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...And It Was Her Summer

...And It Was Her Summer

“Go back to the children’s home, she said I have no work and
can't afford to keep you” Late June afternoon she sat on a bench
with a man I didn’t know. The man smiled I didn't like him, but
took the coins he gave me to buy an ice —cream for; I was still
hanging about so mother got up and slapped me across the face.
"Get lost you stupid boy! ” My face was burning I threw the coins
into the lake and ran away. When I stopped running it was night
and I could see sheep in a field, I was tired and cold, thought of
seeking shelter in a little wooden church, but it smelt of fear and
I thought of ghosts, so I walked on till I came to a workman’s hut
near the road, it was easy to get in; here the smell was of coffee,
and kind men in overalls, perhaps one of them were my father?
It was morning and warm sunlight when they came, they were not
angry, but gave me milk and bread and showed me the quickest
way to get home. The sky that day was enormous and from a hill
I looked down to the town, I could see the school building it must
have been early, no children in the yard; but I just sat there and
could not understand why my mother didn't want to se me.
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...And Sweet Was My Love

....And Sweet was My Love

I had met her in the town where I went to school,
about an hour train ride from my town. She was
very sweet and I had met her parents they lived in
a big house that had a bathroom, a novelty for me,
mind I used the public baths near my home.

A Saturday she came to visit my mother, who
didn’t say much, it was like she was feeling shy,
and didn't offer us anything to eat, my girlfriend
and I went to the movie and when we came back
mother had gone to bed and left us to it.

I had to tell my girl that the sofa we sat on, was
my bed and that I used a sleeping bag; however
we had a spare woolly blanket, I put it over us
to keep warm. Side by side, if not by Sondheim,
we cuddled and fell youthfully asleep.

We awoke early I took her down to the railway
station so she could use its facilities, we also
breakfasted there, in silence, I had realised how
poor I was, she was shocked and wanted to go
home, and thus, forlornly a love affair ended.
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007

007

On the train going west, a snooping man asked questions
asking about other peoples but saying nothing about himself.

I told him a tale so violent he paled and left at the next stop.
Believed in my story when the train stopped in Liverpool

had few pint looked at my visit card stating I was a bookseller,
but that was a ruse; I was a Russian assassin sent to kill some
agents that had turned and they sat in the pub.

When the smoke from our revolvers cleared, they were dead
and the landlord refused to serve me, and the game was up
Yes, your Honour, I'm in the book trade.
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14/11 Paris

14/11. Paris

14/11 another fine day in Portugal to wake up for but the news
from Paris turned the sky grey and the sun a spent cartridge
cooling in the body of a man in a café, beer, wine and blood.

Allah Akbar, god the great and merciful, what a horrible irony

in the streets of deaths.

I walked in the sunlight that unashamedly shone on a day of dread
and it warmed my cold face and somewhere in Paris a man sits
outside and plays “Imagine” on a piano it is heart -breaking and I' m
filled with conflicting feeling anger and trying to understand what
is impossible to grasp.

I fear the backlash and the fascist demagogues who can use the shock
to their political goal and they will be believed by an incensed mob,
Arabs will be killed for belonging to Semitic tribe that have suffered

unbelievable bad luck that never seems to end.
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2015

2015

The year of two thousand and fifteen,

has not been a good year for world peace.
and brotherhood of man. I despair of our
lack of empathy with children killed by
well- meaning bombs dropped by nations
who look for peace through violence.

I recall from history books a king named
Croesus everything he touched turned into
gold and he died amidst plenty.

State sponsored violence spawn terror and
and newer versions of ISIS will not go away,
and we cannot understand that there will be
no peace before the whole world is a ruin if
do not come to our senses and stop feeding
terror’ s voracious appetite.
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25th Of December

“25th of December

It's been raining for days, fine drizzle not caused by tempest but
by a mild depression, liquid silk that gives soil time to soak it up
before it runs into rivers and brooks and disappears back into

the sea. The rain falls on the old roof tiles and gives off a soothing
sound a promise, come spring the plants will be stronger and
flowers richer in colour and profusion than the year before.

Grass grows quickly in the mizzle I stroke the mule’s flank it doesn’t
mind being wet but keeps on munching on succulent feed. It is when
the westerly blows it seeks shelter under a carob tree or comes up
to the houses to be stabled. The dog awakes she wants to go out,

I put a raincoat on, we follow the lane till she has had enough and
wants to go back to her place by the fire.
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3 New Haiku

Haiku

Wet leaf in a pond

Ants abandoning sinking ship
Shore line yonder.

Haiku

Tsunami brewing

A child wading in the puddle
Escaping tadpoles

Haiku

Ornamental pool

Floating red plastic bucket
Eerie silence
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3 Zen Poems

Zen

I will think
Of nothing
And listen
To silence
That falls
As rain

On my roof

Zen

Terror
Sinks as silt
In a lake's
Still water

Zen

TV voices
Filling my room
With triviality
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3%

3%

My shirt is torn I'm bloodied by thorns of anger. The bushes by the narrow track
are almost covering It, I tried to fight my way trough, the maze but lost. I have
to

leave this territory to its own device; it will not listen to my 3% growth rate as
they expand at will. Born free, just like the Taliban. I could have made a nice
suburban garden here, one with rules, respect for law & order with democratic
trimmed hedges, soft lawn and palm trees, palms tend to decorate resorts, they
lend dignity to places that charge a lot of money so city dwellers can enjoy tame
nature with their Martinis. Palm trees have good genes, perfect education, Eton,
the rest of us are trained apes, we pick the coco nuts stand in awe, we admire
our exploiters. I walk in our town’s park now, gardeners keep, it trim, it's as
lovely

as unwritten postcards bought at a tourist route that has a growth rate of 3 %.
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3¢ Senryu

Senryu

The unwritten

Is a dream not yet awake
A soundless slumber

Senryu

Breaths of the unsaid
Hangs on an autumnal tree
Waiting for the wind

Saying

Silence is

The continuations
Of what was not said
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4 Haiku

Senryu

As quiet rain fell.

In a pond ringed by quartz,
A modest swan swam

Senryu

A pale human swan,

Love poems and vitamin pills,
Sighs under eiderdown
Senryu

A moody cygnet,

In the calm river Avon,
Wants to be a tern.

Senryu

Like a wingless tern

A becalmed a schooner sways
In the bay of Bombay

(Ps. Tern is also a three masted schooner)
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4 Haiku For The Spirit

4 Haiku for the spirit

To fly far away
Let clouds absorb unhappiness
Tears a summer lake

Haiku

Melancholy

Unburden my heart of grief
Leave as morning fog

Haiku

As an eagle soar
Weightless for a second
As an oak leaf falls

Haiku

The burden of mist
Obscuring dawn s brilliance
Silent is the house
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4 Modern

Wet dog
Looks into a rain pool
Contemplative

When it rains
Cats sleep on window sills
Pensive mice

Meditative rain
Gently descends
In September
Introspective
Mountain village

In the mist
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4 New Haiku

Haiku

September drizzle

Sombre green olive trees weep
Dripping foliage

Haiku

Sighing plethora

Rain on a Sunday afternoon
Heavenly peace for some

Haiku

To be obsessed

With a gal who rejects you
October deluge

Haiku

Disconsolate leaves

On manicured lawn of opulence
Golden oaks lament
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4 New Senryu

Child chews on duvet
Ciggy smoke from living room
Hysterical voices.

Bedroom partitions
Eight layers of wallpapers
History smells bad.

Yule remembered

Christmas tree flung into snow
Police sirens laugh.

After festivities

We sell empty booze bottles

Go see a movie.
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4 Senryu (The Modest)

Beautiful horses
But it is the modest mule
That carries our load

Tidy office building
Busy and efficient place
Kept clean by janitors

Our great cities
Without armies of cleaners
Uninhabitable

Galloping filly
Bets are on black beauty

The jenny won
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70 Years Ago

70 Years Ago

Riding through the flat ancient agricultural between
two the soft modulation of a stone less mountains
this place has every could green from the dark olive
to shimmering bushes so delicate it looks like air
temporarily has taken a green plant’s form?
Something is missing though an animal that brought
us humans up the ladder of civilisation: the donkey.
Look into its eyes; know the final chapter is missing.
Those beautiful eyes so full of sweet melancholy

A resignation of the cruelty of life after serving man
It ended up as dog food for spoilt pooches that are
so totally enslaved by us that they could not survive
in nature "s hard selection. Is that why we have wars
to separate the wheat from the chaff?
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9/11

9/11

The man, in the prize received picture, falling down from
the twin tower was flying...he knew he was descending

slowly down to earth and into a blue lake. He had no fear.

He believed that...I too do. We all must believe this.

There was no splash, no broken body, only eternal peace.

We must believe this or his suffering will make no sense.

Ten seconds is an eternity and nothing matters after that.

Forever falling into rapture and no evil will touch him.
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A Bag Of Inconsequence

I remember tiny things picking up a burnt match
from a floor wondering who threw it there.

A May day in St. Malo, I saw an old man crying
streaks of tears down rumpled chin.

Shy bluebells lost amongst tall trees, yet they
made me think of prayer wheels in Tibet.
Glow of coal in the grate, it was early morning
and the road outside was frosty white.

A summer night up north I was waiting for night
it never came...and then it was morning.

In dead rabbits eyes I saw the warm August sky,
I, happy to alive, yet saddened.

When the Pacific Ocean was a mirror of eternity
And time ceased, yet lingered like a kiss.
Waving flags, military band and bloody parades,
I have long forgotten why and where.
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A Beautiful Song

A Beautiful Song. (Ink Spots)

"I don’t want to set the world on fire” what a lovely song.
But I'm disturbed by sparrows, sit in my orange tree and
make a racket, so much for bird song. Out on the terrace

I stretch out my arms pretend to be an eagle, they fly off.
But they soon return realising I'm not much of an eagle.

I throw pebbles at them, terrified miniature mountains,
that only get to fly when someone, say, me throws them.

I still hear the sparrows sit in my neighbour’s orange tree,
argue about territories and no- fly- zones. A flurry of angry
wings, what is this a civil war? High above on the blue sky,
a bald eagle circles. "I don’t want to set the world on fire.”
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A Bee And A Cardiologist

A bee and a cardiologist

I have patched it up with my cardiologist

I sent her one of my books and when I saw her apologised
For my behaviour, and with my new eye

I could see her clearly, but didn"t say so,

I like to burrow my head in her wonderful hair.

Sleep with her in a bed of feather till my heart is cured
Told my wife I was in love with my doctor,

She called me an idiot and said fetch the car while she
Waited In the foyer as it was raining.

I wonder why I'm so angry at time it is like having a bee
Inside my head sting me to be unpleasant and shout

At people, no point seeing a psychologist when

An apiculturist might be cheaper to help me getting rid of
The bee; if so, no more honey on my tongue
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A Beggar

A Beggar

This irritating person, one leg shorter
than the other, unwashed and begging.
I feel disgust want him to get lost.

But he is there reminding me of

past misery, and how bad fortune, ill
health follows me around...

This sickly idiot, it could be me if I fall
out of the plum tree, so I give him loose
change to soothe my conscience.

Pity and contempt, a bad mixture.
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A Belly Fuli

A Belly Full

Christmas Eve, festive shop windows
cast glee on sleet, huddled in a doorway
as seeking the fading warmth of people
in @ hurry to get home, an old man sits,
looks a window display of phony happy
Santa Clauses.

Tomorrow they’ll be brought down to

a dank crypt, oddly smile in darkness
with rats nesting in their vacant bellies,
while he- the real one- will carry on as
the town’s longest living drunk for one
more year.
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A Bit Of Trivia

Sayings

In a country of
Bald people

The wig maker is
The king

If throwing a stone
At the moon

That floats on

The surface a lake
You will shatter

A beautiful image
And ask

What the hell did

I do this for?

Motherhood

Even if female
Crocodiles

Are good mother

It doesn 't make them
More cuddly
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A Blanket And A Coffin

A blanket and a coffin

It had been raining for days, and everything felt damp

now the sun was shining the old man took out his coffin

from the shed, opened the lid and took out the folded

blanket and a pillow to dry it and take out the dank smell.

He sat by the computer and didn "t notice it was raining

again, and when he did notice the coffin was full of water,

and the neighbours' ducks used it as a pond.

He upended the coffin; it would take days to dry it now

hoped the weather would hold for at least three days.

The old man knew he was ridiculous, wanting a blanket over him
and a pillow to rest his head on like he, when dead, would notice,
yet the thought of it gave him comfort;

and that what ' s life is all about.
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A Bridge In Portugal

There had been much rain in the upland and the river ran
full and strong, so forceful that a pillar, on the old bridge,
broke off and half of it fell down.

Misty night when a bus crossed the bridge, plunged down
into churning inferno, for its passengers a few seconds of
terror before death came as a blessing. Thirty people had
been aboard going home, it took hour before families of
the disappeared knew of this immense tragedy.

None was ever seen again but one; a woman found on
the strand in France, skeletal hands pressed to her face,
open mouth and the echo of a scream as eye sockets
accusatorially looked up to a silent the sky.

Summer, a new bridge has been built, but the old one

is still there and daring boys jump from it, for them what
happened a winter eight years ago is history. It must be
that way, life must go on and the river must run towards
the ocean and eternity.

Oskar Hansen

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

28



A Brother Never Met

A Brother Never Met

I wish I could tell you a story of brotherhood

now that my siblings are dead, I was the youngest one
but knew I had a half- brother in Arizona

a product of my father who was quite active on

this field, the woman- his mother- conceived when my
mother was pregnant with me; I didn"t know this

before I was in my forties. I contacted his half- brother

in Norway to get his address since he had been

adopted and had another surname, but he wouldn 't

give me the address he had forgotten it I knew this was
not true but left if at that. To my surprise, my nephew told
me the half -brother had been on holiday at a village
where I go shopping and buy medicine. I wish I could say
I bumped into him and a new brotherhood blossomed.
Alas, it is more likely he does not want to know about the past
and our parents' transgression.
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A Bus Ride

A Bus Ride

I took the bus into town today its passengers were

mostly elderly, old women and generally fat as women

of the land tend to be, busy feeding the family they

spend too much time in the kitchen yes, I was the oldest
but would not like to have slept with any of them

and according to their lack of interest in me, it was mutual.
That is ok; they are good at putting flowers on graves.

I was not buying much just wanted to get out of the house

I will be moving there it’ s good to know where the cheapest
lunch cafes are situated, that' s where the Portuguese

bank staff and workers go both groups are equally bad paid.
Going home three hours later the same women on board they
were animated had bought skirts, blouses, and shoes at

the Chines shop less than half the price of ordinary shops
theirs had been a good day.
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A Buss Ride

A Bus Ride

I had bought a newspaper in town and was taking the bus home,

a half an hours ride up to my village. I looked at the headlines

and noticed the paper had no date, were I reading yesterday’s
today s news or tomorrow s? The bus was empty this afternoon
and it struck how silent it ran could only hear the swishing sound of
rubber against the asphalted road.

Then the bus stopped for the first time on this journey outside

my house, so many flowers now in November, my dog sat on

the steps waiting just for me. The bus door opened with a sigh,

but the dog didn"t run to me. I hesitated something was wrong it
was the same house, yet not the same this one looked immaterial
the flowers were pale; this was a copy or a painting forgotten at

a rural art exhibition arranged by a local culturally interested GP.
Not my village, I said to the driver and sat down

“Are you sure? ” the driver asked I didn’t answer and the bus rolled on.
Opened the newspaper it now had the right day and it was Monday.
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A Cairo Rose

A Cairo Rose

Lily white was his shirt

A red rose sprung from his chest,

It grew bigger and wider,

Too heavy for the man who fell into the dust;
The rose liquefied.

Around him an air of stillness.
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A Cairo Street

A Cairo Street

The crack of a rifle shot a man fell to ground,
instantly dead, whatever he was thinking of was
totally eradicated. His friends tried to drag him
away, but a dead body is as inflexible as a bag of
cement. They left him there, on the filthy street,
his open eyes mirrored the terrorized sky.
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A Celebrated Accident

Celebrated Accident

Beautiful rainbow over the valley
I saw a man climb up its bow only
to disappear in a symphony of
colours. When the rainbow paled
the man fell to earth. He is now a
famous pianist and plays popular
music for an adoring audience,
wears a multi coloured tie and sits
in @ wheelchair
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A Christmas Remembered

A Christmas Remembered

Day before Christmas it was cold and we walked down

to the harbour to buy a tree and I remember the sea

that slapped against the dock was apple green and foamy.
Mother bought a tree, for next to nothing, since its top
was broken and it looked like a rejected child that waited
for a car to come pick it up and bring it to the orphanage
By putting the tree on top of the dinner table and a star
and a bit of glitter it looked nice in a child’s eye.

Mother was angry we didn't know way, and went to bed.
We children sat on the floor and ate lukewarm rice pudding
and there was nothing under the tree. Mother got up told
us to dress and we walked to my uncle’s house. At first he
didn’t want to let her in, but when he saw us children he
opened the door. We had plenty to eat although my aunt
had a sour mien. But happy we walked home and thought
we had had a splendid Christmas.
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A Christmas Tale

Meat is Meat (a christmas tale)

Santa came running up the road his coat was open
exposing a hairy belly, arms full of parcels, asked

me if I was a vet, because Rudolf had broken its leg.
Told him I was a destroyer of Christmas, took delight
telling children that Santa was their own uncle Ted)
every child got an uncle Ted) but was willing this once
to help him out. I called a Lapland friend, who has

a herd of reindeer lives in a tent and is dressed for
year long winters, he gave us a reindeer for free as

he too was a sentimental fool and had eight children.
Problem solved, but what about Rudolf? We sent him
to an abattoir where he was humanly slaughtered,
(humanly, means he was shot through its head when
eating carrots) as a reindeer is too cute to eat its flesh
was sold as veal, which is meat of doe eyed calves.
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A Cigarette

A Cigarette

Dawn, yes and the mist, what else do you
expect on lake Martin early and summer?
Swamp cypress dripping with Spanish moss.
I have stopped rowing, water swirling around
Oar blades, the silence is absolute I dare not
Inhale, a bird shrieks, the lake shudders

An evil thought has entered Paradise, I hear
The faint noise of outboard motors,

The moment of ethereal stillness has gone,

I lit a cigarette inhale deeply, exhale and blow
Rings a pure delight into morning air.
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A Cloud’ s Romance

A cloud’ s romance

White butterflies covered the glade like a film star’s living room

still unspoilt by drops of red wine, cake crumbs and vomits.

They suddenly flew up over tree tops became a white cloud drifting
about looking for another green dell that was perfectly happy being
green, yet pleased when the cloud landed and became a white carpet.
Mind, it had wanted to be occupied by many- coloured butterflies

it had happened to the clearing before and the forest' s animal came
to admire the beauty of a carpet that only appeared once every

200 years. The oldest animal in the forest a boar that had survived
when hunters come by rolling itself into a lump pretending to be a rock
peed on by dogs, man' s best friend, what a joke cowardly creatures
serving man and betraying their own, told of a day when the glade was
golden one morning dazzling everyone but in the end it was buttercups
a delicatessen for rabbits and feral cows also called elks.

Elk or caribou as some say are animals wolves like to kill and eat, and
humans hunt and kill for fun. Elks cannot be used domestically as
they have small udders dry meat and tend to be belligerent and will not
sit up and beg like a dog that has lost all its dignity.

Meanwhile, a white cloud is wandering on blue just being endearing.
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A Collection Of Poetry
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A Complicated Scam

The Complicated Scam

I met a man in a bar he was a monk dressed as civilian

to study the world and he painted me a picture.

How wondrous life was behind wall, a cell each a habit a

and a pair of sandals. Regular meals of the healthy kind

Monks never got diabetes or heart diseases, and the wine

they drank at each meal was home made.

We had another drink followed by more it was closing time

I rose to leave, and he began crying

He had nowhere to go, he said, what about the cloister, no they
will not open their doors I drank too much wine and seduced

A novice. I suggested he should take a photo prostrate in the front
Of our Saviour. He thought that was a good idea, but he had

No camera, I gave him mine - he was a monk even a fallen one-
I never saw him again, but saw my camera for sale in the window
of a second-hand shop
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A Cook’s Battle

The ship -cook was tired it had been a long day, the ship was old
full of cockroaches, one had found its way in his bread dough and
when the captain cut a slice of bread it was there, a brown raisin;
the old man had been very angry. The cook’s trouble was roaches
they were everywhere. He had asked to have the galley fumigated
when the ship was in dry dock, but no it was far too expensive.
Every week he boiled a big pan of water and squirted into corners,
it helped a bit and he had buckets full, but soon they were back
encroaching his galley. Then there were mites in the flour which
he had to sift before baking bread, not his fault yet he had to take
the flack. He often worked till late evening to keep the galley clean
he had even painted it so on the surface it looked bright and nice.
He was losing the battle against insects he often felt he was losing
his mind as well, they appeared in his dreams strangulating him.
Time was hard not easy to get a job, still when his ship docked in
Bombay he was off and the crew could get someone else to insult.
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A Country For Old Men

A Country for old Men

I have been into town bought a paper and drank a beer,
in the café where the old men sit in the afternoon shade.
I feel more at ease here amongst other wrinklies.

On the other side of the road, near the pharmacy,

the big clock on the wall tells us it’s five and the temp is
41 Celsius, but in the shade and with a breeze blowing

it feels fine. In a few years the big clock will tell us that
time is up, but others will come and take our place.
There is a vast pool of us in deaths ante room; we are
but tiny ants on a window pane so easily squashed by

a child’s thumb. I sit in the shed, see how cigarette smoke
spirals up and out before dissipating in still hot air, and
thought of the silent sighs I heard when a beautiful girl
walked past our café. We shall never possess anything
as lovely again.
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A Date Of Misfortune

A Date of Misfortune

The bus was late it was raining when she alighted...
my temper was moody, since it was late the kitchen
at the café was closed, but they still had slices of
“black forest gateau, ” we had that with white wine
because the waiter refused to serve red wine with

a gateau; she drank the whole bottle and got giggly.
Going to my place, we stopped an outdoor kiosk
selling hotdogs, I ate two with mustard on, since she
disappeared throwing up in the back of the stall.
She refused to come home with me I walked her to
the bus station where she caught the last one home
to her parents.
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A Day In A Market Town

A day in a Market Town

The café had a big window facing the street, it was almost empty
except for three scientists, they were talking about trees

I noticed a dog running up and down apparently it was lost and
tired of listening to the- none of my business- I walked out spoke to
the dog, come with me to the park plenty of trees there it followed
Me at a distance. In the park I sat down, I had biscuits in my pocket
gave them to the dog, it was thirsty, so I lifted it up so it could
drink water from the fountain, quite happy it ran around and peed
on trees leaving its marks: saying I was here with a human.

The scientists came into the park also now they talked about the string
theory until one said he would rather discuss marine biology

The dog was chasing squirrels as the day seamlessly slid into evening
I walked to the car wondering what to eat tonight would it be

meat cakes with stewed cabbage and boiled potatoes.
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A Day In Our Life

A day in my life

She coming out of the bus she has forgotten the umbrella walks

slowly and her face is more African now that she is old,

she uses it as a walking stick, which she says for the aged, I think

my love for her has grown over the years, and I cannot think of

the time we were apart before we met twenty-two odd years ago.

We have Christmas day here and next day take the bus to

a hospital in Lisbon that specialises in hip replacement

We will stay the night in the metropole have good meal and look

at things- for my part rather like a grumpy North Korean leader

then back to my Algarve with trees and big boulders

Tomorrow we are eating at a hotel they are not serving turkey but

Cabrito (goat meat) sauté potatoes and a lot of sweets I don 't care to
know about; since I' m driving only water or tomato juice.

It is an ordeal for me to be among people I don't know I will take 5 ml

of Valium it will keep me calm until I simmer down and laugh at bad jokes
as told by an exhibitionist. We can 't stay long since we are living in the morn
On a short walk outdoors I saw my dog she walked beside me I bent down
to pat her head but she saw something and ran into the bushes I called her
name; Bambi come here, when it dawn on me she had been dead for ten
years and it made me think of my own mortality, but not in a gloomy way.
Sun, blue sky and stillness now the hunters have gone drinking in a cafe,
but the visit from Bambi perked me up so did a cup of coffee when coming
home, nothing out of the ordinary yet, I persist on dreaming of tomorrow
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A Day Is A Lifetime

I remember a track I used to walk it was uneven, exposed
olive tree roots were made smooth by sheep “s hooves.

I have taken pictures of places I used to walk look at them
now and feel regret that I shall not walk these paths again,
yet also-one has to say that or risk sounding bitter- thankful
that I was given the chance to walk there and see animals
those not yet domesticated like deer, wild boars, and rabbits
frolicking in the dandelion yellow glade of love.

I feel sorry for household animals they are utterly in our power,
pat a goat's head then slit its throat and think no more about it
all in a day 's work. Three couples of pensioners came here to
my village many years ago now they are dead victim of old age.
Just like goats we know nothing about the day, first a promising
sun, then the sudden stillness pale frost.
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A Day Of Rest

The day of Rest.

Sunday morning

Rain shiny asphalt
Stillness sits beside me
I switch on the radio
Stillness disappears
Runs home and

Waits for me to return

Early Sunday shopping
Supermarket empty
Fruit& vegetables
Untouched.

I take my time

Back home stillness
Waits.

Oskar Hansen

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

47



A Dayat The Beach

A Day at the Beach

Lunch at a restaurant near the sea, sun drenched and blue,
"I couldn’t take my eyes of you, ” as the song goes. Twice
before the sea had tried to drag me under, but now it was
friendly and I could not resist its pull.

Friends warned, me do not go into the sea, I disregarded
their plea stripped naked and began my descent. Police
came, they spoke softly, had big towels hiding my nudity.
They dressed me like I was a shop window doll, and since
I was seriously sober gave me the car keys, they had my
name and I was warned not to visit this beach anymore.
It was the 17 of May Norway’s day, but they had all gone
home and I was alone singing the national anthem on
Nirvana’s darkening strand
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A Different Sonnet

A different Sonnet

Sunlight from early morn and not

Far from here the Azores a cyclone

Lashes onto shores and makes the island
Taller and more meagre

Stealing top- soil near the coast and

The rocks tremble, will it not end.

I sit in the winter sun tanning old leather
And not a straw moves in the stillness

I drove down to my little Savannah stopped
And walked a bit and I tell no lie when I tell
You I saw a pride of lions in the tall grass
And a crocodile was eating a deer that had
Come to drink in the ditch.

Time matters here once the plain was a sea
Slow changes we can 't see because we do
Not live long enough, so let me enjoy this
Moment look idly at drifting clouds

Before my savannah turns into a sea again.
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A Dog Called America

A Dog Called America.

When sailing from Huston, Texas, to Aruba
We had an unwanted guest on board, a big
Friendly dog, the captain called shore and

It turned out it belonged to the coast guard.
And since we had a small terrier bitch, this
Was a love story gone eschew. The dog,

It really was huge, maybe a St Bernard breed
Settled in my cabin, this I think because it
Assumed, since I was the cook, thus must

Be the pack leader. Days later when the ship
Docked in Aruba, a man from the consulate
Came and took the dog ashore.

We were sorry to see this gentle giant leave us
.... Yes, we called him America.
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A Dog For Sale

A dog for Sale,

A man who lived in a castle came over a scruffy
dog that belonged to Gypsies who lived under
canvas. The man took pity on the dog and paid
ten euros for it. The dog was groomed got its own
bed to sleep in and was petted; alas, the dog was
not impressed as it had been sold before.

When Gypsies left, they are always on the move,
the dog followed them, leaving behind the castle,
the bed and a puzzled man.
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A Dog Story

A dog story

I had a dog she loved me; I also had a wife children named
Gabriel and Apple, she wanted to be trendy, and we lived

in the gentrified inner city.

When the twins were six my wife divorced me and got the house,
car and the dog, and I had to take the bus to work.

It so happened, the bus passed my former home, the dog saw
me and followed the bus, at work she sat outside and waited
for me to come out, I let her in, and she curled up by my desk.
This happened every day, so my wife took the dog to a vet
who put her down -or killed her- I wasn 't very happy and

said so using a strong language which she recorded, and that
Was ok by me. I never see the children anymore she has

put obstacles in the way, and she used my strong language

as a proof, I should not see the children.

When she died, twenty years later, the children were angry
with me for not visiting them when they were small,

I told them the truth, but they thought if I had really been
interested in them I would have tried harder.

I give a damn; they know where I live and can visit me,

If my new dog will let them in.
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A Dream Called Israel

A Dream Called Israel (Odd Sonnet)

The Jews of Israel or rather, the settlers suffer from

a common psychosis that makes them quite on edge
they believe everyone is about to kill them, not

an uncommon assumption, but their deep insecurities
is an inheritance from the holocaust in Europe and not
in any Muslim countries. True when Israel was declared
a state Egypt Jews there were expulsed, which I think
was a mistake, it is worth noticing that the Jews of Iran
are well respected there.

One hopes a great politician will appear in Israel, one who
can steer the Jews back from the abyss, find peace among
its neighbours, see themselves as members of the middle
eastern sphere and take it from there.
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A Fable

A Fable (the Origen of Rain)

After Christmas the angels had a shower,
there are more angels now than before
and some of them are Moslems.

The entry to heaven is no longer about
being a Christian, but about leading a good
life and being kind to others.

It is no longer a must to look saintly to be

an angel- golden hair and asexual- one can
be bald, have black or red hair too.

There are millions of non Christians on our
world, the heaven is getting crowded, thus

when they all shower it rains for days.
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A Fable 2

Lost Riches

It is so much time ago now that few remember it

the small coastal country that lived on fish and sheep meat
many also kept pork, chicken and cows no one was poor
nor were they rich except for the king.

Then gold was found on a mountainside a little bit of gold

the mountain behind its grey facade was pure gold and

the population jubilant and they bought big horses from
foreign lands. A horse for every man the slogan went.

Feeling good and mighty they fought battles in places that

had nothing to do with them they just liked flexing muscles
gold became blood stained lost its lustre and a hard time came
the people had to go fishing again and milk cows.

It was a country now where no one was rich or poor but
living in peace just ordinary citizens skating in the town"s
park dam when winter was cold and greed was a thing of

the past, a small country that welcomed victims of war.
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A Fairy Tale 2

A Fairy Tale

This skinny lonely wolf reduced to eating worms

Expulsed from his arguing with the leader wolf how best

To catch caribous

Nose to the ground it found an open chest of fifty

Gold ducats and since they shone so bright he ate them all
And heavy was its belly

When other wolf saw his stomach they thought he was

A successful hunter and he taught them how to kill

Caribous and deer too.

As a leader dog, he was the first to eat from a kill and

Left behind a coin or as they a ducat and a hunter stalked him
To find in his excrete another coin

Fifty times the hunter dug into wolf shift and came up rich
And trekked home but a blizzard came, his was ill prepared
This heavyweight he dragged about

Put the ducats under a tree and tire he came home

When the weather cleared, he found the tree the coins were gone
And a boney wolf was walking away it had a huge stomach.
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A Farming Couple

The Farming couple

The farmer and his wife

is harvesting almond

a net around the tree and

a long stick

she picks up the nuts and puts
them in a bag.

She is not wearing gloves and
her hands are that of

an old salt.

they go home for lunch
home- made bread and cheese
she does the washing up

while he snooze a little

in the autumnal sun.

Oskar Hansen

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

57



A Female Matador

The Matador

I was thinking of taken the bus Seville

But don't know what to do when getting there

Unless I run into a female Toreador

I once met in Seville she was good at killing things

She had once worked at an abattoir, alas, too many men
Surrounded her, she didn't see me

That was long ago she must be 70 years old now

And probably glad to see a man who remembers when
She cut the ear of the of her prey and held it aloft

And the spectators were ecstatic.

Perhaps she has turned away from this slaughter and
Become and protector of all animals.

Did I tell you I was in Seville ten years ago with

A drunken girlfriend?

In a bar, she got up pretending to be a matador,

This was embarrassing

I had to get her out and to the hotel

But, she was in a festive mood

and disappeared in the night.

There are idle moments when I wonder what happened to her.
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A Female Pedophiliac

Mother's best friend a shapely woman with a sexy smile

I was fifteen and went to her house with a message-
something about a wedding where mother was cooking-
and she seduced me... Can't remember it clearly only that

I was trembling by the sight of her nudeness.

She did the rest, the ecstasy and the enormous newness

of pleasure was like a dream come true... we made love

and I died every time in her ravenous encirclement.

When I left her house I was a person bewitched but had

the sense to worry what mother would say by me being so
late, but I told her I had met some friends and we had

gone down to the park feeding the ducks and talking to

the girls... Next time I saw her I went beetroot not sure

if I had had a dream, but when mother went into the kitchen
to make coffee she told me to come back to her house in
the evening...and I did. But someone spoke, when mother
knew she called her a whore and never spoke to her again.
Yet my loins craved her I was a burning flame and we met in
fields and woods... till I had to go to sea as a galley boy.
When I saw again she was quite old was old, perhaps forty five,
and the flame of love had died.
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A Feral Cat

Feral cats

After a month of rain, sunshine and blue sky, I have removed
the plastic sheet is covering the fire wood so it can dry better.

A cat sits on the top of the wood and hisses if dogs came near,
it’ s @ smart cat has noticed the village dogs are cowards

when met with resistance. The feline around here feed themselves
catching rats and mice, mind, they eat your food too but

will not sit on your lap and purr.

I have just been feeding an elderly dog left behind by hunters,
shouldn 't do this when I go to Cascais who will feed it?

It is tough for a dog to have no home.

Have lit the fire; the wood emits an intense aroma of nature,
think of the curtailing of freedom in Europe; the press has been
tamed, they can print whatever they like as long as it is not
The Truth on how we are ruled; then it is called treason, what's
left are soft porn and TV quiz.
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A Fine Film Of Sadness

A Fine Film of Melancholy

On the morning track gossamers blocked my path, on them hung morning dew,
like glittering pearls of insane perfection; and in the zephyr I heard a faint peel.
Tears not cried, yet full of sadness, fell to hard, stony ground. Picked up a rock,
man’s first missile, threw it, for no reason, into the bushes. There are places
where vegetation is sparse, life hard, they still execute people for transgression,
say adultery, by stoning. We, who have made pornography into a mainstream
thing, “looking at pictures of other people having sex) are shocked by this. But
we Kill a murder suspect, who can’t afford a good lawyer, by lethal injection.
The gossamers, sheer and delicate will be rebuilt I will have to break as few as
possible tomorrow. Melancholy, I can’t do anything about un-cried tears; they
will dry as the day rolls on and the evening breeze will give us peace of mind
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A Flat In Town

A flat in Town

Tomorrow most of the time there is one, but for some, the unlucky

who died the day before, and rest in a coffin in a cold church, the tomorrow came
too late,

I will be moving into a flat on the fifth floor in Loule.

See many roofs and if I stand on a ladder also see the Atlantic Sea and with
binoculars

catch a sight of a passing ship.

Life will be so easy take the lift down to the street walk into

a café and drink coffee; I usually make my coffee but what the hell.

There is a park nearby with pretty flowers and tame trees.

The bank manager shakes her head did some calculation asks me about

my age and before I can push the question away with a joke my wife stepped
in and told

What I cannot tell anyone if the loan I need is refused, I will look mournful
yet relieved that I do not have to write poetry about the colours on flat roofs
and the sea is forever green I do not need a ladder to know this.
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A Fleece Of A Dream

Fleece a dream

The man with thin shoulders and a sack

slung on one of them, used to stop outside my house
open the bag and strew a handful of feather light dreams,
and some dreams landed on the window ledge.

I remember she said, be careful don"t fall out when
trying to grasp a flake of a dream so easily forgotten.

The man with the thin shoulders has disappeared from
the street no one knew where he had gone, so I went
out looking for him all I found in an empty pond with

a rusty tin of castor oil a product long since in use.

I left the can in the garden in the hope enticing the man
to return with his sack of visions.
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A Flying Bagatelle

A Flying Bagatelle

Through the open door
come flying

a sparrow grey

of no distinction

it sat on

the printer

looked at me
quizzically

the phone rang
startled it flew to the
window

caught in the curtains
I got it lose

carried the bird

to the door let it go
that was all

no epiphany

nothing mystical

just a bewildered bird I
and a ringing phone
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A French Visit

Early they arrived, my relatives, unpacking of suitcases,
kissing, jubilation and breakfast, during which all the latest
family gossip was shared. Then they all went to the beach
leaving the house in utter chaos. When returning we had
prepared a buffet, they had brought their wine, the French
are skeptical to wine not made in their country... god, how
talked. I have a small house had to sleep in my study, got up
at four working, but I liked the silence of people at slumber.
About five there were stirrings, people going to the toilet
and murmur of voices, I went back to bed or on my sofa.
Woke up at ten, they had already breakfasted and ready to
leave, kidded me for sleeping so late. Then an intense late
talking, like everything had to be said and crammed into

a few minutes, good byes lots of kisses and the old house
settled back to its usual quietude.
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A Friend In Need

The bar was a dark place more like a cave, a terminus for the hopeless,
where men, sat looking blindly at a TV screen on a nicotine yellow wall.
Out, side near empty beer crate, a dove leaning against a damp wall,

yes it was on its last legs. I fed it some grapes, red ones full of goodness.
The bird soon perked up tripped into the bar jumped on the counter and
terrorized the barman. Two drinkers came running out wanted to join

The AA; as for the rest it was too late they were past seeing anything.
Further down the road a cake shop, a light airy place painted pink.

Large ladies with hats, and diamond rings sat there enjoying cream cakes
and drinking milky coffee. I had a slice of chocolate cake, and with

a fancy fork had a mouthful; it tasted heavenly, rich, with a hint of lemon
and cinnamon, going to eat more, but there was a peck in the window

the dove sat on the sill, looking disapprovingly at me, remembered I had
diabetes and sugary thing were out. I wrapped the cake in a napkin, drank
my coffee went outside and gave the cake to the bird. It is good to have
friends even if it is only a passing dove.
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A Friend Of A Mouse 1

A Friend of the Mouse

Outside on the bottom wall of an old house

I saw a tiny mouse, picked it up it didn "t offer resistance

I looked the small life with wonder

It had lungs, eyes, a beating heart just like me, and a brain too
But of course its world view was

From a perspective of the place it occupied the election of
Trump not its concern and the feeding frenzy of the mass media,
The hysteria and wrong conclusions not to forget the hatred

Of those who thought they deserved to win.

I put the mouse down, it disappeared into a hole, and it will
Perhaps say to its friend: &quot; God held me in his hands but let
Me, go in peace I feel blessed.&quot;
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A Friendly Story

A friendly Story

He the modest farmer was cutting green juicy spring grass

those that had spring flowers entwined it was for his donkey

that had been in the stable in the winter

He put the fodder in a jute sack &hd when it was full carried

it home to the donkey now in the yard

The animal ate and ate alas there can be too much of a good thing
its stomach full of gas it took flight over the mountain to Spain
where it landed outside the famous cathedral in Seville

Its arrival caused some uproar the believers looked up and said

but where is Jesus? &quot; An ass and Jesus they had read their Bible.

For one day there was not a word about presidential election

In the USA, but a story of a beast that had eaten too much spring
grass and was full of gas but the story ended well the donkey was
sent back to the unassertive farmer in Portugal
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A Gift Spurned

A Christmas gift spurned

In a busy Christmas street, I saw her; I was sure it was her,

the way she walked, I could sense her perfume too.

Ran after her, touched her shoulder said halloo, she turned

I had been wrong and said sorry.

She smiled and said, no it is only me what you see.

I read an invitation in her dark brown eyes, but I was hopelessly

in love with a blond, the mythical one.

Said sorry again, flapped my wings and flew high into the night sky
so seek her among the stars.

In the cool outer space, I realized the fabled woman was an angel
And I was an earthling I dived back to earth like a Stuka bomber, skidded on
slush,

looked in vain for the woman with brown eyes
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A Glass Of Wine

A glass of wine

This is ridiculous it has no name engulfed by sadness, two bottles of wine and
cigarettes

and I'm drowning. Tomorrow no more, but I know when the sun falls so will I,
succumbed

to a need to fly away to otherness. The pain in my chest is eating away, the
emptiness of

my life feels like intolerable burden. I have created a world that is so small it
chokes me.

The road to recovery, to palm trees and gentle sea is long. We used to laugh, my
lover and

I, life was so funny; now all I can see is waste land with no oasis, there is
nothing to lift

the spirit and the age old question asked by many before me: &quot; what is it
all for other to

bringing ones gene further into the future, I have not been able to do even that
simple

task. The night is so long endlessly I flick from channel to channel to find
something that

can bring the laughter back, but tiredness overwhelms me, | want another glass
of wine,

the last glass that brings sleep. It doesn't work anymore the more I drink the
more sober

I get, Intolerable is the angst. Around and around I jumped on a carrousel and
its engineer

has gone, whirling colours cacophony of screams, the undead will not be silent.
Look into

the kaleidoscope of life and see a myriad of stars, bright and shiny but they are
all a fading

illusions. But a voice whispers in my ear tomorrow you will get a new day, a
sheet of blank

paper and crayon, so you can make clowns faces and laugh again.
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A Good Day

A good morning

I got up at seven

not that I wanted to

but my diabetes demanded some food

I looked out saw the beginning of a morning
or was it the leaving of the night

didn’ t wait long enough

to find out had bacon and eggs in

the frying pan

Whatever it was I felt a sudden happiness
just being here and now

with my hearing aid and pacemaker
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A Good Morning

A good morning

I got up at seven

not that I wanted to

but my diabetes demanded some food

I looked out saw the beginning of a morning
or was it the leaving of the night

didn’ t wait long enough

to find out had bacon and eggs in

the frying pan

Whatever it was I felt a sudden happiness
just being here and now

with my hearing aid and pacemaker
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A Hole In The Sky

Outside Time

He had wanted to be outside time

punched a hole in time crawled through

and was met with

a grey stillness a sewer of spent time.

And what had not happen

never would happen

a place where everything time had to offer was
rendered meaningless

the bones of memories had been picked clean
time had a meaning

he had to go back and find out what it was

to accept

and live his time out

Nothing else made sense.
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A Horse Story

Horse Story

Whatever you do a horse will not be accepted in

bar or an inn, our horse after hours of ploughing soil
was give beer to drink, this because the home made
beer the farmer had brewed wasn’t any god.

The horse drank deeply but after a rest it got truculent
and refused the harness, The farmer gave it more

beer to mollify the horse, but no this was a day when

it said no. The horse trotted to the nearest town

found an inn and asked for a beer, deep silence, drinkers
joined AA, no good for business the innkeeper called
the police and got a the horse back to the farm where it
had to sober up in a field tied to a tree, and the farmer
had to pay a fine for giving alcohol to an animal
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A Housewife In Alexandria

A housewife in Alexandria.

The woman in Alexandria Egypt in her black chador
which mercifully hides a thin, body, lines up outside
a bakery she has walked six miles to buy bread for
the day. Her body could have fitted a Dior’s creation
snugly but as it is she has to haste home and feed
her children. She has been to the fruit market too
where rib cage showing mules with open sores wait,
their starvation have lasted so long that they are no
longer hungry but eat when fed. A rich woman, who
has never felt the pang of hunger, tells mule drivers
off for not taking care of their beasts and dispenses
salve on animals’ sores. The woman, with a model’s
body, is poor and blind to this, empathy with animals
are for the wealthy, those with time to care.
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A July

A July day

Twilight in the village shuttered windows
I'm walking alone, they have all died, dogs
too and cats have gone feral.

Stale heat, as heavy as a stage curtain full of forgotten tragedies,
hangs in the air.

I take no pleasure of this walk, but I have been indoors all day waiting
for sun-fall and a cool breeze....

Back home I open windows, share my light with the night.
Sit on the sofa move my toes,

a man needs exercise, and watch the news on TV
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A Kinda Love Story

A kinda love story

You rang told me to come pick up
my shaving stuff and tooth brush.
I found them in a plastic bag near
your kitchen door.

I knocked on the window asked,
to get my heart back too, unkind
you chucked out a raw pig’s liver.
My dog was delighted.

Oskar Hansen

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

77



A Lady Unknown

A Lady Unknown

I have a photo of my grandmother, she looks so
young and beautiful, her hair glossy, but there

is a paleness about her and a sadness in her eyes,
It is a death has sought her out cast a net of iliness
around her, ready to haul its catch and devour her.

I know little about her, where she came from, was

she an angel that found its way to my grandfather’s
heart, one who became human out of love but knew
she could not stay? When I look in the mirror and ask, ”
Have I got your eyes? She looks back at me in grief.

I say I know who you are, the lost, daughter of Manus
the one he expelled because he found kindness in
your heart? Her eyes, deep as mystery lakes in May,
look at me in silence, but I do see a flicker of an ironic
smile... or was she the lady of the camellias?

I see tears swell in her eyes, depression grips me
as heart ache of love betrayed, shall I ever know
who she was... this woman who bore five children
and died at 27. It can 't be so there must be more,
not only this bleak silence of the untold.
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A Lady ‘s Handbag

A lady 's Bag.

A handbag is a handbag...is
They may come in different
Shapes and sizes but inside
Chaos reigns.

Don 't try to be helpful when she
Is looking for the car keys

You will only be shocked by

Its content

Be patient even when it

Rains and she remembers the keys
Are in the other bag the one
That matched her shoes

A handbag is a handbag...is
Try telling that to my wife.
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A Landscape

A Landscape

Here in this landscape of bushes and crippled
trees, silence speaks of the final peace.

Grotesque dead trees, daylight ghosts, stand there
with grey boughs stretching upward appealing

to a fairytale god, “give us today a new life” but
no, there is only one god he is almighty, and hears
not your fearful whispered wishes, those who do
not understand are doomed to a life of an empty
pursuit for pleasures, crowding nightclubs and
casinos trying to avoid being alone with the night
and facing the truth: we are mortal and heaven is
to be remembered for a while by other mortals.
Faces in a black frame seeing you seeing through
you and into a void. Yet I fear not this landscape as
it is shunned by man and no harm can happen to me
here except the inevitable
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A Laughing Matter

The Laughing Matter

We laughed and laughed it was raining heavy we didn"t see we were
off road and flew, still laughing- over

a precipice and landed in an opening in the forest

where rabbit congregates, we had laughed so much we had to go

out of the car and pee

Then it snowed big white flakes the stuff and rabbit appeared in

all white inquisitive as they are when stuck a neck in we rolled up

The window fried rabbits every day.

The dog got sick of the same food and wanted to go home

we didn 't have that instinct but followed behind as luck would have it
was only five minutes away a farmer with his tractor took the car to
the mechanic and we laughed and laughed making funny noises

of the stuffed owl on the wall....the house took fire and people in white
took us to a care home where we were giving anti-laugh medicine,
funny hats and it was New Year Eve.

What had caused this hilarity was because Hillary Clinton had lost

the election and Trump a millionaire was going to bring work to those on
the dole, of course this will not happen and my car is not insured for
the Shoah that will engulf us
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A Left Winger

Left wing

Mother had tuberculosis and my sister, and I were

sent to a place, a children's home with many houses

depending on age and sex my brother had already been sent

to one he had found German hand grenades and used them

at a disused airport. They made terrible noise and my brother

had to spend some time at a hospital and later sent to a home

on a small island working at the stone quarry.

My sister and I had been invited to a big wedding a real working class
Wedding with plenty of food, booze and beer for the adult

and soft drinks for us. We had been told not to got, but we went anyway
it was great a real classy wedding the bride I white.

At first, there was jealousy amongst the women tearing of hair,

The man couldn 't stand there watching, and a legendary fight ensued.
Police sirens the police charge with batons but were beaten back
reinforcement and gradually the party were peaceful and the police
themselves working class left the scene.

It was morning when we came back to the home that is my sister went
back to the girls and I the boy s awaiting punishment

I was ten at the time and angry, when the big boss came, I threw a vase
at him a week later I was on a farm milking cows.

Ever since my childhood, it is my duty to speak up and defend the not haves.
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A Left Winger 1

Left wing

Mother had tuberculosis and my sister, and I were

sent to a place, a children's home with many houses

depending on age and sex my brother had already been sent

to one he had found German hand grenades and used them

at a disused airport. They made terrible noise and my brother

had to spend some time at a hospital and later sent to a home

on a small island working at the stone quarry.

My sister and I had been invited to a big wedding a real working class
Wedding with plenty of food, booze and beer for the adult

and soft drinks for us. We had been told not to got, but we went anyway
it was great a real classy wedding the bride I white.

At first, there was jealousy amongst the women tearing of hair,

The man couldn 't stand there watching, and a legendary fight ensued.
Police sirens the police charge with batons but were beaten back
reinforcement and gradually the party were peaceful and the police
themselves working class left the scene.

It was morning when we came back to the home that is my sister went
back to the girls and I the boy s awaiting punishment

I was ten at the time and angry, when the big boss came, I threw a vase
at him a week later I was on a farm milking cows.

Ever since my childhood, it is my duty to speak up and defend the not haves.
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A Leonine Moment

Yellow lion teeth like petals of love

I picked in the green savannah grass,
it had just stopped raining and pearls,
as glass bead around a child s neck,
glinted in the sun that had been hiding
behind rain pregnant clouds, thunder
and lightening; far away I heard

a lion roar, inconsolable was its loss.

Oskar Hansen

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



A Letter Sent

Once I wrote a love letter, mind I have written a few
Before, but never sent them. I sent it as it encapsulated
my intense love for her, but also wrote it in the hope

she would come back. She did not. And over the years
the letter has haunted me. What if she didn’t destroy it
and threw it in the bin with a loathsome shrug, but kept
the words for someone else to read, because the letter
was sentimental crap and self-serving written by a loser
who could not let a defeat go. By chance I met her again,
that is, she met me as I could not remember her. Sophie,
my dear do you remember the letter I sent you? Said she
she never a letter from me, which gladdened me.

There is a woman in town who always smiles when she
sees me feeding the ducks in the park s pond. I return her
smile but speak not... my god did she receive it thinking it
was for her and has burning her torch for me, a romantic
love story that has the sweetness of never being fulfilled?
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A Life-Time

A life Time

How long is a lifetime it cannot be measured in years
my brother died young yet left behind five children

and I was born a weakling - he will never grow old
doctors said- weak heart and pacemaker, I'm kept alive
by modern medical science and have lived to get old.

I know the end can strike anytime anywhere, but I will
not think about it. However, long my life- time it has been
short as I leave nothing behind to be remembered for.
“As my father said”, a made up lie, no one will have to
make up stories about me
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A Literary Magazine

Magazines

I used to read Readers Digest

it was like the Fox channel

before internet

and we believed yet thought
something was wrong,

Israel was great in a sea of hatred
and the magazine never said

a thing about Palestine whose land
was stolen.

Arabs want to kill Israeli

Bastards we thought forgetting about
holocaust which happened in our
back- yard. But then we grew and
read books

giving us a different view, yet we
sensed that being successful we should
keep our innocence of mind

we had when reading

“Readers Digests” and its odd sense
of humour which we were asked

to be serious about
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A Literary Magazine Of The American Type

Magazines

I used to read Readers Digest

it was like the Fox channel

before internet

and we believed yet thought
something was wrong,

Israel was great in a sea of hatred
and the magazine never said

a thing about Palestine whose land
was stolen.

Arabs want to kill Israeli

Bastards we thought forgetting about
holocaust which happened in our
back- yard. But then we grew and
read books

giving us a different view, yet we
sensed that being successful we should
keep our innocence of mind

we had when reading

“Readers Digests” and its odd sense
of humour which we were asked

to be serious about
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A Litre Of Wine

A litre of wine

The wine in the glass is full the red liquid arches the slightest
movement and it will spill over and run down the stem like

a bleeding stomach wound trickling down a petrified leg.

I bent down and inhaled the wine no spillage and I wondered
why it is so many people, in fact more and more drink beer
that is no longer a natural brew is it because we are no longer
a part of nature and seek and feel more at ease with man made
products and we will soon have a diet that fits with the work
we are doing, say if you want a double cheeseburger with fries
you first have to work shuffling coal for twelve hours,

but if you only want to sit writing a simple poem about

the country side low fat yogurt for you; if you have written
the poem under the influence of a steak you will be censured,
made to walk in the park and tell everyone you're a crock of
empty of gold empty of anything a modern society such as
networking banalities and get people to buy what they don't
need; men get medals and titles for doing that. So what do

I care, but it annoys me that I end up buying a soap which
name I have seen on the television and smell like everybody
else, yeah...isn't that just nice?
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A Little Sardine

A Little fish

I opened a tin of sardines in olive oil for my evening meal.
Headless and nicely packed they were except for one that
had a head on and was alive. I filled water in a glass jar put
the sardine in and fed it bread crumbs.

The headless sardines in the tin so still and dead I could

not eat them put the tin back in the fridge.

My little sardine grew too big for the jar cats were circling
the house looking for a way in, so I took it to the empty lake
that once had Bluegills fished to extinction,

set my sardine free to feed on rotten vegetation

I don"t know how fish reproduces, but a year later a school
of sardines were swimming around except for one that
swam the opposite way- Bonanza! Grilled sardines and

the people rejoiced thought it was going to last forever,

and then there were none except one my sardine in oil. O

I went down to the lake when it saw me it was so glad

it jumped up in the air and was caught by a passing bird.
Empty lake a dead eye in the wilderness tells no story.
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A Lizard Sonnet

A Lizard Sonnet

If you travel to escape the small lizard on your back

You will eventually be outside your parents' house

Only they have long since go

Someone else lives there perhaps a child sleep in your bed
Dreaming your dreams

You walk down a street where you used to play

But no one knows, and the sense of loss overwhelms you
Swallow hard not to cry because your memory is untrue.
You left to get a small-minded town, poverty and screams
In the night, but it was worth going back to remain you what
An awful place you left.

I have a small lizard in the kitchen have tried

To kill it because it is grey and without redeeming colours that
Could make it into a pet but it is too quick and hide in corners
I can’t reach so it can live for now.
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A Local Dish

.The lunch

It was a beautiful autumnal day

The colours after rain was green and auburn,
I stopped at an inn had beans with

onions and bits of pork.

Great food, but I should have known it is

a food one ought to eat at home.

Police patrol, an officer with shiny boots

that appeared to reach his elbows, opened
the door, then quickly closed it

wishing me a good journey.

Oskar Hansen

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

92



A Lonely House

A lonely house

Waiting for someone to occupy it
It is facing bog land

And the farms behind

An old lady lived here she stood
By the window dreaming

About the man who had promised
To wed her

But he somehow faded away
Long after she died

People said they saw here in
Afternoon light

Waiting

As the house does now
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A Long Walk

The Long Walk

I was walking along a long road in a 1950ish industrial
landscape, high walls and closed down factories; dark
brown, and no green weeds in pavement cracks.

Down at the docks all ships had left, cranes stood in
silence each one ensconced in the terrifying loneliness
of the soulless that knows of no existence.

I found the office I was looking for, needed someone to
stamp a document, it was empty I waited till light faded
from pictures of stern faced men on photos on walls.

This place had no real sunshine, a haze hung over here
making summers a pale affair, only in August did sun
penetrate drowning shadows in a white unpleasant light.

Outside, in the street going south, there were many me,
young ones, middle aged and some were even older than
I, which I thought was a good sign and secretly smiled.

For a moment I felt nostalgic wanted to look back, but
desisted we had, all of us, agreed that we must walk on
never look back as the past holds a fatal attraction.

Sooner or later the road must end and open up to a vista
of olive and almond trees, lemon coloured straw, faraway

blue mountains and pastel painted summers.
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A Look Ahead

Shopping street posh boutiques, perfumeries and cafes plenteous
something for all to eat and drink. My wife has gone to buy a dress
and I wait with a glass of red wine, as usual, when we are out and
about in town. There are no cars in this street and children are free
to fool around, I look at them and wonder what the future holds
for them now that the world is about implode. When they are only
allowed to express an opinion that is the norm. Should they fall foul
of this edict and, the powerful listens to their thoughts, they will be
pushed out as the spoilers and have only themselves to blame, for
not being submissive. And the new adults will be conditioned to
have no mercy for losers of this sacred joke of an evil democracy.
But the edifice of human greed will fold one day, nature will see to
that, reek destruction that few humans will survive. So play now
little ones tomorrow has nothing to offer but the suffering caused
by your antecessors who willfully took his pleasure and left you to
suffer the consequences.
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A Love Story

The Love Story

We live far apart

The distance is getting hazy
My dearest love

I can still hear your heartbeat
In the stillness of the night

You're my love

Green eyes clear as the ocean
Tears like pearls

My soul was transient back then
My quest was worldly success

Give me sign

Help me to see, I was blind
Open my eyes

So you can come into sight
Before cruel time erases us
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A Love Story 1

A Middle-Aged Love Story

Both were in their late forties when they met he had a good job

chief of something important in the world of oil exploration and

they fell in love holding hands and kissing so much they needed
treatment for sore lips.

He grew tall, and she swayed like a palm tree in a tropical breeze

this was love they both been married before and felt like the god

of amour’ s arrow had shot them again painless they thought.

She had grown children he had none when he was 52 the mortality
knocked on the door he wanted a son she could give him none.

There was young woman nearby and when his wife was visiting her

he fell on the threshold of her door into her arms, and she became
preghant, a love story came to a screeching halt.

The woman he loved left, but he had a son with woman he didn't

care for, he found salvation in work she - the woman he loved-

lived with her mother in Cote de Azure stuck with an arrow stuck in her
a heart that no other man could remove.

Then a knock on her door, he stood there with his child of, she could not
resist and forgave him loved his child too and they both lived long and
when full of years were blessed with a beautiful death.
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A Love Story Too

A Love Story 2

Huelva and the Golf of Cadiz and it was August and in the town

there were laud music and rockets in the air. I had met a gypsy girl
she wore a white blouse and a red long skirt she wore no shoes

her feet brown and dusty. Back then I smoked cigarettes- chesterfield-
they were supposed to be upmarket compared to Camel cigarettes;
even then I wanted to be different, a cook who could read

She admired my Ronson lighter it was expensive and no one on

the ship had a lighter that classy.

She clicked the lighter a few times how she coveted it, but I was
surprised when she suddenly ran away. I thought she ran for fun,
she would come back: she didn "t. Later I saw her she was with two
gypsy boys and I dared not say anything. I walked back on board,
borrowed a box of matches sat in my cabin smoking and dreaming
of her beautiful eyes.
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A Love Story?

A love Story.

I looked down into the open grave the coffin was white until someone
threw a handful dry soil on its lid. Unreal it had nothing to with me, we
had met forty years ago and she left me saying she didn’t love me more.

I turned away, looked towards the bay, it was transparent, I could see fish
swim about, on its floor crabs, lobster that had escaped the net, and

sea plants swaying in the mild current. I poem floated up to the surface of
my consciousness I shook my head this is unseemly, threw the poem back
into a dreamy mere, like an angler who has caught very a small trout, saw
it float in the dark water of my restless mind. Her husband was crying

I embraced him “You loved her too, ” he whispered. I looked to the bay it
was blue and I couldn’t see clearly anymore, I was no longer sure whether
I had loved her as much as he had.

Oskar Hansen

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

99



A Lover's Agony

Love s Agony

You are the long evenings, the deepest night.

Sweet dreams you are not, in your embrace I m not reborn
the future is bleak.

I know well a night spent with you gives birth

to bitter regrets.

I promise not to seek you won 't help,

I love you more than life itself.

The blue hour casts long shadow and I can't
resist its alluring echo.

Our lair is feathers of tenderness,
but thorns of demanding ferocity.

A pact we made in a church, which reeked
of bunt wicks, desiccated roses and the redolence of death.
The name of our love is...Agony, we can 't

put stop clawing each other asunder
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A Lovers Lament

A lover's lament

By austere shore

I linger.

Look skyward

try to read the pattern
of a rapidly

changing sky.

Light and dark
painted the sea

first grey

and then blue again

I call your name,
because you are
where sea and heaven
merge.

To read your silence,

I must first understand
what is in my heart?
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A Man Called Anders

He sits in his cell, not allowed to read newspapers

or watch TV. The centre of his mind is the coldest
place on earth.... He gives, for now, no ground for
other thoughts, say, that he might have committed
an unspeakable crime. His mother has forsaken him
his father wishes he will have the sense to take his
own life. His cell is frosty blue, those who feed him
avoid eye contact. No hand reaches out to touch him,
and his former friends tell us he was a big nobody.
He cannot hear this he will not hear, he is the king of
his own mind and mustn’t stray from his chosen path.
Cosmic loneliness, if he, one day, wakes up from his
slumber of self delusion and sees how grotesque he is
there will be no one to embrace him and give succor.
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A Man's Alexandria

A Man’s Alexandria

A woman came into the living room looking sideways
she brought ice cold beer and snhacks, Alexandria, this
this was a modern Egyptian his waif’s face not covered
by a veil, the skin of her face was poke marked. I heard
voices in the kitchen it was of his daughters but I never
saw them, and that was ok, I do not know how to talk
to children. When we left the house they all had
disappeared into grey shadows, my Egyptian friend
shouted orders to no one in particular. Nightclub and
belly dancing, my friend disappeared with one of them,
I had been the stooge, but all bills had been paid, so ok.
Walked back to my ship alone, packs of docks along
the docks didn’t bother me; I had met a culture I didn’t
understand my Egyptian friend said that he didn’t had any
children since he didn’t have sons.
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A Marine Story

It was an early evening on the Pacific sea, the skip was sailing
with ease towards San Francisco, the cook was clearing up

In the galley and the chief steward was down in the walk- in-
freezer making a list of food that was left and how much food
he needed when the ship birthed. The ship shock violently it
had struck a mine and the door into the meat freezer was stuck
and the ship was sinking. The cook knew where the chief was,
ran down to the store and was able to open the freezer door,
they grabbed life jacket each and jumped overboard.

Eerie silence they struggled to stay together, then the unholy
scream from the ship as it was swallowed by the voracious sea.
In front of them the raft used to paint the shipside, scrambled
on to it totally shocked and exhausted they fell asleep.

At dawn the chief couldn "t wake up the cook, an elderly man,
this had been too much for his heart. The chief knew what he
had to do, but waited till afternoon before he rolled the cook
overboard, curled up on the raft and closed his eyes, had seen
grey fins and didn "t want to witness his friend eaten by sharks.
The chief was picked by a passing liberty ship the day after and
three day later, he walked ashore in San Francisco.

A sliver of war s agony, of no consequence, for its outcome of
the except for the man who had lost a friend.
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A Mistake And A Big Bosom

A Mistake and a big Bosom

Youth is the time we do things that we regret

And before I continue why have never walked into
A murder scene like Hercules.

I have never met anyone I love as much as you
She said this beautiful woman who lived by the lake
Caught trout fried them and served me Fish and
Her bosom was generous as her love.

Oh, the mirror, the mirror what she said was right
So the world was mine

And I danced in the candlelight lit by my vanity.

Her rowing boat was found in the fjord she had been
Out fishing

Suicide the verdict was, I knew better so did

her father but Hercules was not there to put things
right and point out the guilty one
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A Modest Table

A Modest Table

The table is like a flag wrapped little coffin
only it is not a flag of hubris and nationality,
but a cloth with roses, sewed by a woman
with time at hand and love in her heart.

The table is rough hewn but solid it will not
suffer illnesses of old age, but perhaps get

wood-worms.

It will last longer than I will, till new owners
will throw it on the dump or break it up and

use it as firewood a cold winter night.

In the meantime, as we wait, I rest my feet on
it when watching TV.
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A Moment In Time

An Autumnal Moment

The autumn light has faded it is night now,
Heat lingers, melts the ice in my whisky.

This is the best time of the day and I will
Not think of tomorrow’s day.

The terrace is full of fallen flowers and
Only slowly they will blow away.

All traces of summer will be gone and
What's left is a vague memory.

That once upon a time there was a spring,
Summer and endless joys of youth.

But I shall sleep easily in my bed as long as
I feel the good warmth of my lover.

And I will think how lucky I'm and hope
I will slip into the deepest sleep before her.
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A Moment To Remember

A moment to Remember

This night is too beautiful to behold, moon and silence. My heart aches.
Know I will wake up at dawn and regret that I can’t take it with me.

It will all be erased one day and I shall not know that I ever lived. I have
nothing, cannot own anything but my own ageing body, all I can do is to
enjoy the rare moments of fulfillments. I hear a plane high up see its light,
full of passengers going home and back to work. Why would anyone want
to leave this place? Across the road, in a darkened house, a man lies dying
racked by pain he can’t even shave himself. He sees not the full moon.

My life consists of moments, not like takes at a film studio that can be done
over and over again till it’s right. Some moments are too sad to behold.
Do not think of this now, I will drink another cold beer, smoke a cigarette,
look at the stars and dream.
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A Moral Sonnet 1

A Moral Sonnet

A big crow and a sparrow which had painted itself

In the colour of the big bird to appear masterful became
Good friends as the both suffered from bombastic
Self-believe and they make a pact to kill the ageing eagle
And his brood the did and by doing so killed millions of lesser
Birds which in despair turned and pecked each other

The sand became rubicund and from a distance looked like

A carpet for kings and potentates

From the eastern states, vultures came to feed and defend
To get the big crow and the pretend one, off their land
The crow flew home the false one had a mud bath to look
Like common sparrows but is of no avail the sparrows that
Had danced with the crow was shunned and travel from
Country to country and is sleepless in expensive houses-.
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A Moral Sonnet 11

A Moral Sonnet

A big crow and a sparrow which had painted itself

In the colour of the big bird to appear masterful became
Good friends as the both suffered from bombastic
Self-believe and they make a pact to kill the ageing eagle
And his brood the did and by doing so killed millions of lesser
Birds which in despair turned and pecked each other

The sand became rubicund and from a distance looked like

A carpet for kings and potentates

From the eastern states, vultures came to feed and defend
To get the big crow and the pretend one, off their land
The crow flew home the false one had a mud bath to look
Like common sparrows but is of no avail the sparrows that
Had danced with the crow was shunned and travel from
Country to country and is sleepless in expensive houses-.
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A Naruto

A Naruto

I try to get up,

they are all over me,

must be dwarfs.

This mysterious house

at the edge of a forest,
how did I get here?
Amongst depraved people
born to be sinful.

They shrike like animals,
featherlike as small children
Night alleyways,

dark laughter follows me,
stilettos and moonlight.

I run on sand, see a ship,
behind me church bells toll.
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A New Love

A New Love Story

I had stopped at the rural cafe for a coffee it was a day when I was
not feeling a day over seventy she was around fifty and incredible
young her waste was that of a waif at the beginning of life.

She was so beautiful and she smiled inviting me to sit by her table
and I was only drinking coffee. I told her amusing stories of my life,
mostly lies- and she laughed, not a bored mirth while looking at
the time thinking of the right moment to slip away the clutches of
my unwanted attention. Good time has me has a limit, so much and
not more, her husband came in he had been to the garage, had the car
fixed and he told me all about it down to the smallest dreary details

A nice man with oil on his hands and I hated him, but I could not kill him
and claims his wife as mine, the thought faintly amused me,

and they drove off. I loved her immensely and she reminded me of

my wife s niece I love her too, perhaps it was her but I was too old to see
as handsome faces take on a mask of a smiling Janus
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A Nice Middle Class Family

A Nice Middle-Class Family

I know the guy, who planned the Lisbon Metro,
he’s French, called Pierre and has a red beard,
the only famous man I know. He lives in a posh
part of Paris, his wife paints livid pictures, lots of
ruby, I wonder why, as nothing in Europe can be
more worthy than the French bourgeoisie.

Two pleasant daughters and a splendid son too
all firmly educated, they can play piano and sing.
His girls are married to young, simple men from
the cultured field of soft carpets and commerce.
They will do well, but not as ably as their father
who helped construct the great Lisbon Metro.
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A Nice View

My shed is full of stuff I "'m not using and
should, when get around to it, throw on

a skip. In the corner there is a golf bag

full of rusty clubs, a reminder of the days
when I genuinely tried to be middle class,
a family of mice live there now, their
entrance is a hole in the bottom of the bag.
They are safe there and probably snug.

On the left side of the bay in Cascais, there
used to be green slopes, now they are full
of buildings facing the sea. Everyone likes
to live where beauty is, nice view and green
slopes; they build houses there and roads.
Just more golf bags far from the greens...
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A Night To Remember

A Night to Remember.

It is cold here in this room that has wall paper
With faded roses on, which absorb the light.
From a 40 watt bulb stuck naked and hanging
On a thin rubber encased electric wire.

Too dark to read too early for a bed that doesn't
Look inviting, I wonder who many losers

Have been trying to find sleep looking up to
Silence and asking the same question: “how
Could it come to this? " I sit on a chair and look
Out of the window, dark shadows move some
With haste in the hope of getting away from,
Here, but they have yet to formulate, to where?
On a ship of dreams I sail, at dawn ice crystals
Glitters on the window pane and tell of hope.
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A None Writing Day

A none Writing Day

The freedom of not writing anything is an illusion
today I will just sit there and listen to the news
Turkey is having problem and it has nothing to do
with me although a poet friend of mine Erken may
be upset several police officers killed perhaps one
of them was her son and I can't send flowers in
case it is not so. I only like Portugal in the winter
when it is cold enough to put an extra jumper on
when sitting indoors....that were the days.

What do I know? Perhaps Erken is a Russian spy

who speaks five languages perfectly without fluffing

neither a line nor breaking the wind when talking to the pope.
Knows the sewers of Istanbul like the street going home

and analyzes the shit falling from the American embassy
When it is discovered that the US envoy suffer from

diabetes she will be promoted by Putin.
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A Note For You

A short Note for You

This is a little missive written in some haste as we have

to go back to the hospital for more tests. Only you could get
me there and wait 4 hours in a packed waiting room.

Time is tough for those who have no private health insurance
and most of us have not. I tell you about the inequity of this,
but you are not listening just look through magazines like
&quot; HALLO&quot; touched by a million sick people.

When we finally get to see the specialist, a woman of around

45, 1 tell her lies about my splendid health, but you are there

and tell her the truth. I insist I'm ok and want to go home.

Ignored by two women I agree to go back to hospital one more
time about a bloody pacemaker, I gruffly leave for a coffee.

But I'm glad you are there looking after me, I always knew how
much I loved you, as long as you don't tell me how to drive my car.
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A Pair Of Brown Shoes

I once slapped my brother across the face,

it hurt me more than him, the palm of

my right hand is still red.

You see, we lived in a small flat- I had bought

a pair of shoes, they were un-walked in and shiny;

was going to put them on that Saturday evening

to impress my friends; but my brother beat me to it.

I was so furious I cried; 'it is only a pair of shoes, '

my mother bleated in the background.

This was fifty years ago I now know the difference

of what is important and what is nothing to bother about,
but sod it all... he shouldn't have taken my fucking shoes
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A Pair Of Senryu

Senryu

Waiter has no teeth

Works incredible long hours
For new dentures

Senryu
In the park of lust
Two long cigarettes exhale

Fumes embrace softly
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A Pair Of Shoes

A pair of Shoes

She was nine years old wore a cotton dress, barefoot and had her
picture taken. Her mother had bought her a pair of new shoes,
and the shoes were so lovely she didn "t want to put them on yet.
Her mother relented the photography was taken the girl holding
the shoes firmly in her little hands.

She looked into the camera with intense seriousness seeing into

a future she was not yet aware of, perhaps she was but couldn "t not
articulate it, hence holding on to her shoes a symbol of the losses
she would suffer.

She married a farmer in Congo they had cattle and coconut trees.
Then came the revolution and since they had the wrong colour, not
black not white had to flee when crazed soldiers came, freedom

was or the masses, who took over the farm ate the milking cows, but
neglected to till the land. She ended up in a foreign land, but she
didn "t mind that so much her children had prospered and survived,
but she was always thrifty never threw away a thing.
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A Pavement Cafe

In the café where I sit I can see the village’s church, nice building
typical Portuguese architecture and painted white. I walked inside
it once, didn’t like that so much, as it had dark corners and whiffed
of sins not yet forgiven. It is quiet here now as the people prepare
for winter sleep in damp houses. There are a few tourists about
mostly elderly bad on their feet. The church bell tolls one o’clock,
it is good to know time even in Paradise. Today I will go for a walk
in the village’s cemetery a lovely place full of flowers and often
with pictures of the departed when they looked ruddily healthy
and the claw of death had yet to touch them; and I mustn’t forget
the good silence. Whatever the argument was it means nothing
anymore. The waiter brings me a coffee and a sly cigarette which

I smoke with guilty pleasure, yet looking out for my doctor he often
comes here for his coffee. Yes, this is another perfect day.
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A Peaceful Day

A peaceful day

This day was a non-event woke up at nine had a coffee,

a shower and then on the training bike for an hour

The sun was shining as we had breakfast of boiled eggs
nothing could upset me my wife had been dreaming

of a broken mirror, my dream was we had gone to Italy,
Venice I think lots of water in smelly canals.

We were eating at the local restaurant it is clean and we
know the staff tipping them would be an insult.

When the place was empty, I got up grabbed a knife and
killed my wife several times because I didn't want to go
to Italy and no one had ever asked me what I wanted.
The police were kind and understanding let me drive home
by myself. At home, my wife had bandaged feet she had
stepped on shared of glass from the broken window which
shows dreams sometimes come true
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A Perfect Painting

Perfect painting

An azure, sinless sky
a whisper of white clouds
and a yellow sun.

The canvas was big
but the painter got bored
walked home.

It rained in the night
canvas, dark and ominous
the artist was contented.
Painting, just the way

it was intended,

but he didn "t bother to sign it.
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A Pessimistic View From A Balcony In Paris

A Pessimistic view from a Balcony in Paris

Fine rain, open umbrella, sitting on the balcony of a hotel
overlooking Haussmann - Saint Lazare. A throng of people
and cars, but something as changed, people drinks Starbuck
coffee and eat burgers on the hoof. Old restaurants are
closing or converted to fast-food joints. I sigh and drink from
a bottle of Bordeaux to avoid getting rainwater in my wine.
This place together with rue d’Amsterdam used to be where
the posh people lived and now, safe for the ruddy scrap yard
tower, this could have been downtown New York.
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A Phone Cali

The Phone Call

Phone rings I finally answer, it's my daughter she wants to come home.
“Where are you ringing from? I ask she doesn’t know. Tell her I have no
home only phone that works in all weather, "I gave you all my money
and I sold my house so you could become a doctor.” But dear dad I'm

a dancer now in a country I don’t know the name of, only that people
talk funny and cry a lot when drunk.” Since we didn’t know where we
are, agree to meet in Tirana but, she doesn’t know when she’ll be there,
I don't know when I'll be going there. Dreams of becoming middle class
through my daughter has vanished. Where is Tirana? Anyone?
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A Picture On A Café Wall

A farmer and his mule are kicking
up dust on their way to Messines.

The mule has very long ears and
the farmer wears a big, black hat.

Side by side they walk the yonder
yet, they have time to get there.

The road is asphalted now, and
dust settles on the grassy verge.
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A Pint Of Bitter...For Sure

A Pint of Bitter...sure-

At the registrar office we "re getting married
when I noticed on her papers she had been
married 5 times....hold on you never told me
this, I thought you had been married once and
had a daughter with him. I have of think about
this marriage left she accosted me in the street
and said; but what about the caterers, sausage
rolls and pies?

Cheshire; rain and I dislike indigestible food.

I a walked into a pub and had chicken in a basket

with chips and a pint of beer. Her brother came in

and 12 pints of beer later I agreed to marry his sister.
The rest was a blur working men s clubs and more beer.
The English working class is a tribe and I didn "t fit in.

I went back to sea again but that bloody piece of paper
with my name on took years to erase.
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A Pleasure Remembered

The Pleasure Remembered.

I saw her in a cafe yesterday; years had not been kind to her

her hair was matted, dry skin and her lips were a sullen grimace,
not quite hiding her miss- coloured teeth.

Once, we slept entwined I kissed her body and often burrowed

my head in her honey pot and drank her love juice like divine nectar.
She was just sitting there a lonely old woman thinking her youth

lost in thoughts and her tea was getting cold.

It made me think of the nature of love, there must be a physical
Attraction first, loving the person’s comes later.

If I met her for the first time today there would be no physical
attraction but perhaps she would have had something interesting

to say, I didn 't listen to her back just her cooing and sexual rapture.
The thought of sleeping with now was depressing and for doing
that...no. But we did flew on wings of passion too high for us and

we burst into flames, only ashes left. She looked around but didn "t
recognise me, why should she, a fat, bald old man reading a paper.
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A Poem

Poem

Mighty Amazon flood

Flows strongly towards the sea
Pauses by the delta

But now it is all too late
Reduced to melancholy

Sweet water blending with sea
And history is forgotten
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A Poet Is Amused

A Poet is Amused

Now when we say good bye give me

a promise with your hands and lips

no, I didn't mean an apple.

Object

Plutocrat

Advocate

That has nothing to do with grammar.

Who said it did?

The first time I saw naked woman was a September night
she stood by the fire cleaning her private part

soapy pubic hairs

overcome by desire, I ejaculated fell to the ground

in someone else's garden.

Poets are like whores sell romantic poems and show
their filthy souls to anyone in need of a dream.

He goes to the nearest tavern and has a dram

and doesn't let grammar get into it only wishes to live
in a society that ban full stop and comma.
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A Poets Dilemma 1

A Poets dilemma

I try to write a love poem

Words will not come

Brown eyes blue eyes I don 't know

What does the thesaurus say?

Lovely, beautiful my der such pedestrian
Words

I find some rare words but I"'m a plain man
These words are over the top

So refined they sound like irony

There is Hercules Poirot on TV, I enjoy its
Ridiculousness [

Tomorrow morning I will bring you tea saves me
From looking up words for love
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A Portrait Of Emptiness

A portrait of emptiness

I got a book sent from a Sunday paper it is in written
Portuguese and tries to tell the story of a man who -

as the folklore goes- was the only person in the whole
world born evil. I look at his face it is early middle aged
and he does not smile the way a politician should and

I do not think his speeches began with a joke.

He wears a windbreaker that has a slight military cut,

the thumb of his right hand is partly hidden by the rest

of his fingers, on his left hand, he has a manuscript to one
of his speeches and behind him mountains and fog.

I stare at his face his body stance and try to detect an aura
of evil and of his mesmerising personality I see nothing
It is said that when he was nearing sixty years of age he

took his and his mistress" s life, oh yes his name was Hitler.
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A Prince Is Born

A boy baby was born this morn, no not in Bethlehem
or the east end, but in the heart of a land that loves
royals. So what the big deal babies are born; mothers
give birth to them every day, but this is different

the woman who gave birth to is a royal highness and
for a brief moment we realized she has a vagina too.
The baby born is a prince, with a silver spoon in his
mouth, which will give him a speech impediment
when becomes a king. How are the strange people who
wave flags and appear to have witnessed a miracle?

A child was born, not in Bethlehem, this morning, in
the working class estate Somewhere Else. The mother
has no cot or pram for the child, he was born with

a wooden spoon in his mouth and unless he gets rid
rid of that spoon he will amount to nothing in life
except a life of petty crime, or a soldier be who fight
useless wars for the establishment.
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A Pugilist And A Whistleblower

A pugilist and a whistle-blower

I never thought much of boxing

but I liked Muhammad Ali" s forthrightness
steadfast stood against the storm of

hatred and vilification when he didn"t want

to join the Vietham war even though

he was banned from pursuing his craft for
three years, the best years of his age.

It took a long time for me to embrace his courage.
It took time to untangle myself from the net

of lies and propaganda spewed by a submissive
press and find the truth and ill will behind

the mendacities of politics.

Now that the great on good hail him and mourn
his demise perhaps it is time to pardon

Edward Snowdon who exposed the dishonesties
of the establishment.

Oskar Hansen

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

134



A Question

A Question

Is Santa Claus

A paedophile
Surrounded by elves
No women

Work in Santa's
Factory

I find

His interests in children
Is suspect

Grooming them

To become gift giving
Adults

Keeping his business going

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 135



A Quickie In The Kitchen

A quickie in the kitchen

I'm quite a normal sort of person I do not steal and
only lie with passion. In the house, we lived in there
were two flats on the second floor, a lady rented a
room and we shared the kitchen with her. Yes, it was
not a place where the middle classes cared to live.

One day in the kitchen I was fifteen and kissed her

I put her face -down on the table lifted her left knee

on a chair pulled her pants down and in it went like

a knife in an over ripe melon I quickly ejaculated,

a geyser of semen ran down her legs she burped ale
grabbed a kitchen towel- her own - drying her legs

We did this every afternoon till my mother caught us

in the act and hell broke loose. I fled to the communal
bath-house which also had a swimming pool and stayed
until closing time. At home mother sat reading, she
looked up said I was disgusting. Five minutes longer she
said as to herself and with that woman!
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A Rant

THE Big Con of a Peace Prize

And there they are the leaders of EU receiving

a prize they do not deserve, the only thing they
have rescued are banks and the people are
paying the price. I 'm listening to Barroso, he who
abandoned the premiership of Portugal when he
was offered better paid job in Brussels and left
the country to its own devise.

Millions of unemployed people lines stretching

for miles, Barroso says everything is fine while
Tucking into caviar when not speaking f Europe

in a fake upper class English voice and sounds like
a servant, of a big house, with great ambition.
And now they are brining, in Kosovo, a gangster
led country to complete the skullduggery.

the EU is a capitalist construction that gives them
security to exploit people. The people of Europe
have been betrayed by their leaders and I know
when a man speaks with fork tongues the game is
up... @ democratic EU is a good idea but it has
been betrayed by the elite...the prize giving in Oslo
is a disgrace, they couldn 't even stop the war in
the Balkan with US A’s help. So let them dance when
Europe goes hungry.
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A Rat

A Rat

it was dawn about six o’clock the phone from the bridge of the ship rang,
time to get up. I had been sleeping on the couch put my feet on the floor
and between them a big rat escaped the door to my cabin was ajar it

got out. I said nothing no one had seen the rat no point making a fuzz.

I made breakfast for the crew. The chief engineer was a bit late I walked

up to his cabin, to call him, in his bedroom fast asleep the rat snuggled

by his face, by the sound of my voice the rat quickly disappeared and

when the chief was fully awake it had gone. I did notice when he was eating
there were rat hairs on his unshaven face, he complained of an odd smell.

I said nothing had a schedule and lunch to prepare.

Thinking about it now I might have been wrong, I sometimes have problems
sorting out dreams and truth when telling a story
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A Rat In Bed

A rat in bed

Before going to bed, I was thinking of my dog it liked sleeping
between my neck near the jugular vein, this I think made her

feel like a master of my life and death

In the night I could feel soft fur on my neck switched on the light

it was sleeping soundly mouth half open showing long front teeth,

a bloody big rat had taken the liberty to sleep with me.

First I panicked ran into the living room to find a hammer, but it was
in the shed, back in the bedroom the rat still sleeping, ! grabbed it b
Its tail carried it outside threw it into the street. I didn "t kill it, though,
the blood on the pillow and so on, also in case it had the soul of

my dog that had got a bit confused forgetting it was a vermin now
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A Reflection

A reflection

Today is the last day of June and thanks

to a northerly wind and some rain, it has been a good month.
It is a Siberian airstream wonder if it knew

I was a communist until I saw it was just a dictatorship
where men in ill-fitting suit decided our future usually so old
they lived in another century their idea of freedom had

little to do with reality.

Today Russia is a modern state semi - democratic and there
is a freedom of speech if played by soft violin music.

But Russia is worried the mighty USA is spoiling for a war.

I will not think of this afternoon, enjoy the cooling wind

and let the world pass by.
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A Reflective Moment

A Reflective Moment

Now in my late seventies I have left behind me

any vestige of religious feelings, on the contrary

I think religion is bad for humanity.

Death is therefore not an enemy but an end of
conscious life. Then the process of degrading begins
and last till we are earth and the dust that settles
on books that never got read because the TV was

a bigger draw ones taste is decaying.

My lack of beliefs has freed me to sleep and not
worry whether I wake up or not I snooze like a baby
which has stopped crying and should the morning
arrive — I hope it will- and a new day begins, for
when you die the world dies too.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 141



A Reminder

A Message

Our old captain was pensioned off, he had been
the master on the same ship for ten years and at
sixty five he didn "t know where to go as his whole
life had been the sea. The first officer was taking
over. He had noticed the old man every morning
went on the bridge, opened a locked drawer and
read something from a folded piece of paper.
The first officer having sewed on an extra ring on
his uniform, now had four, was curious opened
the drawer. On the paper was written: starboard
is right and portside is left.
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A Sad Affair In India

Rape in India, those who thought it was a land of Ganges
and a Hindu paradise, will now discover that India is not
much different from other countries, including the west.

a woman lost her life in the frenzy of sexual hatred against
a class or a woman who was educated and not a slave of
ignorant men who think how a woman should behave.
And the common cries blows through villages and cities:
Kill them kill them. And I say NO, because if we do we
Become just like the thugs on the bus. They must be
incarcerated as women are unsafe with these, kind of
men in streets. But they are victims too by a system that
disregard women as cattle; their hatred is social, and only
by changing the system can women be safe, but only
when it dawn on us that women are our daughters,

wives and mothers
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A Sea Bird

A The Sea Bird

During the occupation of Norway when many fled to
Sweden or England the new generation has forgotten that
in their hatred of refugees.

I remembered a seabird called Alke which was snared

It was a big bird and needed hours to cook and served with
boiled potatoes and brown gravy which I liked

but I was not keen on the bird it tasted of cod-liver oil

but had to eat some meat usually through tears and mother
hitting me over the head with a wooden spoon.

After the war and little work in factories, the alke was hunted to

near extinction, luckily it was saved in time.

The Norwegians see the world through a fog of self- inflicted fear

feel inundated by a few migrants,

now that the oil price has fallen they would like to see the newcomers,
like the alke, become a rarity
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A Sea Dirge

A Sea Dirge

I once saw, where the horizon ends,
a ship ploughed the sky.

White tears on pale blue,

I saw the waiting darkness;

I knew, before any others,

it would be a starlit night.

Look, I said, but it was too late,

the ship had cast anchor

behind a cloud loading mist

for Dogger Banks,

and take onboard discarded dreams to plug

the dikes of Amsterdam.
Sunflowers on mythical sea
and red flying fish,

my ship is bound for the Saragossa Sea with

cargo of old sailors,

here they come to stalk in fog of the forgotten.
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A Shadorma Poem

Sunset. Shadorma

Winter sun

On the coast of death

White coffins

In the bay

Hoisting sail for unknown seas
As darkness descends
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A Shanty

A Shanty.

I will walk to where the open mass grave of
bleached sandstones is, the grave is flanked
by sober olive trees, which have silvery leaves
and in the breeze remind me of the Black Sea.

I was on tank-ships walked on iron decks and
dreamt of sandy beaches, when ship docked

miles of pipes and oil refineries was on offer,
and lights of cities were always too far away.

Badly paid and far from home this was not

a song of a “Youngman Jansen’s life; a loss
of time if you ask me. The slam of an engine
door a watch over, the sea was isolation.

Ashore together fearful of wolves that circled
us looking for the weakest in the flock, drink
up it’'s midnight the last launch back to our ship
in the bay is leaving now, yes, lost was time.

Deep shadows in the vale trees are green again
as breeze dies, I'll leave my past where it belongs
in the cupboard of the forgettable, I'm free now

and no longer a prisoner of the sea.
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A Sigh (Tanka)

A Sigh (Tanka)

A cape made of wool

Not for elegance but warmth
Oscar Wilde frowns

Woolly socks and winter boots
I'm a jobbing poet

The economy (Tanka)

As markets pick up

Petrol prizes are going up
Many cars are sold

New and bigger airports built
Global warming, be damned.
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A Slum Outside Paris

A slum outside Paris

A cardboard city thrives a place where no one has

to pay the rent and electricity are purloined.

is it impossible for middle -class folk to understand

but the Roma thrive despite living by a city dump

where you dump your trash wash your hand and are
happy to live in a block of flats and house the rules.

Now they want to get rid of this illegal city that cost
nothing to run and need not tramlines. But they are

not like us do not share our values, no they are not

like us the do not deplete the world " s resources and
when the last car has stopped the Gypsies will as they
always have done crossing the landscape with their children
women and dogs carried pulled donkeys on ancient carts.
And the man with a wristwatch and finery will offer

them riches for a lift to better times.
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A Small World

The small words

&quot;All that's mean nothing&quot; not my words

but I often think about it, when reading the newspaper

I look for the no-news the filling of space

the news is often there and when shit flies they are taken
by surprise busy reading the headlines.

Being so wrong the want to set aside democracy and civil
behaviour the by line has become a headline we must
demonstrate denounce the new from the stage or pulpit
by the pompous and incompetent

perhaps it would help to read the alternative press they
have less to lose and don "t worry about circulations and
no capitalist master to serve
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A Smaller Poem

A small poem

I sat on a rocking chair

On the veranda

The stone in the garden was
Covered in moss

The cicada sang fireflies lit up
The night as pilgrims in Mecca
Slaughtered lambs
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A Sonnet (San Suu Kyu)

A Sonnet (San Suu Kyu)

Aung San Suu Kyu the fragrant daughter of a Burmese
general is a scented lovely lady. Four years ago when
she was 60 I wrote her a poem and it disappeared into
the www. It’s her dignity and silence I find compelling
I wouldn’t mind waking up in the morning and find her
face on the pillow beside me. Yes, I know call me what
ever you want, had she looked like Hillary Clinton, I
would have protested against 18 month house arrest
but my heart wouldn’t have been involved; now I feel
as I'm losing her forever and I will never meet her and
and say the three words I have waited so long to say.
She is a symbol of peace and democracy, ok so I leave
the politics up to you, all I want her to do is to see me
smile and recognize my love for her.
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A Stone Wall

A Stone Wall

I was taking pictures of some old stone walls when
When my feeble mortality struck me,

The stone dug up from rust red road to divide for all
Time whose property it was

And they will be there long after I have gone.

Not that I wish to be a stone like the ones in the wall
Rain and the sun it must be boring

Still I reflect upon my demise and cannot make up

My mind cremation or giving my body back to the earth
And my bones will be turned into gravel in someone's
Drive in, this confounded old age I have sagging ears
Like an elephant but I'm running out of years
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A Story Of A Mountain

A story of a Mountain

The mountain on the other side of the bay was born

before colours were introduced to make the world a jollier place for humanity,
mind it has three hues, black, grey and white, without these

shades the mountain would have been unseen, a shimmer of the morning light,
to avoid an accident, it would have to be spray painted every four years.

The mountain is not a place for a Sunday stroll; they say it is slippery and

if a bird overflies, it drops dead; and no plants grow in cracks.

But where the mountain meets the sea are crustaceans the size of dolphins,
and one lobster can feed a family of five, so in its sterile exterior the mountain
has hidden richness and looks glorious at sunset.

Oskar Hansen
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A Story Of Love

Love story

Her kiss tasted of iron railing a frostbitten dawn; my lips bled.
Her eyes were frozen stars in a deadly

galaxy of tranquillity.

A beauty flawless.

Her body...unbending, unwilling, an ice maiden in a winter forest.
Her blue lips had spots of cardinal crystal,

my futile attempt of resurrection.

My love, I laid by her feet, struck a match in the vast night of silence.
Ash and ember I was free.

In the glade among roses of gold,

my new love waited...hand in hand

we walked to where the day begins.
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A Story Of The Unsung

A Story of the Unsung.

Man, horse and cart wait at the railway station, picking up wares
and delivering them to local shops. Every July the man and horse
go on holiday to the country side, so his animal can eat fresh grass
and trot about on soft soil, while the man sits on a stone fence
smoking his pipe. A frosty day the horse fell on icy road, it was

not the same after that, it was off its hay, lost weight, had to stop
often, up hills, for a rest. The vet shook his head too late, nothing
he could do for the beast.

The man got a hand cart, tried to deliver parcels around, but could
not push heavy loads; fell ill, took to his bed and vanished into
blue yonder. There is a green field on the country side if you go
there In July you will, on a misty dawn, when the ash tree is
covered in gossamer, see a man sitting on a stone fence, smoking
his pipe whilst his horse, grazes on green lushness. But you must
go before the field is turned into a posh housing estate and
fairytales die in the glare of street lamps and prowling patrol cars.
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A Sudden Second Sight

A Sudden Second sight

It was long ago before horses became a status symbol
and ponies were rich children’s toy that Egon fell to
earth, from the hayloft down to the cow shed and he
had an epiphany. He foresaw a world a world where
there was no stigma attached to idleness, that it was
normal to sleep, curtains drawn, to ten in the morning
and have long brunch and not as now be served gruel.
When he woke up it was 2013 and was told gruel was
healthy kept you fit to get up at six in the morning and
work twelve hours in an office, perform boring work
that had no meaning other to keep people occupied and
in the false knowledge of being useful.

He had slept through the ages, except for lack of horse
Manure in streets, nothing much had change, even

the unemployed to draw curtains open before going to
bed again... not working was still a stigma.
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A Summer

Remembering a Summer

In the backyard of the house that had never
been painted and had so many people living
inside that it looked like it was ready to burst,
the sun flooded- high summer- as bluebottles
circled the rubbish bin where a big rat sat and
catlike cleaned its face using a piece of broken
glass as a mirror. I patted the rodent on its head
it smiled showing healthy teeth and sank them
into my hand before running down a hole.

My dad used the last of his whisky to clean
The wound, mother was glad for that.
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A Summer Night

A Summer Night.

A Bergman movie had an old man running in
the hall senseless, gripped by an irrational fear
of death. I sat by the bed pearls of sweat ran
down my butter coloured body, summer, but

all can hear is the ticking of the kitchen clock,
to witness a day’s passing gave me no pleasure
this insistent march towards timelessness and
there is nothing to hold on, a moment’s respite,
or love to assuage the vortex’s relentless terror.
Dog awakes, hears steps too light for my ears,
a night visitor and I'm alone and without a god.
No, not here, the cur loses interest goes back to
sleep. Night is an enemy; the shift is nearly over,
I walk out on the terrace and wait for the day.
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A Summer Remembered

Summer Remembered.

It is odd in a country where winter last 8 months is it spring and summer

we remember and there were not too many of the good days either.

We took a ferry boat to a small Island for bathing now it is connected to

a bridge and parking spots take up the most land. Mother liked to go

there on Sundays she enjoyed the water, she swam like a seal and floated
like a wine cork thrown from a yacht, I was waddling in shallow water
collecting shiny objects that had the ability to lose its gloss when we came
home. My mother divorced at the time her lover was the ferryboat skipper

I think he wore uniform, it is jeans now for everyone and anyway with

a bridge who needs a boat, but they did go on camping holiday together and
I looked after myself. Mother loved him and he wanted to marry her but didn’t
want me it was silly of him to ask a mother will always choose her children.
Anyway it was winter approaching and Norway sleeps like the brown bear for
eight months if not going to boring places like Ibiza back then.
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A Tale Never Told

A Tale Never Told

The old man, who carried what, appeared to be and empty sack
over his shoulder when he walked through the village, is no more;
and I never got around asking him what was in his jute sack.

I think he carried around stories untold, dreams and translucent
memories of childhood. He was the brother of another old man
the one with a white donkey who came to our village selling
juicy, big lemons; alas he too has gone. He said of his brother,
the dreamer, walked amongst the stars and had forgotten how
to talk except to trees rose bushes and animals in the forest.

I once saw him in the glade playing mouth harmonica to a flock
of sheep that for once forgot to eat. When seeing me he stopped,
got up, smiled shyly and walked his way followed by snow white
rabbits; I fancied they were angels. I look up to the October sky
and sense his shadow and smile casting peace upon me.
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A Tin Of Sardines

A tin of Sardines.

Mother by an assembly line putting tiny sardines into tins,
a machine did the rest, a squirt of oil and a lid stamped on.
Sardines side by side, in total darkness, wait to be eaten.
But first of all the sardines had to be smoked, the smoker
my mother’s lover, he visited her every Sunday afternoon,
and I was sent out to find a place that sold ice cream, even
when it rained. Rusting sardine cans, littering the wayside,
don’t walk barefoot in the grass at summer time. Mother
by an assembly line, putting sardines into tins, the smoker
had another girlfriend now and I got no Sunday ice cream.
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A Tough Cookie

A Tough Cookie

On the surface of life, my mother was a tough cookie

of three children she lost two when they were fairly young.
Tearless she attended their funeral and people thought
she should have cried more.

I heard her tears the pain from her heart that could not

be stopped, an ache so painful that no pills could stop it.
One night I went into her bedroom in the hope of stilling
her grief, she had a pillow over the face to stifle her yammer.
told me to leave the grief was hers alone.

My mother kept her sorrow for herself she was unable
share her grief with anyone least of all me who for reason
I shall not understand she kept me at a distance and I had
to watch as she sunk into the mess of alcoholism, this was
her answer to a world not of her creation. A contrarian

few came to her funeral, those who did has been blessed
with the good fortune of understanding that life has many
expressions and you are free to have your own.
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A Tragedy

The human tragedy

I know of a man

And I knew him well

When coming out of hospital
Incurable cancer

He went home

Shot his father and raped his mother
Then hung himself

Two of the three deeds

Could be understood

But the rape

Could not be explained

It was a human tragedy

Of a Greek dimension

Alas, he was an ordinary man
And no play was written
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A Truely Norwegian Poem

The Suitor

Uphill I walked it was still dark, had to be at
the farm a five, milking time. Hard westerly
wind makes the climb tough soon the cattle will
be mooing in their pens, the boss grumpy, I'm
hungry and no time to eat; milking eight cows
by hand is no joke. End of the last hill I see
the farm, there is light in the kitchen,

Emma, my dog, barks, stops when she hears my
steps, ten to five, morning light I stop and catch
my breath, they are not going to think that I was
hasting for them I'll have a quick mug of coffee

a slice of ham, just like any other day, they will
wonder and the maids whisper, but not ask where
and with whom, I spent the night.
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A Tv Star

A TV. Star.

The man hiding in the light his persona, sparkling
sunglasses not enough when we gloried in his
mesmerizing peculiarity. We saw not the sinister
black shadows behind him... except, from time to
time we felt revulsion a glint in his eyes and shark
teeth that told of what we didn’t want to know.

He died a much loved hero, the abused stayed silent.
Now the dark hideous nature of the man is for all to
see; and must bring shame of those who knew but
for the sake of his fame never spoke out. Pedophiliac,
the seducer of children, his clunking gold chains we
followed, to the tune of greed into the dark abyss of
fear and loathing.
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A Verse For You

The verse I wrote last night

Is the same I wrote this morning
About my love for you

Rainy days are your tears
Sunshine is your brilliant smile
Everything I see of nature
Reminds me of you

Primrose and roses I can’t escape
The meadow where horses graze
And the morning mist

And the clearing in the woods
Where rabbits frolic

And in the undergrowth so full of
Juicy mushroomes.

And the all seeing eagle flying high.

They are all you my beloved

And your name is ... hang on a bit
In all my lyrical prose

I have forgotten your name.
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A Verse Of Sexual Nature

A Verse of Sexual Nature

If Julian Assange

Is found guilty in Sweden
Wikileaks will

Stand erect as before

Ready to penetrate the truth

Diplomacy’s whores
Pretending to be virgins

In a sinful world

Exposed as immoral tarts
Venereal sores on their face.
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A Village

A Village in Iberia

Drove to the village where I was born, hadn’t been there
for forty years, the lane was muddy and houses deserted;
this village had been abandoned long time ago; what was
I thinking of coming here? A tree had grown right through
our cottage, roof smashed now walls were tumbling down.
Puny human dwellings, here today and gone in less than
Ten decades, the tree seemed to say. What a nostalgic fool
I'm, this idea of returning, rebuild the old house and live
here in happy retirement.

This was no longer a village but a graveyard, houses were
tombstones of a past that had nothing to offer but poverty,
glassless window resembled crosses of a defunct faith.

I sat on a stone smoking a cigarette the aroma of wafted
through the drab silence, from behind a broken wall a dog
came, young, and it looked eerily like Stella the dog I loved
all those years ago, don’t tell me she has waited for five
dog generations, to return from the wasteland of eternity
just for me?

“I'll call you Stella”, I said and stroked the dog’s head.

She knitted her brows together as to say, "What else? ”

I opened the right hand car door, Stella jumped in like she
had done this a thousand time before, drove off and didn’t
look back once, the only memory I needed of my childhood,
was alive and snoozing in the seat beside me.
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A Village In Iberia

A Village in Iberia

Drove to the village where I was born, hadn’t been there
for forty years, the lane was muddy and houses deserted;
this village had been abandoned long time ago; what was
I thinking of coming here? A tree had grown right through
our cottage, roof smashed now walls were tumbling down.
Puny human dwellings, here today and gone in less than
Ten decades, the tree seemed to say. What a nostalgic fool
I'm, this idea of returning, rebuild the old house and live
here in happy retirement.

This was no longer a village but a graveyard, houses were
tombstones of a past that had nothing to offer but poverty,
glassless window resembled crosses of a defunct faith.

I sat on a stone smoking a cigarette the aroma of wafted
through the drab silence, from behind a broken wall a dog
came, young, and it looked eerily like Stella the dog I loved
all those years ago, don’t tell me she has waited for five
dog generations, to return from the wasteland of eternity
just for me?

“I'll call you Stella”, I said and stroked the dog’s head.
She knitted her brows together as to say, "What else? ”

I opened the right hand car door, Stella jumped in like she
had done this a thousand time before, drove off and didn’t
look back once, the only memory I need of my childhood,
was alive and snoozing in the seat beside me.
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A Voyage To Argentina

The Voyage

The big seagull sat on the bow of my rowing boat

on my way to Argentina and Rosita,
which I never met she had married guitar player-
had unfriendly eyes ready to peck my eyes out.

I regretted my heroism.
I wanted to go to Argentina because of its pampas
Beautiful horses and also to be famous for the voyage

I was picked up by a merchant ship
it was actually going the wrong way docked in Antwerp

Free beer for the, would be the hero.
I got a job on an old steamer bound for Argentina.

Buenos Aires,
A City with so many beautiful women it took a long
before I got my stead looking for the tree of wisdom.
I found it burning in the night
the Gauchos were feeling cold and set fire to the tree.
What matters is the journey
which is a fine sentence to cover for absolute failure.
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A Way

A Way

I saw a narrow side road unused now but
scars from cartwheels are still visible. On
both sides' walls have partly fallen down,
no longer protecting or guarding anything,
obvious except, perhaps, memories; yet
the walls, with yellows spring flowers on

looked graceful as the easterly softly blew.

I followed the road, half an hour or so, till
it ended on a field of cardinal poppies and
Spanish bluebells. The road, pointless but
lucidly romantic, tells of a time gone by,
but whether it was a good or hard time it
stays quiet, leaves it up to me to make
sense of the past and remember it gently.
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A Weepy

A weepy movie.

I have been watching a movie on TV, a love story about a girl named Sabrina. I

fall for

it every time; yes, I know the technicality of filming but still believe the story.
Yes,

I know it is about upper class love, the chauffeur’s daughter, and the son of the
house.

They end up in Paris, where else? Nothing mundane about the film, like, can I
afford

a flight ticket to Paris? Money problem Kkills love. Last year my wife and I took a
coach

to Paris 36 hours- we are divorced now-. We spent so much time finding a place
to

eat and sleep we had little time to see the sights. Saw the Eiffel tower though,
you

could build a ship with all that iron. It disturbed me, the Unknown Soldier’s
grave;

eternal flame. Soldiers died for business interests and the lust for power. Wish
this

was the only truth, fact is young men like killing each other, they just need
someone

to say it's legal. In Paris I read poetry in defense of the Palestinians, for an
audience

of Jewish people, but since they didn’t understand Norwegian they applauded.
For a moment I was a star on the firmament of vanity. I will not be back to Paris
again,

less I can afford to drink a bottle of expensive wine.
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A Winter Memory

Enchanting Winter Memory

The day is lead dark and heavy, TV tells me of unwanted snow,
planes cannot take off or land.

There wasn’t much snow on the flatland of western Norway,
but it was cold, lakes and ponds froze and a bitter wind blew.

I skated round and around till I was inside a white vortex and
the world a blur, I heard nothing alone in the magic stillness

of my breath, now I was free and could fly.

Suddenly the wonder ended, I fell on hard unyielding ice, back
on earth I heard the farmer calling me... milking time.
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A Winter' s Tale

A Winter's Tale

It was clearing up in the afternoon

fingers of sunlight lit up the olive grove

a slight mist and a bizarre story

I saw him the old man dressed

in a soil dark suit, with a jute sack over his shoulder
picking up lost souls.

This time, of the year there is many.

The clouds in the sky have many hues some are black
others rosy

and ephemeral shifting colours with the light,
pushed by the wind

Church bell tolls before noon.

This miasma of ages,

stubbing a toe on the exposed root of an olive tree
when trying to follow the track of yesterday.

It has no future

What was it all for?

Is there a god?

The end is silence
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A Winter's Tale 2

A Winter's Tale

It was clearing up in the afternoon

fingers of sunlight lit up the olive grove

a slight mist and a bizarre story

I saw him the old man dressed

in a soil dark suit, with a jute sack over his shoulder
picking up lost souls.

This time, of the year there is many.

The clouds in the sky have many hues some are black
others rosy

and ephemeral shifting colours with the light,
pushed by the wind

Church bell tolls before noon.

This miasma of ages,

stubbing a toe on the exposed root of an olive tree
when trying to follow the track of yesterday.

It has no future

What was it all for?

Is there a god?

The end is silence
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A Woman In Palestine

I was watching a TV play; Hercules Poirot was in it, uproar in India and some
British officers,

killed this caused a furore in the English press terrorists had struck again we
know the British

are not racists many aristocratic Indians live in London of the type I would call
traitors,

as great wealth tend to make the rich collaborators.

I was writing about the glass ceiling broken by women working in high finance,
they too

are turncoats to the cause of equality the press especially the Guardian think
they are admirable

but they only are nothing more than grabbing pirates in skirts.

I"'m thinking of the suffering of Palestinian women their glass ceiling is protecting
their children

when their job is to resist an occupying army and help their men who fight
intruders to their death.

Anyway, Poirot solved that case it was about money and love

it always is perhaps we have to ban then both and Poirot can look for stray dogs

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 177



A Woman Of Substance

A woman of substance

I' m sceptical of the Dutch
One of them stole my beloved
He was a painter

Made her beautiful on canvas
And she fell in love

I wrote a poem on a torn
Piece of paper-

And I'm not a Lutheran-
Nailed it on her door

The usual stuff of the aching heart
The painter got arthritis

In his hands

Could not hold a paint brush
She sent him to nursing home
And now she smiles at me
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A Woman “s World

It is a woman s world

The new sex symbols are men they want to look like
muscular heroes seen on TV and on films.

They train several times a day to get a perfect body
other men have, thinking they must to attract women,
but all they attract are other men who fall into

the same trap what a beautiful body is the beginning
and a goal by itself. Why is it that men have been
reduced to think of their body must be perfect when

it by itself has little value? In a world where women
are equal; men subconsciously think they have in order
to attract women must look nice and attractive.

But women are not stupid they may adore a beautiful
Body, but they prefer, after having a fling with a body
builder, marry a man with prospects who can give
them security and economic stability. Women are not
romantic, they pretend to be, but prefer to marry

a man who can look after their children regardless if
the man are the real fathers or not, because a man
will accept a foundling in the name of love.
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A Woman's Man

A woman's Man

Women in the merchant fleet are nothing new, there have been
stewardesses, on ships since the late fifties. Before that we had

to do with mess-boys to bring us and as they had little interest in

the work and the crew hall suffered their unappetizing nearness.

Some of the women were married or had a boyfriend amongst

the crew others not and they had a choice amongst men knocking on
their cabin door with water combed hair. Being in the catering back

then it was easy to charm them since we were with them and took their
side in a dispute, The downside they were ugly and middle aged.

But as the saying goes a cat's colour does not matter if it can catch mice,
and again I ended up being the lover of older women... I got so used

to this that my first wife was ten years older than me.; and older women
had more experience in love making, I mean one didn't have to point out
the obvious. But dalliances like this didn't last long, usually the captain or
the chief officer took an interest for a middle aged woman her economic
future was more important than mere sex that was funny but had short
levity and often ended in tears. Then suddenly I was fifty and had been
a whore for a long time, before I met a girl 25, got married- don't know how-
I was married and had two children. My young wife knows nothing of my
past, she thinks of me as a helpless person a victim of circumstances caused
by my inherent niceness.
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Abike Memory

A Memory.

I once was an errand boy and had a big bike that had no gears and
our town was hilly. In front of the bike there was a steel mesh box
to put stuff in...sometimes when a doctor needed three chairs for

his waiting room it was all loaded up and I could hardly see where

I was going. But most of the time delivered things like typewriters
or ash trays; or delivering letters to clients, the last part made me
feel rather important as I was debt collector and taking the money
to the bank. Banks back then had a churchly interior and I had to
take my cap off before entering; a somber place never saw anyone
smile. When not on call I worked in the office putting papers in
folders in alphabetical orders, fetch cakes and coffee for the staff.

I was offered a position as a junior clerk, but the thought of working
in an office for the rest of my