him
and before he realizes

that danger is upon him

a huge bird falls as quickly

as a bolt of lightning from the sky
with claws stretching out.
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A Long Time Ago Somebody Moved Me (Free Verse
Sonnet)

A long time ago somebody moved me like you in these days
and where autumn now suddenly is bringing the winter's iciness
there is more real discontent than satisfaction

but still I hear the birds singing their songs of praise outside.
Still undeniable is the love between you and me,

even when the season is bringing winter early,

there is a kind of pleasure that constantly remains in the heart,
as if new life lies around the corner ready to jump out,

as if again a spring is waiting within months

and the emptiness of the world and of the disposition,

is something that changes again into sunshine and days of laughter
even when rain pours down in the coldest winter,

days will come that you and I will smell the sun in the grass,
even where now turbidly it dives away behind clouds.

[Poet's note:In the Southern Hemisphere of the earth the seasons are opposite
to those in the Northern Hemisphere.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Love Struck Priest And A Nun (Sonnet)

If I do declare my love to you

every saint would point the finger at us,

a whole church denomination would rise up against us,

would damn us and spare us no words.

If I do declare my love to you

high holy ones would point their fingers upward,

would rage their justified anger at us

would look at us like two people that had gone mad.

If I do declare my love to you

nobody but you and I would understand

that love comes from the heart of God,

nobody would notice how holy and noble everything between us is,
that nothing can remove the meaning, the depth of these feelings:
that love is limitless.
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A Love-Song For My Wife

(after Ted Hughes)

In love they were the two of them

while it felt as if the past had formed them for each other,
as if the future was meant for them as a single unit called a couple.
Only for her kisses and her loving did he hunger

while she sucked, licked and bit at him.

She wanted to have him everywhere inside of her

as if he filled her to her throat,

as if they would be safe in each other,

as if they were meant to be together forever

and their cries of ecstasy went through the curtains,

went out to the wider world.

Her glance wanted to capture everything,
everything of his physical being,

his emotional makeup,

even his thoughts she wanted to keep safe

while her looks explored every bit of his body,

even his hands, wrists, fingers and nails.

His embraces pushed the air from her

almost as if she was lost from life

but nothing could drag them both away

from their intimate moments

and the only future was with them both in it
constantly together with each other

and it seemed as if no other kind of future could exist.
He wanted her in each and every moment

as if nothing else in life did matter

and even in the silences

when from reality he was gone

in dreams into a sea of nothingness

he still wanted her into that which do come after life
whatever it is.

Her embraces did imprint her on him

and sometimes they did cling together after making love
as if much more than their skins were stuck to each other
and she wanted him to be blood of her blood,
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the breath in her lungs.

Her glances contained a world that was hidden,

a place where fairy tales did come true,

it was a place filled with happiness

where everything was perfect,

far away from the reality of sickness, hatred and death.
His smiles were spider webs that caught hold of her
and kept her constantly

to the time when he needed her company.

Her words were ambushes

from where she longed to occupy him,

his laughter were ringing in her ears

like the sweet songs of dozens of redbreasts

that was dancing in the rain.

His looks were filled with admiration

as if there was more of her to discover

and no secrets they kept from each other.

Her whispers constantly told him

all of her inner thoughts

while her kisses were sweeter than honey

and something of which he could not get enough of.
His caresses did cling to her

as if he was clinging on to life.

Their sexual encounters encompassed every way
that a man and woman had experience with each other
since the beginning of time

and their cries were so loud

that it almost lifted the roof,

did pass to the wider world

where the birds stopped twittering

and were enchanted while listening.

His promises he did constantly keep

and true to his word he was

while her promises did drive him wild

and they did bind with each other in bodies,

in experiences as if they had been knotted together
while both did realize that romance and attraction was great,
but greater still was the decision to love and to do so constantly
whatever may come along with destiny

and secrets they had with each other,

hidden almost magic things

that was special only to them
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while with ecstasy their screams did penetrate everything.
At times intertwined and sometimes spooned,

at times just next to each other they slept

and at times dreamt of entirely the same things

as if love had made them to be only one.

[Reference: &quot;Lovesong&quot; by Ted Hughes.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Loving Dog Is A Strange Thing

A loving dog is a strange thing,

an animal that is willing to protect,
to give its own life if the need arises,
a self-aware living being

that understands in a peculiar way
that has the ability to ask if need be
for what it deems necessary

with the ability to love in spite of self,
to obey even until death,

to play and be merry,

to rejoice at the arrival

of its human companion

and to understand

beyond what one expects from animals.

Today again the angel of death passed me
but her fangs were striking

into my beloved dog,

which she touched deadly

and even the injections of the vet

could not get that lively animal

back to life again.

With eyes moving to and thro

she tried to cling to life

as if she could not let go of me

and that last moments displayed
how deep her love went

and perhaps my pain of loosing her
will never be spent.
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A Man In The City

In the distance a church bell rings off the midnight hour
and where the night tries to fold her cloak around the city
I am lonely driving a motorcar

and streetlights, neon signs and traffic lights light up the roadway
but there is no darkness and everywhere around me its twilight grey,
a high apartment building is on fire

with fire-engines with flashing red lights that are rush to it
while a crowd of onlookers are watching the scene with interest
and here and there a couple that lives in it stands astonished

when in the distance the chimneys at a petroleum structure flame blue-white,
and I see the bright white fire of melting ovens

when I am tired and far pass fatigued

while I am busy driving back to my home in one of the suburbs

and now do not trust the tilting landscape, lights that rush pass

and nowhere there is a place of rest to be found.
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A Man Of Integrity

I wish to be
a man of integrity
and no other type of man can I be.

Duty is an old and somewhat cold companion

that changes with society
and what once was high en right
might be a shadow on tomorrow.

Training takes control

and stills the shaking hand in battle
and persevere in what some

see as great bravery.

I wish no guilt to follow in my steps
and I am only honour bound

and yet the cruelty of war

still falls over me.
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A Man With A Torch

(in answer to D. J. Opperman)

In the bright light a startled springhare does freeze
with its glowing big eyes somewhat touching

as if it does expect a rifle to suddenly shoot
and it's only the hare and the man in the universe

but the man moves on and walks past
catches a klipspringer in the bright burning spot of the light

which does freeze vulnerable as if it has been delivered into his might
where it is eating next to a small calf in the darkness

and a guinea fowl and her chick are also caught in the light
where she spreads her wings like a chicken over them and everything is scared

and when the man walks along just in time the light does catch a banded-cobra
that pulls its head back and hissing does tell of death

but the man does avoid the snake
and even he is now a bit startled and scared

as the road is still far where it stretches through the hillocks
and above him the beacons of God does gleam where they do cover the sky.

[Reference: &quot;Man met flits&quot; (Man with torch)by D. J. Opperman.
Poet's note:a klipspringer is a very small kind of antelope.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Meerkat In The Lounge

With great speed a thing runs
into the lounge

and braids past a bookcase
with aunt Leen behind it.

“Your cats are too useless
to catch the rats, ”
she says without breath

but they are chased out,
having to stay outside

and one sleeps at night

in @ room at the garage

and the other I smuggle

into my study, my bedroom
and of this fact till now

she luckily bares no knowledge.

I go and fetch the black and white housecat Felix
from the outside,

who is a great mouse hunter,

but he isn’t interested and walks out

and this makes her angrier still

and I find it very amusing

and start to wonder

what kind of beast we are dealing with

that is now hiding behind the bookcase?

I get the striped ginger Persian cat Musso,
who sometimes brings big grasshoppers, mice,
rats, lizards, birds and even snakes

as tokens of love

to get a turn

and he sniffs around at the bookcase

but although he is curious

he doesn’t want to fetch the thing

that is hiding there

and I carry him to one side
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to stop it or to catch it

when it passes

and stir behind the bookcase with a broom
to drive it out.

A big adult meerkat

runs out with speed

and the cat goes for it

and jumps with arched back
and swishing paws

but like a big acrobat

that meerkat leaps right over the cat
and runs to the back of the organ
and the cat is angry,

but also anxious

as this thing

is dangerous for him

and he doesn't regard it as prey.

When my aunt goes to another room
I get the two dogs, sneaking them in
as I am afraid

that the meerkat has rabies

and maybe it will bite me

and I move some of the furniture

for them to chase it out

or to be able to corner it somewhere,
if it doesn’t want to leave.

Jeanie the brown Labrador growls
and regards this as a great game
and Sasja

the smaller golden Cocker Spaniel
tries to get her turn

and they chase it to and fro

and Sasja bites at it and it bites back

and I have to protect the furniture from them
and fortunately the three of them run out
and the dogs want to mangle it

but the meerkat disappears into a hole
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and the dogs growls and howls
and comes back later to report with waving tails

and at that moment

my aunt returns to the lounge

with her tongue hitting like a whip

stating that dogs

are not allowed in the house

and asking if I am too incapacitated to catch a rat?

I know that she is half deaf

and wonder

if she is turning blind as well

as her rat, is certainly a meerkat
and nothing else

and now she even calls it a skunk.

[Reference: Meerkat is a small animal similar to a suricate.]
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A Messenger From Above

The rain came and came again
like only in the Cape,
in deep winter it can be.

The pain came and came again
like only in a dying thing
spreading throughout the body
and drenching all of it.

Yet it was a thing of the heart
and far apart

from illness, or accident

or broken body.

That desolate night

the sky and sea

and earth was blacked out dark
and a chill rose as if from the soul.

The metal of the revolver
gleamed ominous in the dark
and the man took a deep breath
before cocking back the hammer
and pressing the barrel

against his breast.

Somewhere against the clouded
night sky

a lonely gull stretched its wings
against the raging gale

as if a living thing

could out fly

a torment sky and sea

and could be free from it

and all catastrophes.

One lightning bolt reported sharp

and flashed bright
lighting up the night
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and it fell and fell
like a messenger from above.

No bird was still in that sky
and as darkness fell

the man wondered why

and his reflections on ending
his own life

was stunted by a dying bird
that wanted to live.
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A Military Goodbye

Being called up for another military camp

as a citizen force soldier against my will

and this one is in Cape Town,

for eight parades

to say goodbye to president PW Botha,

the man with the hairless head

and while I salute roaring past

in @ armoured car

his black hat is against his chest

and I wonder what all the bloodshed has bought
and see numerous Fapla and Cuban enemies lying dead
and thundering through the clouds above me
mirage and cheetah fighter jets fly past

and it's clear that the great crocodile's teeth
have been drawn,

that a pack of backbiting lions is surrounding him
and somehow freedom is dwindling away

and the hand that held the arrows of God

is now trembling in a kind of unclear defeat

and drops blur my vision.
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A Modern Bible Story

While visiting Voortrekker road

to buy a brand new car

a man lying on the sidewalk catches my eye

and he is stripped naked.

I notice that he is from another race,

his glasses lie next to him, his possessions are missing
and he is barely conscious,

severely wounded, is almost knocked-out cold.
The white car shines where it's waiting,

when the pastor drives past waving,

a elder slows down and accelerates

and there is an odd painful moan

that comes over the man's broken lips

when I call for an ambulance and feel speechless.
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A Modern Bible Story [2]

When I am walking down Voortrekker road to buy a new car
I come upon an old man lying on the sidewalk
and he has been stripped of all of his possessions,

he groans and can barely say a word
and I do notice that he is from another race.
I come upon an old man lying on the sidewalk,

his glasses have been slapped from his face and his possessions are missing.
The new car is shining where it waits
and I do notice that he is from another race,

the pastor from the local church hoots drives past and is waving at me,
the poor man is barely aware of what is going on in the bad state that he is.
The new car is shining where it waits

but he lays wounded badly and is bleeding and knocked cold.
An elder drives slowly past a wounded man but suddenly speeds up,
the poor man is barely aware of what is going on in the bad state that he is

and humanity forces me to take care of the badly wounded man.
When I am walking down Voortrekker road to buy a new car
an elder drives slowly past a wounded man but suddenly speeds up

and he has been stripped of all of his possessions.
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A Moment (Couplets)

(after Loftus Marais)

Over the bed light patches splash down as you pass
outside a huge bush of red roses is behind the glass,

your body is naked and the moment is profound
while you are steaming hot from the bath and you turn around

that I can fasten your brassiere and you smile,
there is electricity when I touch you and you seem fragile,

your neck is bended a little bit,
the hairs rise on your back as I do fasten it,

when I lift your hair at the back and do you kiss
there is something strange in a moment like this,

silently for a while you stand still
do a lovely picture against the window fill

and when to the bathroom I follow you
you say: &quot;it's the little things that you do, &quot;

a tear does sparkle in a green-brown eye
and when I ask why you do cry

you say that you are very happy
and the loveliest woman I do see.

[Reference:&quot;0ggend en jou lyf (twee oomblikke) &quot; (Morning and your
body (two moments)by Loftus Marais.]
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A Moment (Rubliw)

You look

in the mirror,

do wipe some stray hair right

and something is caught in the glance
as if the day depends on your own looks
and your glance moves away to me

in @ short small moment

that lingers on

and on.
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A Moment In Eternity

Outside the streets are filled with light,

doors are closed and locked

when the nightly silence is lingering,

while some people look out through dark windows
we walk with your hand fitting into mine,
silver-white stars are all across the night sky
and we talk about places where we have been,
the old oak tree throws a huge dark spot.
Your lips are suddenly hot, sweet and soft
when my heart beats delightful in my throat,

a dove calls to its mate in the dark night

when in that moment time stops suddenly,
your eyes say that you also love me

and I look into their bright depths.
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A National Leader

(after A.G. Visser)

After his release from prison the whole country did trust him
when he took the future of a rainbow nation in his hands,

did hold the lives and job opportunities of people in his hands
but now I wonder where everything has gone

while the whole country is falling apart.

A\\V4

[Reference: “'n Volksleier” (A national leader) by A.G. Visser.]
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A Nest Of Wasps

Closing the garage door

a wasp was flying past my head

but strangely it didn't come for me
and for the first time

I saw a nest on the door

where there were plenty more,

some more small red stinging wasps.

At first I thought that the nest

was empty and when I reach for it
six more wasps flew past my head
and I drew my hand back instead.

By careful inspection

I saw many more wasps

sitting at the back of the nest
and these pests

were sure to sting somebody
time and time again,

but why they were avoiding me
I still do not know.

I couldn’t leave the nest there
and had to get them all dead
and yet somehow I pitied it
and which I could just instead
let them be.
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A Never Ending Kind Of Intimate Thing

Your white body lies like a continent
with breasts as hillocks, slender thighs
and the valleys somewhere in between
while tiny shadows fall in the afternoon.

I bury myself with great pleasure in you,

feel the warmth of your blazing volcano,
reach up to the centre core of my existence
and each and every glance in your bright eyes

draws me deeper, draws us still closer together
and the lost of self, where nature flees from me
there is a tender kind of peace at twilight
while we love each other past all feelings.

There is peace in the separation that comes later,
the separation of skin, of thighs of genitalia

but still your gaze were burning into my very soul
and I love you; love every part of your body,

with the smell of love like fresh rain around us
rising from the rose of your tender hot pubis,
with nipples still somewhat hardened aroused
on your soft firm breast that are fragile to touch.

Boundless desire flames again and again,
while your beauty bringing sheer joy,
bringing a kind of very deep tranquillity,
as if the thirst, the yearning for each other

is @ never ending kind of intimate thing,
that always exists, with a kind of grace,
that has an infinite kind of ache for fulfilment

a kind of indescribable joy that comes with bliss.

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 163



A New Spring (In Answer To Ernst Van Heerden)

There is something radically new to this spring
something fresh, matchless, pure, even bright
it continually brings the realization of new life

of unfolding growth, hope and true love

if we continually love each other, will I already

see you glow in early pregnancy

when the Seven Sisters, Orion and the Southern Cross
glow romantically, with candles smouldering to their ends?
And now when you lie warm in my arms

with your body enchanting, I feel your heart beating

the moon gleams golden and magical

every moment is full of passion

It is visible that the earth is different

trees are covered in exuberant new buds

the grass is full of life and green

when butterflies are fluttering, bees are working buzzing
while thunder blazes down blue-white

with the rain pouring pattering, bringing life

the fluttering, flapping of chattering birds

over glorious trees, at flowers that are blooming, at crops
is a glad exaltation where the farmer, the gardener

and every lover of nature

see the splendour of new life

knows that God does answer prayers

brings rain, wind and sunshine at His time

and in the fishpond goldfishes stare
in love at each other

while the mirror image

catches nature full of life
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A New Year

A new year, a new morning after the night
that rises in my life,

with unknown things waiting,

with people showing their friendship and love

with new hope

and in the mirror the same face,
the sky as always blue and open
when night folds for the day

and in the distance cars are hooting,
church bells are ringing in joy,
people are giving wishes and greeting each other

as if the year points to great, happy things

and everybody is jolly and glad
are feeling exuberant and free.
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A New Year Prayer

Lord, when the last hour of the year leaves me

then I ask love and mercy from You

and sometimes in this life I am astonished and dumbfounded
but at times left behind by friends and loved ones

and when the last minute of the year disappears

then I want to think back to times where I could find moments of happiness
and when life wants to press me down I stand before you like a child,

while I trust in hope on the new tomorrow's sunshine.

Give me a disposition that forgives and do forget,

help me to stay true to You, to my wife and to my country,
to stand free from self-exaltation and any hypocrisy

and to really know about the depth of love.

Help me to live for more than own enrichment,
to pursue the struggle for everything that is right
and bring on my life's way daily new meaning,
teach me to constantly discover your truths,

to live only to Your will in my humanity
and I beg that you lead on the way,
that You do fill each day with new hope
become a part of my reality

and when the dark days comes suddenly

then I ask that You become the light on my way

and when I do deviate I ask that You bring me back to equilibrium
unto the last days of old age.

[Reference: '"'n Kersnaggebed' (A Christmas night prayer) by C. Louis Leipoldt.]

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 166



A News Editor Do Not Pray For Good Things

as misfortune, terrible things are headline news.

An unusual sudden flood, a tornado that destroys,
people dying gruesome somewhere else

draws readers and more and more newspapers are sold.
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A News Report About A Young Farmer

On the news on Pretoria-FM

I have heard about a young farmer,
living alone in a separate house,

on his father's farm

who had been attacked

by a group of black robbers,
wielding AK-47 machineguns
and knives, they stabbed him
multiple times in the back.

in his face and neck

and after they had taken everything
that they though have got value

he asked them to spare his life.

When they told him to undress
he realised that they

were going to kill him,

jumped right through the window
in the lounge, shattering glass,

cutting himself and they followed him
through the thorn bushes,

but he managed to escape

as it was at night

and he went into the shelter of his father's barn
which set the alarm off,

where his father found him barely alive

and everything that was left in his house,

was broken and smashed to pieces.

[Reference: Pretoria-FM is a Afrikaans radio station broadcasting from Pretoria.]
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A Nightmare Or What? (Sonnetina Tre)

Sometimes dreams are awful and not nice

and beings that are not human or of man

linger wherever they can

and they bring fear when they do not entice

and fill our dreams with the most awful things

as they are present doing their evil throughout the night
and in the darkness I had struggled up to the daylight
saw a sinister being with black folded wings

while time and again I bid the devil back to hell

as I was frightened in my body’s fragile shell
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A Note From God (Italian Sonnet)

I am a possible friend but you do not know me
at the sight of me you do turn away.

I am the one that do smile at you today

while you do seem extremely happy.

I am the type of leader that you do want to be
but time and again my orders you do not obey.
I am the One to whom you do not pray

where yet you do give to others in great charity.

I am the true council that will try and help you,

maybe the only person in your life that does really care,
the one that will not ever on you leave the blame

and my friendship, my selfless love is always true,

of everything in your life I am constantly aware

and today and yesterday and forever I am the same.

© Gert Strydom
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A Note To You About My Winter Garden (Couplets)

There is so much I want to you to say
on this cloudy rainy April autumn-day

where the sun seems very temperate,
while I have not heard from you of late.

Through the clouds dimly the sun still shines
while the last vegetables of summer declines

but my love for you will never be dimmed,
even if I let everything grow untrimmed:

the carrots, turnips and onions are doing well
as if they are under a kind of growing spell,

the seedlings of the peas do lovely grow
while being locked down time passes so slow,

the tomatoes and green peppers still bear fruit,
as the radishes and cauliflower are growing good

and even spinach is growing in the shade.
I know this virus will at a tine fade

and in this garden there is tranquillity
but I long with you so much to be.

[Poet's note: The seasons in the Southern Hemisphere of the earth are opposite
to those in the Northern Hemisphere.]
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A Paean For My Country

Let freedom and victory get a own song
from the fields of blood and gore

while perished the men that were young
lie in silence forevermore.

At last, at last the darkness has passed

and over us, our country a new day breaks
that is in its glory unsurpassed

while as if coming from death we are awake.

Away our doubts and fears are swept

while for too many years

sacrifices we have made, our widows have wept
tears of pain and their tears

are now of sheer happiness

a feeling without any kind of pain,
as if a kind of holiness

descends upon the land to remain

while every man and women is free

and all hostility is swept away

as men and women live in fraternity,

are kin and neighbours at the brake of day.

I'Envoi

This paean might only still be just a dream
where at times still some blood do spill
and I wish people from hatred to redeem;
that no one wishes another ill.

Awake, arise and wait my fatherland
for true changes to come to every heart and mind,
for God to stretch out His delivering hand

and us to stop to be severally blind.
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A Painting

The same face is painted

on all the canvases,

and whether she looks up, down
or straight at you

loveliness is mirrored

in her eyes, her face

and slender body

and she could be anyone

as she gives a own meaning
to everyone that watches her

and although similarity

to a real person

is portrayed in every way,
she remains

reflected as the painter
viewed her.
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A Painting In A Shop

I stopped to look at
a painting in a shop

and in a chair a fat lady sat
and there were several interesting things
to look at,

birds with flapping wings on swings,
anything that people would peddle
and there were several interesting things

and whatever I looked at the woman would meddle
talking about
anything that people would peddle

and I walked right out
without even seeing the painting,

and I had stopped
without even seeing the painting,

a painting in a shop.
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A Parrot Called Chicken

He sits featherless on his stick
and his head turns

to one side and then the other
while he looks at the bright light
that gives heat

stopping the darkness.

Naked of every feather
from the one or other
incurable disease,
which harmed his body
and left him

like a stripped fledgling,

sometimes he climbs
up and down

swift like a small ape
to pick up rice

and other delicacies

and still he stays caged in
beyond bars

that keeps the world outside
and folding domed over him.

When the dogs bark
he whistles at them
and with time

they ignore him,

but for one

that hops up and down,
turning his head skew
making small crying noises
not able to comprehend
that the bird

is able to talk to him.

He is clever enough
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to identify people

by their names

and when you walk past
to greet

until he hears

hello chicken,

or he will say it to himself
or loose his temper

and croak screeching

to get an answer.
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A Pastor

(after A.G. Visser)

At a time he could preach interesting,

could hold the mind of every person from the pulpit
but now that he is preaching words that have no power
people do wonder about his relationship with God.

[Reference: “'n Predikant” (A pastor) by A.G. Visser.]
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A Perfect Moment

Sometimes you do shake from passion
and your human core is known to me
when I want nothing to violate

a perfect moment.

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 178



A Perfect Woman (English Sonnet)2

In your green-brown eyes I see a tender light
a glance that lingers just for a single moment,
with your pupils much darker than midnight,

with golden flecks sparkling like an ornament.

Your hair is naturally curly and somewhat fair,
It's as if you are from divine invention drawn
while you act with foresight, respect and care,
do serve, warn, comfort from night till dawn.

Your temperance is placid, unruffled and serene
all of my previous sorrows in you I do loose,
you are more than a biological living machine:

the one whom as a mate in this life I do choose

as we both travel through this world unto death,
you are in my heart, soul and in my last breath.
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A Person Can Believe (Free Verse Sonnet)

(in answer to Daniel Hugo)

A person can believe whatever you want to in a world full of darkness
and miss the Bible's principles of God,

or find that fundamentally it is the utter truth,

you can think that no God or even the devil do exist

and through all of this go on purposeless through life

or even admonish others wherever you come,

where every human in his own being do only know sin,

we can help others to loose the way or lead them to God,

we can live like gods or admit our own humanity,

while violence and murder and robbery devours everything that is beautiful
in the grey-land we can find ourselves between black and white

but only from God we can find salvation

when destiny and Satan do beat down our highest ideals,

daily we can go on a crusade against the darkness.

[Reference:&quot;Bekeringsgeskiedenis&quot; (Conversion history)by Daniel
Hugo.]
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A Person Can Really Trust On Your Deliverance (Free
Verse Sonnet)

In Your word day after day I can read about You,

get a picture of a God that loves selflessly,

about the one that knows everything and do notice all things,
the one who can heal deadly deceases.

You are near to me when I fear my nemesis,

I know love is the essence of Your law,

that at times to my own destruction I do resist You,

You know what the best will be for me.

Other poets do believe that You cannot even understand Yourself,
that You are totally distant and unreachable,

that a person trivially in vain does hold on to faith,

that just destiny controls every single thing

but about Your near presence I bare knowledge,

that a person can really trust on Your deliverance.
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A Phenomenon

In the moonlight

she appears with a big smile,

in the moonlight

she made my whole body shake,

when suddenly I was afraid of the dark night,
when I heard her terrible and ghastly laughter
in the moonlight.
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A Phosphorus Projectile Explodes

A Phosphorus projectile explodes

burns soldiers to particles of dust

when an enemy tank fires

hitting a Ratel armoured car in a bright glare,
burns hissing right through the blood of boys,
it becomes a terrible hour

where humanity goes totally dim.
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A Picture Lingers With Me

A picture lingers with me

of God hanging as a man on the cross,

of Mary standing dumfounded nearby

and mere humans mocking Him about His powerlessness
when the bright day fled into the night,

when God himself paid a sacrifice for the human existence
and this scene remains in my mind

and to me its reality, not just only a very old story.
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A Place Far Away From This Dark Age

The pink nose of my ginger coloured Persian cat is flat
and he has got whiskers are like antenna

and he watches the weavers

where they splash in their drinking bowl

and softly sneaks nearer

to where the little flock of birds are gathered
before he jumps in with teeth and claws
aimed at every flying thing.

Weavers twitter, sparrows chatter and some doves fly up

while dangerously he rocks up and down on their drinking bowl,
and splashes himself with water

as he has got a weaver in his mouth

while others try to attack him

as they dive down, turn and hang above his head
and the birds make shrill and agitated sounds

as if he is not able to catch them as well

It is then that I am really sorry for the birds

and his natural behaviour troubles me

when that cat brings his gift to me

and I do wonder about a world where everything is free,

where everything has got a own peaceful life

and no birds scream in agony,

where the boy and the lamb wanders with the lion
and it’s a place far away from this Dark Age.

[Reference: “Hemel” “Heaven” by Lina Spies.]
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A Place For You

Maybe in your absence
I will write
another thousand poems,

since it's as if something is chasing me
and there’s power

in words

that goes out like a spell.

Sometimes fingers only wait
to let words sprout

before they even form

in thoughts,

still the castles
that I build with words

wants to hold a place for you.
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A Place In The Sun

There are moments in every day

when the small things

that are happening brings

a sense of belonging

makes my thoughts, my longings stray,
to you and like a child

in faith, in trust

you are my hope, the one

when all other things are gone.

Sometimes it's difficult to find tranquillity
to be the one that you expect me to be
but our love has got wings that overreach
each new tomorrow

and it goes far beyond sorrow and pain
we are no longer just each to each

and something does remain

something that is really great and sublime
as if from the first moment in time

we were created to be together

as if hard wired into our souls

we are to be never alone.

From far beyond the sun, stars,

planets and galaxies beyond the know universe
our time and place in the sun was set;

before we had even met

you were destined to be my wife

and I have know that a time will come

as if our being together was written in stone.
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A Poem During War (Cavatina) (In Answer To
Archibald Macleish)

Not the loss of men, machines or a country
to destiny,

or the farewell of you to whom I long,

or to be free

from the ravages of a unwanted war,
always holds me

like the beauty of the last summer spent;
the deep feelings for you do not relent

as I long for a new dawn without pain
or any fear

while the future now looks very grim
and guns I hear

sending messages of their deadly flame,
nothing is clear

and although we do constantly just win,
the shattering of my soul did begin.

While bullets, rockets and shells do whistle past
your face, our love,

is out of my mind, as like a machine

I act above

the mere decency of being human,

while I do move

from one sheltering onto the next one,

all other thoughts but survival are gone

but still so intense you remain with me,
that I do dream

of your countenance, I see your face;

in clouds like steam

the wounded do for God, each other or
their mothers scream

with the smell of burnt flesh everywhere,
the pain of dying is constantly here.

[Reference: 'Two Poems from the War' by Archibald MacLeish.]
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A Poem For Zimbabwe

With know-how and trust

seeds sprout from the dust

and with the summer sun and rain
the fields are full of maize again

but with the skilled commercial farmer removed,
even if the land is loved
famine does come

to each and every home.
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A Poem On Honeymoon

Today I am your darling and your hero

who accompany you everywhere

and maybe I am a man with fame and wealth

that is paying for a holiday at a hotel

and even in your dreams you see my face

when my hand rests upon yours

and you are smitten by the words that I say,

by the wild passion in each kiss

when stormy your blood does flow

in the intimacy between us,

where our lives are growing to the most beautiful dreams
and you are discovering everything and part of me
but how are you going to feel in the days of old age
when maybe poverty or ililness comes unexpectedly?
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A Poem On My Darling’s Birthday

(for Daleen)

Birthdays come and birthdays go

and yet there is something of the magic

of what life really is

caught in simple moments just like these
and the true length of life we do not know

or if we will be happy and healthy or be sick,
if important things we will experience or miss

while the rosy blossom of life does glow
upon your soft cheek

and your golden eyes do shine

with a deep perplexing happiness

and yet our lives we do not to destiny throw
but do for deeper meaning seek

for something lasting and divine

and the beauty that only a husband in love can behold
comes in moments of mere bliss

when something special lingers in each kiss

and I wish that every other day be blessed like this
that love will burn as bright when we are old

that even times of turmoil and sadness
will be turned around to gladness,
to the perfection of a eternal spring

and that life will have greatness in everything.
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A Poem Testifies With Absolute Truth About Reality
(Free Verse Sonnet)

(in answer to Joan Hambidge)

With many things a poem holds context,

with everything that catches the attention of the poet,
with things of great and little importance,

things that speak to the heart and mind.

Creation and destruction lies in the hand of the poet,
the deep abyss and softness of a woman's cheek,

also the things to which he longs for in his being

but there is also the dangerous other side

where curses, slander and hurting language do appear,
where God is belittled and held in contempt

and plagiarism stays fraud, a lie and robbery.

Words can curse or bless and leave people speechless
or can girdle on the actualisation of evil

or bare witness of the God of the universe.

[Reference:'n Gedig plagiariseer die werklikheid&quot; (A poem plagiarises
reality)by Joan Hambidge.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Poet Tried To Shackle My Words

A poet tried to shackle my words,

as if from every poem

the message was stripped,

as if nowhere there was any mastery
of rhythm and sound to be found

as if I had sold my soul

to masses of people reading my verses,
as if I live in disrespect

to the expertise that a great poet
displays in his work

as if every line of mine

was just a wild cacophony

that I had flung together

in a utter hurry

to shower down on crowds of people.

Yet I while I swam against a tempest sea,
sticking to the truth and integrity,

trying to find answers to life’'s mysteries
and problems

trying to expose injustice and oppression
there was boasting about a elitis clique
that totally excludes me

but they were going along the path

of political correctness and maybe indifference,
being far too scared to ruffle some feathers,
writing verses sixty times over and over
before they were becoming poems somehow,
before their words were catching some magic

believing that a great poem,

is like a jigsaw puzzle,

that you have got to unravel

with a dictionary,

where simple words can fuse together
with a own type of magic,
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lacking in the ability

to find poetry in ordinary things,
to create poetry in lines

that by themselves fuses together
to create something great

but my words kept on coming,

falling into lines,

as if designed by a divine presence
and by themselves fused

into much deeper meaning

than I could find with my own abilities.

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 195



A Police Road Block

We went to the boy’s rugby match
it was at a school in Centurion
just south of Pretoria

and he was playing really well

got provincial colours

and went to the Craven week.

We parked up on a knoll

and you wanted to stroll down it,

to where the rugby field was

and I insisted that we follow

the road round,

but you cursed me

right there between the other parents
and was determined to have your way.

You didn’t want to hear anything

and your first step

going down that hillock

was the last that you took there,

since you stumbled and broke your leg
while I grabbed you to steady you.

I carried you down that little hill
and you were in great pain

and had your arms

around my neck

and at that moment

I knew that you loved me.

I went to fetch the car

and brought it round the knoll,
put you on the back seat

of your old green Honda ballade
with a lot of care and trouble

to get you in

without hurting you

and took you straight

to Unitas hospital
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that was near.

I phoned the medical aid five times
while you were being admitted

to get a confirmation from them

to stop the hospital

from claiming a deposit

and when you were settled

I went home

to fetch some clothing

and toiletries.

I drove back with my own white Polo
and just at the hospital

was stopped by the South African Police
at a roadblock.

They made me get out of the car,
patted me down like a criminal,
wanted to see my drivers license,
was determined to search the car
and went through your
underclothes and things

and asked me what I am doing
with a suitcase of woman’s clothes
in the boot?

They were very rude

and I explained that I was taking it
to you in hospital

and was determined

to see their authority

to search my car.

They had the right order there
signed by a judge

for a roadblock and a search
of any car

on that stretch of road

but the police officer to whom
it gave authority
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wasn't there

and I demanded to see him
and they wrote my name

and identity number in a book
while I told them

that they were acting illegally
before they let me go.

You were glad to see me

and browsed through the magazines
that I brought

and I visited as long as I could

and asked the sister in the office

to take special care of you,

but when I left

the police and their roadblock

was no longer there.
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A Prayer (Sonnet)

(After Koos du Plessis)

Let me find a place of rest on this rough earth

that lies near to Your heart, as my best deeds do remain stained

and I do know the things that do draw me further and further from You
while daily I am involved in a fierce battle for survival.

Let me stay true step upon step in your footsteps

while Your wings do cover me continually

as every weak place in my heart I do know

and let Your life and your love become greater in me.

Lord, save me when from my own deeds I am lost once again,

at times perplexed do not know where to go

and when my own conceit and weakness do continually wound me.

Out of the depths of misery and pain You do continually come and fetch me
and all of my success, fame and what I do possess are only borrowed to me
while time does continually speed on with my shadow against the ground.

[Reference: &quot;Gebed&quot; (Prayer) by Koos du Plessis.]
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A Prayer About South Africa (English Sonnet)

My Lord, more commercial farmers have died
than SADF soldiers in the Bush / Border war,
far too many times over this I have cried

and from a solution the government is far.

My God, people act savagely as they do kill,
rob, plunder, torture, dismember and rape
while they do Your Book of Judgement fill
and to this kind of thing there is no escape.

As in Zimbabwe farms they want to dispossess.
without caring about it causing widespread famine.
As the government acts as if problems it do redress
it does not its own senseless ineptness examine.

You do put governments and leaders in place
and now I beg You to act in Your amazing grace.

© Gert Strydom
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A Prayer After Noticing The Visiting Birds (Ballade)

(after Ruth Pitter, in answer to Mathews Phosa)

White rule in my country did fall and jobs for white men are no more
while everything has changed from what it was before

unskilled, uneducated and irate black people do function everywhere
as life does ebb in and out like the waves upon the shore.

Chorus:

In my heart my Lord God I keep my faith in You warm
while everything is functioning out of the norm

while into robbery, murder and dilapidation life does go
and over and around us blows an undeserved bitter storm.

Yet still throughout the day the sun comes up with its burning hot flame

and tokens of Your love, compassion and righteousness still do remain the same
even in a country where four thousand commercial farmers have been killed,
wild birds do visit me; do bring tranquillity as sings of wonder and no other name

but Yours in all of this I do see where they sit on the windowsill and on a stone
and I do notice the redbreast, the hoopoe, the different barbets, weavers and
everyone

that does seem to choose me a human above those of their own kind

where I do know that Your presence, Your care and oversight is not gone

even in a world where two cars and my mother's have been robbed from me,
where the insurance and police turned their backs on all of this in inadequacy,
where I am unemployed by Your grace I do still day after day survive

while the birds do twitter, look and do throughout the day keep me company,

Your hand is outside even on the sparrow; the wild doves and You are here
and like these natural wondrous fluttering things that do sing I a have no fear
while a politician only do relinquish crumbs as people are too white

as constantly You do remain and Your omnipotent power is near

but like these birds come to me, to You the only living God I do come
as a mere human insignificant in the passages where You do roam,
where the ancestor spirit worshiping rulers are in your sight,

as people are tortured, killed, robbed and raped and it's gruesome
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while criminals do whatever they want during the day and night

I do beg You to use Your omnipotent power and even Your righteous might
for You to protect, to save and restore my country and my home

and to You my prayers, those of my people are like these birds in flight.

[Reference:&quot;The Sparrow's Scull. Momento mori. Written at the fall of
France&quot; by Ruth Pitter. &quot;Nou bid ek&quot; (Now I pray)by Mathews
Phosa.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Prayer For My Beloved

My Lord, I do still love her,

in my body, soul and spirit she is active

and I ask that you take this love to Your own wonder

as love is a strange kind of thing

and it's as if she cuts through my soul and body,

go to the essence of my being,

as if she is essential for my own existence

that You do make our love holy is probably from the apocrypha,
in my body, soul and spirit she is active.

© Gert Strydom
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A Prayer For People On The Farms In South Africa
(Refrain Stanza Sequence)

(in answer to Lina Spies)

I

Let Your name be remembered and hallowed here and everywhere about
and let Your blessing and benevolence on each person pour out
throughout this blood-stained wonderful and difficult land,

that everyone can know that everything come from Your hand,

let us suspend our judgement and Your love in our hearts sprout

and please withhold the government's ideas of land grabbing,

that will only bring to us famine, death and every vile thing,

where commercial farmers provide food with which we cannot life without
and let Your blessing and benevolence on each person pour out.

II

Where at German-Afrikaner people as a mere toddler I had to stay,

from the farmer's house during the day I was driven away,

I had to work where I could and my contribution was limited as small boy,
but as a mere child I did the labour on the farm enjoy,

I was too scared of getting a red dress as he did say

where at times I had to feed the machine cutting maize stalks,

was scared of that farmer in how he did act and talk

but still he was fair in a Christian kind of way,

from the farmer's house during the day I was driven away.

III

With black children as a child I did play,

where undivided as friends we were day by day,

we hunted with catapults and each one did a fair share take,
we threw flat stones that jumped over the lake,

I brought quince-canes with which to throw clay,

later old wonderful Maria did look after me,

where she served in love and was paid fairly

but now every white-man is a oppressor without charity,
where undivided as friends we were day by day.

v

At family members with a farmer and his son

I noticed how You do bless and support everything that goes on,
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we did round up cattle to the corral with horses on a holiday

did castrate, cut the horns burned the brand in the farming way
and just too quickly that great holiday was gone

but white and black together laboured through the day,

where each one received a very fair pay,

and in all of this You my Lord are the witnessing One,

I noticed how You do bless and support everything that goes on.

Vv

My Lord God, Yours are the cattle on every hill

everything that exists comes from Your divine will

and after ages of bloody labour of commercial farmers on each farm
I am astounded at the robbery, murder and all the harm

I beg like in ages past You do protect my people against each ill
where this country, the people and everything do belong to You,
that You guide us and protect and keep us in everything that we do
and may my people, all South Africans love and honour You still,
everything that exists comes from Your divine will

[Reference:&quot;'n Paternoster vir Suid-Afrika&quot; (A paternoster for South
Africa)by Lina 's note:

&quot;Every animal of the forest is mine and the cattle on a thousand hills.

I know every bird in the mountains and the creatures of the field are
mine.&quot;Psalm 50: 10-11.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Prayer For Renewal (Free Verse Sonnets)

(for Annelize)

Right through the darkest night

far past the red-day

I hear the twittering and cooing

of all kinds of birds that do carry me off

as if they are waiting on something special

and with their joy I am astonished in this spring

also that in their multitudes they do constantly come to me

do still carry on singing when days of rain do fall

as if they are singing to You as the Creator of the universe

and as a human I am stupid with Your ways,

only do notice the cloak that the spring is spreading out around me
still more beautiful than any other year as if she is preparing for Your coming
where the blossoms are already becoming small green fruit,

maybe all of these things are from Your loving hand just for me.

II

Maybe all of these things are from Your loving hand just for me

as a sign of change although my years do quickly pass in decades

and I realise that Your year of jubilee do come in every person's life,

are still astonished with the words in my poems

where against the thoroughfare of destiny You are still near

and day after day I do pray my darling into my days

where I am telling her always about my love and I cannot fabricate it,
do already wait a decade on your intervention as all things are in Your hand
as You are still here on my side not there far on the other side,

do ask that You do come with a new beginning for my people and I

do make this the great year of jubilee on which everyone of us is waiting
as over all things You do alone have the upper authority

and Your mercy and goodness brings light and truth

right through the darkest night.

© Gert Strydom
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A Prayer For The Earth (Rondine)

Lord, I ask for a place of peace and love
where nothing sharp or deep divides us,
where again man learn in only you to trust
where nothing could our joy and fun remove,
where every day our world we do improve
where the needs of others becomes obvious, .
Lord, I ask

that always in integrity we will move
from lives that are slowly turning to dust
while slowly, very slowly we do adjust
before nothing of this world is left over,
Lord, I ask...
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 208



A Prayer In The Summer Of My Life

Lord, I ask that you bless the days

where the summer of my life starts

that You pour out the blue-white thunder and rain
generous into my life.

Give that I in maturity win

against every resistance of my own will

and that I selflessly love my darling,

please cover the sin of my youth,

draw out the summer of my later years

and bring the two of us closer to each other.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 209



A Prayer To Be As Adam

(in answer to Lina Spies)
I

My Lord, here I do stand before you

as a man that You did create,

You do know me becoming a cell.

Where I did abundantly eat from the sinful fruit
and I do not need a gate at a garden

or do not have to go to Eden

to talk face to face with You.

II

The hearts of all people that do choose You are Your temples
and to You they are holy

where here now like in my childhood

I come to You

and do want to look with the same glace at myself and at life,
do want to trust You with the hope trust and love of a child

III

and see flowers and bees, insects like the dragonfly,

do notice beetles and a ladybird

and also various birds that do come and go

almost if I am standing in Your intact paradise

and the binding of bee to flower,

of everything that do pair with each other

and even man and woman,

I do not find in that which I do constantly observe

just that Your genuine love do radiate out of all the beauty

vV

and here were I am asking forgiveness for every sin,

I ask that You do steady my way,

do drive my enemies away into all directions

and do pull me closer and more near to Your fatherly heart,
I ask You to change my heart yet again,

do make it serviceable for Your will and for Your works,

do touch my brain, my soul and spirit with Your love

but more than just Your constant friendship and love

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 210



Vv

I ask that You like in the ancient beginning with both Adam and Eve
into me and the woman whom I do love so intensely and deep

that same first inviolate fiery and eternal love place

in our hearts, soul, spirit, brains and bodies,

to renew us in each aspect to in a way be untouched like them

that together we can be happy, intimate, intense

can live as a man and woman

that does truly understand and know each other

and do honour You in all things throughout our lives,

VI

do place even greater love in me my Lord, for the woman that I do love
that in her blood and bones

I will know my hart, soul and spirit untouchable

with happiness, tranquillity, bliss

and also in all pain and tears that life does bring.

[Reference: &quot;Gebed van Eva&quot; (Prayer of Eve)by Lina Spies.]
© Gert Strydom
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A Precise Woman

A precise woman, something of a control freak
with hair cropped short, reminds me

of the military

brings order to my life and thoughts

while she arranges everything

putting shining shoes in their place,
panties, pantyhose, brassieres shelved
in neat rows

in @ easy accessible way

and even when we make love

her behaviour is predictable

from the removing of her stockings,
where she folds them,

the look in her eyes

and her whimpers and cries

and yet somehow

there is something sweet in the loving,
in the order that she brings.

[Reference: A Precise Woman by Yehuda Amichai.]
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A Psalm

I wish you each crystal blue morning sky,
the doves cooing in love in the berry trees,
the bees buzzing on the early breeze,

for you're live to freeze

when you are the happiest.

May the one that you love, care for

or just are in love with from a distance
turn your world around, find a way

to surprise you while you talk

and guide you to walk along

to your piece of paradise.

May every dream be a blessing
and those blessings come true
and may the sun

always shine on you

with a better new day.
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A Psalm In The Twenty First Century (Virelay)

From light years far away in space and time
You are the architect

who takes care of a planet the size of a dime;
a far off small object.

You ordain our days and to us intimately connect
as a kind of loving being

giving sanctuary, even if crudely we do You reject,
with You are disagreeing.

Still You are protecting everything that is living,
constantly giving light

even to those who are in rebellion, unbelieving
who yearn for the night

and of Your kindness we do not have true sight,
we judge You incorrect
as a supreme being that rules by force and might,

giving You no respect.

Gert Strydom
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A Ray Of Sunlight

It was in the middle of the day
and the sun was high and bright,
in the deep blue African sky.

The LMG was getting heavy
and hot in my hands

and gnats were turning
round the piece of grass

in my brown bush hat.

Sweat were running

down my face

and like any other day,

a patrol in the hot

African bush was great fun
especially when your water
bottle was near empty

and your throat started to burn
and the going was fast.

The bushman tracker

was hot on the enemy spoor
and where the terrain

got more open,

we halted for a moment.

a Ray of sunlight

reflected bright like a flash light,
somewhere to the left

and pointed out an enemy ambush.

We half circled past

and attacked from their rear
and the LMG stuttered

from my hip

and suddenly the bush was clear
and the firefight was over

and an ominous silence hanged
deep in the African bush.
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[Reference: => LMG=> Light machine gun. Spoor=>Track]

Gert Strydom

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



A Real Life Nightmare

It feels like another life

and had been at another time
and place,

where I knocked and knocked
at the locked bedroom door.

At last I found a key

and still something

was holding it

and I pushed with all my might
and at last it opened.

She was lying on the bed
with outstretched arms
and empty pill bottles
next to her head

and there was no note
to say farewell

and why she did it,

to this day

only she can tell.

She was still breathing

and I felt a weak pulse

and I was without strength
from flu,

but I picked her up

and got her over my shoulder.

The car was too far

and there was nobody

willing to help me

and I stumbled over my weak legs
and got hold of her again

and carried her to the car.

I passed over three red robots

without any car’s being there
and she belched over
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my shirt and pants

and just before the state hospital
two metro police cars

started to follow me

with flashing blue lights

and screaming sirens.

I stopped at the ambulance
drop-off point

and was cursed by ambulance men
that was standing there,

and the metro police

rushed to me

took a look at her

and went on their way

and nobody wanted to help.

Anger gave me strength

and I carried her

into the hospital

and went straight through admissions
and followed the red line

to casualties

and somebody

brought a wheelchair

and some doctor

saved her life.

The doctor said that the belching
saved her,

but today I am just glad

that she’s out of my life

and that I do not have to face
another nightmare.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 218



A Redbreast In The Night (Free Verse Sonnet)

(after Thomas Hardy and S. J. Pretorius)

Outside after twilight a bloody-red moon rises,

the autumn-wind sings its own disconsolate song,

it's cloudy when the song of a redbreast does leave me speechless,

it bursts through the world's grey and cold sorrow,

as if something beautiful will appear in the nhew morning

that small bird does twitter and calls on the rain to begin,

it's as if all other sounds do disappear before the clear purity

when it sings over how the world does exist and our lot and meaning in it,
it calls on God in the darkest night's blackness

and that bird does twitter and sing so ecstatic happy,

as if it does know that the Lord is the light to all things

so that nothing that comes near can avoid that sound

and when the first lightning-bolt suddenly does bash down blue-white
I still hear him so utterly rejoicing.

[References &quot;The darkling thrush&quot; by Thomas Hardy, &quot;Aan 'n
janfrederik&quot; (to a Cape-robin)by S. J. Pretorius.]
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A Reminiscence

It's a long while back and yet it stays,
how she draws delightful on a cigarette
and drink a glass,

of yellow sparkling st. Anna with me.

Maybe I was on a dark road

at the time and she gave me

a bit of light and protection against loneliness
and the impact of destiny.

She understood me for who and what I am
and much more than passion can find
a way to bind,

I was trapped by her humanity.
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A Reply To The Nymph

(after Christopher Marlow, in answer to Sir Walter Raleigh)

Throughout the world the greatness of love is proofed

as by it the hearts and minds of men and woman are moved.
Sincerity hope and faith is the essence to put love in place
not just the lovely spell and effect of your gorgeous face.

Although time like an anvil has an impact on all kinds of things,
it in its domain health and glory and pain and downfall brings
even do turn the young and strong to feeble and old,

but love has a capacity to be everlasting I am told.

Where when winter come the flowers fade and are withering

they are once more restored in beauty with the coming of spring

while with toil and prayers and knowledge summer gives abundance

I beg you to take sincere my heartfelt feelings and give our love a chance.

A decision to trust each other is love at its deepest core,

to set love as a principle between us and from that to expect much more.
All of the small tokens although insignificant is just a expression of sincerity
as you do mean much more than all of the world and everything in it to me.

All of nature, its beauty and abundance speak volumes of a love divine
and I can give you nothing greater than the heart and life that is mine.
Pure honesty, sincerity, liberty, friendship, devotion and love that is true
are the only real and worthy gifts that I have left to give to you

where I am just a mortal man living in a world full of mortality
yet inanimate without you and your love my life would be
but still as in everything in this world I leave the choice to you

to with reason and feeling your own sincere will to do.

[References: &quot;The passionate shepherd to his love&quot; by Christopher
Marlow. &quot;The nymph's reply to the shepherd&quot; by Sir Walter Raleigh.]

© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 221



A Resting Place

This world does not deserve you,
nor will it be

the place where,

I to earth let them lay you.

When time get to its finality,
I'll spread the dust that remains
in the air and over land and sea.

No angel was destined

to sleep in the dark cold earth
and for ever

you'll be part

of the endless wind

and breaking sea

and will be free.

Gert Strydom
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A Room In The Past

It is a kitchen with a big settee,

and big old coal and wood stove,

a big table where the whole extended family
ate great meals, sat chatting for hours
sounding to outsiders

like a riot

with a fire burning joyously

or only having comforting glowing coals

and at eleven in the morning, or four

in the afternoon

tea in porcelain cups, sometimes Swiss roll
or her own fruitcake

soaked in brandy

and baked to perfection was served.

It was a place where my grandmother
was bigger than life,

a lady born from Scottish ancestry,
but more an Afrikaner than me

with a true belief in the creator God,
where her love was a dazing light

till one sad night, leukaemia finished her years,
stripped her from me

while I was away at university

and the family

had never been the same again

like it was then

and suddenly that kitchen, that house
was stripped bare from furniture,

was painted and sold

and somehow I was the only one

who did not get

any last words from her.
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A Scene From Another Day In New South Africa (7) :
The Inept Police

The madness of a country falling apart

is ominous brought forth when shots are fired,

scenes are displayed in the windows of police-flying-squad-vans
that ineptly are driven to and thro

and never do arrive in time at any crime.

© Gert Strydom
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A Scene From Another Day In South Africa (3) :
Necklace

(in answer to Robin Camhee)

Desecrated he did defecate in his pants
when the pursuers caught him
did try to jerk loose while they were carrying him

but he was forced into the ground,
a car's tyre was violently flung over his head
and his swollen lips did bleed

while fuel did flow over his head and body,
the crowd did murderous laugh madly
while the women jeered en somebody did light a match

and flaming he screamed vulnerable
for a moment did flutter like a butterfly
and God did witness the murder of an innocent man.

[Reference:&quot;Scenes from another day&quot; by Robin Camhee.
Poet's note:&quot;Scenes from Another Day&quot; by Robin Camhee

&quot;Stranded in the middle of nowhere

her children by her side

a battered case, some cooking things

an O.K. packet with stuff,

scattered them the possessions

of a lifetime...

she stands admit the flattened walls of her house...&quot;

&quot;another day

as authority
forces a removal.&quot;

&quot;Lost amidst commuters
concrete and glass
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a used ticket in his hand,

some change, a letter in his pocket,
some tattered clothing in his sack
flung boldly over his shoulder...&quot;

&quot;another ruralite
come to take his chance.&quot;

&quot;Sprawled in the dusty road
blood gushing from a head wound

the legs twitching neurotically,

a broken body pours out its life...&quot;

&quot;another day
as the casspirs
make their rounds.&quot;

&quot;As the smog settles

it shrouds a mangy dog

dragging a bundle

from a rubbish heap,

its eyes rheumy

its jaws slavering in anticipation...&quot;

&quot;another sunrise
as a abandoned baby
feeds a township mongrel.

&quot;As he shivers in the heat of the evening
the piss running down his legs

the shit anxious to fly out,

he empties his pockets

while the knives hover close...&quot;

&quot;another week
his children will starve.&quot;

&quot;On a corner
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the barricades are up,
the fires are lit

and a ring of dancers
chants the last rites

as black smoke

smears the sky...&quot;

&quot;another life is torched.&quot;

&qguot;So as you make your face
clip on your earrings

for a night on the town
remember,

the heavens

indifferent as always

placidly pass from day to night
just as

the glib words and foul deeds
that crush our lives

pass you by,

you might wake to another day
hung over from the night

and then again,

you might not...&quot;

This poem was published in the book:Scenes from Another Day&quot; new South
African writing, Writers Forum, Johannesburg,1989.]

© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom

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

227



A Scene From Another Day In The New South Africa
(1)

(in answer to Robin Camhee)

On a lovely Sunday morning you asked me to go with you
to do shopping at Carnival Mall in Brakpan,

our son Janneman and his wife Letitia went along

with their baby girl Raleigh who is only one years old

and their toddler daughter Genevieve who is lovely at three
but on that day God did straighten the way.

As Sundays with families go this one was for a winter day
absolutely lovely where we were together

and you bought some cleaning liquids for the charity
which you do manage, we browsed through the shops,
had a spicy meal as a family at the Mac Donald's

but when we wanted to leave the mall

at the exit with the sliding doors,

a young Nigerian man cut us off with a trolley,

another Nigerian man from behind walked right up to me

did drop a bottle of Johnny Walker Black and White whiskey

right at my feet where it broke and splashed over my shoes

and I noticed that he was carrying that bottle in its box upside down
while he stated that I am responsible for him breaking that bottle.

I calculated that the bottle of whiskey priced at about a thousand Rand,
calmly I stated that I did not even touch him,

that another person did cut us off

while the two of them boxed us in at the exit.

The angry black man was calculating and calm
in his words and actions,

asked Letitia if she was married to me

and she did not hear and answer him

before he got on his mobile phone and talked

in a foreign strange language

(I know the local languages and did not know
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what he was saying but he was threatening)
and both Janneman and I knew that trouble was brewing.

You had the lively baby girl Raleigh, in your arms,
where giving sweeties to us and the small children,
Janneman took their groceries from their trolley
and I pushed our trolley with the cleaning materials
all the way to the car,

while the angry black man followed us

and was intent on stopping us.

The children's VW SUV was in for repairs

at the VW agent in Springs where we do live
and we travelled in a black VW Polo Cross
that belongs to Princess motors

which was brand new with only eight thousand
kilometres on the clock.

Janneman told everyone to get in the car immediately

as trouble was coming while the Nigerian

stood in front of the car trying to block it

while he was making some more calls on his mobile phone,
Letitia got in the car,

I helped Janneman to put our shopping bags in the boot,
did put Genevieve in the back of the car,

got into the back as Janneman was going to drive

but with the baby in your arms,

you were again giving sweeties to the small children.

Janneman started the car

and I pulled you with the baby in your arms

over Fiefie (Genevieve)onto the back seat

while we did pull away,

you were over me

and the Nigerian at the last moment jumped out of the way,
your open door did almost slam him

before you closed it.

There was only one exit from the parking aria of the Carnival Mall
with a small circle and a traffic light right after that

and I and Janneman reckoned that the Nigerians

where going to block that exit off,
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you reckoned that Letitia and us were overreacting,
some of the yellow Honeycomb sweeties

were scattered all over the back seat

and we passed the Mac Donald's

on the outside of the mall.

At the exit of the parking area a golden Jeep was behind us
with some Nigerian men that filled it up

and as we neared the circle a white Quantum minibus taxi
did stop right over the circle to block us in,

its doors opened and eight black men jumped out.

I reckoned that the space on the wrong side of the road
was far too small to pass through with our car,
said to Janneman:&quot;those people are right here.&quot;

I started to pray with open eyes,

reminded the Lord God that in the Bible

He promises to straighten the way.

Later on returning to that mall Janneman and I did notice
that a small concrete island run right up to the circle

but on that Sunday there was only a white line

and that black Polo Cross was running on low profile tyres.

Janneman went to the wrong side of the road,
crossed where a concrete line exists

without the car bumping or scraping,

we went right through a far too narrow gap,
the black men hurled stones at us

as we were speeding up to a red traffic light
but not one stone touched the car.

Some cars waited on the right side of the road

but not one car were oncoming as we crossed the red light,
driving on the wrong side of the road

right through a stop sign

into a residential area.

While Janneman acted as a rally-driver

Fiefie (Genevieve)became almost hysterical

but I soothed her that everything was still under control,
that the Lord God was straitening the way,
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we passed several white mini bus taxis

and were afraid that the one that blocked us,
was communicating with them

but they did not react in any way to us.

We decided to take the toll road that runs
from Brakpan past Springs to Secunda
and as we stopped to pay

a white Audi stopped at another entrance
right next to us.

The VW Polo Cross is super and turbo charged

and we speeded away onto the freeway

but where we noticed the golden V8 Jeep catching up on us,
did realise that it was following us

and again I did pray while we speeded on.

The white Audi was much quicker
and I assured Janneman

that a white man was driving it,
while he changed lanes

and drove behind another car

for it to be able to pass.

There was at this time three black hatch back cars

from different manufacturers (including ours)on the freeway
and we took an exit at Springs

while the golden Jeep was still away in the distance,

it did mistake us with another car

and at great speed followed it.

Janneman did call Princess motors

to swap that black VW Polo Cross

for another car,

as we were scared

that another hijack attempt would happen
and only supernatural Godly intervention
saved us on that Sunday.

[Reference:&quot;Scenes from another day&quot; by Robin Camhee.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Scene From Another Day In The New South Africa
(2)

(in answer to Robin Camhee)

On a lovely Sunday morning you asked me to go with you
to do shopping at Carnival Mall in Brakpan,

our son Janneman and his wife Letitia went along

with their baby girl Raleigh who is only one years old

and their toddler daughter Genevieve who is lovely at three
but on that day God did straighten the way.

As Sundays with families go this one was for a winter day
absolutely lovely where we were together

and you bought some cleaning liquids for the charity
which you do manage, we browsed through the shops,
had a spicy meal as a family at the Mac Donald's

but when we wanted to leave the mall

at the exit with the sliding doors,

a young Nigerian man cut us off with a trolley,

another Nigerian man from behind walked right up to me

did drop a bottle of Johnny Walker Black and White whiskey

right at my feet where it broke and splashed over my shoes

and I noticed that he was carrying that bottle in its box upside down
while he stated that I am responsible for him breaking that bottle.

I calculated the bottle of whiskey priced at about a thousand Rand,
calmly I stated that I did not even touch him,

that another person did cut us off

while the two of them boxed us in at the exit.

The angry black man was calculating and calm
in his words and actions,

asked Letitia if she was married to me

and she did not hear and answer him

before he got on his mobile phone and talked

in a foreign strange language

(I know the local languages and did not know
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what he was saying but he was threatening)
and both Janneman and I knew that trouble was brewing.

You had the lively baby girl Raleigh, in your arms,
were giving sweeties to us and the small children,
Janneman took their groceries from their trolley
and I pushed our trolley with the cleaning materials
all the way to the car,

while the angry black man followed us

and was intent on stopping us.

The children's VW SUV was in for repairs

at the VW agent in Springs where we do live
and we travelled in a black VW Polo Cross
that belongs to Princess motors

which was brand new with only eight thousand
kilometres on the clock.

Janneman told everyone to get in the car immediately

as trouble was coming while the Nigerian

stood in front of the car trying to block it

while he was making some more calls on his mobile phone,
Letitia got in the car,

I helped Janneman to put our shopping bags in the boot,
did put Genevieve in the back of the car,

got into the back as Janneman was going to drive

but with the baby in your arms,

you were again giving sweeties to the small children.

Janneman started the car

and I pulled you with the baby in your arms

over Fiefie (Genevieve)onto the back seat

while we did pull away,

you were over me

and the Nigerian at the last moment jumped out of the way,
your open door did almost slam him

before you closed it.

There was only one exit from the parking aria of the Carnival Mall
with a small circle and a traffic light right after that

and I and Janneman reckoned that the Nigerians

where going to block that exit off,
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you reckoned that Letitia and us were overreacting,
some of the yellow Honeycomb sweeties

were scattered all over the back seat

and we passed the Mac Donald's

on the outside of the mall.

At the exit of the parking area a golden Jeep was behind us
with some Nigerian men that filled it up

and as we neared the circle a white Quantum minibus taxi
did stop right over the circle to block us in,

its doors opened and eight black men jumped out.

I reckoned that the space on the wrong side of the road
was far too small to pass through with our car,
said to Janneman:&quot;those people are right here.&quot;

I started to pray with open eyes,

reminded the Lord God that in the Bible

He promises to straighten the way.

Later on returning to that mall Janneman and I did notice
that a small concrete island run right up to the circle

but on that Sunday there was only a white line

and that black Polo Cross was running on low profile tyres.

Janneman went to the wrong side of the road,
crossed where a concrete line exists

without the car bumping or scraping,

we went right through a far too narrow gap,
the black men hurled stones at us

as we were speeding up to a red traffic light
but not one stone touched the car.

Some cars waited on the right side of the road

but not one car were oncoming as we crossed the red light,
driving on the wrong side of the road

right through a stop sign

into a residential area.

While Janneman acted as a rally-driver

Fiefie (Genevieve)became almost hysterical

but I soothed her that everything was still under control,
that the Lord God was straitening the way,
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we passed several white mini bus taxis

and were afraid that the one that blocked us,
was communicating with them

but they did not react in any way to us.

We decided to take the toll road that runs
from Brakpan past Springs to Secunda
and as we stopped to pay

a white Audi stopped at another entrance
right next to us.

The VW Polo Cross is super and turbo charged

and we speeded away onto the freeway

but we noticed the golden V8 Jeep catching up on us,
did realise that it was following us

and again I did pray while we speeded on.

The white Audi was much quicker
and I assured Janneman

that a white man was driving it,
while he changed lanes

and drove behind another car

for it to be able to pass.

There was at this time three black hatch back cars

from different manufacturers (including ours)on the freeway
and we took an exit at Springs

while the golden Jeep was still away in the distance,

it did mistake us with another car

and at great speed followed it.

Janneman did call Princess motors

to swap that black VW Polo Cross

for another car,

as we were scared

that another hijack attempt would happen
and only supernatural Godly intervention
saved us on that Sunday.

[Reference:&quot;Scenes from another day&quot; by Robin Camhee.

Poet's note: I publish this poem again as many people have asked me to quote
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the poem by Robin Camhee and I cannot find my own poem on the internet.
&qguot;Scenes from Another Day&quot; by Robin Camhee

&quot;Stranded in the middle of nowhere

her children by her side

a battered case, some cooking things

an O.K. packet with stuff,

scattered them the possessions

of a lifetime...

she stands admit the flattened walls of her house...&quot;

&quot;another day
as authority
forces a removal.&quot;

&quot;Lost amidst commuters
concrete and glass

a used ticket in his hand,

some change, a letter in his pocket,
some tattered clothing in his sack
flung boldly over his shoulder...&quot;

&quot;another ruralite
come to take his chance.&quot;

&quot;Sprawled in the dusty road
blood gushing from a head wound

the legs twitching neurotically,

a broken body pours out its life...&quot;

&quot;another day
as the casspirs
make their rounds.&quot;

&quot;As the smog settles
it shrouds a mangy dog
dragging a bundle

from a rubbish heap,
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its eyes rheumy
its jaws slavering in anticipation...&quot;

&quot;another sunrise
as a abandoned baby
feeds a township mongrel.

&quot;As he shivers in the heat of the evening
the piss running down his legs

the shit anxious to fly out,

he empties his pockets

while the knives hover close...&quot;

&quot;another week
his children will starve.&quot;

&quot;On a corner

the barricades are up,
the fires are lit

and a ring of dancers
chants the last rites

as black smoke

smears the sky...&quot;

&qguot;another life is torched.&quot;

&qguot;So as you make your face
clip on your earrings

for a night on the town
remember,

the heavens

indifferent as always

placidly pass from day to night
just as

the glib words and foul deeds
that crush our lives

pass you by,

you might wake to another day
hung over from the night
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and then again,
you might not...&quot;

This poem was published in the book:Scenes from Another Day&quot; new South
African writing, Writers Forum, Johannesburg,1989.]

© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom
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A Scene From Another Day In The New South Africa
(2) : Hijack (Free Verse Sonnet)

(in answer to Robin Camhee)

With my fiancée I stop at the Ultra City gas station

do pull in at a fuel pump with my new red BMW,

she needs to go to the bathroom and the car needs fuel,

we both get out and I go to the shop while they fill up,

we both carry tins of Coca-Cola and packets of chips,

walk hand in hand back to the car and she gets in,

I pay in cash to settle the bill and get in to drive away

when two old three series BMW's do park us in,

six men jump out of them carrying assault-rifles,

from my military training I note AK-47's.

They want the car's keys; tell me not to immobilize it,

a RPG-7 rocket launcher with rocket is pressed against my head:
&quot; White-man give us a reason to kill you and your wife today, &quot;
a black-man says and beckons us to get out of the car.

[Reference:&quot;Scenes from another day&quot; by Robin Camhee.
Poet's note:&quot;Scenes from Another Day&quot; by Robin Camhee

&quot;Stranded in the middle of nowhere

her children by her side

a battered case, some cooking things

an O.K. packet with stuff,

scattered them the possessions

of a lifetime...

she stands admit the flattened walls of her house...&quot;

&quot;another day
as authority
forces a removal.&quot;

&quot;Lost amidst commuters
concrete and glass
a used ticket in his hand,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 240



some change, a letter in his pocket,
some tattered clothing in his sack
flung boldly over his shoulder...&quot;

&quot;another ruralite
come to take his chance.&quot;

&quot;Sprawled in the dusty road
blood gushing from a head wound

the legs twitching neurotically,

a broken body pours out its life...&quot;

&quot;another day
as the casspirs
make their rounds.&quot;

&quot;As the smog settles

it shrouds a mangy dog

dragging a bundle

from a rubbish heap,

its eyes rheumy

its jaws slavering in anticipation...&quot;

&quot;another sunrise
as a abandoned baby
feeds a township mongrel.

&quot;As he shivers in the heat of the evening
the piss running down his legs

the shit anxious to fly out,

he empties his pockets

while the knives hover close...&quot;

&quot;another week
his children will starve.&quot;

&quot;On a corner
the barricades are up,
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the fires are lit

and a ring of dancers
chants the last rites

as black smoke

smears the sky...&quot;

&quot;another life is torched.&quot;

&qguot;So as you make your face
clip on your earrings

for a night on the town
remember,

the heavens

indifferent as always

placidly pass from day to night
just as

the glib words and foul deeds
that crush our lives

pass you by,

you might wake to another day
hung over from the night

and then again,

you might not...&quot;

This poem was published in the book:Scenes from Another Day&quot; new South
African writing, Writers Forum, Johannesburg,1989.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Scene From Another Day In The New South Africa
(4) : My Retrenchment Is Raw In Me (Ballade)

My retrenchment is raw in me (Ballade)

(in answer to Robin Camhee)

1

I call the children in from where they play outside
with small green plastic soldiers, tanks and jeeps,
the sound of a helicopter clatter against the windows
where we have got to share our world with criminals,
2

Chorus:

my retrenchment is raw in me

when affirmative action comes into place,

I wonder where I am going to find another job,

are astonished at life and at the employer,

3

the police searchlight to below throws a bright spot,
while squad-cars at speed drive up and down

and like this life in the city is sometimes scattered,
a person wonders if you can still dare it outside?

4

I help you with the food and cut onions into pieces,
our attention is drawn from outside to inside,

of the whole world outside we get impressions

with the events portrayed by the evening-news.

5

Later we talk about work, entertainment and fun,

in both our hearts there are real antipathy

while I notice the worry deep in your eyes

and we wonder why it's happening to us?

[Poet's note: I am quoting: &quot;Scenes from Another Day&quot; by Robin
Camhee

&quot;Stranded in the middle of nowhere
her children by her side

a battered case, some cooking things

an O.K. packet with stuff,
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scattered them the possessions
of a lifetime...
she stands admit the flattened walls of her house...&quot;

&quot;another day
as authority
forces a removal.&quot;

&quot;Lost amidst commuters
concrete and glass

a used ticket in his hand,

some change, a letter in his pocket,
some tattered clothing in his sack
flung boldly over his shoulder...&quot;

&quot;another ruralite
come to take his chance.&quot;

&quot;Sprawled in the dusty road
blood gushing from a head wound

the legs twitching neurotically,

a broken body pours out its life...&quot;

&quot;another day
as the casspirs
make their rounds.&quot;

&quot;As the smog settles

it shrouds a mangy dog

dragging a bundle

from a rubbish heap,

its eyes rheumy

its jaws slavering in anticipation...&quot;

&qguot;another sunrise

as a abandoned baby
feeds a township mongrel.
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&quot;As he shivers in the heat of the evening

the piss running down his legs

the shit anxious to fly out,

he empties his pockets

while the knives hover close...&quot;

&quot;another week
his children will starve.&quot;

&quot;On a corner

the barricades are up,
the fires are lit

and a ring of dancers
chants the last rites

as black smoke

smears the sky...&quot;

&quot;another life is torched.&quot;

&qguot;So as you make your face
clip on your earrings

for a night on the town
remember,

the heavens

indifferent as always

placidly pass from day to night
just as

the glib words and foul deeds
that crush our lives

pass you by,

you might wake to another day
hung over from the night

and then again,

you might not...&quot;

This poem was published in the book:Scenes from Another Day&quot; new South
African writing, Writers Forum, Johannesburg,1989.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Scene From Another Day In The New South Africa
(5) : At The Traffic Light (English Sonnet)

(in answer to Robin Camhee)

Stranded a white male stands at a traffic light,
unemployed by the black regime's Affirmative Action,
he wonders if he will have food for the children tonight?
Sunburnt he is for vile words and ridicule a attraction

with a board begging for work, for money and for a life
and those white people still employed laugh at him,
where he has lost his job, his car, house and wife

and life at the present and maybe forever looks dim

his two degrees and experience counts for nothing,

the rainbow nation is a lie and everything is just black,
he looks up into the sky, to God his heart still does sing,
where there is now so much that his life does lack.

Slowly with no milk or bread he walks back to a squatter camp,
feel the heels of the black men that do him in the ground stamp.

[Reference:&quot;Scenes from another day&quot; by Robin Camhee.
Poet's note: I am quoting:
&quot;Scenes from Another Day&quot; by Robin Camhee

&quot;Stranded in the middle of nowhere

her children by her side

a battered case, some cooking things

an O.K. packet with stuff,

scattered them the possessions

of a lifetime...

she stands admit the flattened walls of her house...&quot;

&quot;another day

as authority
forces a removal.&quot;
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&quot;Lost amidst commuters
concrete and glass

a used ticket in his hand,

some change, a letter in his pocket,
some tattered clothing in his sack
flung boldly over his shoulder...&quot;

&quot;another ruralite
come to take his chance.&quot;

&quot;Sprawled in the dusty road
blood gushing from a head wound

the legs twitching neurotically,

a broken body pours out its life...&quot;

&quot;another day
as the casspirs
make their rounds.&quot;

&quot;As the smog settles

it shrouds a mangy dog

dragging a bundle

from a rubbish heap,

its eyes rheumy

its jaws slavering in anticipation...&quot;

&quot;another sunrise
as a abandoned baby
feeds a township mongrel.

&quot;As he shivers in the heat of the evening
the piss running down his legs

the shit anxious to fly out,

he empties his pockets

while the knives hover close...&quot;

&quot;another week
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his children will starve.&quot;

&quot;On a corner

the barricades are up,
the fires are lit

and a ring of dancers
chants the last rites

as black smoke

smears the sky...&quot;

&quot;another life is torched.&quot;

&qguot;So as you make your face
clip on your earrings

for a night on the town
remember,

the heavens

indifferent as always

placidly pass from day to night
just as

the glib words and foul deeds
that crush our lives

pass you by,

you might wake to another day
hung over from the night

and then again,

you might not...&quot;

This poem was published in the book:Scenes from Another Day&quot; new South
African writing, Writers Forum, Johannesburg,1989.]

© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom
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A Scene From Another Day In The New South Africa
(6) : For Food (Octave)

With a wheelbarrow he is among the commuters,

while he crosses the road two cars hoot at him

and do almost loose one of the three computers,

while jobless as a white male his life looks dim.

At the pawnshop they buy everything that he has got
they take even the wheelbarrow and do happily smile

but pay only a fifth for what they will sell the lot

and with some with food he will walk back mile after mile.

© Gert Strydom
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A Scene Of Another Night In South Africa

(in answer to Johannes Prins, in answer to Robin Camhee)

The spotlight outside does suddenly go on,
catches a cat standing with glowing eyes,

every security gate is closed,
when the howling of the dogs for the moon awakens us,

we turn around in bed and together do lie without words,
when hot you do come into my arms,

the alarm-system winks its red eye for me
and on the rail a diesoline train does pass,

my Colt.45 and ELG 12-bore shotgun
are at the police and cannot stop any killers

and at 03h00 the neighbour's wife does scream
where outside her husband do hold her in his arms,

where the whole neighbourhood knows her car has been robbed
and for help from the police there is no kind of faith

when the neighbourhood-guard drives in rage up and down,
while I wonder if I could dare to go outside

and you and I pray for God to protect us against the danger,
further do sleep right against each other.

[ |Reference:&quot;terug bed toe&quot; (back to bed)by Johannes
Prins.&quot;Scenes from another day&quot; by Robin Camhee.]
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A Schoolboy's Wishes (English Sonnet)

(after Phyllis Leach)

I wish I had the hardened kind of skin
that was far tougher than any shirt,
that with the veldt could melt in,

that did not show any sign of dirt.

I wish I had a jacket as dark as the night

that no kind of thorny fence could every rip,

that could completely take me out of sight

when I do stumble and fall down when I trip
while poaching peaches, I drive the principal mad,
red-handed are caught by him in the very act

and about this He wants to call my mom and dad,

to his office and punishment do take me back.

I wish that I were mature and fully grown
and that I am living on my own.

[Reference: &quot;Timothy's wishes&quot; by Phyllis Leach.]
© Gert Strydom
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A Scrapbook

If I put my soul down in a scrapbook

with old photographs of how life used to be,
you will not find me

among the past

that is dead

like it ought to be.

Far too many dreams

were hollow and were followed
by war and loves lost

with a price and cost

and did not lead

to expectations,

but the here and now
is the place where I am.

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 253



A Season Out Of Time

I watch you turn around
under a electric sun

and your golden body shines
while you are slowly

turning gold

and both breasts

rise up and down

like little hills

at a out of season time

and outside the winter rain chills

and later I rub

more lotion on your back
and you yawn

when I am done

and your auburn hair

lie in strings

and to me

the sun bed looks like
a torturing rack

but your body smells
like summer

and there’s a smile
on your lovely face

and every thing is peaceful
as if all our worries are gone
and I watch you

turning brown all over

and it’s great to be together
and to at last live as one
and it’s as if

in this winter

I have come upon

a season out of time.
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A Serious Matter (Free Verse Sonnet)

(in answer to Charl-Pierre Naudé)

In the mere moment we are caught in happiness,

where the state of the world makes no difference

there is still the going of time that hangs over everything,
where we become involved in the struggle for survival

and in the loving and times in which we do adore each other
the darkness gnashes onwards towards Armageddon

and each one of us have already got roles in it,

where we do belong to the darkness or the light,

where the knowledge that we have can bring light to others,
where no one can view this matter lightly,

when our words and acts come to destruction or healing,

do draw us closer to God and others or do estrange us totally
and when you and I drive away on my old blue Honda CZ900F motorbike,
there are other people that we do meet everywhere.

[Reference:&quot;'n Saak van erns&quot; (A serious matter)by Charl-Pierre
Naudé.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Sheaf Of Red Roses

Today I saw
a sheaf of red roses,
which a florist displayed.

The petals was still closed
and was fresh,
as if just cut from the trunk.

The roses were spread wildly
and something of their fragrance,
drifted outside in the air.

The flowers caught

various people’s eyes and some bees,
were flying around at the door.

I just had to get those flowers,

but remembered

that my darling loves sweet peas more.

Gert Strydom
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A Sheer Loveliness Was Hers (Cavatina Sequence

A sheer loveliness was hers from her birth,

a kind of grace

that has been quite unknown for many years
was on her face,

some men became silent as she did pass,
some hearts did race

at her very sight, while she smiled bright,
was somewhat like a new pure kind of light.

The few words that she did choose had beauty
and her goodbyes

had promises of severe happiness;

pure as the skies,

her radiant smile was mine, I was lost in

her green-brown eyes;

she had changed all of my wanton ways,

with her laughing lingering loving days.

Gert Strydom
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A Sheer Loveliness Was Hers (Cavatina Sequence)

A sheer loveliness was hers from her birth,

a kind of grace

that has been quite unknown for many years
was on her face,

some men became silent as she did pass,
some hearts did race

at her very sight, while she smiled bright,
was somewhat like a new pure kind of light.

The few words that she did choose had beauty
and her goodbyes

had promises of severe happiness;

pure as the skies,

her radiant smile was mine, I was lost in

her green-brown eyes;

she had changed all of my wanton ways,

with her laughing lingering loving days.
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A Sheer Loveliness Was Hers (Cavatina Sequence)

[1]

a kind of grace

that has been quite unknown for many years
was on her face,

some men became silent as she did pass,
some hearts did race

at her very sight, while she smiled bright,
was somewhat like a new pure kind of light.

The few words that she did choose had beauty
and her goodbyes

had promises of severe happiness;

pure as the skies,

her radiant smile was mine, I was lost in

her green-brown eyes;

she had changed all of my wanton ways,

with her laughing lingering loving days.

Gert Strydom
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A Shooting Star (Refrain Stanza)

A falling star did draw a long fiery line

where in the night I look at eternity where stars do origin and decline
or in mythology Thor maybe did let his hammer glow

or for Catholics someone did out of purgatory escape and go

or maybe an archangel came to this earth to God's will to define
where rebellion and oppression does rage on

and I am surprised by it's red-white glare before it's gone,

know that the blood of Jesus redeems the sins that are mine

where in the night I look at eternity where stars do origin and decline.
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A Shot Rang Out Like Lightning Out Of A Gun

Goodbye to the land where the sun always shine,
to the blue sky that always is bright,

goodbye to the light that comes every day

and hello to that midnight which is cold and dark.

A shot rang out like lightning out of a gun
fading the sun while white vapour rose
out of a shot out armoured car,

I couldn’t close my eyes or look away.

Goodbye to that enemy tank stopped in its tracks
against a bank of earth

while my armoured car’s gun rang out

sending a phosphorus shell with fire from hell.

A rocket flew past with a flaming tail
like a star falling from the sky
before exploding against a tree with a blast

and goodbye to the enemy soldiers who fired it
while we moved past at speed
with a machinegun howling a great cry.

I heard that enemy commander weeping over the radio
while his frequencies were blocked

being in shock

and sounding like the voices of many men

crying in the anguish of death

as if a deadly net had been cast

and I wish that I could understand Spanish
but the noise was ear-splitting

and it was goodbye to tank after tank
and goodbye with blast after blast and going in quick

stopping, firing and running away fast

and every enemy armoured car we found
only got one shot
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till the last shell had being fired
and tired we went to fetch some more,
ate in a hurry before being wished good luck

and going back to war.

Gert Strydom
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A Small Bird Sang Its Lovely Carefree Song
(Novelinee)

A small bird sang its lovely carefree song
at the red breaking of a summer day

and the happy tune just went on and on
with the wind at times sweeping it away
and as that early morning was aglow

the notes did at times soar and again fell
as the wind did lapse or stronger blow
while I was caught in that little bird's spell
that rang lovely, sweeter than any bell.

Gert Strydom
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A Small Tear Falls

A small tear falls

when she was very happy,

a small tear falls

when endlessly problems came
and makes a confession

about love she has no knowledge,
and a small tear falls

Gert Strydom
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A Smiling Face (Virelay)

Sometimes there is something in a smile
that changes a face
with a kind of sheer light; that in a while
has a kind of grace

bringing great happiness to any old place,
loving to the heart,
setting tender feelings, your pulse at race
playing a tiny part

of living, turning it about into a kind of art,
to those we meet
and when we leave, we have got to depart
we leave a sweet

kind of thing that others constantly repeat,
that does amaze,
making the lives of humans more complete,

leaving them ablaze.
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A Snowflake (Tritina)

When the wonder of a hexagon binds
I am caught by the very bright beauty
of a tiny white snowflake that glitters,

that forms a unique pattern that glitters

of which the core intimately binds

with a own texture, sparkle and beauty
that sticks around a grain of dust in beauty
as falling snow that in the air glitter

when water vapour as ice crystals binds;

where it binds with beauty, while it glitters.
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A Snow-White Dove

A snow-white dove

flies into the room's window

and I remember how it had been,

how the crowd listened to the voice of God

at the stream where John was baptising,

how that dove descended,

the disciples stumbling around somewhat confused,
the Son of God who somewhat naked

stretched out His hands above His head to His Father,
the peace that suddenly came to the hearts of everyone,
the onlookers that did cover their eyes to the bright light

and how everybody looked and stared somewhat astonished at Him

and still I do wonder why God himself
came to perish for everyone on this planet?

Gert Strydom
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A Song For Minette

(After N. P. van Wyk Louw)

Every night she is with me

and when I do close my eyes

she is present to get kisses

to plead for caresses,

when she does carefully sneak in

and does depart before the day does start.

With eyes sapphire blue

that does cut past the deepest places in me
she comes to embrace,

to tease and giggle

when she does carefully sneak in

and does depart before the day does start.

Give me the night with glittering stars,

the golden enchanting moon, when she does come from afar
to wrap her slender arms around me

when my most beautiful flower

does carefully sneak in

and does depart before the day does start.

In her enchantment and caresses I am cursed
but also blessed by the power of love

that does constantly search me out,

does fall like rain

and every night it is the same

when she does carefully sneak in

and does depart before the day does start.

With her French plait that is tightly bound

and does swish to and thro with every step

or does rustle on her buttocks like the wind

she does carefully sneak in

but does depart before the day does start, back to her exile
when the morning light does devour her.

[Reference: &quot;Kom vannag in my drome&quot; (Come tonight in my
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dreams) by N.P. Van Wyk Louw.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Song For My Sore Beloved

(for Annelize, after A. G. Visser)

Your lips do entice and gleam and glow
severally enchanted I am,

are drawn by green-brown eyes

that does look into my soul,

I do bring budding roses,

want to draw you near,

when falling in love does fill my heart,
I do want to cover you with kisses

Like a lovely princess you glide in,
the organ is thundering,

you fill my heart and every sense,
are radiating in snow-white silk
and you I do want to love forever,
far past stirring you are

when our wedding does begin

and you are breathtaking.

Still years we are asunder,

where this does remain in memories
of how I do experience life,

in my picture of you,

as you remain desirable

where love does not fade,

where I entrust God with everything
beautiful and conceivable.

Where I have got nothing to give to you,
do only bring mere words

as a very sad kind of song

that sings about our love,

about times of joy and sorrow,

I write with affection

where the will of God does always occur
in His great compassion.

[Reference:&quot;Laetitia&quot; by A. G. Visser.]
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A Song Of Joy Sounds Up

A song of joy sounds up when the day begins

in respect as if every swallow, dove and weaver
worships their creator at the brake of day.

A song of joy sounds up

when the sky is open and blue as ink,
when the bright white sun lights its torch
while the morning star still shines blue-white,

while water rushes and shines in the brook
as if a great morning calls everyone to action
soaking hearts and souls with true love

and a song of joy sounds up...
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A Song Of Sadness

When stars appear at night

the garden still have a kind of beauty
when the evening flower opens pure,
when there is love between us.

There I forget any kind of pain

are surrounded by yellow-white jasmine

even when heartache brings tears to my eyes,
when there is love between us

There is the smell of lavender

that softly is carried by the evening breeze,
when I lift my eyes to God,

when there is love between us

In times of pain and longing

the birds are still singing to each other,
under the big old yellow moon,

when there is love between us.

There I see stars sparkling blue,

I never become bitter,

even when death suddenly comes,
when there is love between us.

Still memories are gliding,
as if it can bring you back again,
although my days continue alone,

when there is love between us.
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A Song To My Princess Who Are Far Away (Free Verse
Sonnet)

(for Annelize, after A. G. Visser)

Were you a bush full of snow-white roses and I the bee,
I would have found the most wonderful nectar from you
where your flowers do hang in the morning breeze

as I do love you and you do adore me.

Were I the letters out of which a poem does consist and you
the words and phrases that do bring joy to the heart and mind
you would have brought me to heights and meaning

as I do love you and you do adore me

but you are a beautiful princess that does live far away

to whom I must drive more than a thousand kilometres

whom I tell about my love, longing and hope

as I do love you and you do adore me

and I aim the arrows of my words far past the stars
as I do love you and you do adore me.

[Reference:&quot;Princesse Lointaine&quot; by A. G. Visser.]
© Gert Strydom
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A South African Reporter Does Not Pray

(in answer to Johannes Prins)

A reporter does not pray and still less a news-editor

and from God they do want to know what is going to happen next,

but God knows every lie that they do sometimes tell,

when they do state the truth along with deceit to set things politically correct,
where they do not regard God at all,

do trumpet sensation that fits into the political scope,

refuse to report the farm-murders and the country that is turning to ruin,
they do avoid any reports about the terror

and from God they do want to know what is going to happen next?

[Reference:&quot; nuusredakteur&quot; (news-editor)by Johannes Prins.]
© Gert Strydom
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A South African Reporter Does Not Pray [1]

(in answer to Johannes Prins)

A reporter does not pray and still less a news-editor

and from God they do want to know what is going to happen next,

but God knows every lie that they do sometimes tell,

when they do state the truth along with deceit to set things politically correct,
where they do not regard God at all,

do trumpet sensation that fits into the political scope,

refuse to report the farm-murders and the country that is turning to ruin,
they do avoid any reports about the terror

and from God they do want to know what is going to happen next?

[Reference:&quot; nuusredakteur&quot; (news-editor)by Johannes Prins.]
© Gert Strydom
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A Spell, Incantation, Rite And Invocation

1 The need arising for supernatural intervention

After losing every small winning,

I started again and did pursue you,

while a church stifled my new beginning

and they were suspicious in everything I do,

as if I was an agent of all of life's sinning

and each employer took words of churchmen to be true.

While at times me they were baiting and berating,
you did not believe fiction and facts mixed as lies,
was satisfied for a much better time to be waiting
and above any other woman in this you were wise,
while I was hated did keep me away from hating,
believed that at a time again I would rise

and together we faced many a kind of disaster,
did not each other or God for this blame,
never did make bitterness our master,

while to be happy together we did aim

and although some setbacks came faster,

we kept looking at life just the same,

4

believed that the truth has to be spoken,

although words are twisted and turned by fools,

that promises and a sacred word should not be broken
and tried to build a future without any tools,

saw every small blessing as a Godly token,

knew that in all things love is the thing that rules

and through life to each other and God we did hold on,
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tried to laugh away every big and small loss,

believed that never from each other we would be gone,
did bravely face each of destiny's whims and every toss
as if situations are finished and done,

did never play over each other the boss

and almost wondrous you filled every minute,

while we again found each other when we did argue,
like a glove you did to my life fit,

lived a life full of to others virtue,

where I loved and trusted you more bit by bit

and in all of this with me you did continue.

7 Incantation

At times for our fortune and love

I wanted to write or recite an incantation

that would strengthen with power from below or above,
wanted to smite those responsible for every awful situation,
wanted no one to be able our bond to remove,

wanted to utter an admonishment or a quotation:

8

when a crescent moon rises in a sky that is clear

like; &quot;O mia Luna! Porta mi fortuna&quot; with full courtesy

to be able to hold you much more dear and near,

or hellish in words utter and: ' to-whit, to who&quot; to be of them free,
like a owl calling on death to fill my enemies with utter fear

and some might laugh but to this there is great possibility,

9

to enchant to bind, to hold them in a evil spell

when witchery claims at their own ill will like a god.
to be foredoomed, to be destined to be ill and in hell
in space and time with an utterance and a kind of nod
to be demonically possessed when at them I yell,

to fall from up high to be lower than the sod.
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10

I do not need a lion's claws, the teeth from a tiger's jaws,
or a phoenix's blood or a feather form the harpy brood,
to for you stop nature by its distinct reigning set of laws,
while we do live a life that in a way is truthful and good.

I do not need something that above all others awes

or sweat from a demon in a hateful kind of mood

11

or an antique pen, or a heinous crime to halt the ticking of time,
or a Siren's pure tears that turns hope and faith from all fears

to make a spell, a ritual, an incantation or formulary of this rhyme.
Nothing but words I can use to shelter you against the years.

I do not need from deep in a wishing well an enchanted dime,
while the attack of the enemy constantly changes to higher gears.

12

Where loving you feels in essence like sin and losing while we win,

how have we to each other been fitted, whatever errs have we committed
but still in my flesh, my heart, spirit and soul you do dwell within

and in this life where we are, no person has our essence outwitted,

I have the words, do in essence know how a enchantment to begin,
where to this kind of formulary the correct words needs to be fitted:

13

Poetry is very similar to being a kind of spell-craft:

a poet utters intentions to find action and effect,

as to words with meanings we do thoughts draft,

where beyond limited language we imagine and do words direct,
as if we do hold an ominous and powerful kind of Moses-staff,
to bring about change and to with mere words connect

14
but in life in the past, present and future I hold
God and you too dear than to do a thing like this,

even where a decisive action will be taken that is bold.
The Judgement-Day not one single one will miss,
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as is in the Book of Revelation being foretold,
by Godly love you and I choose our bliss.

15 The need for supernatural intervention during the worldwide crisis

At first over the television flashed scenes

of people frightened by the virus and in great shock

while normal life had been smashed to smithereens

and although governments tried the COVID-19 to block

with controlling measures and tried any means

it came to be everywhere deadly as people do together flock.

16 Invocation

My Lord God I call on You to break the Corona-spell

You do know what makes it on our world bind,

You do know if it's human-made or supernatural from hell
how it does affect the body, soul and mind,

only in Your loving-kindness can humanity excel,

You know where and when a remedy to it to find.

17

I call on You to break the might of this Corona-rite

(Your compassion and grace is new every morning)

to stop this pestilence that does destroy by day and night
You know what in the hearts of people are dawning

(in You there is no darkness, in You there is only light)
and humanity is self-centred do despise every warning.

18

You can control every natural and supernatural thing,

You see the tears that do over dead loved ones flow,

do know what does happiness or great heartache bring,
you know that a deadly spell is about me and I cannot go,
where ultimately in Your control everything exists

I beg you to Your kindness on mankind to bestow.

[Poet's notes:
From the poem &quot;Incantation&quot; by Adelaide Crapsey I am quoting the
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mystic ancient words: &quot;O mia Luna! Porta mi fortuna! &quot; There are
certain actions going with these words and alone they are powerless to do
anything to e can figure out it says: &quot;Oh my moon!Bestow on me fortune!
&quot; I myself call on no power / or might but that of the Lord God.

&quot;Nothing but words I can use to shelter you against the years.&quot;
Refers to prayers to God.]
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A Spoilt Rich Woman (Tyburn)

Pretty

witty

petty

slutty

smiling face, pretty, witty disgrace;
petty, slutty to the human race.
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A Spring Evening

Outside the irises flower yellow and purple
and I haven’t seen a red one yet

and there are some pink and white blossoms
on the fruit trees

and the streetlights burn continually
glowing orange-yellow

all day and all night

as if the municipality

does not know how to do things right

and in the fading evening light

the moon is full and white

and the evening star is already shining bright
and a hot breeze sweeps in

through the open windows

and I wonder when the first spring rain

is going to fall

and in the distance I see thunder

crashing down

in blue-white flashes, but the storm

is blown away and again the sky is clear
and the black speckled by stars.
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A Star Did Fall Out Of The Heaven

A star did fall out of the heaven
and the blue is gone,

it did fall with a burning explosion
and there are fragments laying
wherever I look

and I choke in the vapours of smoke
that does smother the sun
as if it is not hanging in the sky.

Some scientists claim

that it is a meteorite

but still flames are blazing from it

and a crater lies where the Namib had been
and everything there is molten

in one hellish flame sea

that burns without end.

Shock waves run through the country
in gigantic earthquakes

and flooding waves

hit buildings near to the sea

crushing them down

and I wonder if the coming of the Lord is at hand
and if humanity

is on the precipice of its end?

Gert Strydom
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A Statesman: Then And Now

He stands on the podium
with his hat
in his hand
pressed against his chest

on the border with Angola
in his country

(as he still rules

over South West Africa)

and his bare head shines
under the bright Africa sun
where he himself was born

and Ratel armoured cars,

tanks, rocket launchers

and artillery drive past in convoys
back from Angola

to get a salute from him.

He stands like a giant
alone against dark Africa
will nuclear devices
waiting ready in bombs

and missiles
for ballistic purposes
are being manufactured.

Later lump after lump

of sand

falls down in his grave
while a lost journalist
runs for photos around it

and he doesn’t any more know
what is happening

in his own country

and about thunderbolts
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that falls from everywhere
on his people

and rumble ominous

above his grave,

not even about water flowing
above him in a rain stream
and every sunrise

that without equal

unfolds above him

and worms ghawing
patiently on his body
since every thing

fades for him to nothing.

Gert Strydom
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A Story Of True Sincere Love (English Sonnet)

(for Annelize)

A story of true sincere love I have to tell
how a lovely maiden had been my own,
still after many years I am under her spell
but at times away from her I am alone

where many a day to God I do humbly pray
that He will keep and protect her against all ill
where she wanders the earth each sunny day,
will protect her in His omnipotent will

yet love does its own battles raging fight
where even destiny to its great power do fall
and when I do dream my dreams at night

she is a significant part of them all

where daily still nearer to her I do grow
while of the extent of her love I do know.

© Gert Strydom
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A Story True At Times (In Answer To Marge Piercy)

Remember the farmer
whose raven turned
into a lovely black haired woman?

Her hair shone with a metallic bluish sheen
and there was warmth in her lovely dark eyes
and her voice had a sweet melody

and she was very intelligent, sociable

and highly adaptable to farm life,

but just after their wedding,

she urged her husband for more and more jewels
loved precious stones, anything gleaming

and with time her manners became

increasingly material, wanting more, raving,
wanting a better house,

as if on the lookout

to be better than the neighbours

she started storing up seeds and nuts,

fruit, the meat of small animals and mammals
in the pantry

and went out to walk, to climb on the high cliffs
peering up at the highest trees

and her voice started to grow more hoarse
and when he got home one day

after labouring under the hot sun

the house was shattered

and everything pulled apart in shreds

and he saw a raven flying away

screeching before disappearing in the blue
and the truth remains

that although courtship turns birds into ladies
marriage, maturity

and age turn them back into old mad crows.

[Reference: A Story Wet as Tears by Marge Piercy.]
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A Strange Dream (Triolet)

At night I have the strangest dream
where all of my hope is swept away
but everything is not how it does seem.
At night I have the strangest dream
but in love you do vow and deem

to love me past every night and day
but at night I have the strangest dream
where all of my hope is swept away

Gert Strydom
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A Stroll At Sea Point

I walk right into

the wind that blows softly,
for a meeting

with the dark blue ocean
that stretches out far

under the bright blue sky
and suddenly I know

that Sea Point had been

a prosperous neighbourhood

but now there are numbers of old folk,
children hanging around like hippies
with liquor, cigarettes and drugs

and car guards catching my eye

while seagulls screeching

with impudence grab

flabby chips from a man’s hand

and like screaming helicopters

hang above him

and he angrily

also throws his piece of fish into the air
and saying: “take that too.”

The sea stays pretty dark blue

and when I walk along

I smell the salt,

I hear the thundering crunch

of waves without end

breaking and spraying

and it feels if here I am really living.

Gert Strydom
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A Struggle For Survival

The day had only begun
when the coach
of governor Van der Stel drives in

and he is searching for copper
or silver to mine

but sends out his dragoons

to disappear behind the hillocks

where every one of them with a blunderbuss
are on the hunt in the thickets.

At Blood river no matchlock gun

or tiny cannon called Griet

could on their own

stop the thousands of attacking Zulus

and right there the pioneers

made a covenant with God

while they did believe in His power,
in His words and commandments

and when the British got the gold fever
the Boer republics
could not avoid going to war

and generals De Wet and De La Rey

taught those foreigners a lesson

while the British send even children and women
to the horrors and death of concentration camps.

Much later I was called up to the military,
to go on patrol,

to protect my country’s borders

against attacking terrorists.

The enemy fired with AK-47 rifles

and RPG-7 rockets at me
while the bush, the border and the local population

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 293



gave shelter to them

and when the Cubans came with a major force of armour
to destroy us

I saw a shot-out Ratel armoured car

but we did stop the enemy mishmash

and some of the heroes that were honoured there,
entered into a landmine field to bring back

a battle tank and a wounded comrade

while the enemy was firing upon them with battle tanks.

[Reference: Skietgoed (Amminition) by Ernst van Heerden.

“Onder wasgoeddraad se onderhempies deur
klouter klein poenskop Krisjan van De Wet
langs koue waters van die balie,

gooi kole in die erdvarkgat en skiet

pif-paf op kronkels van die rooikopslang.

By geroeste konkas, Wagter met sy blaffies,
skreeu die makkers: “Honoris Crux is joune!
Jy’s veilig deur met 'n granaat in die vuis -
nou hol vir die vale in Mulilo se bos,

omseil met jou tekkies die landmyn se brul! "

My English translation:

(“Through washing lines and undershirts

small bold Krisjan van De Wet climbs

next to cold water out of a drum

and he throws coals into the hole of the anteater and fires pif-paf
on the coils of the red headed snake.

At rusting drums the dog Wagter is barking

and his comrades shout: “A Honoris Crux is yours!

You are safely through with a hand grenade in your fist-

now just to run to the bush of the pale Mulilo,

sneak with your running shoes around the roar of the landmine! ”) ]

Note that a Honoris Crux is a medal of valour.]
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A Struggle For Survival (Free Verse Sonnet)

Lighting quick runs the springbuck, the impala and the bontebok

but quicker still is death that sneaks closer in the undergrowth

and in its footfall it does avoid every piece of broken stick

as a caracal, cheetah, leopard, lion or hunter

and those antelope do sniff in the air and listen to the ground

where at ease they drink at a stream and do graze

for signs of predators and do prick up their ears for the human and his dog
as existence does depend on avoiding these dangers

and when the jackal howls and the hyena laughs,

the vultures do screeching spread their wings wide and slap them

then there is death that waits in the thickets on a place and time

that comes unnoticed to the plain where the antelope do walk around
where both life and death does hang on mere moments

where even here You do control things like Your will does want them to be.

© Gert Strydom
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A Sudden Stare

Her eyes in a deep blue hue caught me,
they were prettier than eyes should be
and for a long moment as I drove by
time stretched out to an eternity.

Still I wonder about what I did see
when dumbfounded by her beauty,
there were thoughts that we did share,
as in almost a moment of ecstasy

but there was more to it than sudden bliss,
a gaze that I could not miss

in a kind of strange togetherness,

a departure from how life usually is

there were thoughts captured in each others stare,
and her beauty, her loveliness was rare
while we comprehended a kind of sudden joy

as if nothing else but we were there.

Gert Strydom
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A Swarm Of Swallows

A swarm of swallows turning twittering

tries to reveal with their swishing flight

that a huge thunderstorm is coming

and with electricity the sky is charged pitch black

Gert Strydom
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A Tale Of Arthur Pendragon (King Of The Britons)

This tale I was told by Morgan le Fay bit by bit
and a tale I call it

as it talks about a time beyond the present day
which into fairy tales and stories of knights do fit.

On a sunny day a barge came into the bay

and on it mortally wounded was

a great man, a man of faith and integrity

who did believe in prayer and in God,

(maybe the greatest warrior king that ever lived)
who believed in equal opportunities for all

and made his knight's table round as the world

but he was already far-gone

but to man and God he was an important one
and ferried by three black hooded ladies
(Aine, Nimue and Morgan le Fay)

the barge sailed into the bay

right up against the shore of Avalon

and to his wounds they each did care alone.

For years the Roman legions

who invaded the land was driven back
beyond Hadrian's Wall

by Arthur's well trained and equipped knights
who were all honourable men

but with his famous sword Excalibur

he even marched into the continent of Europe
used chariots and horses with great effect
with Sirs Lancelot du Lac, Kay, Gawain,
Percival and Bedivere at his side the battles
against the Romans and legion upon legion raged on
and in every battle Arthur was victorious

but from Camelot (Caerleon-upon-Usk) from Guinevere news came
that Arthur's nephew Mordred was laying the kingdom lame

by raids and had rebelled and was trying to seize it

and did kill anyone that was loyal to Arthur's name.
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Guinevere (Gwenhwyfar) did beg Arthur to come home

and very upset Arthur did withdraw all his chariots and knights.
They did sail over the channel back to Britton in many ships
and after landfall did ride by horseback and chariot

chasing Mordred's forces from battle to battle

up to the battle of Camlan where finally Mordred was cornered,
at Lyonnesse against the mountains right next to the icy sea
and the great inland lake.

It was havoc on that battlefield with all knights engaged

and desperate Mordred threw a spear that did just miss Arthur
where in great anger Arthur dropped his great sword (Excalibur)
grabbed an own great spear and Mordred also grabbed another.
With great speed the two spears passes each other

and both the king and traitor were pierced.

Knight after knight fell on both sides after this
and the fighting was merciless

but only Sir Bedivere remained unscathed

and carried Arthur who lay motionless to a chapel.

Arthur told Bedivere that Merlin knows

that he will come again to rule

but where he is near to death

be it whatever comes,

but his fellow knights have all fallen

and their time is of the past

as that the world has changed,

God does rule in many ways

and he did entrusted Excalibur to Bedivere

to throw that great sword forged in Avalon into the lake.

Past the ruined shrine where in death knights of old lay

Bedivere went to the lake with a rocky path near to the bay,

could not flung Excalibur with its diamond hilt into the middle of it.
&quot; What happened with my sword? &quot; King Arthur did say.

Bedivere lied and was send back again and again,
yet another time to throw Excalibur away

and he did finally flung that great sword

with all of his force against his will

so that it spun over and over in the air

but before it could splash down
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a female arm reached up
and grabbed it at the hilt.

While carrying Arthur past the tombs down the cliff's rock-face

from the sea a dark barge drifted in slowly with grace

with three women in black hoods guiding it

and to meet them at Arthur's instruction Bedivere lengthened his pace.

The ill and wounded not cured by the moonlight at Lough Gur
hear the banshees and know that death is approaching

but Aine, the banshee queen protector,

of those traveling to the underworld

did not want this kingly knight to die.

Nimue and Morgan le Fay from Avalon

the western Isle of the Blessed (the &quot;other-world&quot;)
who could give eternal youth to conquering heroes

(both fairy queens with great magical powers)

knew Arthur well and his great deeds of goodwill

and they did their best to bring Arthur back to life.

After aeons these woman did not become decrepit
and just how they did do it

what happened to great king Arthur on Avalon
and thereafter do into volumes of other stories fit.

© Gert Strydom
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A Tale Of Arthur Pendragon (King Of The Britons) (1)

This tale I was told by Morgan le Fay bit by bit
and a tale I call it

as it talks about a time beyond the present day
which into fairy tales and stories of knights do fit.

On a sunny day a barge came into the bay

and on it mortally wounded was

a great man, a man of faith and integrity

who did believe in prayer and in God,

(maybe the greatest warrior king that ever lived)
who believed in equal opportunities for all

and made his knight's table round as the world

but he was already far-gone

but to man and God he was an important one
and ferried by three black hooded ladies
(Aine, Nimue and Morgan le Fay)

the barge sailed into the bay

right up against the shore of Avalon

and to his wounds they each did care alone.

For years the Roman legions

who invaded the land was driven back
beyond Hadrian's Wall

by Arthur's well trained and equipped knights
who were all honourable men

but with his famous sword Excalibur

he even marched into the continent of Europe
used chariots and horses with great effect
with Sirs Lancelot du Lac, Kay, Gawain,
Percival and Bedivere at his side the battles
against the Romans and legion upon legion raged on
and in every battle Arthur was victorious

but from Camelot (Caerleon-upon-Usk) from Guinevere news came
that Arthur's nephew Mordred was laying the kingdom lame

by raids and had rebelled and was trying to seize it

and did kill anyone that was loyal to Arthur's name.
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Guinevere (Gwenhwyfar) did beg Arthur to come home

and very upset Arthur did withdraw all his chariots and knights.
They did sail over the channel back to Britton in many ships
and after landfall did ride by horseback and chariot

chasing Mordred's forces from battle to battle

up to the battle of Camlan where finally Mordred was cornered,
at Lyonnesse against the mountains right next to the icy sea
and the great inland lake.

It was havoc on that battlefield with all knights engaged

and desperate Mordred threw a spear that did just miss Arthur
where in great anger Arthur dropped his great sword (Excalibur)
grabbed an own great spear and Mordred also grabbed another.
With great speed the two spears passes each other

and both the king and traitor were pierced.

Knight after knight fell on both sides after this
and the fighting was merciless

but only Sir Bedivere remained unscathed

and carried Arthur who lay motionless to a chapel.

Arthur told Bedivere that Merlin knows

that he will come again to rule

but where he is near to death

be it whatever comes,

but his fellow knights have all fallen

and their time is of the past

as that the world has changed,

God does rule in many ways

and he did entrusted Excalibur to Bedivere

to throw that great sword forged in Avalon into the lake.

Past the ruined shrine where in death knights of old lay

Bedivere went to the lake with a rocky path near to the bay,

could not flung Excalibur with its diamond hilt into the middle of it.
&quot; What happened with my sword? &quot; King Arthur did say.

Bedivere lied and was send back again and again,
yet another time to throw Excalibur away

and he did finally flung that great sword

with all of his force against his will

so that it spun over and over in the air

but before it could splash down
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a female arm reached up
and grabbed it at the hilt.

While carrying Arthur past the tombs down the cliff's rock-face

from the sea a dark barge drifted in slowly with grace

with three women in black hoods guiding it

and to meet them at Arthur's instruction Bedivere lengthened his pace.

The ill and wounded not cured by the moonlight at Lough Gur
hear the banshees and know that death is approaching

but Aine, the banshee queen protector,

of those traveling to the underworld

did not want this kingly knight to die.

Nimue and Morgan le Fay from Avalon

the western Isle of the Blessed (the &quot;other-world&quot;)
who could give eternal youth to conquering heroes

(both fairy queens with great magical powers)

knew Arthur well and his great deeds of goodwill

and they did their best to bring Arthur back to life.

After aeons these woman did not become decrepit
and just how they did do it

what happened to great king Arthur on Avalon
and thereafter do into volumes of other stories fit.

© Gert Strydom
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A Terzanelle To An Island Girl

On a island beach beguiling
I have met a lady by the water caressed,
slender, tiger eyed and smiling

with a warmth not guessed,
nobility moulded into every speck.
I have met a lady by the water caressed,

duskily from toe to neck,
with eyes burning into my heart,
nobility moulded into every speck,

awaking passion in every part,
as an image of charming glory
with eyes burning into my heart,

talking their own story
at our rendezvous
as an image of charming glory.

Girl, I met you
on a island beach beguiling
at our rendezvous

slender, tiger eyed and smiling.

[References: Les Fleurs du Mal: To a Colonial Lady by Charles Pierre Baudelaire.
To a Colonial Lady by Roy Campbell.]
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A Theologian

(after A.G. Visser)

He has got the highest degree on Christianity at university

but did somehow somewhere loose the godliness of Jesus Christ
and where he now does convince others to his beliefs

I wonder what god now does serve?

A\\V4

[Reference: “'n Teoloog” (A theologian) by A.G. Visser.]
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A Three Double Session On A Sunday In Cape Town
(Parody)

(with apologies to Koos A. Kombuis)

My heart wants to sleep tonight
with dull tiredness

and my wavy tool

is having trouble.

Everything is squandered, degenerates
from the girl at the red traffic light

till the platonic smiles

of the two dolls in the guest room.

If my winds would just stop turning!

I would with earthquakes stir their salad!
from the Cape Town women on the waterfront
everywhere there are neon lights flashing
messages that I am celibate

and full of expectation.

Al my gates are closed.

I let no maids in.

The party of two has already left,

went to the house of another rich jolly guy
I am full of my own knowledge.

I sneak past the refrigerator

wishing the weekend’s hangover away.

In the suburbs I do not have a horn.

II

All my friends have a session.

Everybody is half way mad.

Everybody asks girls to undress.

Everybody is mad with a small town sex hormone.
Only I am more desperate.
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I do not get a girl in the street.

All my friends are undressing the whole time

and at times have to leave a girl behind for commitments.
Everybody that does not know and can’t even guess.
Although I look endowed in the right way.

I am really endowed.
I am really wired desperate.
I do not get a girl in the street.

When the front bell rings

I am closing inside.

I am a ducktail without vitamins.

For hours long I bake food and cake.

The neighbours compete to be my friends
and come from far.

They say I am celibate.
I do not get a girl in the street.

III

I wish that I had been locked open,
rather in my parents house
between singing girls with condoms,
eatable girls.

I wish I had been at the end of my struggle
right next to the garden gate,
while a love girl jogs past.

I am endowed and have a struggle.

My fascism does not draw applause anymore.

I have served everyone. Nobody is as low as I am feeling.
I am devoted to sex

and cripple with delirium.

- Be silent my friend, while I am getting an urge.

There’s a big fire in my loins
while girls are avoiding me.
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[Reference: Driedubbele depressie op ‘n sondagnag in Kaapstad (three double
depression on a Sunday night in Cape Town) by Koos A. Kombuis. ]
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A Thunderstorm Claps Outside

There’s a thunder storm that claps outside
and lightning bolt after lightning bolt flashes past
and the first big drops fall

slamming on the roof

and there are cats and dogs

that finds shelter

and cosiness inside,

but it's far better

to sit right against you

and to get a portion

of your own

spinach and feta quiche

Gert Strydom
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A Token

Send me some token to remain

as a sign of the feelings which between us grow
and in years and times of pain

I will of this as a confirmation know.

I do not beg a ring

or even a long letter

or even a small thing,

but want something much better.

Your picture, your voice
is drawing me close
and from my own choice

I need something for you to enclose:

Just a word that you love me as before,
and the notion that you know that I love you much more.

Gert Strydom
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A Toll To Pay

I killed them and still
they rose to haunt me
in my sleep

and death’s hand
tortured me.

I tried to let it die
with time,

but it lingered

deep within my soul.

They called it peace
but never could
warriors keep,

the personal fatalities
of war away.

In my agony

I tried to forget,

but the demons
imbedded into me
did not want to rest.

Gert Strydom
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A Torrent Of Words

In the twilight of the bedroom

you walked up right against me

where I sat on the edge of the bed

and the towel did fall away from you
when you sat down on my lap

and did wrap your arms around my neck

when together we did enter into a new summer
and you did become the fruitful earth
into which the seed did fall.

Your mouth were sweet like yellow hanepoot-grapes
that was baked in the sun

the nipples on your breasts did taste like peaches
that does come with the last part of summer

and moments were an eternity

that now through the years do still linger

in the dark words of the hurting and pain
and in the bright beautiful things

that I do remember with a torrent of words:

Together we did experience the days up to the horizons
in a almost godly summers together in the sun

where those summers were only yours and mine,

while in the garden as if in Eden we tended our flowers
in happiness life was extremely real

and I do know how sincere and dedicated our love still is,
words remain unsaid where such words are unnecessary,
with the playing-off of love between you and me

and this is the song of your days

like I do exist with you.

© Gert Strydom
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A Touch (Rubliw)

A touch

of lips speeds up

the quick rhythm of the heart

and a silent single glance causes

a deluge of emotions to follow

when some simple act does love express
to explore uncharted

territory

with you.

Gert Strydom
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A Tree (Cavatina)

A tree that welcomes the summer sun,

the wind and rain

stands with its arms reaching into the sky,

it blooms again

during the new spring, in summer has fruit,
knows joy and pain

as it shadow and shelter stays each day
while some children and birds does in it play.

Gert Strydom
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A Triad

Maybe I was far too young
For the first,

Who chased her hearts desire
And fell under the spell

Of another.

The second thought

That life was cathing up with her

And somewhere with the passing years
Her feelings died down

And she casted her spell

On a wealthy lover.

The third is still with me
And she stays true

And before we met

I dreamt of her

And destiny

Pointed her out to me.

Gert Strydom
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A Troop Of Baboons (Terzanelle)

I saw a troop of baboons gather
with mothers inspecting for ticks
in @ group coming together

feeling through heads with finger nails making sharp clicks
and small mouths finding nipples
with mothers inspecting for ticks

and two old cripples
came hobbling along
and small mouths finding nipples

and some female baboons howling as if in song
and babies
came hobbling along

and some were agitated as if having rabies,
and there were large females
and babies

and as guards a group of huge males.
I saw a troop of baboons gather
and there were large females

in @ group coming together.

[References: Les Chercheuses de Poux by Jean Arthur Rimbaud and The Sisters
by Roy Campbell.]
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A True Beauty

There were thrushes too,
chorusing in the new morning,
as part of her voice

while her eyelashes move with clouds

where men might dare to fly
as brothers and lovers

in the skies of her eyes

set in the darkest blue hue

and her body, is a slender country
ready and ripe for exploration
with its mountains, plains, valleys

and a woody hill, all a great melody,
a tapestry, of life and living

and she is extremely exciting.

Gert Strydom
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A Vase Of Flowers

I saw a vase of purple-pink roses
lying on your dark brown buffet
and simply had to have it.

“"Who painted this, ” I immediately enquired
loving the picture more with each look

that I took of it

as it’s not your thing

to paint still life’s with flowers.

“I painted it. It's like painting pillow slips, ”
you replied and astonished

I looked at it again

and this was on board

and not in water colours

but done with oil paint.

The folds of the cups were edged
in ridges along their lines

using the techniques

of your abstract paintings

and one smaller unopened bud
laid next to the bowl

almost running into your name.

Little pink flowers was in the background
where the transparent vase with green stems

was against the wall on a tiled floor.

[Reference: Vase with roses by Mandi Engelbrecht. (This painting belongs to
me.) ]
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A View Of Spring Turning Into Summer (Hybridanelle)

From the time that the first sunlight hit me
I was surrounded by heat like a cocoon
and I saw the clear blue sky and felt free

while the early morning breeze
kissed my cheek
with an early morning freeze

and there were clouds escaping from my mouth that I could see
evaporating like steam or gas from a balloon.
From the time that the first sun light hit me

some dust tickling my nose made me sneeze
and glorious bright rays
kissed my cheek,

buds opened on every plant and tree,
ants marched to and fro like in a platoon
and I saw the clear blue sky and felt free

and I was experiencing days
of spring leading into summer
and glorious bright rays

and nature’s decree
summoning new seasons, made me feel like a tycoon
from the time that the first sunlight hit me

and the wind like a drummer
sweeping through sand, leaves and branches whistling its song
of spring leading into summer

and you my love, had to agree
that an awesome summer would be here soon
and I saw the clear blue sky and felt free

as if this freaky wind was blowing me along,

turned part of me into nature and I saw it
sweeping through sand, leaves and branches whistling its song
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and even you were in its spell and we

were both smitten with summer and spring that afternoon.
From the time that the first sunlight hit me

and I saw the clear blue sky and felt free

it was like standing on a high summit
while the early morning breeze,
turned part of me into nature and I saw it

with an early morning freeze.

Gert Strydom
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A View On Things (Cavatina Sequence)

We are puzzled, sometimes we are stunned,
in the sheer face

of beauty; loveliness catches the eye,

with a pure grace,

enigmatic we view morning-glories,

things commonplace

like the blue sky on a clear open day

are serene in the view that they portray.

Sometimes the sea plays its optical tricks
in on the mind,

as if changing its feelings with its hue;
daily we find

azure, cobalt blue, green and grey colours
that does remind

of times of happiness, of joy and pain;
too absolute some colours do remain.

If we get too close perspective is lost,

yet we still know

the true shape and colouring of a thing,

or a inner glow,

a white shimmering brings a universe

the eyes do show

that does not exist in our true sight,
sometimes brings to darkness another light.

Gert Strydom
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A View Upon The World (Hybridanelle)

At times I look and do not see
and then it is as if I am blind.
What is right there in front of me

at times brings me great joy
while destiny just carries me along
as if fate wants to destroy

and it feels as if its will is going to be,
as if the things that are true and good and kind
at times I look and do not see,

as if evil does a kind of magic employ
and then I do feel forlorn
while destiny just carries me along

as from its fangs I will never be free
but all of this is just thoughts in my mind.
What is right there in front of me

seems if it has not yet happened as if unborn
my troubles do become more and more
and then I do feel forlorn

and it feels as if God's blessings are not many
while I search for signs of love to find.
At times I look and do not see

how beautiful God does my world restore
and in that lengthy hour
my troubles do become more and more

and to somewhere unknown I want to flee
with my steps blown away by the wind.
What is right there in front of me

seems to be without any kind of power

but as if my hope I do languish
and in that lengthy hour
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it seems as the people about me has a kind of glee
that everybody is somehow unkind.

At times I look and do not see

what is right there in front of me

and it seems as if the world if full of anguish,
at times brings me great joy

but as if my hope I do languish,

as if fate wants to destroy.

Gert Strydom
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A Villanelle For The Love Of My Heart

(In answer to Tom Gouws)

Your breath smells and tastes like a kind of spice
as a person you are delicate and carefree,
you are the most beautiful of all women and nice.

No other will to my heart's yearning suffice,
maybe you are like hutmeg or from the pepper tree.
Your breath smells and tastes like a kind of spice

and when I help when you prepare curry and rice,
our companionship does the loveliest food guarantee.
You are the most beautiful of all women and nice,

like coriander and mustard-seed you do me entice,
in you much more than a lovely woman I do see.
Your breath smells and tastes like a kind of spice,

you are not just a desire and my heart's caprice

as you do set all of the loveliest words of my heart free,
you are the most beautiful of all women and nice.
When you are gone longing pierces right through me,
as you are the dream of how a woman should be.

Your breath smells and tastes like a kind of spice,

you are the most beautiful of all women and nice.

[Reference:&quot;villanelle vir die vertroude geliefde&quot; (villanelle for the
love that I trust)by Tom Gouws.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Visit At Far Death Hospital

Cold like people that live only for themselves

as if any other person is cut-off

those three doctors acted that night in casualties
of far death hospital

a hame given to

a hospital at the border of Springs and Brakpan
by young adult people

who had lost a child in a miscarriage

and although that place

had some of the best facilities and equipment

the primitive and almost barbaric attitude of its staff
was in stark contrast

to the modern, efficient help

experienced previously

at other times at Springs Parkland

and N17 hospitals

which are privately owned

but there we were with a young woman
who was having a miscarriage

and her husband

while she was bleeding

and did come in with a ambulance

and while she was in extreme pain

we were waiting for more

than six hours at casualties

to get any treatment from the staff.

Through the night

we waited for a ward to open

while not one of the nursing staff

or a doctor spoke a word of sympathy

and about twenty other patients

were sleeping on the hard iron benches
at the check in

until five o'clock the next morning
when a ward would be opened
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and for the baby that she carried
only death came.

Gert Strydom
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A Visit To My Old Home Town

Tombstones of raw granite is still like before,
the once tidy park is now shattered,

with a new shopping mall across the street,
multicoloured children bubble out of the school,
female teachers look at me with interest

and most of the people are now totally unknown
but the town does still make the same picture.

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 328



A Walk Along The Beach

I see a ship

passing beyond the breakers
white on the top

and red at the bottom

and the sea is calm
and a light wind
is blowing on the beach.

Alone I walk

on the hot soft sand
looking for shells

but here and there

I find one that’s not broken

and walk on further

and further

almost as if following a track
that’s just out of reach.

Climbing down

a small cliff

I am suddenly on a seclude beach
and in the blinding light

shells are everywhere

and I know

that no one else

has been here.

Some are brittle

like the leaves of flowers

and others hard as rock

with orange and pink embouchures,
a scope of blues,

hazing mother of pearl

shimmering like a rainbow,

brittle green circles
with holes in the middle
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and some are more pure white
than snow.

I pick a ransom up at dusk
and lay down on my back
and watch the sun

setting above the sea

and time trail from me.

I must have been stuck

in my own thoughts

and caught by the serenity
when suddenly I noticed

a beautiful naked girl
looking at me

with a kiss in her eyes

that penetrates into my soul.

Her eyes shining

with shivering iridescence
(just like mother of pearl)
and her teeth gleaming
whiter than anything.

The second kiss
is on my lips
and hot and sweet.

Some perfume

almost dazes my head

and her nipples brush
protruding against my cheek.

“You have beautiful shells, ”
a husky voice says

and no words can express
my thoughts

while I kiss her back.

Gert Strydom
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A Walk Home After Dark

Cars speed past
and their lights search
to find direction
in the rush of the city.

The last red rays of the sun
are dying behind

the ridges

and dusk brings

the darkness of night.

I see the lights appearing high
up in the night sky

and they burn,

as it was

from the beginning of time.

I see a new light hanging bright
where I did not see anything

on a previous night

and it gets brighter

and I wonder

if any Unidentified Flying Objects
are watching us?

Or are some countries
flying secret objects of war,
high up in the night sky?

Is this world like a stage
which creatures from
other worlds

watch for the final ends
to appear?

At times I wonder

what judgement waits
on every one of us?
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Or if we are just

another speck

in the big scheme of things
and does destiny

just let the pieces fall

as they may?

Two new lights appear

and I hear the jet engines

of a low flying plane

and it disappears in the distance.

Dark shadows fall

from across the street

and I am wary,

but it’s only trees

that moves in the strong wind.

Gert Strydom
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A Walk On An Island Beach (Novelinee)

(after Robert Browning, for my wife Daleen)

The dark blue sea and the yellow-white sand
and the golden moon hanging somewhat low
is romantic where we walk hand in hand
while eternally in and out the ocean flow,

we walk and talk, everywhere lights appear,
the sand is soft on the salt-scented beach
and the lingering moments we hold dear,

as the stars feel near, as if in our reach,
where we are falling in love each to each.

[Reference: &quot;Meeting at night&quot; by Robert Browning.]

Gert Strydom
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A War Story

There’s a story that have being told

(and I do not know if there is truth to it) ,

that after the slaughtering

of the 47th FAPLA / Cuban brigade at the intersection
of the Lomba and Cuzizi Rivers in Angola,

the mauling of several brigades on the way

to Cuito Cuanavale and the destruction

of that military airfield, the loss of many soldiers,
the destruction of nine Mig fighters

and the loss of huge amounts of Soviet equipment

Fidel Castro was very angry and in a terrible rage
brought his Cuban soldiers in Angola

up to fifty thousand, sent four hundred tanks

and his best pilots to Angola,

after the South African forces had withdrawn

which resulted in the Mig-23 attack

on the Calueque dam

in South West Africa (now Namibia) ,
where a Buffel troop carrier was lost
along with some South African soldiers.

According to the story in vengeance

a team of elite South African
Reconnaissance Commandos

was HALO dropped equipped with

the Fim-92 Stinger anti-aircraft systems

that UNITA had supplied to them,

along with some other weapons and equipment
that these special force soldiers do normally carry
to shoot down MIG-23’s

and Hind attack helicopters

that was putting UNITA under attack

and it has been told that they were dropped
near to an enemy airbase under the nose
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of the large Russian aircraft that was scanning
the air for any approaching enemy activities

where they shot down

several fighter jets and attack helicopters,
but that the section-leader

left one pilot to fly off after seeing him
making a cross, begging God for mercy.

The Reconnaissance Commandos managed to withdraw,
were extracted at the allocated extraction point

without any further incident with either FAPLA

or any Cuban enemy units

but the story gets much more interesting.

It is told that while that Recce section-leader

was holidaying in the United States

he took a taxicab from the airport to his hotel,

where the driver (a former Cuban pilot) recognized him
and that he had left Cuba as a refugee.

Gert Strydom
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A White Christmas (Free Verse Sonnet)

(in answer to André Letoit)

I did wonder how a white Christmas

with candles, trees and icy chilliness would be,

in @ country where everything is white and pure

without any murder, plundering and fear,

saw the light streaming through the lead glass windows
where angels came to fetch the Sheppard's for the Child,

in the cathedral of Notre Dame in Chartres

did again remember the Godly story,

the towers and images were magnificent

but I was almost ill with longing,

where I were so far from my country where the sun does always shine,
when I did realize that every place has got its own problems
where my people and I are oppressed for the will of blacks
but also that nothing can stop the love of God.

[Reference:&quot;gebed vir my pleegmoeder&quot; (prayer for my foster-
mother)by André Letoit.]

© Gert Strydom
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A Whole Summer Lies In The Remembering (Free
Verse Sonnet)

Your perfume and the fragrance of rain
have penetrated the sheets and curtains,
you said that I am for you the right one,
and on a sunny day you were cheerful.

A whole summer lies in the remembering
of hair curtaining over my face,

of green-brown eyes that look at me,

of bliss and now in the longing pain

but just before sleep a rite

that you do whisper softly against me,

on the chair lie your clothes and your cap,
I hear your breath when I listen,

there are poetry books everywhere on the shelve
and doves coo at night on the roof.

© Gert Strydom
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A Woman

I am searching for a woman

who does believe in me,

to whom I can trust everything in my life,
who is radiating like the summer,

in who's heart love does gather

like a cloudburst,

who wants her own will at times,

a girl who is proud to come from Afrikaner stock,

she must be slender like a shadow

but also pretty on the eye,

should be able to keep up with my footsteps
and be able to understand me, for whom I am,

must caress me like the hot sun

does stretch out its rays over the earth,
unexpected like Namaqualand

wake me up with a smile full of flowers

and if I do find her
she will make a horde of offspring for me.

Gert Strydom
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A Woman At The Edge Of Death

Once again America and Russia

is at each other's throats

with the possibility of a nuclear war,

the battle of Armageddon on the horizon.

Threats of American embargoes on Russia
are received with discord and unhappiness
by the leaders of Europe

and it's a real possibility that a nuclear attack
can erupt from North Korea aimed at America
and the countries that do support her,
decimating everything throughout the world
with support from communist China

which only seems to be a sleeping giant.

The religious malice

of the believers of Allah is another threat
where terrorists do go to the utter extreme
to make their point,

even if self-inhalation is measured into this

brings us to a decimated nuclear desert with the earth scorched:
the science, culture, technology of eons forever lost

where only the cockroaches do as a enormous pest remain

does to life's puzzle perfectly fit

and it's not just another ridiculous though

of how the future might be.

Global destruction,

the earth's systems cancelled to radiated waste

with at the source of each explosion

even shadows burnt into the rock

becomes a real possibility

while trust in self-righteous

self-serving people has run out

with the sands of time running out to the very moment
that all life on the world is due to be evaporated.

That future to that prophesied time of calamity
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is hardwired into destiny

where at the very moment of now

it is like an undiagnosed cancer eating away

at the hope of the future prosperity that does remain
while we live on,

create plans, develop, love, cry and play

while at a time all of history,

all people, animals and plants

are going to be decimated in the third world war

by nuclear, biological and poison weapons
that is matched against each other's

by the opposing super powers

and even third-rate developing nations

are thrown into this melting-pot

which is ready to explode

but even if mankind do not believe

and do not even want to think

that the earth will be gone in a mere moment,
death do come with a much lesser impact

where your pain radiates

as if not ending,

while it is always there
although somewhat suspended
but always somewhere.

Prayers I have said countless times

and still have not found an answer,

as to some things in life

no answer really do exist

and maybe I should be asking for grace,
for you to be taken away

to a more peaceful resting place

where without any knowledge
of the state of the world
and its affairs in death you will rest

but that though brings horror
as I love you too much,
too deeply I adore you
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but destiny has the upper hand
while you fade away into the eternal night.

Gert Strydom
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A Woman Talks About Her Son

a Woman talks about her son
who was her lover,

in a previous life

and it’s as if she

likes the idea.

I wonder if it is fantasy
or reality in her mind
and how she,

get to such a revelation.

To me it sounds too much
like a Oedipus complex

or of somebody that holds
on to her sleeves.

Maybe Freud, Jung and Adler

would have known more

about this type of thing

and would have stated that the man
are emotionally six years old

or maybe the idea

just comes from the mother

who wants to surprise

strangers with it.

Of a previous life

I know nothing

and to me

everything turn round

the here and now

and I rather want to be a man
than a worm or a rat.

Gert Strydom
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A Woman That Was Different

I knew a woman

that some people

would have called mad,

who was just different

and taught me well

about bipolar maniac depression.

If she were happy

she held parties

and singed songs

like a operatic star with her soprano voice
and she wanted to dance

until the stars disappeared,

or without a reason

she would hold a wonderful party,

or swim stark naked

in the swimming pool

If she were down

she went to bed,

listened over and over

to messages on her cell phone,
or played

conversations that she did record
over and over again

and tried to sleep for ever.

Darkness folded around her

and any light

that a person switched on in the room,
was too much for her

and like a searchlight in her eyes.

If she were angry,

which she could get easily,

words snagged in her

and she kept repeating the same thing
over and over again,

like a old scratched record
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and she couldn’t get
to the next words.

If her anger went further

she smashed things,

or grabbed a knife and tried to cut with it,

or tried to throw oil from a red hot frying pan
over a person’s face,

or she took shots

with a loaded pistol.

She was destined to loose relationships
and amorous passion with other men
and every now and then

had a new lover,

that she believed would rescue her
and still she wanted

to be married to me.

After various suicide attempts
where I had to save her

time after time,

she went to stay with a lover

and I was totally free

of somebody that is a lot different.

Gert Strydom
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A Woman Unconscious

The enemy were almost at the door,
coming with tanks, armoured cars,
rocket launching trucks,

helicopter gunship, fighter jets,

with supporting Cuban troops

under Russian command

and day after day

I prayed for it to end,

for the killing of them, to stop,

where my Ratel armoured car

send tank after tank and many more armoured cars
with phosphorous shells

straight to hell

and by calamity the future changed,

turned into a different world,

changed from the one

scared of them, dropping the annihilating bomb
of millions of people being killed and dead

and at home, the welcoming did not come
at my return

and your were not there,

were killed in a car accident instead,

were for a time unconscious

in @ white hospital bed

and the evidence of how cruel

the world can be

still walks with me,

while life goes on.

[Reference: A woman unconscious by Ted Hughes.]
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A Women With Her Own Ways And Own Will (Collins
Sestets)

There was something strange that did draw my sight
as if she was an angel of the light,

as a apparition from heaven sent

she filled more than a single moment;

a women with her own ways and own will

but made great with some divine perfect skill.

Like me she was but a mortal being

but her glance and her voice made my heart sing,
right there maybe God did not intervene,

her company was sweet, somewhat serene;

a women with her own ways and own will

but made great with some divine perfect skill.

Her lovely bright eyes did mine squarely meet
and she was sculpted perfect to her feet,
her actions was at her will, true and free
and bright like the sun she smiled at me;
a women with her own ways and own will
but made great with some divine perfect skill.

Gert Strydom
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A Wounded Leopard (Ballade)

A wounded leopard lies and spy upon the world,

around him there is the cooing of some doves,

guinea fowls and pheasants walk past moaning-moaning
where they are feeding their chicks.

Chorus:

It's twilight and the cold night is coming

and all kinds of animals do nhow come to him
where they smell his bloody trail

although he lies high, are camouflaged and hidden.

He lies high upon a branch away from the ground

but below there are hyenas and hunting dog upon hunting dog
that does look up and want to jerk him into pieces,

they growl at each other and run up and down.

He drives away blowflies with his tail while he is licking his wounds,

in the tree there is still an impala that he draws nearer with his front paws
and they do not know that healing and a change is coming to his life

when darkness does pull her cloak tight and do cover everything around him.

In the lives of most humans there are a time where destiny does take control,
where nobody does remain out of the merciless way of life,

where without cause wounds are meted out,

even when you do avoid conflict and argumentative conversations.

Where his life does lie in pieces like the dead carcasses

there are people that do insult him in his lot like a chorus of hyenas,

others that like wild hunting dogs do want to devour him in his unemployment,
still others that do not want him to have any chance for survival.

When surrounded from above he does growl and roar,
then for a moment all of them do run

but do return more vicious than before

to see if he has fallen from the branches.

He loves the vistas that the red-day and life does bring,

feels somewhat better and are lured to jump in between his enemies
to drive them away eternally, to let them spatter into all directions,
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but he lies and waits on the creator to bring healing bit by bit.

When the dark night does fall still darker over him,

the shots the eradicating hunter are aimed at something else in the distance
and somewhere a lion roars in rage and he smells the spilled blood of the hunter

while everything goes silent in the thickets, on the hillocks and in the dales.

Gert Strydom
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A Wreath Of Sonnets For My Darling

Outside all the streets are lighted

while you smell red roses in the garden

and it's as if my thoughts linger with you,

at the morning glories trumpeting over the wall,
the windows reflect you in their glare

and you crawl just deeper into my thoughts,
above me stars sparkle, it's as if one is dancing
and I am aware of a secret bond,

I am madly in love with you;

our friendship came suddenly

where two people in the whole universe

are momentarily astounded by each other

and its only moments before you join me,

the doors are closed and locked.

II

The doors are closed and locked

when you come into my life irrevocable

and my world is falling to pieces

but it's as if you give to every day the summer sun,
you change the cool winter rain of months

with a unknown adaptability

and deep in my heart you are the only one;

that makes me happy and sometimes sad,

maybe we knew that difficult days will come,
maybe we had an intuition that moments do decay
but still we are in love with each other,

as two persons finding each other in all of humanity
and it's as if the blessings of God do descend on us,
when the nightly silence lingers.

III

When the nightly silence lingers
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I read deep thoughts, your eyes shine

with the brilliance and glittering of rainbows,

they are radiated by a bright pure light,

they lie like two olives totally oval,

when you laugh full of sunshine and you are elated
and still they have got the capacity

to draw all of my thought to you,

when you want to make my whole world wonderful,
as if we are totally exceptional,

and it's as if every bird is calling its mate,

as if the sunrise and the days become more beautiful
and like two children we find meaning;

I cannot get you out of my thoughts.

IV

I cannot get you out of my thoughts,

in this cold winter I miss you,

it's as if I want to include you in everything
and I am constantly looking at your photograph.
Even the wind that blows inconsolable
brings in its songs a bigger sense of longing,
as if all things in life

suggests that I flee but still I am captured

in the power of destiny,

and it's as if escape lies in my power

(I know it sounds somewhat ridiculous

to change everything all at once)

and I am now attached to your soul;

we walk with your hand that fits in mine.

\Y

We walk with your hand that fits in mine

past the gardens of houses to the church,

the wind jerks on your jacket

and you are the only thing that I do notice.

Your voice makes my heart frolic,

when you tell me about all kinds of things

and your voice sometimes sounds like that of a young girl,
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while I pick up beautiful rocks lying here and there
but something precious I want to pick for you
when your presence makes me feel good,

and I want to embrace you

as we stand for long moments

while the day passes rapidly;

silver-white stars are all over the sky.

VI

Silver-white stars are all over the sky

before the cold rain starts to pour down,
when the wind cries at the corners of the house
and I see leaves whirling around,
Thunderbolts fall for moments and disappear,
and there is monotony in the swirl

but it's as if you always cross my life

and even when my days are busy

I realise how fleeting life is,

that life comes down to the here and now

and when the rain keeps splashing down

you come to visit and we share every secret,
talk to deep into the night until the stars fade;
we talk about places where we had been.

VII

We talk about places where we had been

and through the window the moon peeps,

while we kiss and I hold tightly onto your hand,
when our thoughts go back to the past

and the seriousness in your glance

at times makes me scared,

as if a secret shines in your eyes,

when you look mischievous.

Outside many stars glitter blue-white

when the fragrances of jasmine and gardenia hangs in the air,
with lights that glow in the darkness,

the lights of cars that are caught in the moment
and a paper bag is rolling around in the wind,
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the old oak tree throws a dark spot.

VIII

The old oak tree throws a dark spot
while doves constantly coo from it,
while the wind jerks on the windows
and the moon watches us shyly.
Gleaming sharp light glitter in the night,
bringing a kind of joy to the dark hour
and in my veins the pure power rushes
of the glowing fire of great passion

of earthly desires, as if from the ground,
burning full of emotion through me
when sparking, flaming your soft mouth
awakens emotion in a showering flood
and sweetly your clear laughter sounds,
your lips are suddenly hot, sweet and soft.

IX

Your lips are suddenly hot, sweet and soft,
tonight there is a potsherd golden moon

and it's as if I am yearning for years for you,
as if the whole wide world suddenly comes to a halt,
as if the moon is breaking into pieces,

it rises as if it's following the stars in its orbit,
and a piece pierces into the heaven

as it brightens, gleams lingering

and it's as if the moon uses magic,

with golden rays and shadows

and for moments I consider conquering you,
to find love without fear

and intensely you watch me for moments,
when my heart beats in rapture in my throat.

X

When my heart beats in rapture in my throat
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you smell of flowers that bloom in spring
while passion wants to run away with us both,
when your eyes glow with secrets.

When you kiss me a star jumps in the sky,
you are the sun that carries this summer,

you make me madly in love with you,

you are the answer to which I am yearning.
Your lips caress butterfly soft over my mouth,
for moments lightly touches my cheek

as if you are near to holy ground

and moments linger, are caught;

in the distance a lightning bolt rattles,

a dove calls to its mate in the dark night.

XI

A dove calls to its mate in the dark night

and we both are full of joy and tireless,

when you smile like the sun in the afternoon,

it's as if thousands of fountains flow from your eyes,
radiating flaming from your whole body,

against your blouse sinful blossoms appear,

an attraction that goes to your thighs

making all other needs disappear,

as if eternally you are my flower of flowers

from which all other flowers come;

as if you walk in Eve's steps with sympathy,

can entice any man but it is me that you are astounding,
and I want to marry you and make a home;

when time suddenly stops in that moment.

XII

When time suddenly stops in that moment

when you set me free from all other women,

my blood pulses through my head,

and in this summer you are only looking at me.
When old age appears with the years,

will fire then still arise between us,

when destiny makes us grey, bowed and disguised,
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and wants to show us the road to eternity?

Will we then still know love,

when all other things fade away

like fog in the secret places of the mind

and then still be following love,

will we want to find each other in every sentence and word,
when your eyes tell me that you love me?

XIII

When your eyes tell me that you love me

let smoke rise from the glowing sparks,

let us then constantly begin each day anew,

and remain silent about the mistakes of the past.
Let our love become more than just passion,

in the holy temples of the heart,

let us pour out our spirit and soul into each other,
then let you still play your role and I my part;
may we love each other in happiness and sorrow,
even in the wild stormy wind,

may we be stand together on each occasion,
even when life blinds us at times,

may you never fabricate any truth,

when I look into the depths of your soul.

X1V

When I look into the depths of your soul

now that winter goes strips to skeleton,

I know that we can conquer any problem,

while I search joy and meaning from you

and like always I am still blinded

to the errors that your humanity screams out,

and still there is something in me that wants to find you,
while you are caught in this century

and right through the night I am dreaming

about how you fold your slim arms around my neck,
but I do not know what to expect from these things
and it's as if you are still here with me,

even when the last leaves falls with old age,
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when we stand before the God of the universe.

XV

Outside all the streets are lighted

the doors are closed and locked

when the nightly silence lingers

(I cannot get you out of my thoughts) :
we walk with your hand that fits in mine,
silver-white stars are all over the sky,

we talk about places where we had been,
the old oak tree throws a dark spot.

Your lips are suddenly hot, sweet and soft,
when my heart beats in rapture in my throat,
a dove calls to its mate in the dark night
when time suddenly stops in that moment
when your eyes tell me that you love me,
when I look into the depths of your soul.

Gert Strydom
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A Wreath Of Sonnets To A Sweetheart

Tonight for the first time I caught your gaze

where you smelt roses in a garden,

with auburn curly hair hanging down your shoulders,
at morning glories trumpeting in strings over the wall

the window reflected you, caught in bright glass
and from the street I saw how lovely you are
feelings dancing in your sea-green eyes

aware of a unknown secret bond

but in the morning light you did disappear like mist
and when I rose

your were just a thought

you were already gone

like a pretty withered flower;
our friendship came suddenly.

II

Our friendship came suddenly.

like lightning falling from the blue sky
where two people in the great universe
are astounded by each other momentarily,

maybe we knew intrinsically that troubled days were coming,
perhaps had a intuition that moments decay with time

and for the time that was given to us, we were madly in love
like everyone in mankind at times

as if you came into my life unstoppable,

the winter rain of months changed

with a unknown adaptability

and although you are at times far off and distant
you still remain the only one;

like two jewels your eyes are shining.
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III

Like two jewels your eyes are shining
pierced by a bright light,

they are oval like olives

with the glittering of rainbows

still they have got the ability

to with a own secret language

draw my thoughts to you

when you bewitch me, full of sunshine laughter and elated

making the world wonderful

as if we are exceptional,

as if clouds are writing enchanting words in the sky,

the sun is rising over days that just get more beautiful
and like two children we find meaning;

by our own free will we are incorporated into each other

IV

By our own free will we are incorporated into each other
in ecstasy, recreation and trouble

of the small loving death

with words that your body writes.

Your slender body

presses tightly against mine

and I can feel your heart beating
without hesitation driven

moments are drawing out long

we are fulfilled in ecstasy,

you drawn me still closer

hitting your nails into me, screaming in pleasure
as if caught in this single moment,

you were twisting from sheer pleasure.

\Y

You were twisting from sheer pleasure,
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but why do your eyes bother me
when you complete me so perfectly,
going deep into my soul leaving an inability?

When this wondrous night passes

you stay incomprehensible to me,

as if something is missing from my comprehension,
that lies between us, something almost untouchable.

Still there is sunshine in every glance that you give
and an intimate certainty with which you love me
as if you trust me with every secret,

as if our feelings will never change

even when destiny foams thundering,
when the cold rain pours down.

VI

When the cold rain pours down

as if there’s no stopping to it,

sieving down in a Cape winter in banks of fog,

with the wind howling around the corners of the house

there’s a monotonousness in the noise,

days became grey as if stripped from meaning,

your smile comes to me day after day to refresh my life,
it's as if you traverse my life the whole time

and I realise how fleeting life is,

that what we have got is caught in the here and now,
in the glitter and sparkle of the moment,

where I cannot still draw you near;

while you are doing your undressing dance.

VII

While you are doing your undressing dance
my beloved auburn girl, you are standing there winking,
while braless you gambol around me
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catching me in a trance

and the sincerity of your glance, the sparkle

at times is terrifying as if it maims,

as if something gruesome shines in your eyes,
spread your web for me without a chance of escape

let smoke rise from sparks

in the temple of my heart

and when the fire alarms are wailing and I yearn for you
you have already caught me and can be silent,

you play your game and I my part to it;

glowing lights are radiating in the night.

VIII

Glowing lights are radiating in the night,
bringing joy to the dark hour

and in my veins power rushes

of passion’s glowing fire

of earthly desires, as if from the ground
burning through my blood

when your sparking mouth

let desires awake in a pouring flood

and creeping your hand sail over my chest

in flaming lust,

in the hour of deeper thirst

that only lips, hands and bodies can answer to,

it feels as if in emotions we are overstepping the mark;
tonight there is a potsherd moon.

IX

Tonight there is a potsherd moon

as if the moon is breaking in pieces

there’s only a piece of it glowing in the heaven

and very slowly

it rises in the sky, as if it is following the stars in its orbit
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where it hangs high as apiece, until the morning comes eventually,
showing early morning still against the blue sky
until its brilliance disappears, suddenly wasted

and still it’s as if the moon has enchanted me,
with its rays and shadows

falling secretly over my whole life,

it enchants me with love

that I find without fear;

when you kiss me a star shoots past.

X

When you kiss me a star shoots past,

you are the sunshine of this summer,

you make me mad with passion,

as the answer to what my life is yearning for

and in the dark night

when you come and lie

somewhat afraid next to me, supple and soft
there’s passion that I read in your eyes.

Your lips stroke butterfly soft over my mouth,
at times only touches my cheek,

as if near to holy ground

free and never caught

with eyes at times gleaming secretively;
you smell of flowers blooming in spring.

XI

You smell of flowers blooming in spring

fresh, noble and sweet

and its as if thousands of streams flows through your eyes,
as if a glowing

is radiating out of them

but against your blouse sinful blossoms are showing,
an attraction, a stimulation that goes to your loins
where all promises, all relationships ends
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as if you are the flower of flowers,

out of which all others come,

going the way of Eve, with great loving

drawing every man, to whom you glance astoundingly

and in this spring you smile at me,
as if you can free me from every other woman.

XII

As if you can free me from every other woman
with lasciviousness in every step,

you are only looking at me

and sometimes your eyes radiate like thunder

and when age come with the years,

will fire then still rise between us

when our youth disappears into the grey, bended in spent disguise,
beginning to show the road to eternity?

Will we then still know the meaning of love,
when all other things begin to fade away
like fog in the brain and memory

and will we still dare

where things now look lovely and heavenly
to look past the surface?

XIII

To look past the surface

how the terribly strong wind

is blowing the winter rain away,

one morning I was gazing with moisture blinding me

while the palm trees were waving around,
it was grabbing broken branches,
with the water in the distance looking grey in the bay

and I was walking unnoticed to your window

and I was wondering if you
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would look down from the top window,
maybe would spot me, if I would be able to get in touch with you
and even that gloomy day was lustrous to me

as you love me in times of joy and sorrow;
now that winter is drawing skeleton.

X1V

Now that winter is drawing skeleton

with days bending like branches over me,

with a few birds rising calling into the air,

have I got to miss you, search for you for joy and meaning?

Am I still blinded

against the errors that you scream out,

where like all others you are caught in this age?
Still there’s something in me that wants to find you

and I dream right through the night

how your slender arms embrace me,

I see you in other faces during the day,

as if you are close to me

and I wonder what to expect of these things

while the leaves of the acorn are falling and perishing around me?

XV

Tonight for the first time I caught your gaze,

our friendship came suddenly,

like two jewels your eyes are shining,

by our own free will we are incorporated into each other.

You were twisting from sheer pleasure
when the cold rain pours down,

while you are doing your undressing dance,
flowing lights are radiating in the night.

Tonight there is a potsherd moon,

when you kiss me a star shoots past,
you smell of flowers blooming in spring,
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as if you can free me from every other woman
to look past the surface
now that winter is drawing skeleton.

Gert Strydom
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A Yearning For Nemesis

(after Sipho Sepamla)

Like leaves falling in the autumn

and scratching are swished by the wind
against the window

they do come as individuals,

some do walk in pairs,

others in groups.

Like a sandstorm that suddenly does blind

it is difficult to find people in the crowd

where over platforms they are struggling past,
almost into each other in a mishmash.

I saw tiredness,

sometimes a yearning for nemesis

on the faces from which the masks did disappear
as if the will to live

was somehow destroyed
in the buildings, offices
and factories of the city,

with voices that constantly did chatter,
did make jokes

and some people were to one side
while some were old-fashioned

and in all of this,

even in their conversations

they still did remain individuals,

that did conceal their loneliness,

did almost never make real friendships

and in eyes I did see burn

the deep meaninglessness,

the deeper urge

to mean something to someone,
to be reckoned
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while people did scatter

to the cells of their apartments

and others locked themselves away
beyond the bared windows and doors
in the suburbs.

[Reference: &quot;The Loneliness Beyond&quot; by Sipho Sepamla.]
© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom
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A Yellow And A Red Weaver Peck At Porridge On The
Grass

A yellow and a red weaver pecks at porridge on the grass,
some sparrows gather twittering around the water bowl
and I cannot think about a more beautiful picture

when the air is ink blue and dew shines on the flowers
and it feels if right here man can reach to God,

as if nature is as it once was,

when even the sun-birds frolics around

and it feels as if the bees are beckoning me,

when a kind of serenity comes to the garden

and together you and I write a own story

when every rose and iris comes to perfection,

when there is something magical to each flower

and here and there one is snow white,

when doves coo in the chestnut tree,

when I do love you and your garden,

when a kind of youth comes to my days of age,

and morning-glories examine the sun open mouthed
where it hangs high in the bright blue.

Gert Strydom
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Abandoned Homestead Ruin

(after Ted Koorser, after Carl-Pierre Naudé)

He was larger than life says the glance

in the old portrait that still hangs on a top-floor wall,
that he was big and tall says the faded jeans

and boots (a number fourteen)

that is dusty in a top-floor cupboard,

a wealthy man says the huge bed and old coins

that is out of circulation carelessly left

in a top room

and like his father and ancestors feared God,

says the huge old family-bible

that is dusty but still good with a list of ancestors in it
on a coffee table right next to the bed

but a farmer at heart says the layout of the fields
which are bare with only grass now growing in them
and the huge barn where old tractors and implements
and many tools

are tidy but all under a thick coat of dust.

He was married and in love says the bedroom
with its ancient silver candlesticks,

the huge pink bathroom

and extra cupboards,

that she cared for them

says the bottles of fruit preserve

and that they had a boy says

the toy soldiers, and toys of tractors and trailers
and the tyre-swing under a big oak tree

but now there is a huge tree in the middle of the house
that is higher than both stories

that does not regard them or even the house

where it's like an Yggdrasil

that connects heaven, earth and hell

and it does crack the floor and walls.

That there was a disaster
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says the burned out downstairs remains of the house
where everything is black and lifeless except that huge tree
from where iron stairs lead to the top storey

where everything was left intact

as if people died on the ground level,

as nothing was removed or taken from the top floor

and that tree is lustrous where to the sky it does reach.

[Reference: &quot;Abandoned Farmhouse&quot; by Ted Koorser.&quot;Die
murasie&quot; (The ruin)by Carl-Pierre Naudé. Poet's note: The Nordic
&quot;Yggdrasil&quot; is a legendary tree that connects the under-earthly (hell)
, earth and heaven with each other. ]

© Gert Strydom

Gert Strydom
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Abandoned Zimbabwean Farmhouse

It was a great commercial farm

at a time,

says the uncultivated fields

where the last crop of maize stands
not harvested at the right time,

says the big house

build from rock with Rhodesian teak floors
and great wooden doors

of which only splinters remain

where they had been axed

for fire wood

says the huge barn,
with a now rusting roof,
now stripped from anything valuable

says the stable now bare

from any living animals

and its obvious that the farmer

and his family left in haste

and that everything is going to waste

says the broken china cups, the broken dinner plates
the child’s toys which are scattered, smashed

and I wonder if the family did survive

when the farm was invaded

by a thieving unruly youth

and so-called war veterans.

[Reference: Abandoned Farmhouse by Ted Kooser.]

Gert Strydom
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Abelard Cries While He Is Writing

Far too long the time has been

and although I am looking

all of the time in my thoughts at you,
your image over time is fading,

like a very old painting

and in my thoughts there is disintegration.

The pain cuts right through me

and I must confess

that all of the time I am yearning for you,
even if I can only see you for moments,

I yearn to have you with me

and to hold onto you as my lawful wife.

Gert Strydom
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Ablaze

Ablaze! An armoured car

is aflame and stuck in

a field of landmines

and enemy tanks are everywhere.

So soldiers say - on yesterday -
just as the dawn was grey

a Ratels wheels

set some landmines of

and it was stuck there

and received seven shells

from enemy tanks

and it's a terrible, terrible thing.

So Generals say — on yesterday -
just as the sun was rising

we lost one Ratel-90 armoured car
stuck in a landmine field,

but she gave a brave fight

and the enemy lost

thirteen tanks that came

to take a shot at her.

So angels say - on yesterday -

just as sun lit the sky,

man played war games again

and used explosives, cannon and flame
and innocent men died

trying to survive

and it's a pity

that man doesn’t know

how to live in peace.

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 371



About A Daisy (Balassi Stanza)

She picked a white daisy,
drew off petals easy,

said he loves me or does not
watched the white flower,
scared to get it over,
wondered what she had got,
her tears gleamed like dew
and the answer she knew,
picked flowers for a pot.

Gert Strydom
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About A Fruitful Summer (Cavatina Sequence)

The oak size avocado tree had fruit

during the spring

and into summer, like small pineapples,
with some dropping

to the earth, bursting like hand grenades,
I was picking

from a ladder set on the cobble stones,
dropping down to mother the greater ones.

The two dogs had their fill from those broken,
the roof was struck

while some were falling down like rocks at night,
by some great luck

they just missed the neighbour's nearby car,
more I did pluck

for the neighbours, friends and the family

and they all tasted butter-sweet to me.

At the plum tree the birds were twittering,
the long ladder

swayed under me on the moist soft ground,

I did gather

buckets and boxes full, was startled

by a adder

that was green and hissed in the large tree
and I dropped down to the ground to be free.

The vineyard was full of Catawba grapes,
with their sweet scent,

their essence, filling the summer air,
evanescent

was the summer, but mother was happy,
she did present

to the ladies at church some baskets full,
while I met a girl that is beautiful.

Gert Strydom
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About A Girl Called Marike (Cavatina Sequence)

She thought: He truly cares for me, saw eyes
full of worry,

while the affairs of state weighed him down;

like a lorry

his frame was broad; he could take all the strain,
she was sorry

for him, helped him wherever she could,

only acted like a first lady should.

Far too selfless she loved him, in his shade
she spent her life,

walked the streets to win him some voters,
in times of strive

she supported, caressed, was with him,
she was alive

in his presence, was proud of his career,
she wanted always to him to be near

but a dark day came that every headline
told about him

and his lovely, lively, foreign mistress;

her life was dim

while he rode the wave of self-centred fame;
over the brim

her tears, her sorrow, suffering did flow;

but he was not the great man she did know.

Gert Strydom
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About Flowers And Trees

Why did the chrysanthemum wait long

to open it's quivering twisted rays?

When other flowers are gone it grows strong
in these much more colder wintry days

with cups making blossoms like anemones
some seen as feathery, plumed, or spidery
growing big or smaller in shaded tones,

in the winter portraying nature's imagery

in bronze, brown, purple, red, pink and white
with a single or semi-double blossom
growing to man's and the Creator's delight
when ripe makes growing very unwholesome.

Why was it not sprouting, rising, growing
at the beginning of the lovely spring?

II

At the beginning of the lovely spring

in the veldt among big acacia trees

when the first drops of rain are visiting,
drawing new life, flowers and buzzing bees

I find the bulbous hyacinth flowering,
and its appearance, its fragrance

is almost totally overpowering

when it makes its sudden appearance

with pale-blue petals of strings all opening
smelling like a tiny perfumery,
with bell shaped small cups that are hanging

bright among the green and brown scenery

displaying the joys of living and life,
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many times have I counted groups of five.

III

Many times have I counted groups of five,
in things making the way that nature is
and have seen five eggs coming to live,
five leaves on flowers with five small bees.

Even on some trees that number is right
but strangely sometimes it might be wrong
and while in nature I walk along,

I see different flowers in a throng,

hear various birds singing their beautiful song,
there's something in all flowers, in each tree
that tells something about its makers will

who makes all things how they are to be

I have seen even five bundles to a sheaf;
the trees are butting in flower and leaf.

IV

The trees are butting in flower and leaf

as if some kind of magic word was said,

in rejoicing without any small grief,

the growing long green stems upwards do spread

as if new life has come to them again

like from scratch they are programmed to do,
after receiving power from summer rain

but like humans sometimes they do die too

carrying more bountiful each summer day
to the custom of their kind and their breed
till the summer suddenly dwindles away,
again they are stripped as if in need

and I like the fragrant fresh smell the best,
while walking through a huge pine forest.
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\Y

While walking through a huge pine forest

a gentle wind like a friend greeted me

and for lingering long moments I did rest,
feeling from the whole big world somewhat free

and it was filled with the catching smell
of pine trees and soft in its embrace

for many moments long did I there dwell,
by songs of twittering birds amazed

and I then longed forever to be

among the flying birds, the buzzing bees
and the soft shadows, the tranquillity

of the peaked mountain, the large trees,

but sometimes lightning falls in a blue-white spark,
when the stormy wind blows strong in the dark.

VI

When the stormy wind blows strong in the dark
and the dark black evening suddenly glows

and the wind whispers with a howling bark
among the waving, rocking trees and throws

branches breaking, snapping, twisting, tearing;
you can hear that great savage strange beast
walking about, awoke from slumber stirring
during winter in the forest, in the east

suddenly coming to its greatest strength
somewhere in the thick enveloping fog
as the long night draws out darker at length

while its breaking, mauling log upon log,

from this windy monster I want to be free,
let me find some peace and tranquillity.

VII
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Let me find some peace and tranquillity

at some places where man have never trod,
experience the greatest kind of beauty

that still is spared from the iron rod

with which man rules cities, huge countries
let me see miracles, see nature's joys,

away form buildings and big industries,

far away from the scorn, the manmade noise.

Let me smell some sweet wild flowers and lie
on wild grass to find nature's peace and rest
under a clear blue unpolluted sky,

away from even them whom I love best

and I wonder before the winter comes along,
why did the chrysanthemum wait long?

Gert Strydom
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About Love

You were my darling, the relief in the desert,
your smile shone in darkness over my life
and you brought me refreshment

out of the fountain of love in your heart.

II

In your arms at times there were rest,

I was constantly aware of your love

while stormy winds were crying on the outside
and with you I were warm and comfortable.

III

As if it were an interval in a inaccessible world
your body brought new meaning to my life
while you were clinging to me in yearning

we formed a magical bond.

IV

I know that our days here are measured out,
that a time will come where I will no longer know
about how deep and intense your love is

and I pray that in the hereafter I do not forget.

\Y

When at times your were not with me

I knew how deeply a person could miss someone,

I knew how much your love meant to me,

that it was the greatest blessing in the darkness of this world

VI

I do not know what I did love more
you clinging to me in passion
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or you looking with love over a table at me,
comprehending the emotion in your look.

VII

In this world each one of us is only an actor

who does not really know what will happen in the next one
and as destiny determines

the earth opens for some.

VIII
Still it is with love that you are resting,
maybe totally unaware of my current existence,

what had been between us stays great
and with the circumstances I have got to take acquiesce.

IX

Maybe someday in the coming world

I will be astonished by the new form that you exist in
and we will still adore each other,

in a place where everything is perfect.

Gert Strydom
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About Love I Had Been Very Naive

About love I had been very naive, believed like Visser,
tried to keep my life for you
as if it comes from the Creator’s hand from above,

saved my life for ten years for you
and I was prepared to suffer through it,
tried to keep my life for you

waited in my best years to have you,
time passed as if I was dreaming
and I was prepared to suffer through it,

and I tried to hold to integrity and was devout,
waited on you and you were far off,
time passed as if I was dreaming

while I believed that the same star was leading us
saw signs, things in your smallest gesture,
waited on you and you were far off

and now after twenty years we are standing in front of each other.
About love I had been very naive, believed like Visser

saw signs, things in your smallest gesture,

as if it comes from the Creator’s hand from above.

(Reference: from Euheu fugaces by A.G. Visser.

“maar eenmaal in die lewe kom
die liefde weergaloos;

en eenmaal in die gaarde blom
volmaak ‘n wonderroos.”

My English translation:
“but once in life comes
love without equal;

and once in the garden is flowering
perfectly a wondrous rose.”)
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About Mothers

In most things I am free

to make my choice

but still she tries to guide me
with her look, with her voice

and I wonder why mothers

keep on bothering?

And to think of it, it isn't surprising,

but till eternity they do the mothering thing?

Gert Strydom
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About Our Love

That love simultaneously let you rise
and fall,

plane your humanity

and grind on you

to something bigger than when you were alone,
like ginger beer yeasted in me

till you left your mark

and it went to full meaning.

Like the sun which can stroke and burn
somewhere between Eden and the desert,
love required that we give and take

and we were bound hand to hand.

CEnvoi

Somewhere between the pleasure and deeper pain
the healing and growth appeared

we were independent and still one,

bounded together by an invisible line.
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About Some Things Unseen (Cavatina Sequence)

(after Elizabeth Barrett Browning)

In loving each other we sow our seed,

in passion kiss

while we wish for some greater happiness,
in joy's great bliss

and then suddenly some life comes from us
and we know this

binds us each to each and to a own child,
our joy and pride runs extremely wild.

From our very birth we learn about love;
feelings within

at times comes forward from the very dark,

they are unseen

but alive they jump, breathe, roar, run and thrill;
they are quite keen

to set a mark on each single life

they materialize in love and strive.

Still the depths of some selfless love remain
a mystery

while we create like the divine some new life,
we are set free

to love or hate, to do right or wrong in
integrity

or in the evil, we strive on our own,

or we try to reach beyond the unknown.

[Reference: 'Mystery' by Elizabeth Barrett Browning.]

Gert Strydom

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 385



About The Name Of God Being Used

As a Christian I have got a problem

with the omnipotent Lord God being blasphemed
or with His name being used in vain

and with the same occurring with the name of the savior
our Lord Jesus Christ

on television, in the movies and in the daily talk
of some Christians, of people

from every nation, language and every creed

so as if God does not exist

or as if God has become our own playmate

as if His great and holy name means nothing.

I have not heard a person say:

“in Satan’s name”

nor “thank Metatron it’s Friday”

nor “for Buddha’'s sake, ”

nor “with Allah, ”

or “thank the Kabala”

or “Krishna knows, ”

or “oh my Jane

or “"by Amaterasu”

or “in Shiva’s, in Vishnu’s, or in Devi’s name”
or “under Muhammad”

or “may Maitreya damn him”

or “may Tao forbid it"or "Mahatma knows”
or “the Dalai Lama bless his soul”

or “by the help of the ancestors”

yet the great name of the creator God
does ring out continually in the mouths of men.

[Note: With great thanks to Janneman Enslin for the idea for this poem.]
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About The Power That Love Do Impress

About the power that love do impress,

there is something that is really lovely

a kind of beauty that does confess

that love does come totally free

and in my heart your image does linger on
while all thoughts, needs of others are gone.
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Above A Enemy Camp

A mirage fighter jet flies past
like a angel going in advance
on the crusade.

There’s an enemy camp
going up in flames

and clouds of smoke
hanging ominous

over the place

while our aeroplane
flies to the right height.

With the sun

showing its head

over the horizon,

I fall like a bat

breaking through the airspace

and right around me

the sky is full

of other bats

that decent angry on the target
with fangs exposed downwards.

[Reference: Bats here refers to “parabats” as South African airborne soldiers
were known.]
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Above Me The Stars Do Stretch Light Years Away

(to Minette)

Above me the stars do stretch light years away

it's as if the darkness does separate us

and somewhere in my heart you are still bonded to me
but that which had been has passed in this life.

In the sudden breeze I want to catch fresh air
around me beetles sing, doves coo in the night
and still I am caught in your web

it is as if I am waiting on you to come,

as your heart is attached to mine,

I see a bolt of lightning touching the earth,
do smell the rain that falls suddenly

and does splash down in a stream

but it's only thoughts of you
when on the porch I look into the night,
I see the tar shining, washed clean

and in vain I am clinging to that which had been between us.

I tried to remember you
but you are gone.

© Gert Strydom
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Above The Shed On The Winter Porch

Above the shed, the winter porch

a young wild dove

continually calls its mate

and when the door slides open

I see dots on its breast

and at the pond it quenches its thirst

and I see dots

and I see dots

that shines; when it is frightened it becomes sullen.

Above the shed, the winter porch

the oak tree rustles

and then my mother coughs badly from croup
where sometimes she sits and dream

as the sunshine flames up hot

and I watch her caringly

as the sunshine flames up

as the sunshine flames up

as if a field fire runs past.

Above the shed, the winter porch

a swarm of swallows peck,

sometimes doves land in a group,

and at times I hear my mother sneezing
while I am caught with a kind of hope,
but I know that time is running out
while I am caught,

while I am caught

and my life at times feels sold out.
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Above Us It's A Summer Day

Above us it's a summer day with the sky cobalt blue

when in the garden right against me you stand for moments,
while cars slowly pass our idyllic garden in the road,

where you do kiss me for a moment and we do embrace,

you look deep into my eyes into my soul and I look at you
and there are children that hit a tennis-ball over the road.
Above us it's a summer day with the sky cobalt blue

when in the garden right against me you stand for moments,

it's intimate and soft that you do fold your hand around mine,
when softly your tongue find a way into my mouth

and we do worry about nothing

where this event is saved in memory:

Above us it's a summer day with the sky cobalt blue

when in the garden right against me you stand for moments...

© Gert Strydom
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Absalom

When you did hang like a scarecrow
on your hair

on cedar branches

caught in your own guilt

and megalomania

a father's heart was torn,

was cut in two

and although you saw him as a enemy
you never knew the depth

of his love for you.
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Absence

I keep myself occupied

by searching for a job

on the Internet,

writing stories and poems,

taking care and feeding the animals
and sometimes I carry things

to the garage and back

and measure instinctively

about every step

and wonder why

I still care so much for you,
read stories and poetry books
and try to learn

something from other writers.

There are white arum lilies
that grows wild at the river
and on strange places

I see flowers

as if life makes opportunities
for the outcasts

and there are simple things
that I keep me busy with
to try and forget

how empty and painful
your absence becomes

and when we are together
things sometimes get muddled,
but without you

it's the darkest night.
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Absolute Truth (Rubiyat Sonnet)

Has society at large come to the place

where it does not anymore want to face

the way that absolute truth tells how life is
and is their in our lives and forums not a place

for Freedom of religion and Freedom of Speech

when to others we do with our words reach?

Is the truth nowadays just relative in how I want to perceive it?
Does prime evil how everything beseech

that on Christmas Day I am totally banned

by Facebook, which on that day may be undermanned

to post poems about Christmas and of the Child, the Man, Christ,

and now the day after those poems go through and I cannot understand

just what those poems did say to annoy anyone
but do perceive that at Facbook mere humanity is gone.

[Poet's note:The warning message did state that I was &quot;misusing
Facebook&quot; and that I might have said something that I may not.]
© Gert Strydom
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Absolution (Free Verse Sonnet)

(after Hannatjie Schreck)

I do not want to stare myself blind anymore

but do want to confess the real truth here

that I can never leave your order

as I am grounded through and through in you

and like something utterly holy I will protect and keep our love
as your rites are sacral, a holyness to me,

where who you are, are leaving lasting impression on me

as your embodiment makes me larger and healthy,

you burn in the darkness of my soul with the light

with something that goes past comprehension and resistance
my tongue, my body, my heart are converted by you

where in my banned existence you do bring me liberation

and this is no enchantment just how things are,

that I do want to pour out my whole life and body and soul into you.

[Reference:&quot;Absolusie&quot; (Absolution) by Hannatjie Schreck.]
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Ac Her For? Berao; Fugelas Singao, Gylled Greeghama

Gnashing enemy tanks are coming on
while the Ratel-90 stands still

and many things

goes through my mind.

The shot sounds thundering

and for a moment I am blinded
by smoke, dust and giant flames
that devours things.

The redneck is still shooting
through branches and bushes
with the front machinegun
and it can cost his life

but he shoots on like a machine
and feeds the ammunition belt
and I let the driver pull him in
and he’s again aboard

locked behind armoured steel

where he curses and takes out his rage
and shoot from within

and he speaks a foreign tongue:

“Ac her for? berao;
fugelas singao,
gylled groeghama”

We drive away with speed

and stop and shoot and drive again
and let projectiles

find their targets deadly

and so we continue for hours
that drag into days

and around us the enemy is shot out

and what is not burning,
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is already junk
or just left behind.

Enemy soldiers of Fapla,

Cuba and a few from Russia

lie shot to pieces,

some half burnt

and whole brigades are wiped out

and in the distance I hear jackals howling
and the air is full of vultures
turning in it

while the stench of death,

phosphorous and gunpowder almost suffocates me
and some more dust or maybe emotions

makes my eyes tear.

[References: Redneck=>Englishman. “Ac her for? beraod; fugelas singao, gylled
grceghama” => Gaelic for: "“For here starts war; carrion birds sing, and grey

wolves howl.” From: “The Fight at Finnsburh.” Jackal => a African fox.]
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Acacia Of My Blood

When I let my eyes go over the earth
in the distance there’s a pretty green tree,
that stands out.

On the edge of Africa
her branches reach to the sky
and she almost touches the clouds.

I see that God could make no other

so wonderful and exceptional

and that as a sprout,

He protected her against overwhelming darkness.

Later a super power’s dread knights had drawn
their strongest weapons against her

and fire touched her bark,

but her thorns made them wrench

and drew painful blood.

She was trodden down and axed to pieces,
but with time her stem sprouted out again
and new shoots shot out

and grew stronger than before.

Out of the North

the enemy tried to put their hand to her again,
but where they stroke

her own gum brought healing

and they were torn apart

by huge branches with thousands of white thorns.

From near there’s great white thorns

that almost throngs each other out

and branches that braid against each other,
as if no one can grow together

and each has a live of its own.

Still they stream from all over the continent
to eat her berries and catch shade in her shadow

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 398



and her seedlings are sprouting out all over the world.
Acacia of my blood,
I will always be proud of you

and are called by God to be one of your offspring.
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Accord (Free Verse Sonnet)

(after Elisabeth Eybers)

Where with intense analysis you do look at every word

you do at times feel to me like a darling full of cunning

as if you do know better about syntax and the building of verses.
Sometimes you wonder how my poems do come effortless

then I realise that words do belong in your heart of hearts,

that you do cherish them with every image and meaning,

maybe are afraid that you will miss something holy and wondrous
but in friction comes to us t age-old accord,

as in everything you do find a mutual context

where you do hear the real meaning of my words,

do get in depth your own wonderful unique insight

and you do lead me by the hand to trust and cherishing

where in each other we do loose everything and ourselves

when our souls, spirits, minds and bodies do yield for each other.

[Reference:&quot; Akkoord&quot; (Accord)by Elisabeth Eybers.]
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Accountability Over Time

I have always believed
that people

who propagated
accountability over time
should go to places

like the nuthouse

Yet the time

of a person’s life
runs out

and every day
sneaks past

while the next
goes on continually

Yet it remains wise

to live every day

to the limit

and to make

the best of it

as if it is the very last.
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Accounting

I know a man

who accounts the businesses of others

and then do calculate

to let those businesses become his own

while he drinks a toast

on the demise of those that do compete against him.

I know a man

who did take over his father in law’s business
on his father in law’s insistence

and that man do make fools of people

who did work all of their lives

to make that business successful

to be able to get rid of them.

I do know people that without any merit

do fill positions

without a clue how to do their own jobs

and who do ride on the backs of other people

to get the work done

and they have been affirmed in the places of others
and do not contribute any great thing to their jobs.

Still destiny does walk on its own path

and do unexpectedly strike

while with time the existence of every human being
does run out.

What kind of calculations will these people make
when the great Accountant does come

and what will their answers be to Him

when their accounts are continually out of balance?
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Achilles [2]

To some more a god than man

the hero walks in

with greatness depicted

in every move and stride

and thunder reflected

in his determined eyes, but the upper commander
and king of Mycenae insults him,
grabs the maiden Briseis as his own
and the great Achilles

withdraws the Myrmidons

sulking in his tent.

The Trojans encouraged by his absence
advance with a loud clamouring noise
like cranes screaming from up high
before the storming in and bringing death
and destruction to the Greeks

forcing them back in retreat.

Storming into the tent of Achilles
his companion Patroclus

tells Achilles about the Trojans
burning their ships

with flaming arrows

and begs him to use his armour
and to give consent for him

to lead the Myrmidons into battle
to come to the rescue.

Fighting like Achilles
Patroclus and the Myrmidons
are victorious and force

the Trojans back

into their city,

but the Trojan commander
Hector kills Patroclus

in the moment of his glory.

Achilles is filled with grief
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and joins the battle

taking the Myrmidons

with determination

and ferocity

edged into every man
move shoulder to shoulder
to the depths of the fight.

Achilles fights in a raging frenzy
pursuing Hector three times
around the walls of Troy

and like a thrashing thunder bolt
Kills him

tying Hector with anger

to his war chariot

dragging him around

the walls of Troy

and then to the funeral pyre

of his friend Patroclus
withholding funeral rites from Hector.

The anger of the fierce Achilles abates
and the Trojan king Priam

finds him and begs

Achilles to release his son's corpse
and the great Achilles

has pity on the enemy king.
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Achilles At Troy

The walls of the enemy city believed by them
to be made by the gods,

rise up in front of us

stripped, empty like hills,

looking impregnable

and higher up I see some archers

with their armour shining in the midday heat
rising bows and shooting arrows into the sky
believing, wishing and praying to hit one of us.

I drive with my chariot far out of their reach,
around and around the city, as if inspecting it
for any frailty, a place to penetrate with force
searching for Hector

while fierce fighting is going on

and anger, great rage roars within my heart
when at the main gate I stop and wait,
before roaring at the top of my voice

for Hector to come out, to face me.

My black steel shield, my black steel armour
my great spear, my bow and sword

are at the ready and I am implacable
watching, willing for the main gate to open

and see a lizard basking in the sun on a nearby rock,
as it probably has done since being born,

my heart is torn by the death

of my familiar one,

Patroclus my companion and friend

and in pain I roar again

calling Hector a coward and a fool
and my small army
of brave Myrmidons gather around me

heading of the enemy, killing scores of them

banging their swords on their shields

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



every time I call the name out
of the Champion of Troy
and like me they are ready to destroy.

Again I give reigns to the horses
driving at speed with my chariot
around the city inspecting

the fighting men more carefully

and nowhere I can see Hector,
nowhere I find him destroying our own
and on the third time

I spot him taking on three men

and killing them

and at speed jump from the chariot
with spear, sword and shield

and like a thunder falling from the sky
I land solidly right next to him

and he wards of my first, my second blow
even stopping my great spear

thrown with all my might,

but in the frenzy of it all

I see an opening made by his shield

and dropping my shield

with both hands directly

drive my sword in, in a stabbing blow
and catch him in the throat

leaping back picking up my shield and spear
and stab, stab from behind the shield
killing Hector with fierce blows

and I gather my great sword
drawing it from him

and tie him behind my chariot
before fully armed

I jump into it

and drive away

dragging the Champion of Troy
around and around the great
impregnable city while roaring
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loud as thunder
with a blood bedecked spear above my head.
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Acquiescence (Free Verse Sonnet)

(in answer to Marlene van Niekerk)

My love, when the twilight and night comes dark-blue

with the evening-star and moon hanging on their places

then I am speechless with the revelation of God's omnipotence,

at such a time a person is somewhat scared for the mortality of man
as if this moment that now does feel eternal

too quickly does pass in life not to come again

and I wonder what God does intend with our love

when our words and acts stand naked before Him?

Where I know that evil does everywhere lie peeking,

others do not comprehend this kind of selfless love

while people that are sincere are sneaky at war with each other,

and this thought does press the air out of me

but then when you are skin against skin against me I do want to forget,
when I do know only about the intensity of your sincere love.

[Reference:&quot;berusting&quot; (acquiescence)by Marlene van Niekerk.]

Gert Strydom

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



Across The Road The Veldt Stretches Out Wide

Across the road the veldt stretches out wide

where coucals calls to each other and peer around,
there are tree branches scratching against the window
and early in the morning the sun splashes on the floor
when weavers twitter in the branches,

while doves coo in the higher trees,

in the garden there is a red poppy

and I am moved by the scene.

From the kitchen comes the smell of baking rusks
where you stir the dough for bread,

the dog barks so loudly that my ears ring,

around your neck a golden necklace sparkles
with a pendant in the shape of a clover,

you smile as if you can take me along

to memories of a day in the hay

and I am moved by the scene.
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Adam

He had awakened from his sleep
and first his eyes opened
and above him the sun shone in its glory,

but a soft an arm folded
somewhat tender over him and strangely
he recognized it as if it was his own.

When he saw her for the first time,

still before her bright eyes folded open,

his breath was taken away as if he

was standing at a similar figure and he stared at her.

When she opened her eyes

he read love and utter joy in their depths
and he was more bewitched and in love
than he knew it to be possible

and to him she was absolutely woman.
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Adam (2)

If only I did comprehend

how destructive and without return
that dead would be

I would have restrained my wife Eve

to eat of the fruit

that has knowledge

and with its sparkle and fragrance and taste
does infect everything around it.

© Gert Strydom
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Adam (Sonnet)

Sunburnt Adam walked to and thro over the garden,

constantly he was surrounded by the wing-beat of the birds

where they did follow him with their songs of praises everywhere

horses, antelope, dogs, the lion and the lamb did everywhere tread around him,
did already know their names that he had given to them,

wanted as his companions to with him scout the glorious garden,

did eat from his hand all kinds of things, just what he was feeding them,

and he was happy and strong, did reckon God as the ruler of his heart

but at night when the sun did go down in the west and the moon did shine softly
over him

everything did with their partners silently and secretly disappear

and one day when he opened his eyes he recognized her as his own wife

where she was lying cosily with an arm over him and he was surprised with her
presence

was enraptured, did not want to disturb her while he was staring in wonder at
her

but suddenly her eyes did open and it was with great love that she did look at
him.
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Adam And Eve

In paradise the world was intact

and me and Eve, the two of us

our hearts were beating fervently.

We were without sin,

bonded to each other

and the bees were everywhere around us.

In paradise the world was intact

and me and Eve, the two of us

looked at a forbidden fruit and it was beautiful and round
and we lay on a bed of fluff

when suddenly we were three, Oh boy!

There were sin and every thing fell to pieces,

but in paradise the world was intact.
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Adam And Eve (Free Verse Sonnet)

(in answer to Elisabeth Eybers)

When they observed each other naked for the first time,
together became aware that they were totally lost

they did hold wonderful desire for each other:

she saw him as noble and fierce, he how very beautiful she is.
Banned and bound they were to the same destiny,

when he brought her into the protection of his strong arms,
did wonder about their standing and relationship with God,
their hearts did sing fiery about their love for each other,
where together they stood alone against the world,

where their love bound them tighter with each other,

where they were entering a cruel difficult world

with a struggle against injustice in everything beautiful and sincere,
they did not forget God,

only knew about the beauty and wonder of life.

[Reference: &quot;Adam en Eva&quot; (Adam and Eve)by Elisabeth Eybers.]
© Gert Strydom
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Adam And Eve (Refrain Stanza Sequence)

(in answer to Ina Rousseau)

I

Perfectly God created man and his wife

and constantly God was involved with them in each one's life
but did give them both a free will,

while they entered the world with skKill,

and mighty angels where around them alive,

did warn them about Lucifer being cunning,

they were not in darkness existing:

by herself enticed Eve reached to the deadly fruit and to strive
and constantly God was involved with them in each one's life.

II

When man came to naked truth about life

where astounding and beautiful was his wife,

when thoughtful man did disfigure creation

God was near them through every emotion

but He turned their ways away from strife

and came to find the humans in their darkest hour,
to stand for them before the snake that do devour
when with sin all of creation was rife,

where astounding and beautiful was his wife.

[Reference:&quot;Adam en Eva&quot; (Adam and Eve)by Ina Rousseau.]
© Gert Strydom
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Adam En Eve (In Answer To Ina Rousseau)

Mature and glorious they were created

as people in His image

and with His own hands he touched them
and they were constantly aware of His love

when He build in freedom, to constantly trust Him,
to independently live a own life,

man himself decided to gnaw this world

to divorce them from God and His perfect love

long after He instructed them to propagate
they ate a forbidden fruit

in open rebellion

and when they were misbehaving they knew
that this deed brings death,

even can penetrate to their last descendants.

[Reference: Adam en Eva (Adam and Eve) by Ina Rousseau.]
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Adamastor

Nearing the Cape of storms
ships sail and sailors pray

to their gods to prevail

when suddenly out of the blue
storm clouds gather

and lightning bolts flash down

while unseen and like a phantom
the giant of the ages

barbaric and savage

the Titan Adamastor

watches ever morose,

resentful and unforgiving

drawing the sea in his fist
and throwing a great
unpredicted crashing wave,
causing sudden storms
and gale force winds,
calling thunder to hit down
like Thor's hammer

and in his workshop brewing storms
and out of the granite rocks at times
where his body lies entombed

his spirit rises angry.

Numerous ships are wrecked
along the shore,

where giant elder god Adamastor
rages ashore

among the sandstone cliffs

and in anger forever more

sends storms, great winds

and throwing thick fog

to draw ships on ridges and sharp rocks.

[References: Rounding the Cape by Roy Campbell and Canto V Vasco da Gama

(Os Lusiadas) by Luis de Camaoes.]
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Adt And Neighbourhood-Watch Barge Into A House In
Lodeyko In Springs

On 22 May 2019 two black men with rifles in their hands

jumped over the bladed-wire fence and entered the property.

When I confronted them at the front door they were impudent and insolent
and I saw some more men and on a brain wave slammed the door shut,
locked it and hurried to the back door.

They barged into the house and I found them in the kitchen

and my mother of 85 was busy preparing food and totally dumbstruck.

I summarised the situation and she asked: &quot; What now, my child? &quot;
My drilled-in military training wanted to take over.

There were four men. One man obstructed the backdoor with a rifle,

one a white-man had a baseball-bat and one without a weapon and I was
astonished

as one with a weapon at the ready stopped me in the kitchen.

After a break-in down in the street in violation of the law they entered the house,

and without anyone entering the yard they brought this trouble to me.
[Poet's note: ADT here do refer to armed reaction from ADT security using rifles
and Kevlar.]

© Gert Strydom
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Aeneas

When Aeneas did escape from destroyed Troy
while in the distance arrows did hit into people
he knew the weight of duty

while he walked away

with his father on his back,

his child on his hand

but when he got tired

he walked on with determination,

in the distance he saw the blue-white thunder coming down
and when he was stumbling,

did almost fall

he knew that he had to go on

and he got more power from love,

his father did become light

while his child's hand did keep him in balance
until he found his men and his ship

and pointed it to the deep ocean.
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Aeneas(Persian Quatrain)

(after Elizabeth Eybers)

Still forward he does slowly stroll

with sweat on his face from the heavy toll,

like lead his father is on his back,

lissom he draws his child, do every step control.
[Reference: &quot;Aeneas&quot; by Elizabeth Eybers.]

© Gert Strydom
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Affinity

(after S. Ign. Mocke)

Much further than man’s science can see and reach

systems of stars and planets pay honour to You

and much deeper than our conception can ever understand

is the ways that Your omnipotent thoughts constantly dwell

and on Your command star-systems and planets do appear

and the last elements of others are burned out

where in immortality You see everything beyond the bonds of time,
vigilantly keep Your hands over the undetermined space

and let Your laws, constraints, righteousness and love occur everywhere
and to me a mortal man bring salvation as a child of the King.

The thunder that flashes blue-white

when rain falls from your storage rooms

continually tells about your care and omnipotence,

in the smallest things your love and mercy is present

and when flowers bloom everywhere in spring,

when the sun rises in the hot summer

and stars gleam like torches in your heaven,

when the sun rises and disappears beyond the far horizon
I do realize that between everything there is a relationship,
that Your light penetrates through every kind of darkness

and then I do know that your heart beat pulses in all living things,

that in wisdom You do give life and let it stop,

that the names of those that follow you are etched in the marks of Your hands
and that You listen like a father to each one that asks,

that a will to serve You is hard-wired from the age-old beginning

and that a life without You is stripped from all meaning and sense,

that You also hold Your hands protecting over the cells of everyone that does
exist,

that you walk ahead to pave the way for everyone

and when the winds of destiny do blow wild

I do know that our lives still do revolve in Your great plan.

[Reference: “Verwantskap” (relationship) by S. Ign. Mocke.]
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Africa

When I look to my own continent

there are only ruins of places

that at a time was glamorous and I struggle to fit in
the beautiful places where waterfalls does roar

and I see people who are ravaged by famine, war,
unrest and a population explosion,

people who die from pestilence,

who live totally immoral,

and wild animals do disappear into hungry stomachs,
while I am blinded by the sand

as if the desert is crawling

deeper and deeper into the continent

and the political majority does devour everything
until nothing is left for anybody.

Gert Strydom
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Africa (In Reply To William Shakespeare)

This huge content of living things
where everything roams free
without any real sceptered kings
dividing where realms should be

who do not bow to the gods of Mars
but is nature’s own paradise

not locked by hedges, fences or bars
where flowers and animals daily rise

and a throng of strong happy men do their duty
being true to the ancestral calling
working on plains, in the veldt at places of great beauty

in a land where the blue sky has rain falling

where the sun, moon and stars are like visitors
to peoples braver and fiercer than any conquistadors.
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Africa [2]

When I look to my own continent

there are only ruins of places

that at a time was glamorous and I struggle to fit in
the beautiful places where waterfalls does roar

and I see people who are ravaged by famine, war,
unrest and a population explosion,

people who die from pestilence,

who live totally immoral,

and wild animals do disappear into hungry stomachs,
while I am blinded by the sand

as if the desert is crawling

deeper and deeper into the continent

and the political majority does devour everything
until nothing is left for anybody.
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Africa Child

You stay in one

of a group of shacks

on the other side

of the cleared borderline
where bleating goats

are eating

leaves from the thorn bushes.

You run inquisitive past

some pecking chickens

and your large brown and white eyes
are watching me,

when I take the LMG with the other hand
and get some hot water

out of a green water bottle.

Your hands are dirty caked with mud
and you wear a dirty white t-shirt
and tattered torn pants,

but there’s a smile

that spread past your ears

when I give an energy bar

and a dogbiscuit to you.

You push a car built from wire
along my boot tracts

and talk in your own language

as far as we go

and there’s wonder

in your big eyes,

when I take the catapult from you
and shoot the bird

which you are aiming at for some time,
with one shot

out of the sky.

You bring the bird to me

and I indicate
that you must take it
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and you are still happier
and just before

I leave with my troops,

you pick up a stick

and point at the bush
before you draw your finger
across your throat.

I still hear your childish laughter

and see you disappear in the distance,
while we walk with another route
circling around those bushes.

Later another military patrol
detonated some landmines there
and there where no child,

to walk with them

and it was only

another forsaken native village.
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African September

Dawn now wakes me earlier each morning,
bringing light at a time

where a month a go there was only night
with a chilly breeze

and where the darkness

were like a blanket

spread wide over the garden, the houses
of the suburb

I now see the horizon getting grey

with the sun sneaking

slowly over it

and sometimes when I wake up

a little bit later

and pull the thick curtains open
and its already a bright sunny day
with a sweet freshness breezing in.
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African Vultures

Around and around they move, turning,

as big specks in the bright blue sky

before they suddenly descend one after another
with wild wings cutting as shining blades,

with heads stripped bare and necks stretched out

when they screech and hobble along to rotting meat.
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Africans Want A New King

There’s sudden strength flowing
through black men’s souls

and Africans want a new king

a new Dingaan, Shaka, Mzilikazi,

to drive the white man into the sea.

Like giants they want to rise

and take what they think belongs to them,
they dance around the tribal fires,

drink homebrewed beer,

pray to their gods

calling up the spirits

and in Zimbabwe they find a man

and wage a terrible war there.

He is chosen as prime minister
and rids his country of opposition
unleashing his fifth brigade

on the Ndbele tribe

to exterminate, torture and to rape
fellow black citizens.

Promises are made about agricultural fields
and white farmers are freed

of their ground and possessions by force
with the police backing up

the onslaught.

Food production dries up

and mass famine and poverty results,
the country is run into the ground
controlled by the power

of the security police and military
and the king is in the chair

still ruling with a iron hand,
gathering a fortune

in foreign banking accounts

and in his eyes,
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he’s president for life.
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Afrikaner Genetics (In Answer To Koos A. Kombuis)

Maybe wild trees grow
the yards of your ancestors,

their worth have become nothing
like stale salt,

their faces are yellow
and most of them are squint,

they walk without words to nowhere

but I have a God that stands with me
and my ancestors,

with brave men that do not disregard their duty
who do not imagine them above others

who had chosen their wives
out of a people that God himself planted

and your insults of my people and me
make me raving mad, worse that just angry.

[Reference: Afrikanergenetika (Afrikaner genetics) by Koos A. Kombuis.]
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After A Weekend (Free Verse Sonnet)

After a weekend you and I are caught

in how moments had been between us,

but still in all of this the longing does remain

as if we are only reaching towards each other,
where we do choose out days with each other
and at night do hold each other tightly

thoughts do paint moments of loss

as if we do not trust reality.

We dream about spring and the coming summer
as if the hotter days will bring us sill closer

and when we are together time and days fly past
while our hearts do sing songs of joy

and all of my prayers do go to God,

where sincerely I do believe in our love.
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After Her Death I Dreamed Of My Love (Cavatina
Sequence)

(After William Shakespeare)

After her death I dreamed of my love,

with eyes sparkling

somewhat divine like the stars that glitter,
somehow existing

in the dark outer space, with her two hands
reaching, touching,

the circumference of this great earth,

with a sash of vast planets in her girth.

White blazing braking thunder was her breath,
her eyes were blue

as the purest kind of cobalt hued sky

her love was true,

even much greater than it was before,

her retinue

were the elements, some power divine

and still she wanted to be only mine.

[Reference: 'Cleopatra's Lament' from 'Antony and Cleopatra, Act V, Scene 2 by
William Shakespeare.]
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After The Farm Invasions In Zimbabwe

The violent dispossession of farms
in Zimbabwe
is seen by some people as lawlessness (1)

and that it only is the consequence

of ethnic and racial hatred that is present
where the state does collapse, (2)

where lawful authority does lack

and that nothing else is hidden

beyond those occurrences

but when you look deeper
into all of this

facts do come to light
that is utterly disturbing.

It is a known fact

that the ruler in Zimbabwe

that has been voted out but still does rule
Robert Mugabe

is a Jesuit (3) (4) (5)

in the Roman Catholic Church

and that church

believes in the natural law

as had been set out by Thomas Aquinas
in his Summa Theologiae (6)

and everywhere where the state and church
had been one throughout history

there had been grave danger

as during the dark ages

where people had been executed

for that in which they do believe.

According to this natural law
possessions like farms, houses
cars and even tools

is being seen as only
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in the title belonging to the owner

but that the community

has got the right of the use of it
above the owner

and even the violent dispossession
of such property

by the community

is justified.

[Footnotes:

(1) “na grond-invasions in Zimbabwe” (After ther ground-invasions in
Zimbabwe) ” by Antjie Krog.

(2) "“There is one type of fear more devastating in its impact than any other:
the systematic fear that arises when a state begins to collapse. Ethnic hatred is
the result of the terror that arises when legitimate authority disintegrates.”
Michael Ignatieff: Blood and Belonging — Croatia and Serbia.

(3) “The Society of Jesus (Latin: Societas Iesu, S.J., S] or SI) is a male religious
congregation of the Catholic Church. The members are called Jesuits.” O'Malley,
John W., ed. (2006) . 'The Formula of the Institute (p. XXXV) '. Jesuits 2 (2nd
ed.) . Toronto: University of Toronto Press.

(4) “Robert Gabriel Mugabe was born near the Kutama Jesuit Mission in the
Zvimba District northwest of Salisbury, in Southern Rhodesia, to a Malawian
father, Gabriel Matibili, and a Shona mother, Bona, both Roman Catholic. He was
the third of six children. He had two older brothers, Michael (1919-34) and
Raphael. Both his older brothers died when he was young, leaving Robert and his
younger brother, Donato (1926-2007) , and two younger sisters — Sabina and
Bridgette.” Mugabe mourns reclusive brother'. .11 December 2009. Retrieved 4
August2013.

(5) “Mugabe was raised as a Roman Catholic, studying in Marist Brothers and
Jesuit schools, including the exclusive Kutama College, headed by an Irish priest,
Father Jerome O'Hea, who took him under his wing. Through his youth, Mugabe
was never socially popular nor physically active and spent most of his time with
the priests or his mother when he was not reading in the school's libraries. He
was described as never playing with other children but enjoying his own
company. 'Robert Mugabe: The man behind the fist'.The Economist.29 March
2007.

(6) The Papal Encyclical: "Rerum Novarum: ” “Goods of some are due to others
by the natural law. There is no sin if the poor take the goods of their neighbours.

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

437



In cases of need, all things are common property, for the need has made it
common. Not only is such taking of another’s property not a sin, it is not even
crime. It is lawful for a man to succour his own need by means of another’s
property by taking either openly or secretly, nor is this properly speaking, theft
or robbery. It is not theft, properly speaking to take secretly and use another’s
property in a case of extreme need, because that which he takes for the support
of his own life becomes his own property by reason of that need. In a case of a
like need a man may also take secretly another’s property to succour his
neighbour’s need.” Summa Theologiae ii-ii 7th Article by Thomas Aquinas”

Poet’s note: This verse illustrates how easily man can make mistakes, where the
church and state is one. Anyone who reads this verse as an assault on the

Roman Catholic Church misinterprets it.]
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After The Rain

After the rain

the air is full of swallows
swishing up and down
hanging in it

to catch flying white ants
and I see them ascending
and descending twittering.

Some sit as if strung together
right next to each other

on the silver lamp post

and hordes are invited

to the feast of the swallows.

Later when I sit in my study
there is a bird

that that lands on my windowsill
that looks like a parrot to me
and seeing itself in the window
pecks constantly against it

or maybe it's something else
that I take as a parrot

and its head is scarlet red
up to its neck,

its eyes wide from each other

and its beak is bended

and below the red

its pitch black

and the rest of its body is light green

and I know that it's too late

for the festival of the other birds
but maybe it would rather have
An apple or two

and every day
I now wait on Polla
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or whatever its name is

to come back

to awake me with its knocking
and maybe I will catch him
but it's rather much better

to be without a cage

and never again to be cooped in.
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After The Robbery Of A Car

I could do something to them,
write my sorrow in a book,
even call upon God

before I took it further.
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After Three Glases Of Wine With Your Steak

After three glases of wine with your steak

you tell that everybody can hear

how your life is turning to nothing,

that you do continually hope to meet the right man
and with a serviette you wipe off your lips

and you tell why you are devorced,
what it takes to take you to bed
while covertly you look at me,

you tell of your only child

who is away in a dormitory

and I know how disastrous your love,
your whole life is

while I do not even know your,

are not looking at you

and are not even at your table.
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After Ventersdorp,4 April 2010

In storm language the wind talks

blind full of thunder

that draws blue lines

over the tar road

and the Jacarandas wriggle,

washing on balconies are jerked

and now angry

the wind howls and cries

and I see lightning bolts

slamming down near the Union Buildings.

Rows of maize fields greet me
where the knobs stand green
and there’s no peace

coming from the greeting

and in vain is waited on the murdered farmer
and somewhere there are cattle bellowing
but not for long anymore

as the slaughterers

are sharpening their Panga-blades

and have already violated the farmer

his wife and daughter,

have stolen what they can

and nobody can stop the plunder and pillage
of the country

as a swarm of locust are descending.
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After Wandering We Are One (Common Measure
Octave)

After wandering we are one,
after the days of youth,

I have found my dear love in you
while days linger in truth,

and the early summer is gone
while true as azimuth

our love is in all that we do,

it's without an untruth.
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After You Did Draw The Curtains Tight

After you did draw the curtains tight,
your clothes dropped

and you were stretched out over the bed,
looking very enticing.

You smiled, when you reached for me,

with you soft mouth that were luring,

when you were right against me,

when you wanted me to settle myself in you;

your breasts were soft, firm and round
and without any fear

you took me to ultimate bliss,

where you healed me,

where you taught me to be lost
in a place far past

the urges of the human spirit,
to find a kind of peace.
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After You Left (Fay Slimm Form)

The day you left the rain poured down almost endless;
many things have changed.

The jasmine, geraniums and irises started blooming
as if they were destined

with pretty flowers opening in the morning mist,
the air soft with lavender

breezed into the room through the open window
but still your shadow

keeps on wandering into my mind, much

as if you are hiding somewhere.

The sun came just as bright as

when you were here, shining with intensity

and each and every day birds sing joyously,

happy to be free.
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Afternoon Homecoming

Bright blue is the afternoon

when the farmer goes home

and where he parks at the homestead
everything is different from what he does expect.

The two dogs lie dead in puddles of blood

and confused he does run in, are preoccupied,

in haste he drops some of the things that he does carry,
when his search for his sweetheart wife begins.

Bringing him to vomit she lies streched open,
naked, raped and murdered.
Despair does go through him,

when he does loose his head,

the black robbers are gone; the police are in disarray,
and nothing of him is right, life is bleak and hard as rock.
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Afternoon Rain

Every day this summer

in the late afternoon

the rain just keep pouring down
as if the milling clouds

and the storm has its clock set.

Thunder flashes here and there
white-blue electric bolts

from a sudden grey sky

and big and small drops fall
rushing down to the earth.

Heat rises in steaming white patches

on the hot black tar road

while the first drops make it wet

and water suddenly streams everywhere
in miniature rivers.

People run to reach their cars

and are stuck in huge traffic jams
where cars crawl meters at a time,
while others go to bars

and enjoy a drink or two

and smoke their cigars.

Two teenage girls

that are soaking wet

with T-shirts clinging translucent
dance on the sidewalk

in the falling rain

and their giggles

catches my ear

and suddenly it’s fun to live.
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Afterwards

After making love your skin glows
and your have energy

as if something is living in you
with fire in your eyes

and the room cools down,
while darkness is sheltering us
and outside the rain falls

as without end

and while you sleep
in the moonlight I trace the lines
of your face

and I feel you breathing against me.
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Afterwards (2)

After making love your skin glows
and your have energy

as if something is living in you
and with fire in your eyes

we quarrel, being two separate persons
and I frown at your words

that are hurting, but they belong to us
and with a sweet kiss you smooth

my troubles away and we laugh
while you lie naked against me
with your nipples pressing
against my chest

and the room cools down,
while darkness is sheltering us
and outside the rain falls

as without end

and while you sleep
in the moonlight I trace the lines
of your face

amd feel you breathing against me.
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Again Some Tears Will Fall (Rubliw)

Again

some tears will fall

like great fountains of rain

and words and deeds even though small
will have an impact on the inner heart
and where we do both live apart

we will know the great pain

separation

does bring.
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Against The British Alone Stands Cornelis Fredrik
Bezuidenhout As A Boer Rebel (Refrain Stanza)

(after C. J. Langenhoven)

Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout is trapped in a cave

are challenged to surrender or in resistance to come out where the British rave:
&quot;You are a damn fool, &quot; is roared while they do more words despiteful
shout,

with a blunderbuss he faces the British and their shots ring out,

only silence comes from the cave where no one can him save

and an Afrikaner Boer is tired of the British tyrannical rule,

is not scared to openly for justice confront them and be called a fool,

where with convictions a man stands against a world empire, do freedom crave,
are challenged to surrender or in resistance to come out where the British rave.

[Reference:&quot;Die eerstelinge&quot; (The first ones)by C. J. 's note: In
October 1815 the missionary John Philip of the London Missionary Society incited
a Khoikhoi named Boy to lay charges against Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout and
his brother Jan Bezuidenhout that as farmers they do misuse the Khoikhoi in
labour.&quot;Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout suspected the Khoikhoi labourer Boy
of stealing and did retain his did lay false charges of assault against Cornelis
Fredrik Bezuidenhout at the Graaff-Reinet magistrate&quot; and in his absence
Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout was sentenced to a month's imprisonment.&quot;A
force of 12 Khoikhoi British soldiers under a white British officer was sent on 16
October 1815 to arrest Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout&quot; and at his arrest he
was shot British also tried to arrest his brother Jan Bezuidenhout and at his
arrest he was also killed which led to the Slaughterer's Neck executions of
Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout, his brother Jan Bezuidenhout and the executions
at Slaughterer's Neck led to the Great Trek of the Vootrekkers twenty years later
where the Boer / Afrikaner nation brewed on this for twenty years and were
concerned with the continuous Xhosa and Khoikhoi attacks that murdered and
plundered and the far too many border wars.&quot;Voortrekker is a pioneer and
it's a name given to the South African Dutch settlers, known as Boers or
Afrikaners, in the Cape Colony (modern Cape Provinces)who migrated north into
the interior of South Africa and away from Cape Colony and British rule in what
became known as the Great Trek.&quot; ]
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Against The British Jan Bezuidenhout Stands Alone As
A Boer Rebel (Refrain Stanza)

(after C. J. Langenhoven)

&quot;Surrender, &quot; is roared once again.&quot;Against the British Empire
you stand alone! &quot;

Surrounded Jan Bezuidenhout is against many British soldiers as a man only one.
&quot;Your foolish brother has been shot dead, did loose in rebellion in
resistance

You are challenged by armed nder at this instance! &quot;

Determined in his beliefs Jan Bezuidenhout stands as if petrified into a stone
&quot;Truly my brother is a example for me,

in the future we will be of the British tyranny free.

Look how my wife is loading the blunderbuss.&quot; The British shoot on and on,

surrounded Jan Bezuidenhout is against many British soldiers as a man only one.

[Reference:&quot;Die eerstelinge&quot; (The first ones)by C. J. 's note: In
October 1815 the missionary John Philip of the London Missionary Society incited
a Khoikhoi named Boy to lay charges against Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout and
his brother Jan Bezuidenhout that as farmers they do misuse the Khoikhoi in
labour.&quot;Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout suspected the Khoikhoi labourer Boy
of stealing and did retain his did lay false charges of assault against Cornelis
Fredrik Bezuidenhout at the Graaff-Reinet magistrate&quot; and in his absence
Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout was sentenced to a month's imprisonment.&quot;A
force of 12 Khoikhoi British soldiers under a white British officer was sent on 16
October 1815 to arrest Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout&quot; and at his arrest he
was shot British also tried to arrest his brother Jan Bezuidenhout and at his
arrest he was also killed which led to the Slaughterer's Neck executions of
Cornelis Fredrik Bezuidenhout, his brother Jan Bezuidenhout and the executions
at Slaughterer's Neck led to the Great Trek of the Vootrekkers twenty years later
where the Boer / Afrikaner nation brewed on this for twenty years and were
concerned with the continuous Xhosa and Khoikhoi attacks that murdered and
plundered and the far too many border wars.&quot;Voortrekker is a pioneer and
it's @ name given to the South African Dutch settlers, known as Boers or
Afrikaners, in the Cape Colony (modern Cape Provinces)who migrated north into
the interior of South Africa and away from Cape Colony and British rule in what
became known as the Great Trek.&quot; ]
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Against The Dark Blue Of Irises The Sky Has But A
Pale Hue (Persian Quatrain)

(After C. Louis Leipoldt)

Against the dark blue of irises the sky has but a pale hue
in times of war blood flows to the earth as it is due

and the pain and suffering that sacrifice brings

is quite dim against that left by words that are untrue.

[Reference: &quot;Teen die blou van jakarandas is die blou van die lug maar
bleek&quot; (Against the blue of jacarandas the blue of the sky is bleak) by C.
Louis Leipoldt.]
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Against The Gold Of Your Eyes

(for Daleen a dirge, after C. Louis Leipoldt)

Against the gold of your eyes the sun has a dull-white colour

and I do wonder about you and the divorce that is happening between us,
over the things that do come over your lips and how painfully you do keep
astounding me

where my heart does break a thousand times from sorrow and is continually
torn.

Against the red of your lips blood is somewhat pale

and between you and me a lifetime of secrets are hidden

but when you and your children do despise me and trample on my humanity
then my existence does continually break

and here where I am mourning over you and our relationship that is ending

in the near future I do see no light

and although I would plant a thousand flowers and coral-trees and jacarandas
nothing does keep that what does remain between us in balance

and where your children for five years have come between you and me,
do continually with their words and deeds bring hurt and astonishment,
as if they have got the right and might to decide over our lives

my own life like a whirlpool do now turn around and around

where the bright blue of the new tomorrows
continually do grow faint against the dark thunderclouds
and while slowly-slowly my days do run out

I do wonder what does remain in the silences of the remembering?

[Reference: &quot;Teen die blou van die jakarandas&quot; (Against the blue of
the jacarandas) by C. Louis Leipoldt.]
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Against The Great Power Of Destiny (Cavatina)

Against the great power of destiny

I can only

give my heart, all of myself as comfort
and all of me

with true love set against the angry blast,
no property

I have to give as some great sheltering
against the evil wind that hiss and sting.

© Gert Strydom
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Against The Night (Free Verse Sonnet)

With a terrible roar the diesoline-train does pass

as if no trains do run on electricity anymore

and it's in the middle of the night that it is noisy,

do whistle shrilly as if it stands and cannot go any further,
like a wounded animal that is growling somewhere

the lifts do groan with metal upon metal at the mine
while the turbines at Impala Platinum right through the night
at a high tone do almost angrily cry-sing

and bloody red is the high big moon

where factories stand with chimneys smoking

that a person does almost choke on the pollution

and almost purposeless the city hurries on

between the white mine-dumps where stripped trees
against the night reach like skeletons up to the sky.

© Gert Strydom
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Against This Spirit Of The Times (Free Verse Sonnet)

Against this time-spirit of political-correctness,

I try to remain with the absolute truth,

in days full of death I want to entrust you to God,

where I turn away from anger, revenge and resentment

and others make my personal business their very own,
where they see me as the greatest sinner,

try to keep me imprisoned by severe gossiping,

do not comprehend that God is my only righteousness

and barefoot I want to bring you my words,

tell you that love between us is something holy,

where you are over the horizon and I still can feel your heartbeat
and these humble words I write with emotion:

that now for almost a month I do terribly miss you,

that I do only intend the most beautiful things in life for you.
© Gert Strydom
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Age Had Killed The Child

Age had killed the child,

but I the adult was uncorrupted,
somewhere I had lost something pure,
while the child was killed slowly;
rebellion I could inherit from the child.
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Age Is Slowly Taking Its Toll

(For mother)

Age is slowly taking its toll

and with it the last touches of summer
is fading away while autumn

is turning into life's winter.

Diamonds sparkles in your eyes,

looking somewhat like the dew

that early in the morning covers the flowers
as they run down your cheeks at times.

Pain is slowly but surely taking control
of your body and there is nothing

that I can do to ease away that burden
and still in this time of oblivion nearing

Mother, you are the one
who keeps on encouraging me,
keep on to trust in the salvation

of God eternal.
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Ages Flicker In The Hot Fire

Ages flicker in the hot fire
where I sit in the bar
time passes slowly hour-by-hour,

my face reflects in the glass, somewhat confused
the flames jump bright orange, blue and white,
ages flicker in the hot fire

with shades playing on the wall of the fireplace
and deeper something fries like on a spit,
time passes slowly hour-by-hour

someone complains about his wife, wants to hire prostitutes
while a couple sit down at a table with a candle,
ages flicker in the hot fire,

outside the thunder bashes down, my whisky is very expensive,
the candle in front of me burns down to its end,
time passes slowly hour-by-hour

then I see you, pretty and my match
I cannot avoid your eyes,
ages flicker in the hot fire

time passes slowly hour-by-hour.
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Albino

Her red inflamed eyes looks bloody

against her pink white scabby face

and almost colourless white hair frizz on her head
with a vein beating nervously against her cheek.
The glance in her eyes goes almost everywhere
but still teeth gleam pearl white in her mouth
and on a old leather leading strap

an impudent dog jerks

as if it wants to jump right in front of my car,

as if it wants to escape from her and life

and where she is passing I hear her sing cheerfully
as if her body is not holding her back

and when I look past the surface

I see in her heart the great longing.
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All Night It Did Rain... (Roundel)

All night it did rain, the morning was bright
while the sun shone with its power again
had an incredible serene kind of light;

all night it did rain,

with dark clouds coming over the mountain
covering it until it was out of sight;
as we did the last red champagne drain

our feelings was warm, passionate and right
and we were of each other very certain,
while through darkness we brought love to delight;

all night it did rain.
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All Of My Dreams In You Do Become True (Sicilian
Sonnet)

You turn my life upside down and around,

I love your smile, your lips and your cheek,
when I am strong you are making me weak,
in you fun, joy and happiness I have found.

Your voice has a perfect pitch and sound,
with you I loose all of my words to speak,
you are like a hungry lion but also meek
and with you I do stumble on solid ground.

I do very intimately know all of you,

you drive me mad from the very begin,
all of my dreams in you do become true,
with you life is perfect almost like sin.

To every day you do bring the perfect hue
and in a beautiful life you do pull me in.
© Gert Strydom
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All Of My Senses Have An Awakening (Sonnet)

In spring and summer there are lovely days,
the lively beauty of nature tells me

that in so many different kinds of ways

it is clear that God exists in what I see.

All of my senses have an awakening,

of the Supreme Being that is present,

whose own handiwork exists in everything,
that life itself is something that's heaven sent.

From the time of birth, every day on earth
have challenges, sometimes disasters and pain
but also times of sheer happiness and mirth,

at times the sun shines brightly or it does rain

yet in the times of disaster He is true,
I pray to Him somewhere beyond the blue.
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All Of My Words And Thoughts

All of my words and thoughts

that I have got to share with You

do today sound so meaningless

as if I cannot find the right words to speak
and all that I can ask

is that You have got to help me.
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All Of The Day My Heart Sings Psalms To You

(after Carina Stander)

At night your smile jumps into my heart,

all of the day my heart sings psalms to you

and you do become my shameless Song of Songs

when you are in my blood, the beating of my heart late at night.
Prayers and formularies you do whisper softly

when moments become eternal between us,

sometimes you do nhame a moment intense sin

when love is spiritual, holy and in the flesh.

[Reference =:&quot;Palm-pas&quot; by Carina Stander.]
© Gert Strydom
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All Our Knowledge Is But Foolish

(After John of the Cross, after Roy Campbell)

where this God is loving,

is kind and graceful

and the more we get to know Him

the more we do realise that the knowledge,
the science and technology

that we do have is but nothing

against what does exist in and with God,

that the perfect science does bring us

to a straight and narrow path

that sets our characters,

that is walked in a relationship with Him
who is the saviour,

the sacrificing lamb that was slaughtered
for my and for everyone's sins

and do ultimately lead to heaven

but then as mortal humans

we cannot have all sense and knowing

which only comes from the Divine Presence,

even the geniuses among us are but foolish

do only have a part of a far greater puzzle

where daily He does bestow knowledge and grace to us
where we do actually with all our knowledge know nothing
compared to what is in the mind of our loving God

[Reference:&quot;Stanzas concerning the Ecstasy experienced in high
contemplation, &quot;by John of the Cross, translated by K. Kavanaugh and O.
Rodrigues.&quot;Verses written after an Ecstasy of High Exaltation&quot; by Roy
Campbell. ]
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All Our Morning Glory Days Are Done

All our morning glory days are done
just like the flowers

that you made me rip out

from where they grew

towering under the sun.

The garden is empty

and stripped of the violet flowers
that grew everywhere

and I am no longer there

and wonder if the geraniums,
irises, marigolds, white lilies,
red roses and lavender
are still being watered

or is every thing in your life
just fading away

into death

with the falling leaves

of this autumn?

Gert Strydom

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

471



All That Really Matters Is God

All that really matters is God

and although the world is totally rotten

nothing can make His atoning sacrifice in vain

or the love that does protect in every commandment

and His mercy is incomprehensible wonderful
where He did not spare His own life as a ransom,
as a mere human did forsake His omnipotence
and I do follow Him although my life is in disorder,

as all that remains is how genuine His love is

and to the struggle of every day He does bring meaning
to help me find my way through the dark world

and when I do fall next to the road He gives forgiveness.

© Gert Strydom
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All That Search Do Not Wish To Find

All that search do not wish to find
the answers that are
obviously present.

Answers do not always
carry the meaning
that one wish that they do.

Some actions and words
do not necessarily translate
that which is deep inside the heart

Everyone that smiles
doesn’t necessary do so
from a heart that overflows with joy.

Yet some things speak louder
and have a greater impact
than other things do.
sacrifice, love, integrity

and being true,

makes better people of you and me.
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All The Beings In The Universe Are Astounded

All the beings in the universe are astounded
that the almighty One

comes to earth as a human

and being God and human

are bonded in Him

and there’s a boy crying in clothes.

All the beings in the universe are astounded
that the almighty One

with angels all around

as human alone,

had to pay the price

and a Godly being dies in stead of everybody
and all the beings in the universe are astounded
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All The Great Young Men

All the great young men
walking on patrol
in the African sun

without choice
forced into war

burnt past brown,
and all of them
far to young to die

and how pale do death
now make them seem.

All the great young men
of those that did survive
wondering why they

are still alive

and what spared some
and made others pay the price.
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All The Promises (Rondeau)

(for my wife Daleen)

All the sweet promises made by you
whereof I know each word is true
help to keep me going still further on
but locked-down from you I am gone
and thinking of you pulls me through

and about my feeling I cannot you con,
while endless the months do continue,
I miss you and every daughter and son
All the sweet promises

in this time have for me great value.
and I think of you when I am blue,

of how you love sweets called bon-bon.
I remember while life weighs a ton

all the sweet promises.

© Gert Strydom
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Almighty God (In Reply To Louis Esterhuizen)

Lord, You that keep the universe in your hands
who are even aware of the sparrow, the finch,
the dew hanging on pieces of grass,

every star that shines in the heavenly dome

say that You have made man

just less than a godly being

and at times I wonder how every terrible thing bothers You,
from the day that man committed sin?

Where You came as the sacrifice for man’s fate,
tried to teach us to live together in love,
and hanged silent like a lamb on the cross,

but still people view You as a God that does not forgive:

how do we hurt You with our poems,
where we make misfortune, murder and death your plague control.
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Almighty God, Creator Of Everything (In Reply To
Breyten Breytenbach)

Almighty God, creator of everything,

let me ask in Your holy name

that the unrighteousness that is happening,
now draw Your attention

that the names, the occurrences, the whole lives
of everyone who is oppressed
become written in Your immortal book

give the opportunity for a life to us, that we also
may earn a living, also may have a place

in our country and are not be trampled upon

by people who want to rob, the little that we have
that we have earned with difficulty

and protect us; shelter us

in your laager, with fire

that You draw around us, around our properties
and let we forgive them,

who are sincerely striving for our destruction,
who do not grant us employment,

are trampling upon our human rights

and let the forces of evil flee away from us,
let evil succumb to Your Godly power

since the whole world belongs to You,
every government, country and kingdom

is under Your sway

and may we remember like our fathers,
how faithful Your Godly salvation is,
may our lives be just as sincere

and may the wide world see us

as people of integrity

but more than this, more than the salvation
that You are bringing,
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let we testify about Your endless love,
bend our knees to only You.

[Reference: 7.8 Onse milde God van alles wat soet en mooi is (7.8 Our generous
God of everything that is sweet and beautiful) by Breyten Breytenbach.]
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Almighty Lord

Almighty God who sets the ways of people
do You see, do You daily notice
how my people do suffer?

Are You aware of the old man begging in the street,
the man that has lost everything in his old age,
who now is suntanned over his bald head,

who does not know how to resist

against a country that has betrayed him,
a country that despises his experience, his qualifications?

Do You notice friends and family

who are murdered on farms,

even in houses and businesses in towns and cities,
those that live as if they are bewitched,

as people caught in and attached to the past.

For them all there are only darkness, while others prosper
and they still wait on Your salvation, while they are extradited.
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Almost Picture Perfect

Water-thrilled, sub-aqueous

I see karps lingering

at the edge of the river

gliding with fins slowly moving.

Some water birds are drifting by slowly
with the little ones following the adults
and it's almost picture perfect

but for the motorboat

that suddenly appears around the corner
passing at full speed

with a water skier

throwing up a spray of water

and the scene, its tranquillity is shattered
like a framed picture

that had fallen from the sideboard

where it had been standing

breaking in splintering glass

and the birds, the fish are gone
and even the water that was calm
now have rushing waves.
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Almost Timeless

Almost timeless a wave breaks white

where we walk bare foot to the bay.

In the early evening the sky is star speckled

and out of one of the beach houses a joyful noise resounds.
From the distance the light of the lighthouse beacons

when small pebbles hurt our feet

and the city, the beach and sea is a beautiful vista

while a wave breaks washing over our feet

and you yell happily when we get wet from a bigger breaker
and to me you are far past pretty

as if your face does not change with time

and in the distance a car drives down the mountain pass
and I wonder if another night like this will come

and with happiness we are both astonished and surprised.
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Aloes (Novelinee)

Suddenly summer was everywhere,

like blazing fire in the veldt and hillocks
there were patches of flame here and there
with aloes blooming between the rocks,
flaming right through the day till eventide
bringing to nature a patched kind of redness
naturally planted at places side by side
growing lovely in the utter harshness,
bringing great beauty to the wilderness.
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Alone Climbing To The Crest Of The Drakensberg

(in answer to W.S. Graham)

Alone climbing to the crest of the Drakensberg
the load of my words weighs down on me

sheer against the edge, shimmers almost flaming
in exhaustion through my mind

and the symmetry, the vast beauty of the sheer cliffs
surrounds me welcoming

while the hobnail boots finds steady places

as if going on there own in a huge adventure

scaling the unseen and I can almost touch
the blue cobalt sky, and I smell the rain
in clouds very near to me

while nature spreads its blanket

of rocks, boulders grass

plants and trees with unknown serenity.

[Reference: &quot;Since All My Steps Taken&quot; by W.S. Graham.]
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Alone I Do Awake

(for Daleen)

Alone I do awake

in the dark morning-hour

while the darkness does change to blue,
the morning star is still hanging bright,
thinly the moon knives up

and the world outside

is still strange to me,

the sun hangs in a red ball

as if from the hand of God

before it appears aflame through the windows
and the day is becoming brighter.

Outside bees buzz, butterflies flutter,

the black-collard barbet, yellow weavers do frolic
and part of the cobalt sky

are blotched out by clouds

that here and there does cloak white

and I do love you

as if this is the very first day of being human,

as if you have just come out of the hand of God.

© Gert Strydom
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Alone I Drink A Hot Mega Coffee

Alone I drink a hot Mega coffee

so fast that my throat catches fire
since I have to get to the internet café
in time to get a place

and maybe there’s an email from you
but there is nothing

as if you have disappeared

between the floor planks

and nothing can stop the longing,
not even the animals that are happy

when I get back to home.
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Alone On Holiday Away From You

White, red and yellow lilies
grow rampant and wild
next to the train tracts
between Somerset West
and the Strand

where I am on the train
from Bellville

and there's a
white-hot sun that burns
high from above

and I can smell the sea
while I look

at the magical

dark blue water,

but you will not like
the cold water

and the light breeze
that blows today

and here and there
there are people
sending kites

into the air

and I see them
hanging flapping above
while a few

diving down with speed

and there’s sandpaper

in the beach wind

that hits me with sea sand
and the waves

rollick like wild horses

and in the distance
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I see the road turning
past Gordonsbay

and I am alone on holiday
away from you.
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Alone We Come Into The World

Alone we come into the world,

beginning as cells

from somewhere unknown,

fall into life and the experiences of it

and are born from a mother without choice

but if it was possible to choose a mother

no other one would have been as wonderful as you
and my existence is knotted into your life

from the time of my first heart beat

and although you are frail with the years

still firmly you stand against the blows of destiny

and to me mother you are very special throughout the year
while at times life does frighten me mother

and still you take all of my cares to God.
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Alone We Come Into The World (For My Mom On
Mother's Day)

Alone we come into the world,

beginning as cells

from somewhere unknown,

fall into life and the experiences of it

and are born from a mother without choice

but if it was possible to choose a mother

no other one would have been as wonderful as you
and my existence is knotted into your life

from the time of my first heart beat

and although you are frail with the years

still firmly you stand against the blows of destiny

and to me mother you are very special throughout the year
while at times life does frighten me mother

and still you take all of my cares to God.
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Also Wake Up Thoughts With You

Sometimes when the evening’s first twilight
folds over me and the air changes from blue
to grey, I think of you

while the day so suddenly becomes night

as if you can walk in here at any moment

and it's like another night

where we were together

and watched the sunset

on the porch

while we celebrated dinner

and I wonder if that hour

also wakes up thoughts with you
which you remember like I do?
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Although A Great War Rages On

Although a great war rages on

between the forces of darkness and light

and many of my loved ones are gone

into the unending night

and life at times seems like hell,

even the smallest things do of God's love tell
and of the morning when in glory He will come
to take all of us to an eternal home.
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Although All Humans Are Ephemeral (Cavatina)

let us this night

in a certain kind of fidelity

find our delight,

act as if we both are truly godly,

as without fright

our dear love could outlast everything
as in it we could be ever living.
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Although Love Is Unseen (Sicilian Sonnet)

On a lovely evening of a great sunny day

our feelings and principles became parallel,
even before we really knew each other well
while some did each other cheat, kiss and play

and I realized then that it was something to stay,
of your feelings your green-brown eyes did tell
while immediately I was under your lovely spell
and now we are at times form each other far away,

yet the same feelings and principles do remain
while in each other we do beautiful things find,
while days are full of real happiness and pain
and God do our spirits, bodies and souls bind
while over and over I love you again and again
in the inner conjunction of both heart and mind.
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Although Miles Lie Between You And Me (Free Verse
Sonnet)

Look my love; I send to you the red sun,

that looks red-eyed in the morning and late afternoon
and brightly over your skin bake down intimately,
that you do day upon day see wherever you are.
Look my love; my heart also goes along with you,
when I entrust you to God's power,

where you do know constantly about my love,
although miles lie between you and me.

I am still in love and lost in you,

like leaves that blow in a whirling-wind,

where I see you from another perspective,
always find a resting-place in your heart.

You remind me of the summer-sun,

of times where we did everything that we could.
© Gert Strydom
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Although Our Feelings Are True (Cavatina)

Although our feelings are true winter comes
too suddenly

and in our quick approaching middle-age

we love gladly

while life rushes by in the good and great times
and part of me

always remains hidden quite deep in you

and some thoughts of you in all that I do.
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Although Our World (Persian Quatrain)

To my life you do constantly bring meaning,

you smile like sunshine and your voice do in my ears sing,
although our world is rough and hard like metal

your love goes beyond any other thing.
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Although We Do Live In A Dark Planet (Cavatina) (In
Answer To Karl Shapiro)

Although we do live in a dark planet,

a place of sin

while time moves forward constantly
demons cannot win,

God holds the hope and love of tomorrow.
We do go in

the next moment, rather with happiness,
than with all of our sorrow and sadness.

[Reference: “"The Minute” by Karl Shapiro.]
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Although You Do Not Realise That You Are Pretty

(after Herman de Coninck)

In the twenty first century the sun blushes

just like a nun full of innocence on that morning flaming red,
a cold front comes with icy chilliness right through the country
and for years I do love you deep in my heart.

I know you intimately; do know every part of your body,

do also know your disposition and your spirit and soul

I do regard how easily you are well known to me

where parts of you do fit perfectly in my hands,

your beauty makes that I do feel special

although you do not realise that you are pretty

and to you I am attractive and beautiful,

sometimes you look at me as if I am Apollo

but you do remain lovelier than Helen of Troy

and do carry the same name.

When you climb out of the bath and walk wet into my arms
you are soft and hot against me,

while the whole world slips away

as if only you and I do exist in eternity

where your un-definability

do get context in the taste of lips upon lips,

in the heat of body upon body

and I say Helen you are wonderful

but that lovely name sounds awful to you,

the sun witnesses every thing of us

even when as my wife you stand naked before me,

you say that it must be mere sin in intense ecstasy

and it's like a world event for you and me

where through all the seasons of life we do go together.

[Reference: &quot;Fréderique
of: hoe ik geskchiedschrijver werd&quot; by Herman de Coninck

(Fréderique
or how I became a history writer)by Herman de Coninck.]
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Although You Think That I Am Different (Cavatina)

Although you think that I am different

you know the things

I do love and hate and do relate to

happy tidings,

in your selfless love, to my greatest dreams,
you give some wings,

you love to walk with me on wet rainy days
and know me in some very special ways.
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Always I See You Lie

(for Minette, in answer to Herman de Coninck)

In my thoughts I do remember that dark day,

with you in the car like a broken doll,

where I could not change it and could do nothing

while other people and I stopped at that accident.

You always wanted to be silent and at times it left me dumbstruck
and even speechless you could move me nearer to you

but this deadly silence is something, out of which you can never come,
where the inability of someone else jerks everything to a standstill.
The earth does not deserve you so early to become a part of it,

I am with death in brokenness overwhelmed,

mere words to you and everything that I still wanted to do is curtailed
where at that moment I could do nothing to help,

where I did look at you in the last moment's rigid brokenness

but in the beauty of mere moments I do remember you.

[Reference:&quot;Ik zie je nog altijd liggen&quot; (I always see you lie)by
Herman de Coninck.]
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Always Marry A Summer Girl

Summer is forever sunny

like the smile on your face,

wet at times when a storm brews
like the drops on your cheek

in the movies,

lovely pleasant evenings

like I have with you.

Great the feast of summer’s splendour,
green the grass
and fruit everywhere.

Sweet the kisses,
that you give me
and sweeter still that you truly love me.

Cool the water of the pool
when the sun is high,
in @ blue summer sky.

Still more cool,
is when you're with me
and the pleasure of being with you.

Toss confetti and a bunch
of pure white roses or two,
since I want to marry you.

Do not yet give an answer,
since time will tell the right moment

and I love you and I love summer too.

Gert Strydom
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Alzheimer’s

To where have all the words gone
and why are memories

fading away,

as if they were never

meant to be?

Calculus and math
have taken a hike

and normal speech,

is away on a motorbike
and has left for good.

Like a clown to people
around me I act,
without knowing what
they found so funny

and why they look at me
as if I am mad.

What has happened to me

and where’s my integrity

and what road have my dignity taken
and why cant I just be me?
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Am I My Brother’s Keeper?

“Am I my brother’s keeper? ”

Cain answered the omnipotent Lord God

as if a brotherly relationship did not go much deeper
and this answer seems odd

as if he did not have his brother’s blood on his hands
as if his brother had travelled away to distant lands

and I wonder where our own responsibility do begin
or do we choose to live a life of sin

to be political correct

and just to fit in,

when our country is turned into chaos
and people try to survive at any cost

while daily we do meet a sister or brother
from another father and mother,

see our own people begging on the street
and we have no concern for each other,

drive the newest most expensive luxury cars
gather with others in fortress houses and bars

while the new kind of racism know as affirmative action
destroys lives, do reserve jobs by the colour of skin

and we do build our lives around ourselves as a reaction
while we do believe that we can survive and win

and somewhere the unlucky ones are retrenched, loose their lives
cars, property and wives,

and all kind of hope suddenly to them is gone

while for all others life goes on

as if no corruption, crime and suppression does occur
and people’s hearts become rock solid like stone

while the Redistribution and development programs
is catching speed and so does greed,
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(and the revenge of the dark people) in lives are like epigrams
while some people are in real need

and kill themselves while they are unwilling to beg for salvation
while others beg at street corners as if it’s their real occupation
and others like Abraham trust daily on God to provide,

to be a friend, a shelter and a true guide.
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Amakeia

Protected by the mountains

and covered by bushes

the ruin of an old farmhouse stands,
where the shadow

of the past

still falls heavy and menacing.

Lulling the old black house maid Amakeia
rocked the baby of a white pioneer

softly to sleep

and she was faithful

to her promise,

to try and raise the child.

When she discovered

that danger was sneaking nearer,
she went to hide

in the mountains

with the baby.

As the dark night came

the assegais rattled

against the shields

of a horde of Maxosas,

that jeered like animals

and gathered around the woman and child.

No pleading could stop the blades
where the woman with her body
tried to protect the child

and the wild savage war gang,
speared the woman and child
again and again.

When the winter wind cries in the Amatola cliffs
no devil can still hide there

and the song

of the old woman

cuts right trough marrow and bone,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 507



while she sings

for the child to be silent

and the murder of woman and child
still hits right through

a nation of savages.

[Reference: Amakeia by A.G. Visser. An incident during 1834 war. Assegai = A
spear.]
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Amakeia Then And Now

If ever there were treason

against humanity,

the slaughter of the black woman Amakeia
trying to rescue

the life of the small white child

drives it to the point

Spears raining down

on a innocent woman and child

during the 1834 war

are images that stay

in with me

and I still feel my arm hairs rise,

while I see assegais glitter

in the sun

and a farmhouse

burning down to the ground

and know how much unreasonable hatred
the Maxosas had to have in their hearts
to kill a women and baby child

and even the elements

still try and Iull the kid.

II

It's in the middle of the day and criminals
stand at the door of a house,

as if no Police

or any security

can stop them.

They are armed with weapons of war
and no life

have any value to them

and to murder and rape

comes to them like second nature,
as if demons

are guiding their deeds.
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Spare the child,

spare my life

the faithful nanny asks

with tears

running down her cheeks

and with her hands

are trying to protect the small child
and it’s a miracle

if the criminals

note what she says

and if the nanny and child

and are locked in a room

while the most valued things are taken.

[Reference: poem “"AMAKEIA” by A.G. Visser.]
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Amazon

(in answer to Elisabeth Eybers)

Bellicose you view every fierce man

where your hand folds over the stabbing-spear,

where you hold a bow in the other hand

to later draw its string tight deadly

against everyone that rules as a weakling-tyrant

but skin-deep you still remain a woman,

where rooted in you do remember the beautiful memories,

when alone at night somewhere you do relax

in your inside burns the lust and passion,

when you know how easily you do fit into his arms and body,
where you do remember the relaxation, cherishment and touching
as in your cells yearning is hard-wired in

but firmly at night your hunting knife remains in your hand,

with other female companions you do not want to share the thought.

[Reference:&quot;Amasone&quot; (Amazon)by Elisabeth Eybers.]
© Gert Strydom
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Ambulances

With screaming sirens

and flashing red lights

they cut right through traffic
and the white vehicles,
appear and disappear

at any time of day.

Where life flows away
with the passage of age
and time,

where destiny strikes

and robbers leave their mark,
cars join together in force
or illness impart

its impact on humanity
they rush

to bring a sense

of caring and hope.

White doors open and close
and some are helped

and in time

grow well again

and for others,

grey blankets are drawn
right over them

and in time coffin lids

are hammered shut.
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Ambulances (Free Verse Sonnet)

(after Philip Larkin, Martinus Nijhoff and S. J. Pretorius)

With the great silence with which comes the final rest,

they do stop next to the streets,

when the back doors and stretchers on wheels do fold open,

in the tumult of the city the neighbours stand astonished,
where some on the sidewalk and others in gardens do gather,
when paramedics do come out with a neighbour,

where they notice illness or death for moments,

while children stop playing and the fear of others are unhidden,
people notice severe pain or the paleness of a face,

women with shopping bags stare, speechless, astonished and silent,
are jerked by the insignificance of human existence,

the back doors of the ambulance do slam shut,

people wonder about life and about the will of God,

when again they do talk and do go on with their own lives.

[References: &quot;Ambulances&quot; by Philip Larkin. &quot;Het uur u&quot;
(Your hour)by Martinus Nijhoff. &quot; Ambulanse of het uur u&quot;
(Ambulances or your hour)by S. J. Pretorius.]
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Ambush

I deeply treaded into your trap

and when I was in it

I did not want to escape and could not
as your arms were around me

and your lips were upon mine

and it was dangerous territory

were shots at times were fired

and words at times left holes like bullets.

On the borderline somewhere between love and hate,
we found each other as those that are wounded

and we could talk for hours

where in the long grass we did take cover
and at times we stood in the shadows of trees
to rest for moments, to hide in each other,

to look at the bright great white moon

and while enemies, lions

and female tigers were sneaking past

we tried to hide further from the barrage of fire,

from bouncing bullets of the good intentions of others
and we fled through an overflowing river

and almost drowned in it

and now that your arms are around me
I have nowhere to go and I am missing

in your love, your humanity and your body.
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Amid Chaos

Amid chaos and catastrophe

the Roman Catholic Pope will try

to bring a kind of human peace to the world

but according to the Bible

there will be no peace at all

and pressure to keep the Sunday as a day of rest
will mount throughout the entire world

while the law of human rights will be uplifted

as a means of bringing more humanity to man
and the Lord God, who never does change,
whose ultimate laws of love

stands to all eternity

(given on tables of stone to Moses)

will at a time come on His great Judgement Day
to bring the ultimate righteousness and peace to all of mankind.

[Poet's note: Whoever views this poem as an attack on the Pope or the Roman
Catholic faith does interpret this poem wrong. This poem does illustrate how
insignificant the efforts of man is against that of the supreme Lord God.]
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Amid Chaos 2

Amid chaos and catastrophe

the Roman Catholic Pope will try

to bring a kind of human peace to the world

but according to the Bible

there will be no peace at all

and pressure to keep the Sunday as a day of rest
will mount throughout the entire world

while the law of human rights will be uplifted

as a means of bringing more humanity to man
and the Lord God, who never does change,
whose ultimate laws of love

stands to all eternity

(given on tables of stone to Moses)

will at a time come on His great Judgement Day
to bring the ultimate righteousness and peace to all of mankind.

[Poet's note: Whoever views this poem as an attack on the Pope or the Roman
Catholic faith does interpret this poem wrong. This poem does illustrate how
insignificant the efforts of man is against that of the supreme Lord God.]
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Amid The Chaos

Amid chaos and catastrophe

the Roman Catholic Pope will try

to bring a kind of human peace to the world

but according to the Bible

there will be no peace at all

and pressure to keep the Sunday as a day of rest
will mount throughout the entire world

while the law of human rights will be uplifted

as a means of bringing more humanity to man
and the Lord God, who never does change,
whose ultimate laws of love

stands to all eternity

(given on tables of stone to Moses)

will at a time come on His great Judgement Day
to bring the ultimate righteousness and peace to all of mankind.

[Poet's note: Whoever views this poem as an attack on the Pope or the Roman
Catholic faith does interpret this poem wrong. This poem does illustrate how
insignificant the efforts of man is against that of the supreme Lord God.]
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Amidst The Forces Of Destiny

(in answer to Frances Bellerby)

Amidst the tempest,

of my life tossed in the whirlpool of destiny
there is no kind of rest

and yet You are still right here with me,

in the burning to my essence

facing humans and the forces of hell
I am still aware of your presence,
even imperfect I can of your love tell

and I learn extreme humiliation and pain
where of iniquities I am not totally innocent
even where I am attacked again and again

I am never to You impenitent

as You remain to me forever true
and the meaning of my life I do find in You.

© Gert Strydom
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Amor Vincit Omnia (Collins Sestets)

(After Divena Collins)

Love is much more than only chemistry

a kind of binding, feeling that comes free

when two people are bonded forever,

their emotions, bodies come together;

when suddenly small things have some meaning
when love become greater than anything

There is something secret in each embrace,

the look, the expression on every face

in the kinds of words that people do say,

that affects the outcome of every day;

when suddenly small things have some meaning
when love become greater than anything

People change, act as if in wonderland

at times walk everywhere hand in hand,

find something really great in every kiss

as slowly life turns to a place of bliss,

when suddenly small things have some meaning
when love become greater than anything

[Reference: “"Amor Vincit Omnia (Love Conquers All) ” by Divena Collins.]
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An Abandoned Bundle (In Answer To Mbuyiseni
Oswald Mtshali)

In a chilling world

where man is nothing more

than a mere animal

it may be true

that a heartless, girl without conscience

gives birth to a child

between the o0ozing puss,
smothers him, leaves him

for the dogs to scavenge

and walks away as if innocent
with purity in every pore
etched in to her heart,

that even the baby Jesus Christ, that destiny,
oppression are sited as the root cause

of this revolting deed,

but even animals

fend for their young

offering their own lives

to care and protect

and I wonder what type of beings
live in White City Jabavu
where humanity is totally lacking

or any tendency of love, of decency?
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An Abomination Happens At The Crossroad (Refrain
Stanza)

(after I. D du Plessis)

An abomination happens at the crossroad where lights do flash as a scary thing,
Beelzebub surrounded by evil angels wants to possess a distorted human being,
Lucifer laughs with great joy and draws a witch's star with a circle around it,
Adramelech wants a burning rite and pours out gravel on the drawn lines bit by
bit,

Asmodeus mutters a lustful rite as a spell right from hell that does more evil
bring

and for the seduction of a honourable woman the demons to dare

a wealthy businessman drives his red Ferrari with without care,

kneels before them, begs and his own soul is the offering,

Beelzebub surrounded by evil angels wants to possess a distorted human being.

[Reference:&quot;By die kruispad&quot; (At the crossroad)by I. D. du Plessis.]
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An Abstract Painting

My eyes fall on an abstract painting
of which my girlfriend,

wants to paint a series

that may hang in board halls

and offices.

There’s something hot and alive
in the background

that changes from golden yellow,
to flame orange

and flows into black red

and a green line

runs from the foreground

into the horizon.

With strong straight lines wood,
and sink plate shacks appear
with horizontal and vertical lines
and it looks like a squatter camp,
or the houses of a headman

in the country.

To me it looks like drums and large tin cans
that lies around in the front

and a big old TV set

with sitting places round it

and at the back,

there are two wooden pens

to keep in sheep and goats.

Maybe there’s red sand

on the one side

and yellow and green grass

for grazing on the other side,

but honestly I do not want to stay
in such a place.

[Reference: Abstract painting by Mandi. Look at the painting on my mabooki
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An African Experience (In Reply To Agostinho Neto)

That night it looked as if

the whole of the horizon was ablaze,

men were beating the fire