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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.
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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.

Oskar Hansen

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

41



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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.

Oskar Hansen

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

97



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.
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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.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 102



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.
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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
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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.
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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.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 147



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

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 153



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.
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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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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 156



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.

Oskar Hansen
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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.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 160



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.

Oskar Hansen

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

167



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
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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 life was too much, mother said I had
lost an golden opportunity, but she was thinking of what she could
tell her sister: &quot; my son works in an office&quot;. As my aunt's son was
a welder and wore overall. It is a long time ago back in the days

I was free to make a choice. Right or wrong I shall not know perhaps
I could have ended up as a company director that would have made
mother very proud.
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Abortion 1

Abortion

When my mother was pregnant

with me, she was too poor to get

an abortion and it was also against

the law in those far away days.

My aunt gave her the advice to try skipping
Luckily for me, mother

was not very athletic

and I was born.

Abortion should be legal, as a human right
but I think

a woman should think long and hard of the world
she stops the unborn from seeing
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About Candles

About Candles (Senryu)
Burnt out candle

But the wicker still flickers
The night is endless.
Perfumed boudoir

She sees the candle’s flame
Dreams re-remembered.
Amongst lit candles

She waits for her lover
Dinner has gone cold.

He reads by candlelight
Didn’t pay the electric bill
No TV tonight.

Snowy winter night

Warms her hands over candlelight
Hardship lacks romance.
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Absolute Faith

The absolute Faith

It is so long ago now I might have had a hallucination

I had a day off at my work as a cook at a tourist hotel.
And biked to the bay that didn"t have big waves, it' s odd
But a have always had a fear of the sea despite the fact

I spent thirty years on the surfaces of oceans that were

A times of ill temper.

Having gone ashore on an Island in the Saragossa Sea

I was a survivor of the ghost that haunts a seaman's heart.

What I saw in the bay was six huns were rowing and mother
Superior steering the boat, on her signal, they stopped rowing
Uplifted oars dripped diamonds into the sea.

A haze descended and they disappeared, I do not know where.

Sun reflection on the water I had no sunglasses.
So I sat on a pebbled shoreline reading the daily news
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Abstraction

Abstract thoughts

See the world through a full glass of red wine

is to see the globe through blood dripping from
the galaxy as chalices of the wine of those who
paid the ultimate price for our folly.

When goblets fall and spill their lusciousness we
forget the fallen and start a new war simply
because someone must die to keep the carousel
going around and around if not the world will fall
into an abyss drifting in cold nothingness,
surrounded by beer foam and the stink of a pub
Sunday morning before the cleaners come

with cleansing products that smell of industrial
perfume that is toxic and give people cancer;
excessive cleanliness Kills, the red wine numbs
the mind and blood runs down the drain.
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Accident Prone

Accident Prone Pilot.

The ship was going up river to unload
containers full of scooters and tractors;

rain upland water level higher than usual.
There is an overpass across the river and
the ship “s bridge and communication mast
collided with it. It took a month to repair
damage to the ship and she was ready to
sail down the river, out to deep sea again.
There had been no rain for rain for a month
water level was lower than usual.

Going under the bridge was a piece of cake,
nervous pilot and anxious captain smiled,
but then the ship shuddered and got stuck in
the mud.
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Acidic Sea

The Acidic Sea

All those nice villas along the coast are empty safe for stray cats
and those too poor to live inlands, because the sea stinks like
bouillabaisse gone off. Marine life and sea plants have died out

too much acidity caused by industrial man, and now it is too late
to clean up the mess. Fish in tanks are guarded well and so dear
that only the very rich can afford to eat, say, bacalao; we have to
eat fishcakes that consists of ninety eight percent mashed potatoes,
the rest is cod skin. Cod liver oil is the cure all medicine, it's very
expensive and only the well off can afford to buy it, and they,

the rich live years longer than the poor. This has raised concern
and social unrest, politicians on the left, insist the poor too has

the right to be given a teaspoon full every morning; mind there is
synthetic cod liver oil on the market, but it tastes awful. Seagulls
and terns have adopted well have earth hued feathers, sit in carob
trees, sharp eyed keep and eye for scarps of food and scare tiny
tots with their inane pirate shrieks. From safe distant, when wind
is calm, and on romantic, moonlit nights, the sea looks as beautiful
as described by marine biologists in fairytale books.
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Adjourned

Adjourned

I was up early had a shower and was smelling

like newly opened jar of honey.

Underwear and clean socks a must and I combed

my five strands of delicate hair.

The pacemaker did not work properly, not that

I had noticed as I m not a marathon runner.

At the hospital, they told me the surgery was
postponed till the end of the month and to

think I had been awake all night worrying about it.

I didn't throw a tantrum, not a good idea amongst
cardiac patients, my wife did the smiling.

There was shaking of hands with the personal

we had breakfast I glowed over my lack of grumpiness
but I didn 't tell anyone I was secretly glad I do not
like surgeons, they are secret mass murderers whose
kismet stopped them from using an axe.
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Aearial Painting

Aerial Painting

The painting in the hall of an old bi-plane flying
a across a blue sky, was different this morning,
it had landed by a waterfall and the pilots stood
leaning against the plane’s fuselage slowly
smoking a cigarette, eyes closed enjoying every
moment, every inhale of scented tobacco.

I looked at the painting again the sky was dark,
there was lightning in the air the pilot had flown to
the front and collided with a barrage balloon,

the plane was a broken as thrown to the ground by
a spoilt boy who had wanted a fire-engine for his
birthday, and know only the blue sky prevails.
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Affection

The Business of affection

When you couple fall in love

and the love is broken and

not following its natural course

to fulfilment and a union of hearts

that sings from the same musical

sheet of harmony

The one left alone will feel a pain

that is physical in it intensity

no one night stand fuelled by alcohol
can assuage a hearts loneliness

In time the person will fall in love again
and again and leave behind

broken marriages should he be a man
we call him a Casanova and if it is

a woman she is feisty.

But they are lonely people trying to find
back to the feeling of the first love
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African Bee

The African Bee.

Yellow flowers in a ring protected by olive trees

no one knows their name I have to ask a botanist
for their Latin name. The dale side here has many
stone walls, tiny if seen from the moon overgrown
now those small plots of land yielding nothing but
poverty and deep seated resentment. The flowers
are not lilies, I can see that, it will soon be Easter
and the little church will be full of women, while
most men will hang about outside, near the bar,
white and yellow butterfly flies unsteadily around
in the wind and, and bumblebees drink from deep
red poppies. A swarm of killer bees fly by, I do not
speak or move till they are gone. My brother in law
Nené who live in Kinshasa, Congo, tells me that
the bees there live, exclusively, on orchid dew and
they are big as sparrows and can sting an elephant
till it dreams of yesterday, maybe it isn’t true but

I would not like to b stung by them. Now that the ice
on the poles melts will we see a fauna of rare flowers?
if so there must be bees there too and the friendly
bumblebee,
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African Elephant

African Elephant

To the small German town came the circus and it
had amongst many animals also an old elephant.
One morning it broke loose and took to the woods
where it met a man of seventy-five out early to

pick wild flowers for his wife, the elephant charged
killed him, to make matters worse ate the flowers.
Death comes in many forms, but this was a surprise.
The animal was shot, where could it possibly hide

a tiny forest bordering a little town and a motorway.
The keeper of the elephant cried too they had been
together for twenty years and could not understand
why his trusted friend had gone mad.
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After A War

After a War.

1945 peace broke out, jubilant people danced

in streets; but there had to be revenge, women
who had slept with the enemy, the easy targets,
were rounded up, dragged to the police yard.
Heads were shorn, bald women what a strange
sight... tears and laughter. I knew one of them
she lived in a basement flat near us, she used to
give me soft slices of bread with strawberry jam.
I was told to not speak to her, this fallen hussy;
and that was ok, she was now poor as us had
nothing to give, but her shame and endless tears.
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After Coronel Kaddafi

After Coronel Kaddafi

Who are the freedoms fighters in Libya? Except for young men
who loves a war? What is going to happen to pro Gaddafi
civilians, those who genuinely think he has done much for them.
Lifting them up from poverty, they used to live in mud huts, now
they live in proper houses and most of them have cars.

we know nothing about the rebels, they cry freedom,

but freedom from what? I will not shed tears over Kaddafi’'s demise
but we may get a regime that want the riches Kaddafi had, with
no regard of the common people. It is naively absurd for western
nation to blindly take one side in the struggle without any
political consideration... not to speak of humanity, just because
they have been blinded by the call for freedom
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After Ingmar Bergman

After Ingmar Bergman

And now that it is dawn

And the sun will soon come over the mountain
My wife's warmth keeps me warm

My screams of fear is now a murmur

She dries spittle from my beard and speaks softly
Soon she will get up and make coffee

I let the aroma envelope me

The terror of the night and death subsides and

I will try to be kind and

Believe in a god that will lift me up to his heaven
And let me live forever.

But who will publish my poetry collections?
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After Rain

After Rain

The audacious sun finally showed up, and green

was the winter landscape. I also saw where the sun sets,
just behind the old carob oak, where the almond trees
first blossom. Soundly and snug under a carpet of wild
flowers the sun snoozes till dawn.

Over the easterly range, which is the first defense against
Spanish marauders and the rain on its plain, the clouds
were dark blue, perhaps more rain tomorrow?

In fading light musical notes danced down a phone line,
the first flirt of spring? And should it rain tomorrow,

I will not be downhearted this day will keep me warm for
a week or so.
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After The Concert

After the Concert

...And now in the afternoon of my life

my thoughts are about love and romance

these pesky things that disturbed my tough
exterior and made me soft and weepy

when no one looked are now in the forefront

Yes, I'm a sentimental old fool

words of love and music for the heart makes

me cry it loosens the knot of old

resentments and tells me nothing matter in life
except loving someone and not to be afraid

to say so, love is freedom it gladdens the tired heart
and cleanses the dust that has fallen on the wisdom
and truth.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 197



After The Revolt
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After The Wedding

After a Wedding

After the wedding when the happy couple
stood on the old church steps to have their
picture taken and a throng of people where
jousting to be in the frame too, I walked
around in the church and found in a corner
a white but dusty marble Virgin Mary.

Her eyes were demurely downcast: I said:
“We're alone you can open your eyes now.”
Was it just my imagination, caused by my
longing to believe, that I saw an eyelid flutter
and a half smile play upon cold, dusty lips?
....Pale as limestone I rejoined the throng.
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After Us

A world without man

Can’t exist in its vastness

A dream undreamed

When great cities are quarries
And nights are utter horror

Unrecorded dread

Mother elephant trumpeting
Survival to day

In a time that is godless
Phase is seasons of the vain

Will it be better

When storms blow without warning
And love is absent

When rivers flow and fish wake
Words are echoes of the past.

We are not to know

As humanity is silenced
Savannah grass and lions’ pride
Will continue unexpressed

No one will hear love’s echo
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Afternoon Doze

I 'm looking at a blinking icon on a white screen
I have spent an hour in a state of bliss and

not feeling the need to do anything other then
to enjoy the calm. Afar I hear a cement mixer
rumble let it resound it only makes my peace
deeper but I 'm aware of a dog s bark outside
the front door it is soft bark wants me to open
the door and give it a slice of ham or a cuddle.
I do that, and the dog walks away....happy.
There was a time when I thought I had to be
active all the time not allowing calm, thinking
It was laziness. A white screen but I could not
resist filling it with words to remind me of how
good silence can be and how easily it can be
disturbed by a ringing phone snapping my mind
back to the mundane.
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Age

Age

The face I see

In the morning mirror

Is of my father

I imperiously ignore him

And shave a smooth face

Half my age.

Nature is kind to us old

We are unable to see how aged we are.
As the outside doesn "t look

Like the inside.

But if you tell me I look forty five
You are patronizing me.

And I will think you are anti-old
But being wise I will not say so
Just disinherit you...punk.
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Ageing

Ageing

I saw a picture of him in the newspaper the famous writer

at seventy two, and thought: my god, he looks old; yet I 'm
older than him. He was going on about his illnesses like they
should be badges of honour. I look like him, but my mirror
says I look not a day over fifty two which is a blessing.

We are all narcissists at heart and stuck with an image of
ourselves that is untrue, but life cannot rob us of our delusion.
A warning though, do not smile to women who have not got

a wrinkle or two and need to dye their hair.
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Ageless Beauty

The Ageless Beauty

There is a mannequin,
in the dark corner of
the hall, showing off
a swimsuit 1950 style.

She is beautiful, in her
own eyes, which are
made of coloured glass
...Sea green.

Dust on lips she doesn’t
care, not of the sultry
type, show no interest,
in sexual matters.

Spooks guests, when
they have gone she
smiles at her image

that is forever 1950.
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Agents Abroad

Agents Abroad.

Tiny rooms in basements somewhere not far from the docks,
pink light, no air-conditions. Cartagena girls on contract going
from city to city, best years were as shorts as footballers; only
girls had shorter contracts. I remember this because Obama’s
security guards, coming to a foreign country went wild, living
as they do in a country where the puritans rule, those caught
philandering like Tiger Woods, get his balls cut off and he will
never be great again. Ok, Obama’s guards should be mortified
it is just the freedom to be a man not having going through
rituals of courtships must be great. Not easy to be American
male squeezed into an iron jumper of the moral brigade, all is
legal as long as you don’t get caught...and if you get trapped
go to the nearest church and confess in public, tell everyone
you are a Christians who have sinned, you’ll be forgiven if you
castigate enough, tears will help; but remember do not argue
with a prostitute.
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Aghast

Aghast.

The full moon

Throws blue light on clouds
Winter night

Dry landscape

And all lovers sit indoors
Watching “"Come Dancing”
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Agoraphobia

Agoraphobia

I lifted my glass of red wine towards the lamplight as seeing
the light through a dreamy, rosy haze; I saw a dirty glass

full of fat finger marks I could not blame the barman since

I was alone at home thinking I should have been an actor.

I went on stage once an actor friend of mine, Tom Hardy was
rehearsing a play, all those empty seat looking at me I was
consumed with limelight fear. Tom loved his calling, he never
made it big but loved his craft, I saw him play Lesley Howard
in @ movie made in Portugal and he was perfect for the role-
This really is about agoraphobia which has blighted my life and
I disappointed many by promising to appear at a public do and
not showing up and feigning mix up of dates. I told Tom, swore
he could cure me, by me taking none speaking role in a play.
Well, Tom died.

My wife’s gone to a party I'm looking after the cat and she don't
know how famous I could have been
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Agoraphobia Or Something

Agoraphobia

I lifted my glass of red wine, towards the lamplight as seeing

it through a dreamy haze, what I saw was a dirty glass full

of finger marks; couldn"t blame the barman since I was alone,

and dreaming of being an actor.

I was on stage once - a friend of mine was an actor- it was

terrifying I forgot the lines &quot;dinner is served, my lord.&quot;

I saw my friend act in a movie, made in Portugal he was Lesley Howard
and was perfect in his role.

This is about agoraphobia which has blighted my life and has disappointed
many by a promise to show up and not going, feign I got the date wrong.
I told that too -tom Hardy who swore he could cure me hence my little role;
Well, Tom died.

My wife has gone to a party, and I' m looking after the cat, it does

not know how famous I could have been.
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Air Travel In A Dakota

Air Travel in a Dakota (1956)

White as sheet, the virtual page in front of me, I want to compose a gentle
whisper of a memory. Thought of my first flight, an old Dakota plane, that
looked like a diesel stinking bus inside. I looked under the seat to find

the parachute, but the steward said there weren’t any. Disappointing I had
seen myself jumping out off the burning plane land safely and be in

the newspapers. The steward handed out sweets I pretended to eat one,
thought it might be a drug to keep us quiet, this made sense since many of
the passengers were drunk. Turbulence, like driving on a bad country lane,
I threw up in a paper bag. The plane landed in Sweden, the flight had only
lasted an hour. Walked tall across the grey tarmac, nonchalant presented
my passport to an immigration officer. Here comes a seasoned traveler.
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Alcohol Warning

Alcohol Warning

A man, to prove that potatoes

had all the nourishment

needed to survive,

began eating this bulbous plant only.
Many dishes can be made of potatoes,
yet it has limitations

sautéed, baked, boiled and fried

it is still a potato.

To relieve the boredom he made

a drink of fermented potatoes,

I think it is called Mjad,

drank it got drunk, went out and
bought a bar of chocolate.
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Alentjo

Alentejo

Imagine, this landscape that stretches out

With even sized knolls like a sea that suddenly dried
Leaving behind its contours

It is a pleasant landscape with grazing animals often
Looking languished under the sky

That in winters clouds form like asperitas aping

The non-existent seas” moving illusion

Summer in Alentejo is mostly a vast blue sky with
Tiny white clouds hurry across before they are
Blitzed by the fierce sun.

But most of the time it a place that dos not

Pretend greatness, its ease gives it dignity
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Aliens

The Aliens

By the sandy shores of Ghazzat, a young boy stood.
The sea was calm and turquoise and he dreamed of
sailing away one day. He was awoken by the noise
of artillery, tanks and fighter jets; the aliens were on
a collective punishment mode, to teach his people

a lesson, having had the cheek to hold a democratic
election and voted the wrong party into power.

On a hill, on the other side of the border, youngsters
were applauding the carnage. Billows of smoke and
flashing fires, like watching fireworks in the middle

of the day. What a great day! Coffee and strudel was
served to the hungry crowed.

The boy, by the shore, was hit by a stray bullet, mind
he had no business being there, and as his blood
oozed into the peaceful sea and sailed away, he looked
up and saw the grinning face of a fighter pilot, not
much older than himself who, after his mission, had

a story to tell his mates.
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All Roads

All roads lead to Rome

My neighbour's garden wall is made of stones from the disused Roman road that
had

stopped going anywhere for ages; smooth stones walked over by mules and
sandaled feet.

No one here used to bother about some old road, now the heritage people

want their stones back, as do the tourist board,

who's trying too hard attract quality vacationers, away from the coast;

there is more to Portugal than it being Spain's little sister, aping her big brother.
When the stones have been put back, a story can be spun

about a road that never actually went to Rome, but to a quarry behind the hill,

a hole filled with thorny bushes, snakes and femurs of my neighbour's ancestors,

worked to death as slaves by men with Romanesque noses.
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All Souls Day

All Souls Day

Suddenly a big hole opened up in the sea, the ship sank into it; the vessel
rests on the bottom where shiny star fish light up the dark before they are
swallowed by captain on his bridge, cook in his galley, the first

engineer in the engine room, as it was dinner time when she sank, her crew
are in the mess room, dancing ghoulishly around as the sea gently sighs.
And sometimes the skeletal face of the deck boy peeks through a porthole
asks when the ship arrives in New York, a girlfriend waiting for him; there is
a moment of hilarity as dead sailors’ moves about free of man’s burden.
The cook rests in a in a large pot tells himself he must wake up, bake bread
and do the bloody the dishes as he tries to get his cigarette lighter to work.
Her captain bobs up and down trying to find his charts, maps of the oceans
currents and wonders why the radar isn’t working. The engineer is trying to
find out why the engine stalled. I knew them all, but dastardly left them in
Rio de Janeiro just because I met a girl called Maria.
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Almost A Killer

Almost a killer

The window was open the puppy balancing

On the sill and fell it wasn't a long fall buy it screamed

I cradled in my arms till it stopped whimpering

Through me an enormous fear I could kill it if I wanted to

I held my hands around its throat its fur soft and silky

The puppy continued to sleep safely in my arms I was ten

And thought, no one should have that power, but it had surged
Through me, the compulsion to Kill

My hands shook my body trembled violently today I could have
Become murderer. I told my brother he shook his head and asked
Why I had to make a drama out of everything

Later I worked on a farm and saw animals killed

But that was for a purpose feeding humanity and not for pleasure I know
Had I killed the puppy my life would have been an endless night.
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Alone At The Seaside

Sunday, October sunlight, I"'m at the marina admiring

a boat made of wood, hull, deck and the bridge; I was
dreaming of mystical islands in the Pacific. An elderly

man near me spoke, said it was his ship, it had been

a fishing vessel...Asked if I wanted to come onboard

and have a look...Yes thank you. Everything onboard

was spick& span, but noticed the freezer in the pantry
took too much space. The cargo hold of his vessel was
converted a salon, but why all those black silk pillows,

on sofas and chairs? Thought it sinister. The man was
standing too near me taking up my pace and breathing
my air. Back on deck he invited me for an afternoon trip,
but told him I had to go home for my tea. Driving home

I thought of the freezer again, perhaps he wanted to lure
to the open sea throttle me with one of the black pillows
cut me into pieces and put each part in nice plastic bags with
name tags on, say, left leg, shoulder bone, thigh and foot.
use them as bait when he went shark fishing. Once again
my hunch had saved my life.
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Alone It Dreams

Alone it dreams

The inner bay where the water is shallow

I rolled up my trousers leg and waded out to see

the small polished stones

With sunlight and the clear sea the stones had

the appearance of diamonds to kill for.

I took up a few but in my hands they quickly lost their
lustre; threw them back, my feet was cold it was not
yet summer when the inner bay would be full of bathers
who wished the beach was sandy.
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Always A Stranger

A émigré s Dilemma

I have lived in this foreign country long, longer than I should
Many seasons I have seen, my hair is grey and brow wrinkled
seeking an understanding of a life that makes no sense.

I know their culture, have read Fernando Pessoa sing there
songs, but I came here as an adult, but my heart is not there.
I wanted to be a part of this Iberian country, but when
remembering a lullaby, my mother used to sing, when the party
is over, I know I'm a pretender.

I have lived here too long, but if I go back to my old country
I will be a stranger, in a town where no one knows my name,
and I will dream of a mythical Portugal.
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Ambling About

Ambling About.

On my Sunday afternoon stroll I was overtaken by a lady who walked

fast, but her winter coat belonged to a much older person.

I guessed the lady was around forty, perhaps older never saw her face.

she came fast upon me could have stuck a knife in my back.,

This worried me and I decided to always keep a fork in my back pocket.

Where the road bends she disappeared, but I saw her coat hanging

on the branch of a carob tree. I took the coat down, it was still warm,

wondered where the lady had gone. She came out from some bushes

with a toilet roll in her hand. I said. &quot;thought someone had stolen it, &quot;

helped her to put it on. I sneezed and she gave me a sheet of the roll,
to blow my nose. Nothing more was said and she walked so much fast
than me - middle class lady who went to the gym- She was around
fifty, it would have been nice to have had sex with her under the heavy
leaved tree- bird song and fluttering butterflies-, but I knew at my age
I was never going to screw anyone that young again.
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America The Beautiful

America the Beautiful

The heartland of America of peace and old farmhouses,
the country I read about as a young man it is still there
although news we are served is of riots and mass shooting.
Sturdy farmers in blue overall at the bottom of the road
have collections of old stuff from recent past things
collected for the love of it, but you can buy some if they
feel like selling; canny know the value of scrap metal.
Nice roads in a green landscape and tall three, and no
police sirens scream around winding corners and bullets
do not fly through the air hitting a child.

This is America the beautiful, I will go there someday,
perhaps buy a rusty old Dodge that has been standing under
a tree for twenty five years-who cares- and talk to the old

farmer about this and the sorry life of city dwellers.
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Amputation

Amputation

The second cook was in the store room cutting open a crate of prunes,
he used an axe to open it I heard the screams but cowardly continued

to make meat cakes boiling cabbage and cooking potatoes.

He came running into the galley to show me his missing finger, it was

an odd moment I noticed he could have cleaned his nail, but it was

a struggle to get him to a have a shower.

I told him to see the first officer he would bandage his hand and in a few
Days, he could go into hospital in Suez. He was reluctant to part with his
index finger so he gave it to me I cleaned the nail just in case the captain
comes to have a look I wrapped the finger in a towel. He sat in his cabin
crying, ok, to lose a finger is no joke but those endless tears.

Later I learned that the stewardess a tarty looking girl was sleeping with
one of the deck hands she continued to do so his sacrifice came too little.
Worst of all when the ship came back from a place called

Ras Tanura- Saudi Arabia- he came back onboard again to get a voyage
home and his cabin was next door to his former girlfriend " s
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An Accidental Old Man

An accidental old man

A very old man fell down a hole when he was out
walking looking at the pattern of the clouds.

The earth was loose when he tried to climb up, kept
sliding down, so he sat waiting, and it was evening.
He fell asleep and during the night water from

an ancient sea rose and filled the hole so he could
float holding onto a root, and when the water was
level with the ground he could get up and get out.
The sea that had been trapped so long kept rising
and the valley became a lake and his house, which
had been on the high ground a sought-after property,
and he could afford to buy a coffin of mahogany
with brass handles.
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An Actors Life

An Actor’ s life

My life as an artist lasted long although no one saw me acting
only that my behaviour changed if I had read a book and liked
the hero in it, or seen a western movie; became that person.

I could remember pages of lines from a book and the dialogue
in @ movie spitting words our, whispering them or roaring like
a wounded gladiator, I had many friends, but they lived in my
head and when at sea lived like a frugal monk who had taken
the vow of silence spending time reading and dreaming.
Walking down the gangplank going ashore I was an FBI agent
on a secret mission and if there was a loud noise I reached
inside my coat-jacket like a had a gun there and looked where
the din came from; people noticed this and moved away from
this odd person at the bar. My favourite act was the as a man
with a writer' s block, walked around with paper and pen, what
I hoped was a soulful look women liked that, but less so when
a boozing loudmouthed cowboy.

These days when reading poetry my wish is to be a good poet
that doesn 't slam doors when leaving; you see I find myself so
tedious I have invented a character interesting and full of life.
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An African Queen

An African Queen

Senegal what do I know of that country

But I have sailed past her coast, alas, she

Is married to Dakar nothing I can do.

She spoke French the tall lady and sounded
Sex, my language seems like a bulldozer
Flattening a Palestinian home so I smiled and
Said little dismayed over my lack of speech
When it imperative to make injustice heard.

Tall she was walked like a gazelle she worked
At a place where she didn"t had to be up

At seven in the morning and anyway she was
Not from Senegal, it was Senegal I loved

My ship doesn 't sail her way, but I whisper her
Name Senegal, Senegal into the African breeze
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An Alternative View Of Iran

Once I was in Iran the Shah ruled and his informers were everywhere.
Then came the revolution, much blood, some of it innocent, into

the streets. USA had kept the Shah in power and crushed democratic
opposition when Mossadegh tried to tame the international oil industry,

he was dumped and the dreadful Shah family returned to power.

As a result of this radical Mullahs took power and we have to live with our
mistake. Yet Iran is more democratic than Israel, they tolerate the Jewish
community there and let them live in peace. Iran today lives under

the shadow the threat of Israel 's nuclear menace, Israel will never accept
any powers those are as equal to hers. Itis odd, is it not the sitting Israel
government is using the language of Nazi Germany before it

invaded Poland. I t strikes me that unless we tame Israel and her excesses
she will, deluded as she is, destroy the world as we know it. Yet stupid as
we are we will be on the wrong side of this massacre.
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An Angel

An Angel...Or?

I knew as soon s she came in she was from

a place I hadn'’t been... before. She was silent.
sat down and began some embroidery work,
a silk dress for a delightful nuptial.

By the entrance to a house we stood kissing,
the door was black as the entrance to hell,
and the ground was white as snow...her eyes
bottomless green, flickered in desire.

Search light, we had been caught in the glare
unbecoming lust, and ran to a bus shelter.
Silent rain like tears, knew I had to run away,
she wanted me to take the lift heavenward.
The elevator out of order, and her face was
lost in @ miasma of the unremembered.
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An Echo From The Sea

This old ship rode the Atlantic swells like

a swan in a pond and her crew where dead,
perhaps not at the time, but they are now,
generations of sailors boarding her, using
her as a place of sanctuary on their way to
a destination unknown to them.

And one by one, overcome by life they died
and drifted on the sea of broken life- belts to
the Saragossa where mist of sorrow covers
the bleak shoreline of ruin and the ship

that rust on a reef; and the seamen were dead
perhaps not at the time, but they are now,

in my mind they are a sepia damaged photo
of forgotten moments.
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An Elderly Dog

An Elderly Dog

The sun is coming down hard the dog sleeps in the shadow
on the terrace. I sit indoors and try to play the mandolin.
Sweaty palms, no good. The dogs comes to the doorway
barks. I put the mandolin on a chair, dog goes back to sleep.
The winter had been long I had looked forward to summer,
but this was too much. We, the dog and I, used to go to
the beach, but dogs aren’t allowed there anymore and

I'm too fucking old. I pick up the mandolin smash it against
the living room wall, a picture of me in uniform falls down,
broken glass everywhere. “"Now, see what you have done.”
I shout to the dog, but the old cur doesn’t batter an eyelid.
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An Emigre

I have lived in this foreign country long, perhaps longer
then I should. Many seasons I have seen, my hair is grey
brow wrinkled from seeking understanding. I know their
culture and sing their songs. But I came here as an adult,
I have read Fernando Pessoa, know Fado and can talk
about my favourite singers. Yet, this culture is not in my
soul it does not echo in my heart. I wanted to be a part of
my new Iberian country, but when I remember a lullaby
my mother used to sing a cold Nordic winter night; when
guests have gone home and the party is over, I know I'm
forever a pretender. I have lived here long, too long, but if
I go to back to the old country I will be a stranger walking
in @ town where no one knows my name and I'll dream of
my mythical Portugal.
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An Old Dream

An old dream surfaces

Today I have watered my wife's garden; this can be
misconstrued, well she actually has a small garden

at the side of the house, we have cleaner who comes in
once a week and she does the watering, but she is on
holiday. I' m not keen on flowers they are so useless

I like to plant cabbage and potatoes something practical and
filling, if I only had a patch of land and a donkey I could

sell leek asparagus and tomatoes on the farmers market
and I will be a friend of many, as it is I sit and write

Not the best thing to do and win friends

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 230



Ancient Hamlet

Ancient Hamlet

Houses around me are emptying, the old reaching

the age of dying, are passing away. A timeworn man
went missing on Monday he was found miles away

by the police who drove him back home, he had tried
to flee didn't know where and he had no money.
Behind locked doors in darkened rooms he tries to
stave off the preordained. The sunlight, unbearable
reminds him of future suns he will not live to see, or
for that matter, the rain that falls. When a car stops he
shakes with fear, is it a hearse coming for him? Voices
of happy children are like derision of his elderliness.
He longs for peace but fear death’s cruel endlessness.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 231



Ancient Wars And Potatoes

Ancient wars and potatoes

It is the biggest potato farm in the world,

a giant field of tubers as far as eyes can see;

new potatoes boiled with a pat of butter; delicious, no need to slam in a lamb.
Once a battlefield thousands of Russians and

Germans soldiers bled to death here the soil grew fertile,

absorbed all flesh only bones and uniform buttons left.

The soldiers didn't die in vain, saved from old age debilities, Alzheimer,
renal diseases, hip replacement and triple bypass.

I found a rusty gun, a German Luger pistol it fell to pieces in my hand,
bullets inside still intact, owned by

an officer telling his men to die like Prussian heroes.

Long furrows of edible tubers, made into fries, full of fat,

grandchildren of dead soldiers are obese and only fight virtual games.
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And More Haiku

Haiku

Old man

Spending his night
Finding a dream

Haiku

On lapsed path he walks
Blocked veins and dry blood
Black& white flowers

Haiku

Ancient man

No future only vague hopes
Spiked roses
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And This Is Not A Poem

And this is Not a Poem

I have got a new phone, it can take picture and
do hundreds of things, but there seems to be

a technical cut of point when one gets older

I look at this wonderful device and understand
nothing. I will have to go to my neighbour “s son
he is seven and gets it... helps his grandmother
and shakes his head of our practical feebleness.
Lovely warm weather today, perfect for a walk

In the woods, but I had to spend hours in a full
waiting room at a hospital sweating profusely

as I suffer from a phobia, can 't bear sitting in

a room with many people, one has to be social
and talk, I have never been good at small talk.

If lucky I may get some work done tomorrow and
time for a walk too and see spring unfold.
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Angela Merkel

Angela Merkel

I have seen Angela Merkel naked it was on a nude beach
in East Germany and she was a young communist
member of the party, the only way one had to go if not
being stuck in a factory job. Angela back then had

a rounded body not quite Ruben but a body that had in
had the frame of a middle-class Germanic sexuality.
She had by then staked her political future and she had
no time for suitors which belonged to no party?

And she did right when East Germany went into freefall
she was there taking note and agreeing with the west.

But Merkel is history less, she has disregarded her past
yet her socialism instinct must give her sleepless nights
Greece cannot be bought by German Marks and they are
not disciplinarian by nature that can be cured by

a bracing North Sea beach.
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Angela Merkel No One

Angela Merkel

I have seen Angela Merkel naked it was on a nude beach
in East Germany and she was a young communist
member of the party, the only way one had to go if not
being stuck in a factory job. Angela back then had

a rounded body not quite Ruben but a body that had in
had the frame of a middle-class Germanic sexuality.
She had by then staked her political future and she had
no time for suitors which belonged to no party?

And she did right when East Germany went into freefall
she was there taking note and agreeing with the west.

But Merkel is history less, she has disregarded her past
yet her socialism instinct must give her sleepless nights
Greece cannot be bought by German Marks and they are
not disciplinarian by nature that can be cured by

a bracing North Sea beach.
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Angels Too

Angels Too...

O

I didn't believe it was possible, mind I had been away
for some time, angles growing old? In the fair Faro,
an old city in Algarve, Portugal she lives and used to
be as blond and pure as the ones one sees in fairytale
books, here where people are olive skinned and look
Arabic- which make them kinder than peoples who
live up north-. When she floated through my town in
the afternoon, people lined streets in the hope that
her smile would fall on them for luck, alas, no more.
Grey haired now, wearing slippers, bunions give her
great pain, she looks inwards which is a good thing

as no one recognizes her anymore. Smiled to her and
said halloo, that woke her up, she smiled back at me,
yes, the same angle is still in there just harder to see;
thus fortified by her glow I did my newspaper round.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 237



Angola The African Dream

Angola, the African Dream.

A box of photos, black & white and amber, under the old woman’s
bed, tell of young faces and success. Cars drive up and down

an avenue called Liberty. Angola, even the most humble state
functionary had a black servant. And the white people were deaf
to the dark voices of independence.

The Portuguese settlers had been promised a land of plenty, and
the local people would be their willing serfs. Foreign legion soldiers
helped them flee the wrath of the exploited. Back in Portugal again,
dipping their hands in manual work, the African dream was over.
Photos never tell a story it’s a blank canvas made up of shadows
and the unspoken. Memories will be sweet and often untrue.
People who had to return back to poverty, will insist they brought
civilization to Angola, especially now that the avenue of Liberty,

in Luanda, is potholed.
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Animal Pictures

You tube (animal pictures)

Cat kisses dog

Dog looks at the camera
Embarrassed

Dignity lost

What it would like to do
Is to kill the bloody mog.
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Animal Senryu

Senryu

Think of the wolf
It only gets uncooked meat
And no sweet pudding

Senryu
Think of the fox too
Stealing chicken to survive

Snout full of feathers
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Animals And Madness

Animals and Madness

A floppy-eared rabbit is

a cuddly lover

it will not let you down.

Wild boars are ugly

unloved they roam the forest
looking for food

The cuddly rabbit died of old
age and children cried.

A bullet felled the boar and

it fed us a tasteful midday meal.
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Animation Senryus

Animation Senryu

I adore cartoons
Nothing is impossible
Flying is easy

Senryu

I admire cartoons

I can be whatever I want
An angle or an imp

Senryu

I worship cartoons

And saxophone playing elephants
Serpents are charming

Senryu
I venerate cartoons
They show insanity of man

And lightness of life
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Anniversary

Birthdays when you are old reminds you of the grave,

you see it a freshly dug hole waiting just for you.

People bring you wine, what else do an old man needs?
Guests getting high on wine they brought you and it is all
jolly. I try to join in. wife has made an effort candlelight
and so on guests are people I never see unless meeting
them at a pretentious art exhibition; and I think of my
childhood when birthdays were important, I tell stories

of a past of poverty and need; wife disrupts saying

I should forget about the past, how can I it shaped me

for what I "'m today? Cakes I think of are those I never had
in my infancy; cakes I baked, with condensed milk, when
the captain had his birthday -if he was an ass hole I spat in
the dough-, on ships made into nails somewhere in hot
Bangladesh. How tired I 'm lost in the past. Guests leave
the old man s party, but my wife is not stunned when calm
falls I have to collect the dirty glasses and do the dishes.
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Another Friendly Poem

Another friendly Poem

The grass is deep green in the forest s clearing rabbits and
foxes play hide and seek only stupid rabbits get caught and
devoured by sleek foxes; a game of death and life played
out on a carpet of natural beauty. When the day is over
the fox and rabbit display no rancor towards each other

for this is poetry were no one really dies. Big forest rats,
brown and silky, have a love life, give birth to pretty little
rats that frolics with wild boars in the lyrical everglades.
And little Red Riding Hood, laugh and laugh by the sight of
bloodied fur on fallen snow. And the hex in the woods is
not there to bite your balls off she wants you to be kind to
her so she can sleep and don 't be left out in the carousel
of sweet nature’s fun and games. A dreamy poem suitable
for children and adults while sat by the fire eating apples.
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Another Silence

Silence

Jarring things silence, voices in my head go on arguing about
the most humdrum subjects.22.55, or 23 hours? Look at

your watch, dust head. Always keep it ten minutes fast as not
miss the bus. Where are you going so late? Home, you idiot,

I can’t sit in the bar all night. The barman is polishing glasses,
spits on them to makes them shiny; none of my business.

I drink beer from the bottle, Walk home, Chomsky is going on
and on world “s coming to an end, and USA is an evil empire.
Furiously shake an almond tree its flowers fall silent as snow.
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Another Sunday

Sunday

Long is Sunday, empty streets
a tunnel of silence,

damp pavement, water trickles
into gutters.

Burnt matches, fag butts and
yesterday leave form a rust
brown dike, it bursts and floods
tiny pebbles-

flowers on the window sills
admire sift rain on glass.
A life spent in a pot fear
no weed and see no evil.

A black cat decides not to
cross the road,
a child in yellows wellies

dreams of tomorrow.
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Another War?

Another War?

The young prime minister is declaring war he looks righteous and
proud, his historical moment....We fight for the Libyan people,

but something disturbs me, the braying for one man’s blood.

The excitement of going to war, this lust for action sits deep in our
mind, jingoism brings its own political reward.

A just war? The man Kaddafi is an odious bully and oil supply must
be secured. But is it not also a selective war? People are being killed
in Yemen, an oil poor country; why not declaring war against their
repellent autocrat?

For now the Israeli are busy building settlements on occupied land,
they know a democratic Middle East will shift the balance of power,
a united Arab world will demand it. So let the war commence, but

I regret our leaders look of, almost, sexual excitement when issuing
orders Kkill the enemy.
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Ants In The House

An utterly Useless Tale

On a big round oak table in a living room a vase, in its small crack
lived two house ants. They were sitting outside considering a box

of matches on the table top. “if the box was empty I'm sure I could
push an inch or two the first ant said”. “Yeah, ” the other snorted.

A man came into the room took a matchstick out of the box and

put it back the table, this time by its edge and walked out.

The first ant giggled and said: “If we both push the box it will fall on
the floor and no one will know how it ended there.”

They traversed the vast expanse of the table pushed the box off
the table hurried back into their crack and laughed heartily.

They had ben frightened also people usually kill house ants at first
sight. The man came back saw the box on the floor shook his head
picked it up and placed back on the table, our ants were in stitched
guffawing. They were tempted to push the box on the floor again but
the risk of someone coming in with a duster was too great but they
were happy ants that tired went to sleep in their crack.
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Apocalypse

I saw the storm coming like wall of revolting evil,
people sought shelter in the town s only café and
I was looking for my dog. I didn "t like to share my
space with the many in the café and found a bus
shelter that once had been a bunker in a forgotten
war; my dog was there. Then the storm hit and
when it was over, the town had disappeared and

a field of tall, sea green grass had taken its place.
The stillness was acute I heard the undulation of
grass, this unnerved the dog so we went on to

the sandy lane and walked on in the hope of
finding the future that had disappeared into a past
where memories linger like dying stars.
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Apparition

Apparition

October night, northerly wind throws hard rain on windows,

the old house groans in agony under this autumnal offensive.

Mother is reading, my sister too has her nose in a magazine,

I sit by the table doing homework. We have no TV, but after

years of waiting a phone has been installed, a black fiend on

the side table. I had taken a dislike to this intrusive ogre, but

mother thought it the height of gracious middle class living,

needless to say, my sister too thought it wonderful.

Familiar steps in the hall, waited for the kitchen door to open,

it didn't, mother went to investigate; hesitantly she opened

the door, no one there. I wrote something on a scrap of paper,

or rather the pen did. The phone began ringing it rang and rang

for a long time, none of us got up to answer it. It rang again,

mother had to answer it. She stood there saying nothing as lost

in thoughts, I could hear the steady hum of a line that waited to

be dialed. Finally she put the phone down and said;

&quot;Your Brother is dead&quot;. She sat down and began reading again
but her eyes were stuck on the same page in the book. I looked at

my scrap of paper on it was written: &quot;Your brother is dead&quot;.
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April & Easter

April & Easter

Easter and April go together especially on a sunny day. The story of Jesus’ death
and resurrection is such a wonderful story and fits well where I walk amongst
olive and almond trees. I enjoy the part when they found the grotto bare, only
his

shroud is there it ought to have been blood stained his body had not yet been
oiled and perfumed. James, Jesus’ brother who was going to take over the
carpentry,

had warned his older brother not to go too far with the elders, not go around
saying he was god’s son when everybody knew his father Joseph was a
carpenter.

Adultery was a stoning offence in those days, and also, it made Maria blush with
embarrassment; but she loved Jesus, the first born followed him around and saw

to it that he had a bath and a clean burnoose. Where I grew up the sky was vast
in April and once I saw a man, in a white suit, disappearing as he walked along
a long, empty road. My father had once been a seafarer and had bought a white
suit in Panama, but why was he walking away from me? I cycled along the road
to catch up with the man in white. Was it my father or Jesus I had hoped to see?
The sun hangs low now it is getting colder and the shadow of the carob tree,
where I often sit unseen and dream, is loosening its spell on me.
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April Day

An April Day.

I remember a spring breeze
Followed a track,

Only visible from space.
Found a tiny horse shoe
Hung it on my wall.

The breeze caressed

My tired face and thought
This moment I must cherish.
Greening trees and flowers
Undiscovered.

How lucky to have seen this.
My solitude was not in vain.
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Arab Saying

Arab Saying

If you love her let her go
Love her more if she returns
If she does not comes back
She was not meant for you
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Argentna

Argentina.

When I got up and looked out of the window the village was
floating on a cloud. I walked to where the cloud ended and
saw the pampas of Argentine and horses galloping in a circle
around a dead cypress. The horses looked tired and starved,
but could not stop their senseless galloping around the tree.
There were also many dead foals trampled down in the dust.
I was in Buenos Aires once, remember a great ballroom and
a big marble staircase I saw the dictator’s wife walk down it.
She was dressed in white and striking at a distance, but close
up she looked hollow eyed and her skin was yellow. A band
played wiener waltzes, officers and their women danced with
decorum. It was only when thousand guitars struck up a cord,
music born from paucity and dreams to break free and flee,
the dictator’s lady smiled and looked young again.
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Armless

In need

When I feel lost and in pain, I think of the armless man
who came into my café he needed a pee badly
Everyone looked up to the ceiling I had hoped a nurse
would stand up, where are the nurses when one needs one.
I'm no hero, but I helped and since he was armless

I washed my hands.

Later I gave him a coffee which he drank with a straw,
they were going to fit him with artificial arms, he wore
his belongings in a rucksack and he smiled to everyone
as bodily dared people often do who wants to help them
I hoped he would leave before he needed to evacuate,
but I should have asked him why he travelled alone.
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Armless On Ttwo Feet

In need

When I feel lost and in pain, I think of the armless man
who came into my café he needed a pee badly
Everyone looked up to the ceiling I had hoped a nurse
would stand up, where are the nurses when one needs one.
I'm no hero, but I helped and since he was armless

I washed my hands.

Later I gave him a coffee which he drank with a straw,
they were going to fit him with artificial arms, he wore
his belongings in a rucksack and he smiled to everyone
as bodily dared people often do who wants to help them
I hoped he would leave before he needed to evacuate,
but I should have asked him why he travelled alone.
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Art'Life

At the Oslo art museum we went to see Edvard Munck’s
“The Scream.” Yeah I know that feeling.

I bought a print it cost about twenty Euros, it now hangs
on the wall in front of me and it screams for me.

But his painting "The Kiss” absorbed me the most, it

is one of the greatest sensual, painting I have ever seen.
There were many other paintings of great masters, but

I didn't see them as “the kiss” blurred my sight.

There was a reverent whispering in the room, I didn’t
cared for, like being in a church where even a cough is
frown upon. When my wife went to the loo I told a female
security guard she looked like the woman in the “kiss.”
Her stern, blue eyes softened, she giggled and said:

“But you can’t see the woman'’s face in the painting.” No dear,
but if I could it would be a face as beautiful as yours.”
More guards came and I was escorted out of the building.
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As A Day Is Gone

As Days Passes

On my way home after doing battle with Portuguese

bureaucracy which is something out of Kafka where

laws oppose another and a simple process can go

on for twenty year; there was a halt in the traffic.

A funeral procession, somber faces, dark suits and

white blouses under summer sun. And when traffic
resumed people were driving slower than usual.
Thought of the notable scientist who claimed that
there was life after death. Of course he was vilified
by other scientist as they are trained not to believe
in what cannot be proven I’ m cynical too his assertion
but have lived long enough not to depreciate
anyone s opinions, only for the curious reason that
the kingdom of souls must be a crowded place.
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As A Day Passes

As The Days Passes

The cemetery on the hill, facing the blue bay, looks inviting in spring sun.
A burial procession is coming up the road, the last one before lunch,

the priest has folded his hands and think of food. As soon as the coffin is
lowered, three the gravediggers go to work.

Kisses, hugs, tears and sober handshakes, the group of mourners break
up, the bereaved needs to eat too. We are because my wife’s mother is
in a hole in the wall with glass door, she came to change the cloth that
covers the coffin, but has forgotten the key.

I think of my mother, she has been dead a long time, memories of her
last years are bleached bones in the human wasteland I have a picture
of her when she was young and can now see, she a woman too, I cherish
my memories of that time. She had a difficult life, enough said.

Why do people drink? I drink to ease the yoke of my own mortality and
the whispering voice that mocks me. After a bottle of wine the evening
floats by, like a pink cloud on the sky, the scornful voice tires itself out
and falls silent, and softly now life is beautiful and full of dreams.
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As Bullets Fly

And As Bullets Fly

On this land sun often shines, in afternoons there
is between, deep shadows and light a multi, hued,
enchanting greenness it is as day and night seek
ownership of the earth. On dull days nature loses
its colour and there is no strife between light and
dark, only gloom, if that is a colour. I drive home in
a tunnel of grief moving through doom, and blue
news, I have just heard of a shooting in a school in
USA,30 people dead. This cursed second revision.
On the front window, tears from parents who have
lost their children. I whisper, when will it ever stop?
As I lament my old age, I feel useless, after all I have
lived through the seasons of years; the youngsters
murdered shall never grew to get old.
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As Days Cool

As the day cools

It is getting a bit lonely here

as I'm not a member of the expat set
and my Portuguese friends have died

or moved into town, living in a village that
lack what elderly people need

and has made into town"s to be near

the family.

The local English newspaper here that

used to take in my poems and opinions has

got a new editor and strictly commercial

I tried years ago to play golf, but I found the clubs
pretentious and also expensive

and my comments about this vast waste of time
was not welcome.

It is difficult to be a socialist around here, for

my wife it is as bad as having a dog in the house.
I have been thinking of getting an elderly dog

as a companion, one that has suffered loss

to give it a few years of happiness doesn’t sound
like socialism to me.
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As Days Get Shorter

As Days Get Shorter.

The sunny fall is now dry, hard winter
on the avenue trees stand denuded
while their offspring the leaves, rustles
up and down the street, filling up storm
drains and sighing as they dance with

a lackluster zephyr, not yet ready to
merge into dark soil; tawny and auburn,
I look at my hands, not there yet.

Few birds in trees they have gone to
Africa, which is not far from where

I live...for a bird, they spend nights in
the avenue’s trees, safer there than on
the country side; seen as vermin when
there are too many, too few and bird
lovers and other weird people, worry

if birds of prey will survive.

I look up to the sky it is cold and azure

but I see the shimmer, not a sharp eyed
sparrow hawk or an eagle, but of a much
bigger wing span, something is keeping

an eye on me, but I wag a finger, bravely
smile and say: “no thanks, my hands are
not like leaves yet. And as street- lights are
lit the day flawlessly glides into twilight.
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As Sparrrows Fly

The flight of sparrows

It fell from the summer sky the bird, dust on roadside weed

not pretty place a flutter of its wings and then nothing.

It, a sparrow didn’t look particularly old and birds can live long,
but the call to joined the celestial heaven had been sudden

and no time for spring rituals, sitting on phone lines flirting.
God’s canary bird had escaped its cage - it had read a book that
God was not great- and she replaced it with a much lowly bird
grey winged- yes, and quarrelsome, they tend to be and they
will be asking questions. I know of a couple they have a nest near
the roof terrace when I go up there they never stop their shrilly
thrilling until I leave feeling hurt because I know where they live
on the third roof tile to the left, and I know they have shat in

my deck chair. They have produced fledglings which have turned
out to be as uncut as their parents, but I have said nothing.
Sometimes I wonder if full freedom is good, as humans and birds
we think we have the right to rule the world, but we are leaves
blown off the tree and we now little of tomorrow.
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As The Year Ends

As the Old Year Ends

This evening, the penultimate before New Year eve, I look out of the window
see an empty village road drying after rain. A lone outdoor lamp casts a bleak
ilumination of houses gone grey by continuous precipitations; total darkness
would have been more merciful. Shuttered windows, silent despair every little
family cocooned in their own misery, but it is what they know and incestuous
are their dreams. An abject wind blows tries to make dead leaves and cigarette
butts dance for the sake of ennui. But then the wind dies too into a blanket of
unseen gloom of nothingness. The big Eve tomorrow, there will be dancing,
hilarity and music, but above all clamor a voice will whisper: “What is it all for? ”
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As Time ~runs By

As Time Goes By

Each grain of sand

On the waste of Sahara
Is a word spoken

A lover’s whisper

A story told and

A song sung.

And now lizards and
Snakes burrow under
The sand to

Escape the fierce sun.
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As Time Goes By

In our town there were many small shops, one selling
buttons the other socks; and a hardware store should
you need a hammer and nails to hang up a picture of
your mother -in- law, in the living room.

There was also a shop selling scarves, another selling
ladies hats, and a third one, quite posh, selling suits and
ties. I mustn’t forget the shoe shop, leather footwear
black or brown and white tennis shoes.

In our street of trade most shops have shut, those still
open are run by the Orientals where you can buy all
you need for a very small price. If your shoes wear out,
no point going to the old cobbler, buy Chinese instead.

Red lanterns sway in the fiscal breeze of decline where
wistfulness has no price tag. But you must remember
this, a shop is just a shop, yet, for us sentimental fools,

are remembered as a sweet memory of times gone by,
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Assassination?

Assassination?

The country lane I walked on twisted and turned I didn't

know what next to see after a new bend, I like it so a straight
road, one I see till it disappears into blue yonder, is scary

fear I will not reach its end. People came walking up behind
me, I stood aside and took my cap off; it was the lady, I had
seen jogging on this road, strolling along with a tall, dark man,
in his shadow she looked timid and insignificant, with a smile
glued firmly on her red lips, this gave a hint of deep sadness,
that of one who had lost the highest office in modern time.

A step or so behind them, ambled another man, with a fun sign
on his back that read: ” We have suffered now it is our turn to
dish it out, kick me if you dare.” I heard the cough of a colt
forty-five, and the tall shadow fell to the ground, the fixed
smile stood motionless in the baffling glare of the midday sun,
the man, with amusing sign, had run into the bushes; smoke
spiralled from his hand, a cigar? Sky darkened, thousands of
war planes loaded with smart, cluster, bunker busting, stupid
and sweet, looking bombs for any surviving children of

the catastrophe that was about to befall their country.
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Assertiveness

Assertiveness

It is very hot I have switched off the air-condition and
opened up windows, it is supposed to be hot in July.

I hadn’t wanted to buy air- cooling in the first place,
I'm too placid and get swayed to do the wrong things.
I sit on the terrace on the terrace, in a plastic chair
that is easy to move around I used to have had a chair
of real wood before I liked more, but it was given to
someone poor; I think about it and get upset I ought
to put my foot down and say: No. Summers past I sat
in my heavy timber chair and smoked my cigarettes,
the burn kept mosquitoes away, now it is frown upon
and I dastardly I quit, but I do have a packet of fags in
the drawers; maybe one day, if I get pissed off enough
by the virtuous, I'll lit up and enjoy my august nights.
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Astronomy

Astronomy

Big moon absorbed my home
Illustrious voyage through the night
Towards dawn it gently let me go
Without commas and full stops

But now I have to shave trice a day
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At The Chemist Shop

Chemist Shop

At the entrance of the pharmacy a dead sparrow,

no one seemed to notice this tiny death.

The bird just lied there with folded wings and eyes
suitable closed, ready to be put in a coffin.

I told a shop assistant about it, she swept the bird
with a broom, into the tall grass.

There were many women inside, talking about none
prescription medicine, for aches and pain, they were
mostly middle aged and middle class and had not yet
realised that elderliness comes at a price.... pain.
Shelves full of revitalizing creams, promising a young
glow and sagging faces bought this overpriced stuff,
when a bit of olive oil on cotton swab would be more
effective, but not smell as sweetly.
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At The Clinic

At a Private Clinic

I went to see the eye doctor -can 't spell it- some tests
I had to do it used to be free at Faro hospital

They are farming out work to clinics if you

Can pay but if you are poor farm worker you are fucked
And they give a white cane

The doctor also wanted to have cataracts done but
That I could do for free in Faro for now

Health service should be for all whether you a rich or
Poor, but no it is a business now

And the doctors' female or not look the same tanned
Faces pristine I suspect the use the same self- tanning
Lotion- do it is to look healthy and fooling no one

The woman in the reception tried to make me by a medical
Insurance, she had lips like a giant vagina but sharp teeth
Not a good idea to try anything funny.

250 euros I paid for being looked at in the eyes and to
Think Portugal had revolution equality for the masses.

I think I will go to Spain have family there they will
Take me until they see I' m a grumpy old man who has
Been faithful to the idea of socialism and will not

Shut up about it.

C  EST la vie.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 271



At The Meeting

At The Meeting

At the meeting, I was trying to find a horrific tale something

bad I had done when drunk I wanted to get off my chest but

I could not remember anything other than when ten a puppy dog

on the window sill lost its balance and fell into the yard

it wasn 't hurt, but I did feel bad.

So I told the story as it had happened forty years in the future

I legless has pushed the dog out of the window and raped my granny.
Ok, rape can happen but to kill a dog that way was heinous

A few others told their story they could not match mine I had

won hands down, later we drank tea and ate biscuits, and we walked
home feeling in a mellow mood.
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At The Surgery

At the surgery

Here we are at the clinic's

waiting room,

a fat lady with bandaged big toe,

and an old man leans on his walking stick
he lives alone.

An ancient couple from the upland,
dressed in their Sunday best,

hold hands and look endearing,

a youngish woman who keeps rummaging
through her bag, and me.

Six pairs of feet in a slow shuffle,
Electrocardiography doesn't
mend a tired heart, only tells

us we are mortal
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Atheism

Atheism

When I grew up

I stopped believing in God
Toys belong to the young
And Santa fanatics

Yet

I leave small light on

In my bedroom at night
The fear of darkness

Never left me

Yet

I know Christianity had
Taken hold of me

The darkness of the sinner
Never left me

Yet

I believe in the day

The truth must not be hidden
In Churches’ recesses

Yet

Blood splash on walls tinsel
On the ground

New Year Eve in Istanbul
The fear never left

Yet

I saw a happy child play in a puddle.
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Athens

Athens

This time I was in Athens and met a woman in a park,

she promised me sex a moment of greatness I would

come back to her begging her for more.

I was in my late thirties, knew that sex with a prostitute

was like masturbating, a fantasy only more expensive

I declined, we got talking, and she was like me a communist
she had a university degree in philosophy having no money
she sometimes sold her body, but she could not go uptown

in the case she was recognizable, it was a great night we sat in
a bar drinking ouzo and spoke to early morning and it was
time for me to go back onboard my ship and cook breakfast
For the crew. I don't know what happened to her but with

her education she eventually got a good employment and
joined the middle classes and a well to do husband who never
knew of her past yet enslaved by her sexual foresight.
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Attic Living

Attic living

The echo of wine is sadness, jokes told are
not funny and laughter is a bronchial cough.
Mirth gone when Sunday is despondent,

an autumnal leaf that drags itself along

a clammy asphalt road.

Wrinkled faces framed by nylon shawls,
hesitate by church steps as wanting to hear
more words of everlasting love;

before going home to empty rooms and
dripping kitchen taps.

October drizzle on Sunday “s best, bat wings
open up and the murmur of the future less
is a dying repeat; as the padre smokes

a cigar in the vestry, wine has lost its glow.
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August

August

The massive heat which paralyzed any thought of going
outside during the day, the heat was as a huge military
blanket glued to the body like skin of grief, wars fought
for no gain other than the knowledge that new masters
who promised peace and freedom, will renege first thing
when safely in power as sure as August will return.

The September evening is soft and gentle as lover s sigh
the breeze is cooling wooden telephone poles, it is now
possible to ring without hearing the crackling of agony of
sap dripping dowels. The voices of people eating their
meal on terraces and porches are like forgotten a tune
remembered; this, a moment to be cherished when rain
and fog comes and turns the village into gloom and we |
under our umbrellas say: ” August wasn "t that awful.”
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August And Snowflakes

August and Snow

I have opened the window and inhaled the summer

most of the houses I see are empty the owners have gone

back to their country where they have died while

waiting for surgery, heart and cancer and so on.

An empty house is a sad sight; their owner had bought them
cheaply and the spent much time repairing them, but with illness
and old age beckoning they did go back to where

their hearts belonged, the pub and the betting shop, what do

I know, never had a place to call my own except where I live now.
I remember my childhood and milking cows at a farm

but I'm no longer sure if my youth is something I have read in a book
and as I have never cared deeply enough I have let it slide.

I was in love once and when rejected nearly jumped into the waterfall
and the years when a was abused at an orphanage while waiting for mother
to come home from the sanatorium. I dreamily think of silent snow falling

gently cooling the weather so I can go for a walk.
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August Mood

August Mood

Rumours has it that she has died and

I have not the courage to go find out.
What I remember of her goes back
fifteen years and the world is no longer
the same; especially not here, in this
transient tourist place, where no one is
remembered long and misfits settle till
they find this place is no paradise and
seek other shores for their impossible
dreams. I will rest easy in my cowardice
and do nothing. but remember her and
a summer of yore.
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August Night

August Night

Black, starless late August sky, a sliver of moon,
golden scythe mowing down the old, harvest
time. They had forgotten to close windows and
chill will settle in old lungs, spitting of blood.

Church bells toll the day is hot and gives nothing
away, the old priest is still on holiday, the new
one is clumsy, hasn’t had a bath and a shave for
days; unspoken murmur of discontent.

The cleric sweats, there is a smell of brandy, one
of the church’s rejects? But they do take care of
their own. This isn’t swine flu, nothing to report,

just old people dying as they must.
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Augustian Night

August night

Dark, starless night sky, a sliver of the moon
golden scythe is mowing down the old.
Harvest time, forgot to close the window,

a chill settles in ancient lungs evil coughs.

Church bells toll the day; the day is hot and

gives nothing away, the old priest is on holiday.
The locum is clumsy, hasn 't had a bath for months,
a murmur of discontent.

The cleric sweats there is a smell of booze
a church's reject; they do take care of
their own. This isn"t swine flu nothing to

report, the old dying as they must
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Aura

The Aura

It was a very dark night his flash light could only penetrate
darkness a few yards ahead, and inside the light s circle
layers of night swirled around like mist.

He had been somewhere he should not have been and
her perfume lingered, he knew this track had walked it
many times with his dog, could still feel its presence
which was reassuring. He must have left the track,
collided with an almond tree and her perfume disappeared
in the blossoming scent of the tree.

The band of cloud broke and there was full moon,

a silver light to lead him home; he saw a dog sitting near
he patted the dogs head it looked familiar.

Back on the main road there were street lights, he turned
to tell the dog to come, but it wasn "t there anymore.
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Austerity

Austerity?

Expensive cars chocking the approaches

to Vilamoura, the yacht and seaside town.
No austerity today, a man in an old Fiat
was laughed off the road, probably a waiter
on the way to work. No poverty no beggars
only shampooed dogs with golden collars.
And as always the poor, the silent majority,
stayed in their howls, sun is exclusively for
the perma- tan set in August.
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Australia Vet

On a farm that has ten hundred sheep a lamb has a broken leg.
our intrepid vet is on his way to save it. He succeeded and we all
get misty eyed. We who think animals are our equal to us except
we eat this could give a wrong impression.

If all people are equal so are animals, but what we see is dogs
with broken legs and a hurt pig in its sty

We must learn to understand that some animals are our enemies,
not that they have sought out to be, so and to avoid the abysmal
pests we have to eradicate them.

My old dog having been in Hellas and beyond I had to spare its
agony and put it down - twelve years it waited- Its deep blue eyes
held no rancour.

And now alone I can't help thinking, who is helping me through
the transition from the conscious to the mystery.
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Autodidact

Autodidact

The small forest or the woods by the white road made of
crushed sea-shells, was a place of enchantment squirrels

had no fear of solitary dreamers stumbling over oak roots.

I used to walk here when cows were milked, fed and

the mucking out was done and fresh straw strewn in their
stalls and the barn had chewing contented animals.

I could do so many things in the forest be an Indian or take
out of my pocket pornographic pictures the farmhand in

the village gave me and masturbate.

I was especially drawn to pictures of cunnilingus the women
seem to enjoy this form of sex more, and I was horrified when
told it was not a manly act, yet the pleasured faces stayed on
my mind. Years later I drove the forest was a private estate high
walls and posh villas and no squirrels, I laughed out loud they
will never know my secrets here where I dedicated trained for
a hearty sex life to come.
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Autumnal Aura

Autumnal Aura

The fall month of October, in upper Algarve,
is still warm but with cooling evenings and
sunlight begins to fade earlier every day.
The sky is still blue, if paler than yesterday’s
and has white strands of clouds near its
horizon. Windless is this day but birds on
the roof, have left their nests flown south,
Africa I think, for a few month. They will be
back in March have their chicks and make

a lot of noise. The man from the forest has
delivered winter wood, wrote him a check,
gave him a whisky; so I'm ready for winter
but secretly wish these peaceful days will
stretch well into November.
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Autumnal Leaves

Withered leaves are falling curled up looking
like empty ice cream cones. I picked a couple
put them in the breast pocket of my shirt;

then rain, I got soaking wet on my scooter.

The leaves looked like dead hands of someone
long time gone, veins and sinew without skin.

I sought shelter behind a big grave stone that
would protect me from the westerly wind.

It didn 't, so I just sat there sinking into the soft
ground becoming an autumnal leaf.

Had earth in my mouth when it stopped raining
and sun broke through. Dug myself out of this
unwanted grave caked by drying mud, and not
again shall I pick dead leaves when there are
evergreens around that will promise life eternal.
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Autumnal Light

Softly they walk on a day in October the old man
and sunlight amongst ageless olive trees planted
when his great grandfather was young.

On the track there is mark of hooves from flocks
of sheep that walk here daily on their way home
after grazing on the upland.

Bits of fleece on thorny bushes, black pellets
and the pungent aroma of the wooly backed
still lingers...

He sees the old cottage the roof has fallen

in and bushes grow through its floor, but

he doesn 't stop, it was all so long ago.

Light is fading wants to turn in, time to go
home for him too, autumn evenings are chilly,

and damp, no good for his chest.
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Autumnal Song

Autumnal Song

Memories are not crystal clear they are like

a broken mirror upon which the sun sometimes
shines, the residue of the imagined what ensued
or will happens are of equal interest and as time
does not move only things within does

the past and future is the same, yet it pains me

I shall not see my savannah again and I have

no pictures to prove it existed and the field of

the tall grass. I see no giraffes or wildebeest

I have sold my motorbike can no longer pretend
to be a great adventurer,

but what I do remember through the haze of none
events were my private happiness, perhaps that
to was an illusion a vision of human disappointment
to try but never succeed.
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Autumnal Sunday

Autumnal Sunday

Rain, it is October the month of melancholy
and you know that the blue sky and sun of
yesterday was just another foolish illusion
the cock didn’t crow this morning and dogs
ears didn't move when a stranger’s voice
echoed in narrow streets, they knew it was
the voice of doom;

the harvester had arrived in coming month
the old would succumb to the damp breath
of death; not too many tears shed, faces in
a black frame, yes, that's the way it is we
understand death if not our own. Dogs need
not be told, they snooze sure they are own
their own immortality
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Autumnal Thoughts

Autumnal thoughts

Woke up with a start, the night was cold a dream had disturbed
nightly my peace; a black hole in the ground loose soil from its

edges kept falling into its endlessness. Got up looked out of

the window into a street of pale light, my breath fogged

up the glass, I saw a distorted image of my youth; &quot;How old you are,
&quot;

it mocked. I pressed my head against the glass, tried to make friend
with my tormentor; and behind stillness, I heard the hum of the long
sea rippling on nirvana's strand

Pale sunrise, still- life- forest- a deer grazes in the clearing, suddenly
it jumps in the air, a red rose is born on its chest, and as a single rifle
shot echoes amongst trees, a day begins.
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Away From The Camera

Away From the Camera.

In the Bay of Bengal, near Tripura, a tank ship ran
aground, an old ship that had been economical for

its owner, carrying crude for a hungry west and

crewed by low paid seamen. And she was sold to

the people who would tear ships apart, like French
avant-garde butchers with hearts of frozen rocks.
Squall in the bay, the ship broke anchor and, like

a horse that seeks grassland, she sought high seas.
Alas she had oil onboard must be caught before spill
washed on sandy shore. Cowboy tugboats rode out
lassoed the old lady back to the place of destruction.

It is in the Bay of Bengal the infidel drowned Bin Laden,
in moonlight his coffin is a silvery specter in the bay.

It drifted to shores of New Jersey, on the voyage made
a devil 's pact with sandy storm; revenge for those who
dare laugh in the face of Islam. For her crew this meant
little, but pale memories of peace when dolphins played
on cobalt sea, and grown men had hearts of poetry.
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Babies And Dogs

Babies and Dogs.

There was in England a fire in a dogs home most of the mutes
were rescued, but money was needed for a new kennel home.

So far 5 million pounds have been collected. I like animals had

a dog she lived till she was fourteen, my best friend and it knew
my moods before I did. Yet I can't help thinking there are so
many destitute children in the world, in some places they starve
to death, as we have seen on TV. But it appears we will not think
of that. To be sorry for a homeless puppy is less taxing, easier to
cope with and less demanding. All we have to do is to let a dog
never grow out of puppyhood and needing us forever.

A sweet baby, on the other hand, has the irritating tendency to
grow up and become a sullen adolescence.
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Bacalao

Foreigner In Portugal

At the local shop I met an elderly woman, mind most

of the women I meet are elderly but this one was
primordial, she dropped her bag when seeing me and
exclaimed is it true you have two hearts? Not wishing

to disappoint her I confirmed rumours she had heard.

I even let her touch the battery just under my skin.
Nothing keeps a secret in a small village, it appeared
they knew before me, the doctor who did the job came
from farming stock, perhaps he rang someone.

Odd people live here, those who were young when I came
here have middleaged children now, but forever

I'm referred to as the English, telling people I'm from baccallao
land is met with a smile...I'm English so there.
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Baccalao Sonnet

A Baccallao Sonnet

The man who runs the small cafe at the petrol station
not far from my home, rang he was serving baccallao
tomorrow. The Portuguese has a way of making dry cod
into the food of deliciousness.

Tomorrow he, or rather his wife, is serving fried baccallao

with garlic and fried, small potatoes it is important the spuds
are small as to soak up the fat and garlic. He is also serving
creamy rice pudding, not a pathetic low fat thing

I will not worry about making a blood test, needles and worries
have no place on such a day

Sunday morning, toast without butter and black coffee, suffer
no more little man, diabetes, we all has a cross to bear.
two thousand years ago there was a man who tried to bring an

end to exploitation, he lost, but the fight continues.
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Bachelor Day

Bachelor Day

It was father’s day he got up early and
drink coffee near the phone just in case
his daughter rang.

Then it was afternoon and he must have
fallen asleep and he fretted if the phone
had rung and he hadn’t heard it.

He went into the kitchen but left the living
room door open, he had a ham sandwich
which he ate by the phone.

It was now evening and she was not ringing
how could she a product of his wishes,

childless man, she was a figment of your dreams.
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Back At Theranch

Home at the Ranch

I once had a big ranch in Oregon; technically it is still mine

but I have no way to prove it. One day and far from the ranch
was inspecting fences when a sudden cold storm hit, to

survive I shot my horse cut its stomach open and crept inside
and quickly fell asleep. Woke up when the storm was over

I looked for my horse it was not there perhaps the wolves...?
Trotted home the ranch hands were glad to see me and gave me
carrots, although I neighed they put me in the corral with other
horses that knew who I was and shunned me.

My widow cried, and I stood outside her window that brought
tears in people's eyes and they gave me apples to eat.

Now that she was the owner and had much responsibility she
used me to get around, it thrilled me to have her on my back
but was careful not to show uncalled for excitement.

Then tragedy struck she got a friend, the foreman on

the ranch a man I didn "t like and was thinking of firing.

my intense jealousy made me furious and one day when they
were making love under an oak by the river, I kicked them both
to death and galloped to the far blue mountain as I know from
experience there is no justice for wild horses.
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Bagatelle

Bagatelle

You see a thing like the old olive tree

At the entrance of the village and take it for granted
Until you suddenly see the tree is dying

Yet, it has about it a none communitive dignity

An acceptance that life' s unplanned cosmic shortness.
Dying slowly, the medical profession are trying

To get more mileage, but in the end the car mechanics
Of the body see the case as hopeless, but are bound by
The Hippocratic Oath and let us live passed our sell by date.
To be dead is to be unborn there is no second coming
Not even for a 300 years old tree.

Yet, the morning wakes us up with a dance on the duvet
And small thoughts take over buying, a pair of shoes

All those little bagatelles are the sum of our existence.
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Balancing Act.

When crossing the bridge I met a fairly famous poet,
he was balancing the bridge “s railing, absorbed in total
concentration; under him the river flowed white and wild.
Then he jumped to safety and collapsed, this because
he was blotto, with the help of a passerby we got him
to hospital where he was pumped.

When the poet was feeling better I asked him why he
was doing this balancing act and he said it was to cure
him of his depression, it had worked wonders, and free
of his compulsion he happily walked home to write

a poem about spring. A fast car hit the curb mounted
the pavement and killed our poet. Alas, when the paper
wrote about the accident it forget to mention he had
been a fairly famous poet.
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Balfour

The Balfour /

Today in London /

They celebrate the Balfour declaration /

A historic shame / Israel by its existence /
Is momentous theft
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Baltimore

Baltimore.

They came here, the black population, from the south to get work

In factories and the rate of pay for them the poor from the south,

Was good and a neighbourhood evolved, there was progress and

Peace thriving working class districts. Capitalism is not about safety,
Shifting luck the industry moved abroad where wages are cheaper,

And where should the people go? Boarded up shops, factories and
Broken windows, where should the people go? Restless youth no

One has given them any education, where should the people go?

Being black and suffering the stigma of having been sons of slaves to
Break out of the stigma of inferiority is not easy and often its ends

In frustrated and depressed violence.

The black people of Baltimore are suffering the same contempt as my
Parents did in Norway simply for being working class. Askew is

The capitalist foundation, force into life a socialist party a force if needed
Without compromise, a political transformation. When politicians say
they work for the middle-class people; we know the black working-class
is blissfully excluded.
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Baltimore, Chapter Three

d edition

They came here, the black population, from the south, to get work

In factories and the rate of pay for them the poor from the south,

Was good and a neighbourhood evolved, there was progress and

Peace thriving working class districts. Capitalism is not about safety,
Shifting luck the industry moved abroad where wages are cheaper,

And where should the people go? Boarded up shops, factories and
Broken windows, where should the people go? Restless youth no

One has given them any education, where should the people go?

Being black and suffering the stigma of having been sons of slaves to
Break out of the stigma of inferiority is not easy and often its ends

In frustrated and depressed violence.

The black people of Baltimore are suffering the same contempt as my
Parents did in Norway simply for being working class. Askew is

The capitalist foundation, force into life a socialist party, a force if needed
Without compromise, a political transformation. When politicians say
they work for the middle- class people; we know the black working- class
is blissfully excluded.
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Barcissism

Narcissism

A good day the mirror in the hall said I looked smart
except that, I was bald and had yellow teeth. No,

do not do this the mirror said when I was unbuckling
my belt feared being whipped said I had nice skin.

The feminine said of me mention lipstick it would not
come amiss; she thinks happiness involves makeup

I flexed my arm muscles and them mirror was mortified
closed its reflection and went blank I walked into

the vacant space turned around my god, who is this old geezer
preening himself?
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Barefoot In The Sand

Barefoot in the Sand

The beach, I used to walk here often years ago with

my dog- the dog is now dead and it is against the law
for animals to be on beaches- except for seabirds,

only because it isn't practical to ban them, looks clean
and raked most of it is fenced in and belong to some
hotels. The bathing season hasn’t started I ignore signs
telling me I shouldn’t be here, ignore too a spy camera
mounted on a concrete pole. Ok, I'm too old to make
love in the sand, but I feel sorry for people who can

but are spied on and arrested for enjoying themselves.
Where sea washes sand it is easy to walk I turn and see
my footsteps erased by lazy ripples, it is like I never was
here, and I miss my dog. I will not be back here again
before the fall when the season is over, perhaps by then
there will be barbed wire and armed guards to stop me
seeing the sea I used to know so well.
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Barfly

Barfly.

Outside a bar, Bella Vista, in the sleepy town of Barranquilla-
Colombia- a donkey wore a hat with holes for its ears, dozed.
Hot day, its serenity was endless. Around its closed eyes blue
flies crawled. I'm kind to animals, waved my hand in front of
its eyes to get rid of flies. The beast saw it differently, kicked.
In the street only the donkey, me and the cruel midday sun,
everyone else had sought refuge the dark interior of houses.
Looked at the bar’s dark, cool interior, since the beast didn't
care for my sympathy I limped back in there and had a beer.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 305



Batteri

How long does a battery last

A square flat thing

Just under his skin

It will give him more years

If he takes his lukewarm milk
Every morning

Eats tasteless food all savoury
Extracted

Leaving behind bland vitamins

Or he can join a club where people
Find their illnesses

Endlessly fascinating as a subject.
Be optimistic everyday and

Do not show bad form by
Mentioning death
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Beast Of Burden 2

The Beast of Burden

These last words of this collection

Is salutation to mules, donkeys and horses?

They have disappeared from city life, yet without them
No city would have been built

From the landscape to they have gone without a lament
Without them, no field would have been ploughed

We owe them our way of life.

They were sacrificed in our senseless wars.

We remember them not and that sadness me

There is a hole, in landscape a white dot beside an oak
Where the mare of many foals stood

I miss the sturdy beauty of donkeys and mules,

And the aroma of their work is gone, and we are poorer
For the vision, we shall not see again
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Beauty The Sight

Beauty, the Sight

My heart is a block of cement pavement, sadness

my poetry is prose and little more.

I have written collections of poetry but in the end
they are mostly political musings.

Yet, concrete cannot stop nature, through cracks

tiny green grass grows, or you may call it a weed.
Perhaps I have got something written that in the mass
of words there are pearls of poetry.

Once I saw a motorway not yet open for cars,

a caravan of gypsies, with their carts full of children
small horses and dogs, traversing in peace.

I know they will be there when cars are a curiosity
living a life of quiet contentment and they will

take little interest in the disappearance of the white

A race who thought they could have it all,

and that was exquisite poetry, beauty and the random
A kismet of faith, a man trying to be God.
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Bed Time

Bed Time

I should have gone to bed by now it I late

But when head touches pillow in the dark bedroom

I think of death

Not fear, but the feeling of helplessness, not an iota

I have done in my life has made the slightest

Difference I have not given the world a thing of value.

I remember Liv Ullmann we were both seventeen

I danced with her but could feel I was in the presence of talent
and she became successful she is a someone.

She tells the newspaper in an interview she hopes to die

in Norway, a rather disappointing uttering when you are

dead it doesn't matter where.

She will make the headlines have her obituary written and
there will be sorrow, but in the end, we will both be equally dead.
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Beer In A Bucket

Beer in a Bucket

The well is almost dry he could hear the bucket scraping
at the bottom and the bucket was only half full when

he brought it up, global warming was true, but he was

not sure whether it was caused by man or by a natural
The shift in the weather pattern, having read the once there
were palm trees in Greenland?

Once the well was full of cold, clear water and he used

to lower a bucket full of bottled beer down it and when

he hoisted it up the beer was cold; of course, he could

put the beer in the fridge, but it didn"t have the sangfroid,
about it as everybody had a fridge.

He looked at his watch they were going out to eat she
said, not that he wanted to go out, people went on his
nerves, the good thing was the served cold beer, almost
as cold as the beer in the well.
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Before Dawn

Before Dawn

Woke up the bedroom darker than the night outside which
had the benefit of streetlights and light from windows of

the sleepless. when I closed my eyes, I saw a myriad of stars
a galaxy of colours which circled around for no apparent

but since everything has a reason, even insanity, I took it
the colurs had a goal, a lofty purpose, if only to keeping me
entertained a four in the morning. and spare me the thought
of death - a thought that stalks- all old people everywhere.

it is also a banal, like a cigarette addiction, for in their heart
there is a tiny spark that tells them they are the exception
the people that will live forever and thus blessed with man’s
ancient illusion we can sleep a little bit longer.
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Before Wine Is Drunk

Before wine is drunk

We are going to an art exhibition this afternoon, but first we have to
buy groceries, cabbage, leek, bread, margarine, milk and tomatoes.
You can't eat a picture even if it displays an orange beside a banana,
“I will give you “The Scream” for a boiled potato and a slice or two
of yesterday’s loaf, ” the poor artist said. I had no time to cook, gave
him ten shilling and hung the painting in the toilet; it was stolen by

a guest who needed a leak. He sold it for a million; the painter got
his photo in the newspaper and was never hungry again, I have a pale
square on the bathroom wall. Glinter Grass, I always think of horses
when mentioning his name, paints still-life and his yellow in lemons
is stunning, I drink tea with citron for weeks after seeing his work.

I have no original paintings on my walls. But many prints, and that’s
ok, I just like art, but dislike fake experts who think they know what
the painter thought of when putting wonder on his blank canvass.
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Behind High Walls

Behind high Walls

When I opened the door to my cabin was met with a summer day

that felt like a lingering kiss by the love that will one day say goodbye.
Sneeze and make a haiku words dotted on paper napkins while

waiting for the bill three glasses of wine and a packet of fags

At the outdoor restaurant, I was trying to remember about my
experiences what I have seen, heard and read becomes a ball of threads
swirling through space and I try to get a loose thread to make sense of
my life but I have to act fast the idea I had disappears in the sand of time
and through the din of stillness, another glass will not come amiss

I no longer live in a forest I never had a garden, and I now think about
robot sex with a vulva of silk I will train to love me and when I die

It will lie beside me in the coffin and when we are found a skeleton and
a bit of rust; come to think of it a dog is a robot in its early stage still
obedient but tries to fool its owner into loving it.
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Behind High Walls 1

Behind high Walls

When I opened the door to my cabin was met with a summer day

that felt like a lingering kiss by the love that will one day say goodbye.
Sneeze and make a haiku words dotted on paper napkins while

waiting for the bill three glasses of wine and a packet of fags

At the outdoor restaurant, I was trying to remember about my
experiences what I have seen, heard and read becomes a ball of threads
swirling through space and I try to get a loose thread to make sense of
my life but I have to act fast the idea I had disappears in the sand of time
and through the din of stillness, another glass will not come amiss

I no longer live in a forest I never had a garden, and I now think about
robot sex with a vulva of silk I will train to love me and when I die

It will lie beside me in the coffin and when we are found a skeleton and
a bit of rust; come to think of it a dog is a robot in its early stage still
obedient but tries to fool its owner into loving it.
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Behind Mount Sinai | Write Out Loud

Behind Mount Sinai

On the asphalted road to a seaside town there is a hole in

the road, a nasty hole a car hitting it could have a bad puncture.
A rocket, albeit a puny one, caused this.

Fired by people who will not take no for an answer they refuse

to acknowledge this grand scale theft of their country.

Well, one has the right to defend oneself, so bombs, rockets fall
on a tiny piece of land no bigger then fly dropping on a map.
When Arab pride and goliath are sated there will be peace but
the underlying causes of this ritual and one-sided bloodshed will
never go away till goliath sees sense he is not David with a sling
fighting the whole world in the odd belief he is both the chosen and
the persecuted people. Jerusalem was promised to the Jews,

but not them alone; the pledge was made by Jewish soothsayers,
who knew when a lie is told often enough it becomes a truth.
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Behind The Facade

Behind the Facade

Behind the Holyday Inn near the bus station used by

we the masses and immigrants, there are streets of houses
kept in the gloomy mode of semi-poverty and cheap wine.

I walked these streets windows shuttered, here and there

a small grocery shop run by Asians how they make a living
Is a wonder, cafes too I saw nearly went into one but it
looked so filthy I changed my mind, but did buy a can of
coke in the Asian’s shop

We had been to the giant old hospital call -Ca Curry- and it
was old and decrepit, yet doctors and nurses struggle on

no money is spent on National Health now that we are in
the grip of neoliberalism.

She has bad hips and the wait for our bus was three hours
hence my excursion into the streets of boredom a part of
Lisbon no tourist would wish to see, no anyone famous had
lived here and &quot;Fado&quot; was flaking walls and peeling doors.
Back at the bus station I found in a corner a second-hand
book shop bought a book of a prose poetry and got one for
free, I sat beside her, tried to read Portuguese and thought
it takes an Indian person to try selling poetry in Iberia.
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Believers

The Believers

I big bird appeared in the sky it was hungry and ate the day,

all around us a mist that swirled around moist and cold.

We feared the worst and asked how can we live when there is

no day nor a night?

Overwhelming silence, we had no screen to look at no one told

us what to do and when, now the churches were full of people
seeking freedom from thoughts.

Bishops and priests grew hopeful, dressed in finery, this was the time
of the clerics, masters now they made many morally intolerant rules
that were hard to follow. Till the day the bird suddenly disappeared.
Vicars are the butt of jokes; yet within us we know the day eating bird may
exist, just bidding its time casting its spell exposing our deadly fears.
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Between The Acts

Interlude

The air was still, and trees in the forest stood in frozen silence.
A rare day, animals listened to the echo of last summer.

Hare trails in the snow made without haste, the persecuted
has nothing to fear the day when the mountain lion dreams.
The bear is in its den deep under an oak, dreamless sleep
whether still or storm, but do not wake him before spring.

The tranquillity of peace is only a brief interlude, kill or be killed,
eat or starve are wild life' s merciless destiny.

The Calm cracks as the cold identified; there will be a toll to
pay if spring is too late with its promise of continuity.

Behind the forest where the blue mountain begins, a pack

of wolves howl to the moon, the soul of the hunter lied bare,
in an endless nocturnal dream.
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Beware Of Poets

Beware of Poets

Don 't trust a poet™ s declaration of love

it is the words he means, the turn of a phrase
you just happen to be there as he looks you in
the eyes thinking; I have to write down that
before I forget it

Sometimes he finds a serviette borrow a pen
writes down words you thought was meant for you.
Drinking coffee with you, he appears restless
because he wants to go home and

fill out the poem he composed, alas he is not
thinking of you but of a wider audience
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Big Breakers

Big Breakers.

Frothing, the colour of spring leaf, a mountain top of ocean
intent on drowning you it is not like crossing a road and just
have a time to jump clear of a car.

No, you are totally helpless and your salvation is down to

luck not maritime ability. The beast has gone mad something
we said down in the mess-hall when playing card?

Not to forget the good moment when the sea is flattening out
flecked by light blue. Our promises of not drink and smoke
and to be kind to our mothers vanes.

There is something mesmerizing about it, will the ship be able
to shudder and get up from the tons of water? Are we ghosts
from a past that never was?

I Kingston we drank rum & coke and never spoke about our
inner thoughts, we had survived and lived in the moment.
But what can you expect of a simple seaman when landlubbers
can't even remember last year's war.
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Big City Loneliness

Wide Awake

From my hotel window I see a river of cobblestones
And cars moored by its bank for the night.

A cat runs across the river safe for now, to a litter bin
A squeal as it catches its prey.

From the opposite hotel a few shards of light that
Gives succour to the dying and those who cannot sleep
They wait for the radiance of dawn

Till they hear people talking cars starting and the night
And the dead is a memory so easily forgotten.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 321



Big Rabbit Sonnet

Big Rabbit Sonnet

Giant rabbits are not cute as you think when they

are in a group then they sneer at us and make funny
noises aping human speech, they live in the forest
across the road and frightens hunting dogs.

The small village where I live is almost empty people
have either died or moved to old folks home where
they live three people in each room and get beans and
lard to eat the home s owner lives on imported caviar.

The huge rabbits wanted to take the village over crossed
the road and in the village square fought a battle with rats
that claimed the place belonged them by ancient rights.

A woman came out of one of a house kicked a rat lifted up
a rabbit and the rest went dewy-eyed, the cuddly had won
over the ugly, rabbits are edible rats not so much.
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Big Rabbit Sonnet 1

Big Rabbit Sonnet

Giant rabbits are not cute as you think when they

are in a group then they sneer at us and make funny
noises aping human speech, they live in the forest
across the road and frightens hunting dogs.

The small village where I live is almost empty people
have either died or moved to old folks home where
they live three people in each room and get beans and
lard to eat the home s owner lives on imported caviar.

The huge rabbits wanted to take the village over crossed
the road and in the village square fought a battle with rats
that claimed the place belonged them by ancient rights.

A woman came out of one of a house kicked a rat lifted up
a rabbit and the rest went dewy-eyed, the cuddly had won
over the ugly, rabbits are edible rats not so much.
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Bin Men

Bin -Men

In the late sixties there was a down turn in shipping
I was broke and unemployment, benefit meager.
From I was fifteen I had always been in catering and
before that I was milking cows, and now I got a job
as a bin man. In the back of restaurants and cafes
bins where open and attracted rats, black and brown;
we wore gloves but they were still jumping about
and as the foreman said it took too long killing them.
The job was easy enough we started in the morning
and finished about noon, I went to the communal
bath for a long shower, but I still smelled of rats and
rotting food. A call came and I was needed in

the merchant navy...but for my fellow bin men this
was their honest toil and they were great mates.
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Bio Mass

Bio Mass.

I have had an intimate connection with effluence or

to use a more proper word, shit of the animal kind

I could by the aroma alone know which animal had
passed the track. Most animal dung smell is sweet
except dogs they have lived so long amongst us they
even crap likes us, but dogs love their own excrement
so much they even eat it. Horses™ evacuations are like
rare wine and you promise yourself to buy a horse
when you can buy a bigger garden or vines that

have been fertilised by foals’ morning pee. Having had
your hands in the muck nothing can offend you.
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Bird Watching

Bird Watching

Two sparrows, on roof of my car, noisily chirped, five
more sparrows came, tweeted too and showed no debate
culture, then they flew off and left the couple to it.

One, the male, I think, flew off and left, I assume, her
alone; not for long, he came back peeped and left again;
did this three times, finally she flew off with him, but
she deeply sighed. A drama had passed, that I had seen
and judged with a human’s limited understanding of

the life of other spices. Bird dropping on the car roof,

I had witnessed a love story, good as any seen on TV,
and as afternoon soaps must, had ended blissfully.
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Birthday Party

The Birthday Party

23/10 ten minutes two twelve when he will be 75, ten

minutes can take very long; he can get a stroke or a heart attack,
while waiting, he is standing up; few people die when standing up.
There was an English queen who when death was approaching,
refused to go to bed. For a week she was standing up in

a futile attempt to beat death....she lost 11 nil.

It is midnight and the twenty four of October. Ok, he made it, but
must do this every year, living a month longer is important.

Or not! As a child a year took forever, now a year is a windblown leaf
scraping along a dreary road and fall comes around in record time.
Once a girl said she loved him, but that was 60 years ago it doesn’t
matter anymore, but he remembers it well and it is heart-warming
to know this, as a rain drop in a desert,

yet the drop was for him it fertilized his journey through

the domestic landscape of his tedious life.
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Birthday Party 2

Birthday Party

Wolves and foxes had promised me not to fight on my birthday and

I made meaty cakes just for them; But black ravens I had not invited,
came too, egged them on, while also cruelly harassing sparrows in
the plum tree. I had put lights up on the trees in the garden but they
could not on my, day behave. I took the cakes inside, switched off
the lights went to bed and cried. A rumble in the forest, a bear came
told them to behave and be kind to me, mainly because I had baked
it a straw berry tart. The party continued, and squirrels sat on trees
squeaking happy birthday to you as I threw them nuts. In the animal
world it is all about food and as long as you can provide you're a friend.
Except the raven they do not care, are contemptuous of my feeble,
attempt to be loved by unruly members of the Corvidae family.
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Birthday Poem

Birthday Poem

Happy birthday

The festive occasion

Wishing me well

This gaping greedy hole

Too deep for an almond tree

Wonderful birthday

I'm the oldest in my family
The rest have died
Seventy two years old

Am I immortal?

Blissful birthday
Carefree October month
A drifting ice floe
Breaking up in the ocean
Who will rescue me now?
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Birthdays

Birthdays

The romantic dream of old age and serenity

Is a lie. Every day is getting more difficult,

The sun burns and rain gives pain in old bones.
Words do not flow as easy as before.

Time that appeared endless is nhow short and
We are aware of our mortality.

Yet we carry on trying to fill a blank page with
Thoughts...it is what we do while waiting.

We know life its wonder and bitter disappointment.
Death is a strange territory we are reluctant

to go there, even if we must.
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Birthdays Party

Birthday

A day of sadness and wasted years a poet who

has to pay to be published how pathetic is that?
We, my companion and I found a restaurant and
for lunch she ate something African.

I had a schnitzel that looked as the white meat of
a rat that had the liver of one who had taken

the pledge lost my appetite.

Instead, I had a double portion of fresh cut salad
followed by a tomato salad with a bit of mozzarella.
I lifted my glass of water saw the eatery through
tears not shed, the few friends I had in Algarve
have all gone they could not stop in time.

The conversations, wit and bottles of red wine

kept flowing, it had to stop so I took the bus home.
Now it is only my beloved and I left and every year
I love her more. At night with a heart full of dread
I snuggle up to her, she strokes my somnolent head
until I fall asleep again and sadness drifts away.
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Black Ghettoes

Black Ghettoes

So now they are burning down small shop

they use daily use in rightful anger.

The police are mostly white in a black neighbourhood
which does not goes down well

Bloody guns you may say, but everyone is armed.
But my thought was of the poor black people which
now have to go a long way to shop, since it appears
they burnt down their own cars too.

It seems to me Afro-Americans have sunk into

a hole of delayed slavery depression, and struggle to
get up and fight back, not with guns, but education.
Black young man with pistol wants the good things

in life, but only find early death or a prison cell.
Pandering to this we must not, there is a limit

even for grave historical injustices, it is time to break
the chains of the past and be free men again.
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Black Humour

Black Humour

The day tragedy struck, a misfortune that also held in
It s grasp a tendency to giggle, a black sort of humour
when laughter threatens to replace sorrow.

My little cabin is built on a slope therefore every room
has a different level, two steps up three steps down and
so on. I used take in dogs for owners who didn’t want
them in a kennel but leave them in cosy a family setting.
One day I got a blind dog, but after a couple of days it
quickly learned where the steps were. Two weeks later
the lady called she was picking up her bundle of joy, and
the dog barked into the phone; smile and happiness.
When the dog heard the car stop it was in the kitchen

it raced into the hall forgetting the steps- three of them-
it fell awkwardly broke its neck and died.
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Black Phone

The Black Phone

A white feather landed on the window sill
and wondered who he had betrayed with
his silence. Looked into the deep gulch of
of his consciousness and found bones of
muteness of those he should have called
but never did. He looked at the side table,
The black monster, quiet as him, and when
he lifted the receiver heard only hum of
eternity, and what had ceased to matter.
Nevertheless he rang phone numbers he
remembered, but no one answered; as he

had neglected them they had forgotten him.
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Black Phone No One

A black phone

I dislike our phone a sleek monster in a corner

I never answer it when it rings unless my wife is out

My mobile phone is in the pocket in my jacket in the hall
Where I can’t hear it when it rings, it is usually someone
Trying to sell me something, but I never go out driving
Without my mobile it comes in handy if the car breaks
Down and I have to call the garage with a tow- truck
Years ago I used to do haiku; it did my head in

The bloody phone always rang when I had the right
Word on the tip of my tongue often I took the phone

Off its hook but I could hear it humming which was
Worse when I was still young enough to think

A phone could bring good news something like

&qguot;We have decided to publish your book&quot; it never
Happened instead, it rang to give me heart-wrenching
News, an early morning call: your mother has died.
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Black Sheep

Black Sheep

It had been raining all day the sky as dark as inside my coat,
but at six in the afternoon, it was clearing up enough for me
to go the shop and buy a bottle of wine.

On the way I had to brake hard a sheep was on the ground
it had given in to life's harsh reality, I didn "t like the idea of
it being run over, got it up it had a broken a leg...bad news.
Got it to safety not that it mattered to the sheep it lied down
its chances was zero; the farmer would slaughter it and it
would be dinner for days.

Not that my action altruistic I shuddered by the idea of
blood and innards all over the road by being fodder a least
it was useful, a farmer with 200 sheep can 't afford a vet.
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Black Winged Carrions
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Black, Shiny Shoes

Black, Shiny Shoes.

The EU dictatorship has crushed Hellas Germany and the banks won-
The French to their helped the Greeks writing a hew tax system and

for once the tycoons have to pay tax as well and for the Hellenic

people they need not buy new shoes every fortnight, let the cobblers
mend your shoes. I remember a time when buying shoes was a major
investment, they were always black and bought on credit book.

You may call it thrift I will call it poverty when you are poor everything
cost more as the Greeks soon will soon notice. And in case you wonder
the money the loans go straight to the lenders banks and one wonder
who many times they have to pay for the airport in Athens a German
steel company built? The Greeks are hard working people, with bad elite,
the next one to will be Portugal, Italy too are feeling the clammy hand of
capitalism and then it will be France's turn to taste rigour.

What about EU then?
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Black, Shiny Shoes 1

Black, Shiny Shoes.

The EU dictatorship has crushed Hellas Germany and the banks won-
The French to their helped the Greeks writing a hew tax system and

for once the tycoons have to pay tax as well and for the Hellenic

people they need not buy new shoes every fortnight, let the cobblers
mend your shoes. I remember a time when buying shoes was a major
investment, they were always black and bought on credit book.

You may call it thrift I will call it poverty when you are poor everything
cost more as the Greeks soon will soon notice. And in case you wonder
the money the loans go straight to the lenders banks and one wonder
who many times they have to pay for the airport in Athens a German
steel company built? The Greeks are hard working people, with bad elite,
the next one to will be Portugal, Italy too are feeling the clammy hand of
capitalism and then it will be France's turn to taste rigour.

What about EU then?
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Black-Winged Bird

The Black -winged Bird.

A bird with enormous wing span is darkening

the sky over the Middle east and there is much
bloodshed as always when a new nation is born

a good example is Israel it cost the life untold by
the losers, living in camps far from home.
Thousands of young men are finding adventures
and the order the seek so fervently waving black
flags knowing their nation will win no matter
who many headless corpses it makes take, but that
will be forgotten; we only remember the winner,
the Caliphate, which altered the map of the world
and made it a safe haven for undiluted Islam.
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Blame The Russians

Blame Russia

A thought flew and past I saw a shadow in the afternoon sun
it was a quick devilish thing I tried to hold on to it.

But I saw a transparent ocean shifting shingles on the beach
of Greenland and lazy seals waiting to be shot.

While I missed the news about flooding In Georgia and

the flood at the zoo freed animals and there were great fear
of wild animals roaming the countryside.

Tigers, lions and hyenas ran for their escaped a moment of

freedom not to be missed to be looked at, what they saw as food.

Perhaps the lion could find the Savannah and the tiger find its
way back to India so the hyena could have a laugh.

It was not to be, men with guns comb the countryside and

if the animals they encounter look foreign a trigger is pulled.
Yet, I could not remember what the thought was other than

the news blames the Russians which reminds of the Nazi regime
which also blamed the Russians too and lost, we the people are
victims of relentless propaganda and the people who want a war
will have their day and burn in a nuclear hell.
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Blank Decency

Blank Decency

The capital of Norway, Oslo, has well lit
clean streets swept clear of humanity;
you'll see clusters of people here and there
sat inside plastic tents- pavement cafes-
smoking tobacco. And now that it’s illegal
to buy sex too, streets will be cleaner then
before. If a consumer of bought of sex
thinks he can go abroad and buy it he will,
if found out, be prosecuted.

There are still cars driving around these
empty streets, to get rid of them it might
be an idea to ban the purchase of petrol;
a car free city, something to boast about,
tourists come and puff virtuous Oslo air.
Those who miss driving can when in, say,
Bangkok on vacation, rent a coupé for
the duration, but remember credit card
purchases can be traced.
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Blank Page

Blank Page

This new blank page, a word processor page, I cannot touch. I ought to leave it
this

way, just look at it and dream of what I could have written on it. If I delet the
words

I have written now, it will be blank again, no history, no crumbled up sheet of
paper

in the wastebasket. For now it is too late but I might erase it when I come to an
end.

My wife was in Johannesburg once for surgery, being born in Congo but light
skinned

and travelling on a Portuguese passport, she boarded a bus for the blacks.
Great consternation, she was told by police to go on the white only bus since she

was Portuguese. Racism and anti Semitism are so stupid, it makes no sense,
one race

thinks it is superior to others. Now it is the Moslems who are feeling the surge
of ignorance. We want them to be more like us and not Insist of doing their own
things.

In Israel, for instance the European Jews feel vastly superior to Arab Jews, This
in a state

that is an artificial construct. The culture of Europe in the Middle East. We know
Israel,

as it exist today must come to an end. So there I said it, this white virtual sheet
has been

befouled by an opinion no one wants to know about. So what do I do know?
Erase this

page so it is blank again and I can write about the moon?
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Bleak Coast

Bleak Coast

On a sea that is a clear green mirror the ship sails past
sandy shore on a day the fierce wind that always rules
this shore has taken has taken a day off. Harmony and
silence the sun has taken on an African hue, burning
Nordic skin brown; a day dream perhaps, can a land so
cold and remote be so sultry beautiful, dress up like

a Mediterranean tart attracting tourists by the scores
to swim in her tepid embrace?

A sudden shadow casts a net the unseen’s rest is over,
the sea’s skin cringes, heaves and slaps the shore in

a triple salty spray. Freedom, a dream; endless wind is
back the cruel ruler of land and sea, the shoreline is
misery as are the round shouldered, windblown people
who makes a living tilling unwilling soil to produce pale
carrots, small potatoes and white, hard cabbage which
they eat with sour milk and many prayers.
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Bless China And Mao Zedong

Bless China and Mao Zedong

I have partly decorated my Christmas tree bless the Chinese for

the blinking fairy light, blue and yellow strings I think symbolise angels' hair

not that I have seen any angels with blue-rinsed hair.

I haven't put up any baubles this year it is a bother to put them on the twigs.
My shoes are bought in the same shop they are ok, but don 't last long,

I feel guilty now my socks and undergarment are made in China

that is how you destroy a country s economy buying from abroad; it's cheaper
for us on the low income, it is a vicious circle, more people get laid off they have
little money and had to but underwear and socks shop at a Chinse shop.

The wage for workers in the USA is how so cheap Pakistani factories are moving
to

Detroit and Michigan, but for it to succeed the Americans have to build better
roads and new bridges. I digress the tree is fit for purpose comes in 3 sections
and can

easily be kept in the shed until next year.

So bless the Chinese for making our Christmas possible this year too
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Blessing 1

The Blessing

The is no war
In Syria

The Brexit

Was a dream
By the discontent
ISIS doesn 't
Exists it is
Propaganda
There is
Football though
Between

Franc

And

Portugal

That is

The only

News today
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Blindness

Blindness.

While Moslems are
Discriminated in Europe
Christians are killed

In Africa

Their deaths are a byline
In a liberal world

That doesn’t see

The forest for the trees.
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Blood In The Sand

Blood in the Sand

There is a war in the Middle East people against people in

the name of Islam, chop heads of one another like it should

be a sporting prowess and then holler Allah.

I'm sick and tired of these people who have mindsets that

are 300 years behind us how can we have a sensible talk with
such persons who in the name of their god kill anyone, mostly for reasons, one
has to have a 300 years old mind to

understand how they can accept their blood thirst done in

the name of an abstract god. And then there is betrayal

they are forever betraying each other to the enemy.

But it wasn't always thus and we

must accept we have made it worse. Yet there are Jordanians,
Palestinians, Syrians, Persians and Arab -Israeli (the Jews and
Christians not) too who are not like the cruel of sword swinging
Muslims we read about, they are the people who can bring

the unrestrained, wild -eyed backward people to book because
I'm exhausted of defending the indefensible.
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Blood On The Carpet

Blood on the carpet
In Brazil

A minority

Of rich

Corrupt

Men in suits
Have taken
Power

They find

Social help

Cost too much
And scrap it

The poor

Want democracy
For the people
Not for

A minority

Of white
Politicians
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Blood Oranges

Blood Oranges

On a hill top I saw the sundown, but still, it made clouds

like blood -red oranges: in my childhood when there was

a rumour that a fruit shop was selling them there was a line of people
wanting to buy, they - the oranges- were sweeter than normal.

The sweat from Palestinians brows- one might assume- but we were
not to know this exploitation we thought the fruit Israeli and knew
nothing about Palestine.

The Jews had suffered much and deserved a homeland far away as
possible, anyway the Arab were not trusted the newspaper said; and
they were lazy, but know, we are aware a different story and the blood
in the oranges are tears of those who were evicted from their land to give
room for blood thirsty settlers.
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Blowing In The Wind

Blowing in the Wind

Wild oats and thistles covered the track swiping at my legs
as a punishment for old sins I thought safely forgotten in
the misty dale that makes wars look romantic adventures
that separated men from boys where trespasses are buried
under flowers and manly never referred to unless you are

A soppy fool who betrays old soldiers’ secrets.

The cottage was still there but trees around it had grown so
big it could not be seen from the road; the door was easy to
open windows had layers of spiders’ webs as curtains made
the room shady in the noon heat. In intense silence the past
came thundering alive, so many grave not visited and tears
of those betrayed ran down my cheeks, a lake of clarity,

a mirror I couldn’t run away from I punched the stone wall,
bloody knuckles I had spilt much blood, never my own,

I savoured the pain, stood on an ancient table threw a rope
over a beam, when my dog barked wanted to come in from
the noon heat...At ease now I walked back to the road and
behind me a hangman’s noose gently swayed.
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Boa Constrictor

Boa Constrictor

This is turning into a diary of a slow death I had another fall

I was taking picture of some Interpretable bushes where I was

sure I had seen an animal, not unlike the Tasmanian tiger.

I did not see the hollow up to my waste in plant roots beginning

to strangle me like a nest of hungry squeezing snakes.

I knew of a man who had an anaconda in his basement and once

a week it gave the snake a sheep carcass, but then he had to stay
in the hospital for three weeks, being an animal lover, he checked on
his monster that mistook him for a sheep carcass strangled and
swallowed him shoes and all, weeks past, where is Jonas when they
broke into his house they found a hungry snake, and that was all.
Regarding the roots I cut myself loose with my knife which I always
when falling into a hole and have rabbits snarling at me and black
crows are cackling with glee.
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Borboleta

The Reef Unseen

He was fifty-five divorced living in a cottage but how

is it possible to explain how he came to fall in love with a woman
15 years younger and lose his dignity.

I must take a break here try understanding the human heart
or the circumstances of the wished for the repellent he was

a ship that had lost its gyro-compass when navigating

the sea of deceit this foolish dance of the human borboleta
When he first kissed her, his whole being was absorbed by

her like falling into a cave of endless pleasures and his anchor
got lost in the outer seas

Then suddenly it was over like dream that ends at dawn, her
the door was locked there was someone else, rejected he pleaded,
had she relented it would never be the same the thread

of naiveties that bound him to her was broken

you can 't re-dream a dream.

So he took the dog with him and drove up north he had wanted
to see the autumn colours after week, they drove home

The dog loved the old routine when he had been depressed
The dog was sad, for him she was the morning mist that
Briefly, obscure the blue mountain range where the sun arises
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Borderline Drunk

Borderline Drunk

It has been a bad day driving around having

A coffee here and a diet coke there,

The problem was I had been drinking the night
Before and craving for more

Was filling my heads with excuses, the thought
I deserve a drink.... do I merit to suffer?

It is evening now I'm watching Ellen this woman
Who looks like Peter Pan, her audience is mostly
Screaming females and I secretly adore her.

I'm nursing a beer and reflects on the illness of
Alcoholism the tragedy of those who cannot stop
They have my sympathy, but I can't tell them to
Wait having a drink to after eight o'clock and
Drink a couple of beer.
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Boyhood

Boyhood Remembered

Mother and her sister played poker when I came out of the bedroom looking

for my trousers, but mother had just lost them to Aunt Gabriella who refused

to give them back. I sat by the coal fire and warmed my knees; winter with frost
roses on windows. Without long trousers I could not go to school, the idea of this

pleased me, I began reading a Robin Hood book. I didn’t care so much for him,
he was in love with a girl, but I liked the other ones in his gang. “Here, ” mother
said, "I have won back your trousers, your shoes as well; go to school now.” I
was

going to take the bike out of the shed, but a monster rat sat there.

" Mother” I yelled, “There is a big rat in the shad it is eating the tires off my

bike.”

Mother dropped the cat out of the window, from our third floor flat, just caught
it.

“Put the cat in the shed, ” walk to school, it is good for you biking makes you
lazy.”

My sister came with a crate of beer she had bought at the supermarket, ” you
are

just like little girl frighten by a tiny rat, ” she said, took the bike out, put the
dazed

cat on top of the crate and walked in. I was one hour late for school, but there
was

no use telling the teacher why, he would only say I was telling tales as usual.
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Brazilian Cafe

Grey Hospital and a Brazilian Café.

The hotel where I stayed served lousy coffee, insipid and milky.

I knew there was a Brazilian café nearby, on my way there walked
past the closed down city hospital. Grey walls dripping of uncured
diseases, graffiti and dead windows. Convert it into an office block,
but who wants to work there, a place haunted by cynical doctors and
indifferent nurses who stalk the halls at night waiting for their shift
to end so they can get out from this place of horror, and patients
they have lost interest in and can do nothing for. Tear it down and
throw the debris down a gully. At the Brazilian café the coffee was
strong and healthy; the staff, young, moved as dancers to the music
in the background. There is much of Africa in the Brazilian soul,
passionate, courageous; yet, sometimes, viciously moody.

The girl who served me coffee, smiled with lips and eyes, her skin
dark, glowing... fit. And the sad hospital faded into oblivion.
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Brexit

Brexit

Is the solution

If

You

Working class

It is

The only way
Besides

A revolution

That can

Throw out

The elite

But beware of
Middle-class
Peoples
Sympathy

Do not trust them
They want to lead
Lead

You fight

Because

They think you are
Too stupid

To organize

A new

Fair society
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Brexit And Other Breaks

Brexit and other Breaks

This has been a great day for reporters they

have been feasting on Brexit squeezing the last drop
of misery like a dish cloth, and the channels have

been repeating themselves and stealing each

others clichés and one wonders is there still a war

in the Middle East.

Tomorrow is the day of the analysts and academics
they will explain for us the reason why Britain left EU
like we didn"t know

if you ignore the wishes

of the common man if you think everything is about
money and not the dignity and culture, this breakup
will happen in many countries.

Bureaucrats have charts showing voting pattering how
interesting an exercise in futility.

You let down the working man and forgot democracy is
a double-edged sword, and I say: damn you all because
your negligence has left a hole for demagogues to fill.
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British Election

British election

Three men in suit on a podium, they have no shame, all three want to rule
Britain and they tell lies and promise things they cannot keep. Since we are
Serfs at heart we vote for the most aristocratic one forgetting when the loaf

is cut, they keep the slices we get the crumbs. All three men agree about

the war In Afghanistan and it most continue to win the peace and they extol
the brave soldiers who in the end die from an unwinnable war. I should have
been sorry for the soldiers they are mostly un educated working class, and like
the idea of fighting the Taliban. Should they die which they do too often.
There is a great funeral no one does a military send off like the Brits. To end
this war we have to talk to the Taliban, and when we do the suffering of mums
and the deaths of young men have come to nothing. Three well tailored men
on a podium, sing from the same music sheet, produced by newspapers and
everything will be as before in a country where people are made to feel
ashamed of being working class, being told of dependency culture and working
hard when there is no work, and be told how lazy they are.
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Broken Window

Broken Window

“Stand aside, the shop keeper impolitely said,
paying customer first.” Mother and I stood aside
and waited it took long busy now before Yule,
she had a card from the social to purchase boots
and jumpers and I was getting fidgety and upset.

Finally we got our stuff in a brown paper bag,
time was hard fancy papers was for those who
had money. I was seven but the humiliation was
ghawing a big hole in my guts, mother said:
“Beggars can be choosers” I was silent.

The local paper reported about a broken shop
window, oddly nothing was stolen, I smiled
proud of my mother, she had a job nearby
cleaning the office of a tropical fruit importer,
in @ good mood now she smoked a cigarette.
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Brooding River

This winter saw a lot of rain the river

near the houses Is still running clear and lucid
giving its soul to the ocean

On the old Roman Bridge I asked the river to stop wasting
its precious sweet water to the salty sea,

one cannot let thirsty horses drink brackish liquid
after having hauled a cart full of dead sheep

up to a mountain top,

offerings to a god that only exist in the mind of an
idiot savant.

The river hears me not its job is to run dry during
the summer and when fall arrives be reborn.

But beware of a river that has no fish

those who haughtily laugh will be turned into frogs,
the banks are full of them.

Only a princess can make them into human again.
But they will still have frog souls.

Alas due to hard time the princess is a dancer in

a Spanish nightclub knows nothing about emails
and she is not on facebook.
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Brook Of Reflection

The Brook Of Reflection

A thought, striking as a rare butterfly, sat on a twig
tried to catch it but in my hand it turned into fluff,
and I can no longer remember which colour it had.

The thought was a river I cupped my hands tried to
catch some wisdom, stem its flow and turn it into
a poem that flies like a butterfly

The rich are seen as successful and say banal things,
newspapers print their moth eaten views, we read
and thoughtlessly nod; so find me a new river then.

I wait for another thought, one that floats, like leaf of
fall in a brook, and tells of eternal truths that are as

beautiful as rare butterflies
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Broremann The Boy

The boy was eight years old and pretended to have one leg
shorter than the other, by walking with one foot in the gutter

and the other foot on the pavement. He tried to run that way

but it was difficult lost his balance and fell. A strange boy

often alone dreaming about what to do, he had told his mother

he wanted to be an actor and play many roles and be everything
at once. Either that or to an opera singer be, famous, traveling
around the world. His mother didn "t think much of his plans and
anyway this was his last day in this town tomorrow he was being
sent to farm, that had cows, horses, and sheep. He had no say in
the matter his mother was sick and had to go to a sanatorium

He didn "t mind it so much liked horses and could be a cowboy but
he had to go to school to and the children was sure to mob him for
talking city like. Down at the docks a big ship was birthing she came
all the way from Conakry in Africa. The boy decided to be a sailor,
and walked home to tell his mother.

Broremann is best translated as “little brother”
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Broremann The Farmhand

Broremann, the farmer worker.

Every morning at five thirty sharp, my brother Broremann

had to milk five cows by hand bring bucket full of goodness

to the scullery where maid sifted it and in a churn it went.

He had to start milking Rose first, she was the mother cow
other cows wouldn "t give milk unless he started with her.
After milking Broremann had to clean the barn five cows
make a lot of dung; he pushed it down in a hole in the wall

it was later used to fertilize the land. My brother was proud

of his ability to milk and his hands were, firm yet gentle.
There was a problem though Rose didn "t yield as much milk
as before as she was getting elderly and the farmer sold her
to the knacker’s yard. It was a sad day and the other cows
mooed woefully. The farmer bought a new cow to take Rosa’s
place, but Broremann couldn "t milk her first, as she was new-
comer, so he started with Gerda, now the oldest cow, and milk
the new one last, thus rural peace continued in the cow shed.
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Broremann The Fisherman

Broremann the Angler

On the pier where fishing vessels were tied up my brother

sat fishing all the while seagulls kept swooping and shrieking,
he blissfully ignored them. He had no hook at the end of his
line and when asked why he said, I don "t like to hurt the fish.
But crafty little Broremann was not as innocent as you may
think, he didn "t like fish, all those horrible tiny bones,

his mother had sent him down to the pier to try catch some
fish for lunch. He liked sausages with mashed potatoes and
stewed peas, now he could go home tell his mother fish didn 't
bite today, but made sure to put the hook on the line so his
mother could see he was really trying. An old fisherman gave
him two sardines wrapped in a newspaper, but wouldn "t you
know it the pair of sardines somehow slipped out of the paper
and made their way back to the sea.
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Broremann’s War

Spring,1945, German troops in his town were walking about not
carrying arms, they spoke to the locals in a friendly manner.

Looking back it was peace before the peace. Near Broremann's home
there was a tall house occupied by old non- commissioned officers,
middle-aged men in their thirties with children, gave the kids
chocolate and sweets (after the war the building was taken over by
Mormons) .

British troops arrived, put a canteen in a disused fish factory,
the German troops had surrendered. Broremann got white bread
with spam from the British. The Germans left by train; many

of the town s people came to wave goodbye, there was no
dislike against the common soldiers, wrath was directed at the
local Gestapo who had betrayed their country by being crueler
than the enemy and by sporting rimless Himmler glasses.

Years later Broremann met a docker in Hamburg who had spent
five war years in his town. They drank together and declared

it had been a peaceful war.
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Brotherly Love

Brotherly Love

My brother, who worked at a coal mine, came for a visit;
he is a man easily prone to bitterness, his lack of funds is
blamed on the Jews he claimed controls world’s banking
system. From a black, star absent heaven, a biblical bolt of
lightning struck my olive tree, which was so painful that it
shed tears of pure diamonds. We put them in a carrier bag
and planned what to do next day. When I awoke he had
gone, flown to Rotterdam, they said at the airport; I guessed
he was selling his loot to men in black suits, ditto hats and
beards. My brother now lives in luxury in Genéve he hates
the lazy working class says socialism will destroy the world.
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Brygge

Tourist in Bruges

I was in Bruges, in Flanders, once

Saw beautiful old buildings where the patrician class

The merchants and charlatans lived

Where the poor lived in the past has been erased

The poor now live in high rise flats.

We rented a carriage with a bored horse that did its round
On streets too clean to be true; animals peed on canvas.
We walked around took the pictures as did others.

We had lunch at a café too expensive for its food, but the beer
Was good and that is worth remembering.
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Bull Fighting

Bullfighting

Early morning on the flatland between Portugal and Seville a cockerel crews,
its hoarse wakeup call carries for miles. Vaqueros are already on the grassland
separating bulls form a herd; the bulls are five years old and have been chosen
for the bullfight. Within a week the selected bulls will be dead, slaughtered on
an arena of sawdust and sand, they have been allowed to roam free for years.
Most animals only live a few years, mostly in a pen, and never see grassland
before they are killed. How can meat eaters demonstrate, call for the abolition
of bullfighting? This sport, the only one, where an animal has a chance to kill its
assassin. I'm on a bus heading for Seville to see bullfighting, yes, I do admire
bull

fighting; if lucky I might see one of the chosen bulls kills the toreador.
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Bullets

Funny thing with bullets trillions of them are fired every year
hitting nothing only pushing air aside for a brief moment.
Bullets are not birds that fly and have useful destination, say,
catching insects. A bullet’s only purpose is hitting flesh and

it is not very good at it, but if there are enough of them filling
the air someone is bound to be hit. I saw a forest totally
denuded by artillery shells and gun fire, trees looked as hells
kitchen, yet when silence as it always will in a war, rabbits came
out of their burrows feeding on grass. War is meaningless to
animals, but noise disturb them and foxes seek shelter in ruins
eating whatever they find, that might be a human eye or a torn
off hand. If a soldier only fired his gun when he was sure to hit
someone, I do not think munitions makers would be happy,
and tell a soldier to shoot and use his rifle more.
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Burden Of Youth

The Burden of youth

She was seventeen, and her boyfriend had left her

Life is more intense when you are young she wanted to commit
Suicide so he could see how much he loved her.

Filled her rucksack with stones and waded into the bay, but

The water was low only to her chest when she reached the other
Side she was glad to be alive.

She met a young man also unlucky in love he took her rucksack
Filled more stones into it and waded into the sea, but now there was
High tide the young man disappeared under the sea.

A few seagulls shrieked otherwise silence as the girl waited for the bus
To take her back to town, block out unpleasant thoughts she said aloud.
My father is a communist, the bus driver who was a fascist stopped
Pulled out his gun and shot her dead and women on an outing clapped.
This as her father was letting the red flag fly in the street of Utopia
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Burundi

Burundi

Elusive it is the dream of peace

and the Burundi the president is seeking a third term,
but the people say NO, and fight for

a fair election, in dusty streets.

Africa has had enough of presidents who will not
give up power and lucrative ill-gotten gains.

People of Burundi, I salute you.
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Bus 8

Bus 8

On the bus 8, to Garston I met my future wife I was going
to meet someone at the British Legion there, something
about a job on a ship. At an outdoor we bought cans of
coke and also bottle of rum, the job thing was forgotten

I thought she was the most understanding woman I had
ever met. A fortnight later we got married, people I didn't
like much, brothers in laws, came to our reception.

Dreams never last, like a worker’s money, woke up one
morning; no smell of coffee from downstairs she had gone
out and left a note: “"Get a Job! ” Took a bus to Albert Dock,
a ship there, going to Murmansk, needed a cook I didn't
hesitate, signed on, every morning made my own coffee
and everyone else’s. I would still like to know if she, when
coming back from Garston’s shopping centre, missed me.
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Bus Shelter

Bus Shelter

Driving past a crudely made bus shelter, it looks like concrete box
I took a picture because a mystery story was told about it.

A stormy winter night a man found the shelter it had a bench

glad the he was dry and he waited and waited only the bus didn't
drive on this road any longer.

Years later passers-by found a skeleton the police was called but
the bones had no papers to tell his name and a mystery was born.

My dog disappeared when she found her way home she was

tired and petrified and like the skeleton could tell me nothing.

I think she was lured into the van of a hunter, tied up in his backyard to
be trained as a hunting dog. She got loose and ran and

ran perhaps for days and too scared to approach people.

She overcame this trauma lived a long life and now is a skeleton in

a black bin bag in the outhouse.
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Business Of War

The Business of War.

In this clearing in the woods so full of butter coloured flowers

I know there is a mass grave underneath, a forgotten war,
bones of the nameless that died for a cause that was not theirs,
but they were loyal and when told to fight and they often died,
many never knowing why. At the edge, of the yellow field,
there are pale poppies the dead have no more blood to offer.

I think of Afghanistan, poppies there are more deadly, I wonder
if western soldiers who lost their life in a cause that is unclear,
will get their own graveyard and have their crosses there,

in @ Moslem country, tended to with fresh flowers, but go easy
on the poppies. The skeletons under my feet, died because of
salt that, once upon a time- before oil- was big business, but I'm
sure the soldiers were told lies about nationality and freedom.
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By The River

By The River.

At the estuary of the Amazons the water is muddy and shallow and
there are no undercover bosses, pretending to be one of the people
who live in houses on stilts on the small islands where the river
meets the sea, blends and loses its power; for those who have sailed
the oceans no river is big. On the delta, of the great river, live people
who get their income from fishing they are poor yet free from prying
bosses those who buy the river and the sea for exploitation and make
people into low paid worker; destitution without pride.

Every group of houses on the islands have a shop that sells sweets,
cigarettes and Coca Cola, the fisherman smokes, children drink cola,
America s cultural export reaches every corner of our cerulean orb,
Camel is a brand not an animal, Winston is a night riding cowboy.
This means nothing for the people here, who try to catch the Boto,
(pink river dolphin) which is rich in protein and tastes good.
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Byzantium

Byzantium

It is August its heat taste of dust and desperation

The despot feels that soon time will change it will

Have to share with clouds and cooling wind.

For not, it has the power but in the eyes of his general
He senses a mounting revolt but he prepared and he
Will show no mercy he will absorb them to his inner core
Where they can burn forever, and replace them with
Generals he can trust, but can he?

August is tired, angry too he gave them a great spring

But he will show them they can 't topple him so easily
Nature, once on his said is turning against him

The mighty oak tree whisper to lesser trees it is time

For the sun to share power has it not heard of democracy?
Stubbornly he hangs till clouds like battleship comes

From the north and end, his reign drowns him in torrential
That will destroy his life' s work
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Cabin Fever

Cabin Fever.

The firewood in the hearth hiss and smoke
refuse to burn bright, these limbs of a giant
will not heat my cabin this winter evening.
I must have done something wrong, don’t
know what. I have doused the flaccid limbs
with alcohol, drank some too, now the fire
is burning bright with an inner ice blue tint.
From the floor looking up I see the roof is
on fire. Someone knocks on my door, I'm
a pirate burning my ship, there is rum for
everyone; for the dreary I've diet coke and
for the loony there is low fat yogurt.
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Cakes And Ale

Cakes & Ale

I woke up in a bakery they do start early, the aroma of bread

is wonderful, they were also making cakes, whipping creams.
Napoleon cakes and Danish pastry, black forest gateau and other
pastries I have as a child looking through the windows of a bakery
shops admired. Too much, I walked outside and lit a fag, inhaled
deeply and the tobacco soothed my mind, giving me a feeling of
fullness. It was only then I remembered I have diabetes, a heart
problem and have not smoked for 15 years. Has it been worth it
this forgoing of the good thing in life; I'm not sure, it may extend
my life for a few more years of pain and misery, will I die regretting
the cakes I didn't eat and the fags I didn't smoke?
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Cakes Of Love

Coconut macaroons she sold the nice little girl at the cake shop,
I was eating macaroons every day, but Sundays when the shop
shut and I pined for Monday. My sister said I was in love with
the shop assistant, which I angrily denied I never spoke to her
except placing my order of seven coco macaroons and I avoided
looking at her. Everything comes to an end one day she wasn 't
there so I didn "t bother asking for my macaroons, bought a loaf
instead... But coconuts followed me around in Jamaica I used to
drink its milk early in the morning before going on board to start
the tedious work of making breakfast for a sullen crew and I was
smelling of fragrance of love made in nights of succulence

Years roll on bloody unstoppable; whatever I do there is always
be a boring Sunday, followed by the promises a Monday brings.
Fifty years later I met a woman of full years her father had had
a coconut farm in Congo and like me she love macaroons.
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Calamity

The Calamity

Over the years the tragedy has a mythical aura.
It was a New Year eve and the water in town’s
lake was deemed safe to hold a lot of people.
The boy, being quite fearful, stood near shore
when he noticed the ice was detached from

land, it had become a gigantic moving ice flake.
Quickly he jumped ashore and there was what
sounded as an explosion when the ice broke up
into floes. Great terror and screams, the boy saw
horse and sled disappearing and neighing of

the animals rang in his ear for days. The night was
black as was the ice where white hands, above
water, looked like lilies in a field of dread.

The boy took fright and run home, but didn "t tell
her mother what he had witnessed.

The boy is an old man now and no longer sure

if it really happened and there is no one he can
ask because those who might know the real truth
are long since dead.
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Camera Angle

Camera Angle

We have
been

to Rome,
look here’s
a photo of
St. Petersburg’s
square.
Isn’t that’s
in Russia?
Is it?
Sorry,

we have
travelled
all over
Europe
been so
busy taking
pictures,
never had
time

to see

a thing.
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Can Trees Cry?

Trees on top of the hill
had been chopped down
except for one,

a big old oak.

When I walked under it
large drops fell,

I grant you

It had been raining

but that was hours ago.
Big tears,

in each one of them

I saw

a picture of fallen trees.
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Candy Bar

Candy bar

On a Friday I loved her

with all my heart, bought her
expensive chocolate.

During the weekend she grew

in my affection for her although,
I didn't see her.

On Monday, I fell out of love
she didn "t look anywhere near
the way I thought she should.
Bloodshot eyes and her

teeth were green.

Her shiny hair was matted

and she reeked of an unmade bed
and filthy sex,

and to think I was not there.

I took revenge,

ate her chocolate.

Oskar Hansen

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

384



Cantata

Cantata

He stood there on a plateau that only had a tree,
And since he had appeared from nowhere there
Was no a past to be lumbered with.

He sat under the tree mainly because it was
Getting hot and the tree had big thick leaves and
Beside the tree there was a barrel of cold water.
During the day the plateau became shimmering
He saw ponies trotting past like a knitted poncho.

Since he had no past only a fragment of a future
Instinct told him they were going to the green vale
That had grass, shade and a lagoon that reflected
The sky, or was it the other way around?

He sat there tried to visualise future where he didn "t
Exist, but he failed, which made him human.
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Capital Punishment

When a state

Kills a convicted murderer
The state

Becomes like the killer
Murdering the defenseless
In the toxic word

Of justice
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Captain Cook

I built a ship in a vale of stones and thorny bushes
it took 24 years and a bit more.

from here I set sail on the dream boat to China.

I met her in the blue sea off of Malaga, sailed

on her to she was 71 and sought refuge in coastal
water and anchorage in the bay of Mandal.

Deep sea ship are so limited, they only sail from
port to port and are not allowed to stray from

the chart set by the man in charge; and every ship
looks the same, practical and sleepless.

Not once did they let me be in charge go back to
your galley you mad cook, they bellowed, you ll
only collide with Dogger Bank, so I built my own
ship, four decks and a bridge too far from shore
to be of annoyance to no one and the locals call
me captain brave heart, the man who cleared
the dale of snakes.
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Car Bomb

Cars and donkey carts, dust and noise, heat and mob
of humanity in a narrow street...Shoving and pushing
yet affable, of peoples who share a common bond.

A sharp flash that for a moment blinds the sun, then
the blast of an explosion, a shocked silence one can

hear a ticking clock, miles away.

Ambulance, police, screams and blood, when chaos

has abated, what’s left in the street are sandals that

belonged to those in the morgue...

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 388



Career Path

A career path

The fireplace is full of ash and cold spring is here

walls full of sooth time to either get someone to clean

or paint the room.

A cleaner came she refused to clean the wall, a painter
wanted to paint the whole house since that was not
needed, he left in a huff, something about time wasting.

I called my friend from Krakow he has got a steady job,
but is willing to earn some extra the money he saving up
to send his daughter to university, the locals do not see
beyond lunch.

The slow thinking painter came back offered to do the job
painting after five, too late the man from Poland was
coming he left in the darkest of moods.

As for the cleaner she is selling herself at 30 euros my wife
has got that news from the hairdresser; when thinking of it,
an easier job than cleaning soothed walls even if she has
to unplug rusty pipes.
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Career Path 1

A career path

The fireplace is full of ash and cold spring is here

walls full of sooth time to either get someone to clean

or paint the room.

A cleaner came she refused to clean the wall, a painter
wanted to paint the whole house since that was not
needed, he left in a huff, something about time wasting.

I called my friend from Krakow he has got a steady job,
but is willing to earn some extra the money he saving up
to send his daughter to university, the locals do not see
beyond lunch.

The slow thinking painter came back offered to do the job
painting after five, too late the man from Poland was
coming he left in the darkest of moods.

As for the cleaner she is selling herself at 30 euros my wife
has got that news from the hairdresser; when thinking of it,
an easier job than cleaning soothed walls even if she has
to unplug rusty pipes.
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Caribbean Night

Tropical night, starlit, if I recall rightly; there was
sliver of a golden moon also. We drank beer too,
the sea is an enormous waste bin, plop, plop.
Someone brought guitar, nights like this ought to
have music, the gentle murmour of voices stilled.
The guitar player wasn't any good, but for awhile
we sat politely listening to his pathetic attempts.
His friend got up, threw the instrument overboard.
We drank more beer, listened to our own dreams;
mine was about a guitar playing dolphin.
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Carpet Seller

The Carpet Seller and Dali Lama

The carpet seller in Cascais is tall wears kaftan and his ebony
face looks as a relief of an Egyptian Farao.... Carries his carpets
on his forearm (like an offering) and show to tourists who sit
drinking cold beer at pavement cafes. When they ask how much
he quotes a price impossible high for his worn rugs, to be sure
no one buys because he doesn 't want to sell them. He just like to
walk around, it is his ways, when tired he sits on a bench folds
the rugs on his lap dreamily stroke them and smiles.

Where he goes when it rains I don "t know, perhaps he has got
a room somewhere, a bed, a book shelf and a postcard from
Senegal pinned on the wall. I noticed he wears solid boots as
Dali Lama does when flying around the world meeting famous
people, giggles and says simple things about life and freedom.
The carpet seller is not going home he has become a colourful
part of the townscape, and Dali Lama will not see Tibet again
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Cascais Portugal

Cascais, Portugal.

First day of summer both winter and spring, full of rain; we are visiting her
mother’s

resting place, a hole in a wall with a glass door that has a flimsy lock; easy to
break in to

but who would want too? Her mother, born in Kinshasa, Congo, but upheaval
forced

her to leave; now she rests in Cascais, Portugal far from her native land. The
bible on

top of the coffin is full of tiny holes soon the book will be a pile of dust

While my wife pray I go for a walk, beautiful day and Cascais has a lovely bay.
There are

sailboats and a few yachts in the bay one of them belongs to Prince Albert of
Monaco,

he likes Portugal, the local paper enthuses. Indeed, aren’t we lucky? She joins
me, says

"I don't like boats and I don’t like the sea, my first husband took me on a sailing
trip in

lake Lugarno, I was so sick they had to set me ashore.
bay,

her mother and walk back to the car.

n

We turn our back to the

I remember a winter night in the North Atlantic Ocean, giant waves came

crashing on

deck taking the railing and lifeboats away. Three ships sank that night with
irrelevant

cargo onboard. No survivors. “Yes dear, the sea is a monster if it doesn’t takes
your

body it takes your soul.”
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Catering

Catering

When the old man was young he trained to become a cook,
which nowadays is called chef, at the time not that many
wanted to become cooks, as it didn"t have a nimbus of
working-class heroics; his friends became welders and so on.
The catering business is a simple science when you have
mastered the basic one is free to stamp one s personality
on the dishes. Restaurants was glad to get a proper cook
oops, I meant chef, the one they had was usually one that
smelled of drink and smoked a cigarette of over the food,
mind ashes don "t show up in your gravy.

Yet, it was an uphill struggle as everybody -women- could
cook back then, but now that the skill is lost, the chef

is on TV, showing how it is done.
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Catholic Mass In Porto

Catholic Mass in Porto

Sunday evening in Porto my wife went to mass while I sat in
the park opposite admiring the grand architecture built in
honour of a God. Got restless and walked into the church to
see what was going on. It was a titanic church with a roof
that stretched all the way to heaven and possible beyond.

Although the congregation was of three hundred people

it seemed almost empty. Benches made of hard wood and
behind each bench a wooden cross- bar to lean ones knees
on, and since the worshippers were doing that I went down
on my knees too and for a moment felt quite humble.

There is in the Christian Religion much written about agony
it seems to be a part of the faith since Jesus died a slow death
on the cross; nevertheless I was glad when the parishioners

arose, and uplifted we all walked into the summer evening.
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Cats

Cats, who needs them?

My cat sleeps all day and leaves the house in the evening,
but before going it changes from an indolent being that
likes to be stroked to a cooler creature that prefers to be
left alone; it treats me as a tiresome stranger and waits
for me to open the door. Should I be outside and see it,
the cat acts as if it doesn’t know me and runs away if I call
its name. In the morning it waits for me to open the door
to let it in, a jovial feline that gently curls up on the sofa
But there are nights when it is raining, or windy when it
doesn’t want to go out then it likes to sit on my desk just
watching me use the key board on the computer, often it
walks on the board wondering what it is about. But I can’t
bring myself to be as rude to the cat as it often is to me...
like I should be its bloody slave.
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Celebrity Status

The thirst for Celebrity Status.

Is there a doctor in the house, no it’s only me and I'm chef and I have
burned my hand frying fish. Once I was asked by a stewardess if I was
a doctor, one of her charges had taken ill. I was flattered and took my
ladle and pots out. What is his profession, I asked, he is an historian,

I made him an ancient omelet; the historian recovered. In Milan a call
to the audience: Is there a tenor in the house, our tenor has expired,
no one put a hand up; I did and killed the Figaro drivel once and for all.
Once train conductor let me wave a green flag and blow the whistle,
the train left without me, which was a pain, my wife and suit cases were
onboard. It was a slow train to Porto, took a taxi to the next station and
boarded the train as my wife left having had enough of my quest for
recognition. It is all about fame if you lack it you are fucked, reduced
to writing poetry no one reads in humble internet sites, in the hope of
reaching a reader who is as lonely as you are.
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Cement - Mixer

Cement- mixer

They are re-building the house across the road,

the cement-mixer churns from early morn, a black, big dog

sat barking at it until it lost its voice and sounded

like a helpless kitten wanting milk, it became so embarrassed

by its loss of bark, it went into the shed and refused

to come out before it had got its voice back.

The big black dog has few friends the couple who came here

on vacation left without it and I suppose being from Setubal

it barks in a different way than local dogs.

All cement mixers sound the same this monotone churning

like a padre who likes the sound of his voice and bore

his parishioner senseless, and when staggering out of the church
everyone, even those who do not smoke, lit up.

Soon the mixer will move on and annoy someone else, but

the big black dog has nowhere to go, so I will befriend and learn
its Setubal bark
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Centenary

100 years since that war and the mighty are dressed
in their fine uniforms and holding hollow speeches.
For some the strutting about is triumphalism, but we
cannot say so, but the British and French feel smug.
The rusty/ gold prince is there too and his underlings
have tearful eyes, he is so elegant and has tons of
self assurance. There are many other royals too but
the TV dwell mostly on the British nobles, this mainly
because they know how to wear a uniform with style.
This glorifying of war showing of the latest weaponry
buying and selling of deaths while we say things like:
'We must not forget.' Forget what! This pornography
of violence on our screen day and night, yet we must
not mention the reasons, money lent and money borrowed.
As for now a river of blood runs in Gaza.
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Ceysral Like

Crystal-like

It is sad to be a limpid snowflake
look up and millions are falling down
and they are all around just like you.
On the ground littered with snow,
Hard trampled cold snow
From solitary beautiful and crystalline
to a minutia in a frozen landscape.
If lucky you can land on top of a wooden pool
and hope the weather will hold.
You will blow down from your perch, become one of them
and later reduced to slush
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Chains

In Chains

In the valley where I live there are no elephants
and that’s sad for the children who have to go
indoors and watch a wildlife program on TV to
see one of those magnificent creatures.

My valley is far from Africa and is full of olive,
lemon and almond trees that make the landscape
look like its been painted by Van Gogh, friendly
mules too lend ambience, but sadly no elephants.

Saw an elephant, once, at a fair it was chained to
rusty iron looked forlorn gloomy eyes that often
cried but it had resigned to its fate, that was a sad

sight to see an animal robbed of its natural dignity.
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Changeing Face Of Europa

The Changing Face of Europe

So we are the last true Europeans in the sea of changes
and conflicting religions as old certainties disappear and
we bewildered look at a world we don’t understand.
Israel is drowning in a demographic pool and their fight
to remain pure Jewish are doomed. Christianity is singing
its last hymn and churches in the future, if not razed to
the ground, will be places for tourists to marvel over.
Empires and countries always rise and fall like the tide.
Cultures too have their days before discarded as quaint
but useless for a new time’s need. But we are not totally
doomed, the new society, perhaps not as insipid skinned
as us, will hopefully adopt the ancient idea of democracy.
To predict the coming is impossible, but one thing will
forever remain true: Man’s hunger for freedom.
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Changing Map

Europe is like a carpet made of left over textile and it is quite malleable
and can be changed shortened or made bigger. I used to know Crimea

as a part of the Soviet Union, but then, one day, it wasn 't; only it was
still there and had not changed shape only ownership.

And now to the contrived upset by UK, USA and EU - the use of mobile
phone speak is in- it is back in Russian hands. The change is here to stay,
but of course my holiday with Putin in Siberia is out this year.

This re-occupation is nothing new, the Jews waited 2000 years before
occupying Palestine, they had once lived there as tribe. Mind it is not fair
to compare Crimea with Israel, in Crimea the people welcomed Russian rule,
In Palestine, the Jewish annexation was called a catastrophe.
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Changing World

Changing World

The island it too low and the ocean is
a stalking monster,

washes the village road at high tide.
Coffins come up from damp ground
set sail at sunrise, only stone crosses
remain like ship-less anchors and
names are slowly washed away.

It is hard to leave your ancestral home
romanticised and dead.

A summer full of sadness, a longing
for other summers drowned by the sea.

Oskar Hansen

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



Changing Worls Rhing

Changing world 1

Where the woods of unruly domestic trees on

The other side of the road has not always been there
It used to consist of small homesteads and poverty
People left for France or America never came back
Nature moved back and trimmed olive trees and
Carob trees took on a surreal form the undergrowth
Was left to grow a paradise for animals and birds

The kestrel catches mouse and the eagle catches hares
I know what I see will change not in my time or yours
Nothing is static it should be so if you look at a map of
The Europe you will see how it has changed and in
The middle- east Israel is just an interlude for a bigger
Change that will shape our future if it is for the worst
We will not be there to know.
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Charger Sonnet

Charger Sonnet

the horses on the pampas are more

friendly than the Russian horses on the steppe
and not as cold.

A Russian horse hates mankind and never expect
preferential treatment and will kick you

if you show leniency thinks you have an agenda.
An Argentinean horse is easier to tame, trained
right it will do the tango.

The Russian horse will kick you if you approach it
from the rear as it doesn’t like surprises.

it will never trust you and it has to be tethered,
yet it is a strong horse if ridden right.

The Argentinean horse will be pleasant and kind,
up to a point because it is so easily led astray for
an extra nose bag of hay.
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Charleston Dance

Charleston Dance

In white America there is a fear of black people the slaves
that dared answer back it has its heart in the idea of
white supremacies. Sometimes I think to be black in USA
is like being Jewish in Nazi Germany, killings and arbitrary
arresting of people who look different.

A TV program: heavily armed police descend down a black
district, they look like an invading force it is easy stop people
and since most of them have marijuana in their pockets and
cars, the handcuffs come out and guns are drawn for what is
technically a misdemeanour.

And then the big insult, the police parking a posh car in a poor
district with keys in the ignition and open doors and since

the poor of America are mostly poor some uneducated idiots

are likely to try stealing the car. Of course they are caught and
more blacks fill what are mostly privatized jails. Something smells
bad and you need not be a Hamlet. This great country we know it
is an illusion in fact USA is a country where the gun rules, but such
is its propaganda by press and TV lords it gets its poor people to
fight its wars.
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Chattering Plants

The fig tree has lost its big soft leaves and looks like a petrified
octopus in the middle of a nightmare. What the hell happened

to the ocean? It tells itself”, I "'m not ugly as almond tree, looks
as rough hewn spider’s web that can "t catch any insects.

I belong to the family of Moraceae and we produce the sweetest
of fruits, we are the aristocracy in the plant world.”

The almond tree heard this and said: “I will be a bride in February
cast a spell of beauty on the landscape with my pink flowers. *
“Anyway, I 'm a deciduous tree and proud of it, without my nuts

- a hint of a giggle from the fig tree- you can 't bake a good cake.
People ask for almond tarts, no one ever asks for fig tarts.”

A sullen silence falls, then the carob tree, also known as St. John
bread, and bears fruit too; elongated, dark as farm workers fingers,
judiciously says: ” you 'll both be beautiful come spring.”
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Chechnya

Chechnya

Retina less windows
Bodies strewn in foul streets
A photo of Grozny

Summary executions
Death sways from unlit lampposts
Friend or foe who knows

Conspiracy of peace
Both sides declare victory

The truth is debris
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Chicken And Other Foods

She is coming home tonight, been away for two days.
Bought her, what she likes... a well roasted chicken.

On the farm where I was brought up, old hens that
didn’t lay eggs as before had heads chopped off and
ended up in the pot. Incredible tough meat had to boil
it for hours. Never liked the smell in a chicken coop,

I think concentration camps must have stunk like that
too many bodies in small rooms and no escape.

The coop’s capo wasn'’t safe either, when it didn’t
perform as before, off with its head. When she enjoys
her roasted chicken with lemon sauce I will eat a burger,
since it doesn’t look remotely like a dead animal and as
I have never seen a dead cow, only milked them every
morning at five, it will taste ok with Italian salad.
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Child Poverty

Child Poverty

"I wish I wave will come take me
out to the sea, and I wish I were
a mermaid with a rock of my own.
The girl of twelve smiled as not
quite believing her dream.

From the favela in Rio, not much
going or her, a petty thief or

a prostitute, her choices are few

Let her dream of a rock and hope
it becomes true one day soon.
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Childhood

Childhood.

I read, in a newspaper, with following black white & photo

of children used as slave labourers many years ago, I was

one of them, but I didn't share the misery described.

I was sat with my little suitcase on a bus that trundled through

a flat landscape, told to sit there until a man called my name.

It was a small farm and the farmer's wife gave me a thick slice

of bread with strawberry jam on. Then I was shown my room

a tiny loft span with straw mattress and it was bitterly cold.

I started work at six next morning, with a glass of milk and

a slice of bread, my job was to muck out the cows shed shuffle
the residue down a hole in the wall, the manure was later used
fertilise the land. School was every other day and a bit bothersome
till I hit one of my torments with a brick over his head and poise
of fear was restored. I quickly got the hang on the farm work,

got on well with the farmer and was spared the dirtiest work.
Years I spent on the farm, but then my mother came home from
sanatorium I wanted to be near her; apparently it was not legal

to just leave like that but I left anyway. One day many years later,
feeling nostalgic I went back to the farm, it wasn't there anymore,
had been turned into a housing estate. Poverty, struggle, need and
were all forgotten incidental as life itself, but I owe it to them,
after me there will be no one left to tell the story
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Children Do Tell Lies

The boys ran on meadow land, far from our town,
when we came upon a snake that was sunning

It self on a tiny rise...The snake hissed- they do
and it is not a cliché- in panic we ran back to our
bikes by the road. We discussed the happening
and decided the snake was twelve feet long and
had the head of a dragon. Silence, we thought
the same, it may come looking for us, we jumped
on our bikes and hurried away.

At the dinner table- and since it was Sunday, we
had meat cakes in brown gravy with boiled spuds
and cabbage stew- I told mother that a big snake,
twelve feet, and with the head of a dragon, had
tried to eat me, showed her a scratch on my leg
she didn 't answer only told me not to eat so fast.
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Children In Wars

Children of War.

As the mist lifts in a cold valley of North Pakistan
The drone flying overhead has a clear view.

It sees the terrorist a man, who does not to hesitate
In the name of his political belief stops his car.
Outside a house and enters. An order harshly given,
a red button pushed, the house explodes

and an enemy of USA and the world is killed.

So is seven children in the house sleeping in their beds,
and women who were arising to prepare breakfast....
But this is war, and there are victims.

And we stay silent as we do not see their agony.
killings have become abstract but the hate it leaves
behind will cause more hate and more wars.
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China And Usa

China & USA

In the shadow of banal news,
Russia and spying on elections,
lurks a threat that can lead to
nuclear war and the long night
drops by drips our mine is being
prepared for a war and hatred
this because two giants are on
collision course as the plates of
the earth are shifting, a political
disaster for the sake of power.
We who do not want a new war
are drawn into fake propaganda
learning to dehumanise a people
a war without winners bar those
hiding in caves underground with
their gold and worthless money
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Choices

The Choice

She was a lovely middle aged woman,

who mostly only shared her vanity with the mirror.

She is watching her weight

having the strange believe that a man does not like

women of Ruben like dimension

nevertheless through her modest education she as

able to meet people of economic status as she had

the ability of sit on the greenest twig.

But she must pay the prize of living away from here nearest
In a town that makes her feel perturbed.
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Choices Of Many

choices

It was a moment when the cacophony of voices, at the railway restaurant,
became one, no longer dusty prattle mixed with cigarette smoke, but a real,
human accent making an utterance; alas, the voice spoke of mortgages,
the price of heating homes, electricity and food; the only true issue in our
civilized world that has imprisoned us with their gilded promises

So should one be shocked, isn't that what we have worked towards too?

A life that is mundane that doesn't tax you with any political philosophy,
any ism of this and that only leaves you to worry about the ordinary

things like the ice cream parlour in Parkgate that sells 21 flavours of ice cream,
now isn't that nice to know and snigger about we can call it a democracy of
choices
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Christmas And Ex. Drinker

Christmas and ex-drinker

Christmas day at a green rural hotel and

for the first time in my life I was the only
non-drinker and this made me feel superior
since no other feelings were not available
such as envy I had goat chops with salad
about the only thing on the menu not sugary
or fattening the sense of superiority grew

to odium, I spoke aloud to show how happy

I was and when they had liqueur and went on
the terrace fora smoke I preferred to sit inside
feeling superior and crying into my napkin
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Christmas At Sea

Once I was kicked by a mule, as I was remonstrating,

a dog interfered and bit my ankle. There is something
deeply embarrassing to lose arguments to animals.
Guayagquil, Colombia, I hadn "t gone ashore for fun but to
buy food stuff for the crew. Since it was a few days before
Christmas and even our Moslems crew liked something
extra. It is difficult to get into the festive mood when it is
hot and I had been bitten and kicked, Jesus was born in

a barn which is a good place to be a cold winter night as
animals exude good warmth. I marvel of the nativities of
Joseph, a finer man than me; a person unsung through
times. Chicken for Christmas, not pork, in every mess
hall there were a coloured trees, since the Islamists do not
drink there was peace on earth; I forgave the mule and
the bloody, yellow monster of a dog. And silently the old
tramper ploughed the sea on her way to Jamaica, where
the seaman "s priest would invite us Christians to sing
psalms and hand out little presents of socks and gloves
knitted by kind ladies back in Norway.
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Christmas Day

Christmas Day

Christmas day no ships anchored in the bay which

has crested waves that turn into cream like spray

when reaching sandy shores.

The crew wouldn "t have minded that so much,

as it is they are on ships that rolls and pitches

endlessly in the Atlantic sea waiting for Yule to be

over when normal trading begins.

To day there are no revolts in Africa, and there is no

war in Syria, because bad news has been suspended,

but there is a movie about a carpenter trainee who
became a preacher, but since I have seen the film before

I will go for a walk and try not to think of seafarers” lack of
sleep, or poverty that hides in the nooks of Cascais, a town
famous only because a king once spent a summer there,
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Christmas Gift

Christmas Gift Spurned

Crowed Christmas, street when I saw her I was sure it was her,
the way she walked. Thought I could sense her perfume too.

I hurried after her, touched her shoulder, said hallo, the woman
turned around, alas, I had been wrong. Said sorry, thought you
were someone else. She smiled and said, no I'm only me.

I read an invitation in her dark brown eyes, but I was hopelessly
in love with the true woman of my dreams and the lovely woman
in front of me, was not like the mythical one. I said sorry again,
flapped my wings and flew into the night sky to seek her amongst
the stars. In the cooling outer space I realized the fabled woman
of my dreams was an angel and I was only an earthling. I dived
back to earth like a Stuka dive bomber, skidded on slush. I looked
and looked, in vain, for the woman with the brown eyes, but my
Christmas gift had gone.
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Christmas In In Lisbon

Christmas in Lisbon (1974)

The day before Christmas the Atlantic was in a frenzy
it was with relief when we turned starboard and met
the softer water of Tagus.

We birthed far from town, on a double Decker Bus
I had bumpy drive into town. I good meal and wine,
just sting sitting there reading newspapers.

Rang my wife to hear a friendly voice, she asked if I
was drunk since I sounded so chirpy. Put down the phone
Drank some more wine and aimlessly walked about.
Picked up an cushy prostitute, needed a warm body
next to mine, In the morning I took a taxi back and

a new long, laborious shipboard day began.
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Christmas Rush

Christmas Rush

The sun was blood red looked like a big wound
on the flank of an elephant shot by poachers.

It dripped blood on white, woolly clouds which
slowly turned red as the bandage on a fatally
shot soldier who slowly died as his eyes turned
into a mirror of the cold sky. In the town, air is
torn into puffs of powder as a red ambulance
comes to an abrupt halt a man on a dirty floor
surrounded by presents for his family, his eyes
reflects the absurdity of a Christmas decorated
supermarket- his widow will be handed his gifts-
As I drive home a bag of night opens and strews
its soothing darkness over the land, but nearby
an anguished elephant still trumpets.
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Church Bells

Church Bells

Once I lived in a charming English village, near
an ancient church, every Sunday morning

on my only day off, the bloody bells chimed.
Thought I saw a woman cycling to mass in

the mist, and it wasn 't Germaine Greer.

When Muslims ruled Andalusia, they tolerated
Christians, but a poet of that time -Ibn Baqi-
circa 1059 1112, wished they wouldn "t clang
bells so hard waking him up when air was cool,
sleep sweet and his Christian mistress had to
get up and go to mass. So far nothing has
changed, dear Ibn Bagqi, the bells keep on tolling
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Civil War.

They seek him here they seek him there

he is tall and thin and sports a mustache,
you can call him lanky and his wife slim.
Over Damascus in his posh neighbourhood
drones fly looking for him, but they must

be sure and not hit a foreign embassy.

He has been pitiless used chemical weapon,
not depleted uranium, Agent Orange or

or liquid phosphorous, but something worse,
he must be punished. When found he will,
for the good of democracy, be assassinated,
together with his wife, children and chattel.

The rebels can take over - there are so many
of them- they will fight and kill each other in
the name of religion and for power, the sweet
taste of command. Stuck in the middle of this
mayhem are the Christians, they better leave
now; because you ain "t seen nothing yet.
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Class Divide

It was an odd situation the town was divided by a river.
The west side was the posh part. I lived there, that is

I worked as a cook at a tourist hotel and had a room in
the basement of the hotel. The east, across the river,
was where my girlfriend lived, a working class area

that only had gritted roads and houses were not painted.
The hotel director’s daughter loved me even though,

she had gone to a boarding school in Swiss, all I had

to do was to take elocution lessons and the world of
paved roads and villas would be mine. But my heart was
in uproar I loved the girl across the river she spoke my
language, salty and direct. So I crossed the Rubicon

an August night when the moon was full, but I had
dallied too long, she didn’t want a boyfriend who spoke posh.
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Cleaner Air

Cleaner Air

New thinking of

The old ways

Use horse and carriage
In the city

Faster than

A white van can

And for post delivery
Pony Express

Will do wonders

And the bonus
Horse manure

Is good for the roses
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Cleanliness And Whores

Cleanliness and Whores

The ship was old once it had been a big ship now it was small

it had been overtaking by time, its shower system had sea water
which was nice enough to cool off when it was hot.

After having a shower, you needed a bucket of fresh water to rinse
the salt away if not you would scratch all night have irritated skin
For month we did not have a proper wash when our ship docked in
Bremerhaven for repairs and we got fresh water found I had

an extra pair of socks I didn't know about

it was wonderful having a hot shower I stayed under it til someone
complained I was using all the warm water, even today the sense
of cleanliness makes me shudder with delight.

Whatever I had done in my youth the night before it helped
to have a shower and wash the sin away the smell of &quot;life buoy.&quot;
the only soap we knew about, made the difference the whores

loved it they knew you were clean seamen
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Climate Summit

The Climate Summit

It was the tail end of a dream, two white feathers in my bed,

which can mean two things either I'm coward, or an angel slept

by my side giving me the strength concerning the climate session

in Paris not to be cynical about it and all will be well in the end
there will only be red Indians left.

Wonder what they get for dinner, top notch food the French like

to show off their culinary skills venison with truffles and the best

of wines and - but they do smoke some awful cigarettes and later

a Moulin Rouge nightclub the best of taste titillating red feathers
and the street outside not lined by trees, but by ladies of the night
usually, ex-dancers now too old for the stage, and before the delegate
go home some with syphilis or HIV, they will agree that the meeting
was a jolly success and promises given in the climatic movement
not kept by China and USA or for that matter India.

The Climate Summit

It was the tail end of a dream, two white feathers in my bed,

which can mean two things either I'm coward, or an angel slept

by my side giving me the strength concerning the climate session

in Paris not to be cynical about it and all will be well in the end
there will only be red Indians left.

Wonder what they get for dinner, top notch food the French like

to show off their culinary skills venison with truffles and the best

of wines and - but they do smoke some awful cigarettes and later

a Moulin Rouge nightclub the best of taste titillating red feathers
and the street outside not lined by trees, but by ladies of the night
usually, ex-dancers now too old for the stage, and before the delegate
go home some with syphilis or HIV, they will agree that the meeting
was a jolly success and promises given in the climatic movement
not kept by China and USA or for that matter India.
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Clouds On Dreams

Clouds on Dreams

To believe what we see is often a fallacy on a video

a rat attacked a cat; the moggy scared ran away but was it so

I think not video and pictures can be doctored so we are

left with a sceptical mind

Yet in the Sahara, I saw in the sky a ship sailing upside down

I know what I saw yet it was a mirage so therefore I can

talk about it without being made fun of like the day I saw

a flying elephant it was slow and met a crocodile

that loved me, of course, it was a mirage

That is why I m fearless telling you this; you will think mirages,
was whisky involved?

There mere suggestion will send me into a rage and I will

never speak to you again.

The cat ashamed, turned around and killed the rat, just in case
you were curious. In the world, the strongest win just looks to Brazil
and what the heck was I doing in the Sahara?
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Clowning

The Clowns

Happiness has an empty centre

It is thoughtless as the surface of the moon
A passing cloud

A hindrance towards contentment
Brutal and sadistic

Totally self-centred

A smooth tool to hide hatred

The denial of other people's right
Smugness of the winner

Making fun of the losers

Happiness is the devil s domain

And the smaller the brain, the happier
Is its owner

That is way idiots laugh a lot.

So why do film stars insist being happy
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Clubbing It

Clubbing it

Once I went to a night- club in Albufeira a dreadful place with
garish colours and a man with a Hammond organ also played
many instruments with a total lack of talent, when he rested

a jukebox took overplayed so loud the windows shook.
Around the dance floor - arena - skeletal women sat crows
that looked at men’s crotches and piercing eyes looked into his
wallet the three ugly sisters had felt at home, their fairy-tale
opulence could have lent this place dignity and humour.
Driftwood from all over Europe men swarmed around them
like bees around a jar of honey, a few caught a bee in time

a dream come true golf lessons swimming pool and garden-
Then they got old eating a lettuce a day, slept the afternoon
away in the evening and hungry they had the nails and hair to
do and still dreaming of the right man to rescue them of this
ennui, prisoners of faded beauty and their former lovers

lived at the old folks home up the hill in the interior of Algarve
Yet I could not help feeling sorry for them helpless old age
stuck on a slow liner and no life raft, as they resignedly
waited to be engulfed by cold green sea and

Albufeira continued its dance around tourism a place for

the “hard working worker, ” erasing what once had been

a peaceful fishing village along the coast of romance.
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Cobwebs Of Dreams

The cobwebs of Dreams

It was a clear day...too clear I thought. Mother sat in the kitchen
and sunlight made her white hair into a halo. I asked her who

old she was. Ninety two, she said, knew I was trapped in a dream
as she didn’t live that long. By the slow river I saw furniture drift
along. Brother said that people who lived downstream went
upstream to buy furniture, to save on transport cost they dumped
the stuff into the river where relatives, downstream, picked it up.
Sometimes they lost a table or a commode but that’s a risk one

has to take. I knew this too was a dream, Walked along a soft road,
in a forest, but something was wrong there was a strange red light
emitting from the trees, now I was trapped inside a painting by

a mad Russian artist; luckily I had a flick knife. It is morning, that is
I think it is, sometimes the line between reality and the subconscious
merges, perhaps yesterday is today
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Cognizance

Cognizance

When I consciously aware of myself at two years old

in 1940 when we sat in the basement of a school

and listened to English bombers

looking for the airport, they didn "t find it but dropped

a few bombs anyway, hit some houses and a fish factory
the bombs were quite puny then

it looked at my hands I was me, what I did today I would
remember tomorrow I had a will and used it when

needed and often lost in the world of adults

Freedom, the liberty of thoughts was mine no one could
take that away even when I had to pay lip service

to teachers and so called religious leaders, that is the reason
I shift opinion when needed.

What I fear is if old age is going to rob me of my awareness
of what I' m and what I was.
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Cold Coffee

Cold coffee

On the black cafe table a packet of sugar it was red and
advertised a coffee brand, besides it a tiny silver wrapped
caramel. The server had removed the coffee cup and

the small bottle of water, perhaps she thought I wanted to
take the offering home. The table looked like wood, but
when I touched it was lifeless and cold; another fake thing.

I like wood when you touch a table or chair made of timber it
comes alive. From a forest to the carpenter and when it rots
it goes back to earth again. Plastic is born dead and will exist
in all eternity and that is sad for everyone.

This happened when I sat in a cafe waiting for my wife to
conduct business, I wasn't thinking of lumber, but the way
I have an instinctive dislike of people look cold as plastic
and shaped beautifully like Formica kitchen table.
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Cold Feet

Cold Feet

My legs are cold turning into lumps of ice

If I get up, they may break off like icicle on roofs
In Oslo when the spring comes around

Many people are killed that way an instant frozen
Diffusion a deep frozen head that can't remember
Yesterday, but there is nothing one can do about it
It is forbidden to walk in the middle of the road.

Am I a snowman in a big garden left alone at night?
Don "t people know a snowman too can feel cold
despite coal eyes and carrot nose a warm heart
beats and looks in the Guardian to find a mate, but
the ladies demand too much wants me to be funny
entertaining and most awful of all sociable.
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Colibri A Sonnet

Colibri (sonnet)

Beautiful colibri your fluttering wings
so rapid it looks like you are still in air...
drinking with your long sleek beak
forbidden nectar from the honey tree.
You fly from tree to tree care not who
you hurt with your purr of love.

Humming bird so lovely you are, totally
amoral, I will catch one day put you in

a cage, serve you sweet honey from a jar,
the one in the fridge with a picture of

a bee on, and you will buzz for me alone
till I set you free... if I ever do.

For I too need to hear the sound of love
and dream of being totally immoral.
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Collective Punishment

Collective Punishment

A bird farmer had a stroke, paralyzed saw
himself being watched by a Plymouth hen,
it sat on the sill moving its head sideways
as birds tend to do. When satisfied that
the man was lame it jumped on to his bed,
pecked and slurped up his eyes like they
should be soft boiled eggs, then left.

The farmer lived, but since he could not
see or find the eye eater, he ordered all
birds and their eggs destroyed, and hen

houses bulldozed; alas, a few birds escaped.

The farmer planted sunflower on his land,
the survivors thrive at the edge of it, one
of them is a big, red Plymouth hen.
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Collector

The collector

I was a collector of paper napkins, every day I used to go around
picking them up, they were usually smeared with human saliva
and scum fat of cheap food. I had twenty bags full in my garage,
I stored them there since I have no car but like to mention that

I have a garage. One morning when I entered to pick up the stick,
with a nail in the end, the one I picked napkins with, the sacks
had turned in to tired workmen resting after slaving long hours
in the factory of hell. I opened the garage door they were free to
go and I saw them vanishing into the morning glare. They had
done their duty no more was excepted of them. From now on

till rain came they were be free, dance with dust and leave and
disappear on their own accord when time was right... My garage
is empty now but the smell of sweat and struggle lingers with old
jokes repeated a hundred times in workmen’s canteen
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Colourless

Colourless

Woke up

It was morning
And I was
Colour blind
The optician
Had no glasses
For this

Iliness

I bought

A kaleidoscope
The world I see
Is crazier than I thought
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Comedians

Comedians

Batman is alone in the rain

Sits on a swing

Moving to and thro reflecting upon life
Why he has to be different

A mask which covers his nose.

Why can he not be like George Clooney
Were a suit

And be married to a lawyer?

He wore a suit once it was brown

But was totally ignored.

It was only now that he wears

A silly outfit

Climbing walls and catching thieves

He gets seen.

&quot;Clowns are born boring, &quot; reflects
As rain drops down

His funny nose.
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Coming Wars

Coming War.

The sky is silent no flight overhead except screaming military jets there
are soldiers in the wood, guns at the ready. The dog that follows me on
my walks, took fright and disappeared in the underground. As I walked
past them they ignored my greetings. Deep silence, am I their target?
Vultures in the sky circling about, waiting to hear shots and a possible
meal...Me. A sharp order from an officer and the soldiers marched in

an opposite direction. The dog rejoins me I'm not its owner so it didn't
feel it had to risks its life for me. The warning of wars coming this way,
sure as thunder and storm.60 years of peace, save Balkans, in Europe
It's spooky. People of Europe feel it too hence the haste to go back to
their own countries, where they will feel safe huddled together waiting
for the battle that will end the perverted lethargy hanging over us.
When the storm has passed the survivor will feel energized work hard
to build a new Europe; and say: “No more Wars”
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Common Ailment

Eleven o 'clock in the forenoon I had been to my
doctor and was going into the nearest cafe for

a coffee, but soon the city dwellers filled the place
with the smell of unmade beds, uncombed hair

and the despair of lonely nights. The fresh bun I was
eating absorbed it all and I could not eat it.

Many people live in cold rooms, have no gas and
kitchens are full dirty pots and pans.

Apathy sets in personal hygiene suffers, why bother?
Sleeping in the same beddings for weeks, socks and

underwear grimy and soiled, which results in fatigue

of the mind. Self-esteem is replaced by self-loathing,
unless someone speaks up or bangs pot lids together
their life will be short, empty of pleasure and light.
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Compliment

The Compliment

At the Pharmacy I met Hans, an old friend I didn"t recognise
him at first he wore glasses and had a Nordic face I thought

it was me ten years ago; he has a sheep farm, the Germans,
are an industrial people.

At the green-grocer, I met an Irish woman she recognised me
from one of my books she has some of them and I was chuffed.
When I meet someone who has read my books, it is not often,
I take a step back in fear they might be critical of my spelling-
mistakes I have no self- confidence therefore to meet one

who likes what I have written and does not tell me how to write
I grow a little and decorously blush and go home tell my wife
all about it then we have lunch and I have to clean the dishes.
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Conflict Of The Conscious

Conflict of the conscious

There things

We don 't want

To remember

It is there buried
Under layers

Of lies

Yet like a worm
Worming its way
Through

Mud

It tries to force

Us to see

To confront oneself
Is a hard thing to do
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Conflicting Influence

Conflicting influence

Hearing silence my old man does when he slowly dance around
the kitchen floor thinking he’s alone. When I sit still I can hear
silence too. Noises and voices Louis Armstrong’s trumpet and
the drumbeat of distant wars. Some of them fought and some
waiting to be fought. And I hear the righteous defending a war
where millions will die and our way of life will forever be scared
by shame. People have lost their voice, because it drowned in
the cacophony of conflicting messages that seep into our mind
day and night. Overload, fuse gone, apathy. And my old man will
never hear the good silence again.
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Confused Loyalty

Confused loyalty

1940 German occupation
British planes

On the night sky

To find the U. boat base
They didn' t

But dropped their bombs anyway
Puny bombs

Burning buildings

Dead civilians

I was sent to a farm

Near a German base
Soldiers became my friends
As the war ended

I was home again

In time to see

Women dragged out

Of their houses

Had their heads sheared
Confusion for a boy

The soldiers were my friends
But enemy of

The Country
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Confusion

Her old head
Upon a pillow lie
I held her hand
She withdrew her
Hand

Looked

Into a distant
Past

And said

I wish you were
Your brother
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Contemplation

Contemplation

It is a mild sunny day I drive past the cemetery
and know for a chance I should have been there.
It is a beautiful place, but its inhabitants have no
knowledge of this, beauty has ceased to mean
anything, a well kept grave place is for the living.
I live on borrowed time and know it, yet sleep
soundly as I can do nothing, living in dread

of death strikes me as a waste of precious time.

I struggled for years to be somebody only too late
seeing we all are nobodies, only beauty prevails
and it can only be found when the mind is silent.

I regret harsh word spoken to loved once, but not
enough to keep me awake because I have found
peace and have lost my tiresome ambition.
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Continuation

The Continuation

It is night they have all gone to bed, since I'm old and sleep little
my job is to keep the ember alive in the stove, add a piece of wood
now and then. My granddad used to do that keeping the flames
alive, so when the young got up the rooms wouldn’t be too cold.

I sit in darkness but see through curtains snow falling adding to
millions of other snowflakes, I know the children will be exited,

the adults less so. For me it doesn’t matter, but I haven't forgotten
the pleasure of a snowy landscape. It is odd, me godless man, feel
an inner peace, everything that has happened fits together I have
meet my ghosts; nothing scares me anymore except rumours of

a new war. As a child I knew war and all its brutality, I was hoping
my grandchildren would be spared. I'm nearly falling asleep but my
granddad awakes me, whispers about my obligations, I add a piece
of wood to the fire and dream of yesteryear.
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Cookery Programs

Cookery Programs

Chunky fists hit the kitchen sink...hard
on every TV channel.

So manly they are we are not queers

but 100% men,

no flowery aprons for us.

Cooking was what women did before,

but no more,

now you get the Sunday roast with added
aggression and swearing.

The kitchen has been turned into

a battlefield of egocentric men who s
ambition is to be the best in

the rarefied world of cookery

It is not about you the diner.

When the kitchen soldiers put food

on your plate,

they try to make it into a work of art
when all you wanted was a steak and fried onions
at a friendly price.
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Corrosion

Corrosion

I live in state of decay

all around me I see metal fatigue,

my car will not start

and my heart is tired of beating

everyday

without a rest, or and app that can

take over for a few days.

A new battery for the car,

but it still breaks down things fall off.

A new heart?

Not for one who has diabetes

and is already old

Demanding too much, scramble up the mountain of life,
and short of breath.

At the garage a man dressed in oily overall,
and a listening device in his hand

shakes his head,

Rust on the bonnet, a ulcer that can 't be spray painted.
Give it to the scrap dealer, he says

Is he talking about me?

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 452



Costa Rica

Costa Rica

In Puerto Lemon I met a girl, back then there were
many girls in Puerto Lemon, only she wasn't of them,
she was the daughter of the harbour master

And she had class. I knew the harbour master well and
it was at his home I met her.

We had dinner, to my dismay it was alcohol- free

so many people at the table uncles,

and I don’t know and under my deep tan I was

in @ permanent state of blushing,

shyness and timidity have always been my let down.
after dinner we walked in the park we held hands
and behind us her family.

A chaste kiss by the door, shaking hands, I was,

I think accepted.

And the girl, well, she had beautiful eyes but had
the odour of a nunnery and soft- drinks.

I hasten to the nearest bar and drank rum & coke,

I met a girl there she also had lovely eyes.
Someone told the harbour master who didn't think

I was suitable suitor, and his daughter had cried,
once again, I had lost a chance to be respectable

in Costa Rica.
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Country Road

A Country Road

I sat on the milk-ramp by a road that had
yet to be covered in black, weird asphalt.
Sunday, the sky was eternally blue, could
when I stood up just, see the ocean it was
azure too. Fed up now, but I didn't want
to leave before I had seen a drifting cloud
across the immaculate sky.

Saw a tall-ship cross the sea; for a time
it balanced on the horizon, sailed upside
down till it sank into a void. Fell asleep,
awoke just as the sun disappeared too;
a car stopped, driver offered me a lift,
but I imperially waved him off, wanted
to keep my reveries a little longer.
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Couples

The couple who sometimes clean my house came today,

she has a new boyfriend now a nice looking man who work
hard and obey her. I don "t know what happened to her first
boyfriend he suddenly disappeared, rumours has it he was

a bit violent, and my cleaner is not a woman who tolerates
who tolerates that; I think she killed him if found out I will be
a character witness in her defence. "My lord, this woman is
harmless and have firm buttocks under her cleaning outfit.”

It is astoundingly how little we know of people we meet on
our daily life. I met a woman who had been married six times
this was too much baggage for me to shoulder so I left.
George Simenon married his housekeeper who had worked for
him through his many marriages, knowing and just waiting,
and she, a modest femme de ménage, ended up with the loot.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 455



Cowboy Poem

Cowboy Poetry

Cityscape, skyscrapers and hazy, smog filled sunsets; streets full
of brilliant red and white car lights. No one sleeps here.

A postcard of New York? The big apple, wormholes, steamy air,
big shows and... never mind that, admire the city as manmade art.
Prosperity, everyone can become rich here, even a bus driver can,
if he saves all his money and live with his mother, collect her
pension long after she’s dead. Go to Nevada, I knew a man there,
who won money on a lottery ticket and bought a horse,

he’s a poetry cowboy now. This proves there is no need to go to
New York to make it big. With luck you can make it everywhere
and get to ride a horse too.
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Cracks In The Mirror

Cracks in the Mirror

The ship’s gone, sailed without me,
alone in a hotel room I sweat and try
to stop my hands from trembling;

they threw me ashore, the bastards;

I looked nonchalant walking down

the gangway, two fingers in the air;

I have to leave this room, must walk
tall, I'm a real tough guy- get that right-

but first I need a little drink or two.
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Creative Painter

The Creative Painter

The painter gets up early sometimes a bit late
Depending on his mood

Dark clouds when rain is in the air

And sometimes storm clouds that give
Impression of moving.

The painter likes nothing better than

Painting the sky blue

And make bands of white silk like clouds

The sun is easy to paint but if it gets too hot
He blocks the sunray some with cerulean

Filter to protect bathers’ delicate skin.

A saw him up a tall ladder once, a bit unsteady
No doubt after a few beers

He was painting the new moon a sliver of silver
Strewing paint around with his big brush

And it was a starlit night.
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Cry Freedom, Lapland

Cry Freedom, the Lapland

It is not only Caledonia and the Flemish people

who are crying freedom, a new nation has been born

It stretches from Norway, Sweden and Finland.

The Swedes has accepted this new state as the female
activists said it would be discriminatory and racists to deny
The indigenous people their right.

Norway refused point blank, and as a retaliation has shut
shops selling oranges and bananas.

The Norwegian has seen through this ruse, if the new
country called &quot;Lapland&quot; is a state it will lay claim to untapped
oil in the Barents Sea. It is said that Exxon is behind this,
me, I blame Putin.
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Cultivated Is My Valley

Cultivated Is My Valley

Peaceful is the landscape and the lane that meanders
amongst olive trees, stone walls neatly divide the land

a bit for everyone, but not enough to make you rich.
Here dogs only bark at night have cowardly, yellow eyes
there is no wolf left in these subjugated canines.

In Stockholm when spring comes ice shards fall off roof
tops, split brains in half, gore on snow. On paradise
islands too one has to look out for falling coco- nuts

they can so easily kill a man; but here, in my valley, only
petals of the almond tree flower fall.

Birdsongs and breeze that caresses olive trees, now that’s
peace, ok, so should I not be happy as I contemplate

a carob tree? I see a woman bending down, weeding her
potato field, clouds on the sky are as soft as the mustachio
on a Romanian girl’s upper lip. All this herald peace so
why shouldn’t I be happy, when seeing a flock of cows
with full udders ready to be milked at five? Yet I dream of
galloping horses on the pampas of Argentine, flying mane,
flaring nostrils. This place I tell myself lacks passion, it's
too tame, or is it me that has been restrained by age?
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Culture

Education is good, learning is great

One day everyone will have

A University degree but the academia
Will not be so happy

Street cleaners with letters after their name
Cooks with literary degrees,

And the status University gives will mean
Little, everyone is intellectually equal
Something must be done to stop this rot,
Perhaps wood carving will do,

And leave the education to the masses.
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Culture Wars

The Aliens have landed

This is the third day of the new, year and days are equally dark
and miserable as days before the fireworks and drunk people
filling streets with hoarse screams, scaring dogs and cats who
do not understand the collective madness that grips people by
celebrating peace with thunder.

Most of my friends are dead and yes, we danced around

the golden calf, we wanted it all, we got ilinesses and old age.

The third day of the new, year and it is the same old shit, car bombs
exploding, a WikiLeaks no one reads as the truth is bothersome
enjoy yourself; our democratic system is going down the drain

and no one will look up and see when they are swamped by

an alien culture and the darkness.

We have been conquered by our lack of respect for our system

and not a rifle shot has been fired.

Kneel down you infidels; there is a minaret in every town.
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Cumoulous

On the sun-deck I saw two big clouds a man one
and a female, they met kissed and the man cloud
was transformed into a plucked chicken.

Not that the female cloud fared better for behind

her came huge troll cloud that absorbed her up its
nostrils. In the world of clouds you never see

the same formation twice, in this immaterial ever
changing world; it is as the saying goes: You can’t
cross the same river twice. Now a massive dark cloud
erased the picture, and as I didn "t want a drab cloud
hanging over me, I got up walked into the galley and
had a mug of coffee, while the cook fried pork chops.
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Curse Of The Facebook

On her birthday she received
Flowers,

Cards,

Gifts,

Cakes, with candles on and
Readymade Phrases

Her room was empty and
No friends rang, they had
Like:

Flowers,

Cards,

Gifts,

And cakes with candles on
Gone virtual.
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Curtain

Blank screen of doom find me wonderful words,
nothing fancy just words that have a resonance in
my mind and gladden my heart.

I remember a boy of fourteen, every morning at six
he milked, five cows, by hand, leaning his heads on
the cow 's womb he dreamt of Africa

Africa, but I met my wife she is from Congo, so you
may say I know Africa intimately but

that was not what the boy was dreaming of.

O, blank screen do not let me fall into banalities,

it is just I like to remember as much as I can

before the screen the curtain draws the screen.
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Cylindrical Mirrors

Cylindrical Mirrors

Crossing the raven waters of a deep fiord
he saw a light and fell into a dream, woke
up on a strand that had bleached sand, sun
and turquoise sea, knew he had been given
a second chance.

He looked in the mirror had not aged at
all and wondered if there was a painting
hidden in some dusty attic, he smiled just
kidding, but his image didn’t smile there
was too much to remember.

Last year he went back to the small town
where the fiord arm ends in five rivers,
people there had never heard of him, it was
so long ago, no memory of him existed in
anyone’s mind, as he had never existed.

The future had arrived yesterday, nothing
for him to worry about, as clear, warm light
cascaded through the window; he lived in

a handcrafted kaleidoscope, an optical toy,
yet he was free of false illusions.
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Dad s Army

Dad s Army

On the Milky Way a black cloud appeared,
not dark as the night, but as a whole year
of winter nights put together and blended
with stygian thoughts of a suicidal dictator.
Then slowly the cloud began to dissipate,
became whispery as Fidel Castro s beard.
...And there, on blue silk, a new born star,
unexciting at first but it grew stronger by
the galaxy minute- which last a bit longer
than on earth-, till it one day sparkled with
pride especially around Christmas.

The moment a new star is born an old star
lights up, like northern light, for so to fall
into perpetuity, and I shall not see my old
friend Clive Dunn again.
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Daddy Girl

Daddy's girl

Little girl spoilt

by her daddy

likes to be

a little girl again

life was safe.

Sugar and spice

and a few tears

when meeting

life s shadow

the dead of her pony
Daddy bought

another one

Joy tinged with sadness
love should not

be replaced so quick.
She looked at her daddy
eyes filled with tears
when he died

no new daddy would appear,
except of course,

she could fall in love
marry a man

who reminded her of him,
but it would

never be the same.
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Dance Macabre

Dance Macabre

Soon we all will all look

30 when we die,

which will please undertakers?

Death will be called a voyage,

on an everlasting cruise ship

and the purser will send

festive cards

from romantic ports.

No, grand dad is not dead he is resting
and he is wearing makeup because he is going on
a passenger ship to be dancing partner
for old ladies.
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Dance Nocturne

Dance Nocturne

August night is an abyss hotter than the day

and the wind that blows was born in hell.

From open windows and their dark interiors

the primal scream of lovemaking,

wriggling bodies trying to produce a child

that like them soon will die, but first it has to

go to the ritual called love, which is but a primitive
urge to copulate the planting of a seed before
sinking back underground, spent, forgotten in
mass graves of boredom, decorated with flowers
that radiates deaths to come.

The Tasmanian tiger howls to the moon and
forever vanishes into an ancient forest while werewolves
sway to a Mexican dirge.
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Dance Of The Wolves

August night, is an abyss hotter than the day

and the wind the blows was born in hell.

From open windows in their dark interior

the primal scream of lovemaking,

wriggling bodies trying to produce a child

that like them soon will die, but first, it must

go to through the ritual called love, which is but a primitive
urge to copulate the planting of seed before sinking
underground spent and forgotten in the mass graves

of boredom, decorated with flowers

that radiates death to come.

The Tasmanian tiger howls to the moon and

forever vanishes into an ancient forest, while werewolves
sway to a Mexican dirge.
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Dance Partners

Dance Partners.

A fox asked the flamingo up for a dance, but the bird
was coy and refused. A gray legged wolf promised to
to stand guard should the fox get frisky.

A match made in heaven, fox and flamingo swooned
and forgot their enmity. That’s when the wolf saw its
chance and mortally interrupted their tango.

How foolish the unlikely pair had been, thinking
nature could be bypassed, even for a brief moment,

in the name of passion and romance.
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Dangerous Encounter

Dangerous Encounter

It was a June Saturday after dinner I walked along the docks

and noticed a man I knew putting crates of beer on his boat that

had an outboard motor. He lived on the other side of the bay and
invited me to come along and I accepted. In the middle of the bay,
The man slowed the motor his face was white as Arctic icicles, eyes
like burning lumps of lava, I felt cold and was in immense danger.

The man said: “if the boat capsized I could swim ashore, could you? ”
His boat had oars I picked up one and placed it across my knees.

The man looked as he was making a move, I said: “I would not do this
if I were you.” At the pier I helped him taking the beer ashore, I didn't
accept his invitation to come up to his house for a drink.

While waiting for the regular ferry, I had coffee at the local cafe and
noticed my hands were still shaking after my narrow escape from

a man who had murder in his heart.
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Danish Pastry

Small things Remembered

The shop at the corner

Of my childhood

Has stopped selling Danish pastry

Nor has it Coco macrons,

Milk and cheese

The rooms are bare

On its counter cutting cheeses in smaller portion
An old fashion weight

Used when selling butter

Dusty windows

Forgotten, no one says: remember where

We bought our milk?

The bell that rang when opening it door

Will not chime anymore

Perhaps someone will buy it and make it

Into a wine-bar, it is the trend now

They are trying to make us into posh alcoholics,
And I have a sudden hunger for Danish pastry.
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Dark Is The Night

Dark is the Night

I wake up at nights

And think of death to the point

When I wake up and it is dawn

Now that Fidel Castro is dead as well

I'm losing the last link with the past

I was in Havana pre-Castro

Wild night of debauchery great for us

But I saw the suffering as the dance

Got wilder and wilder in our ignorance

As young sailors we thought was

Paradise; then the man came down from

The mountain and like Jesus chased sellers

Of dubious wares out of the temple he chased
The whore-masters away back to Florida mostly
And sent women to school

The price was high his sullen neighbours

Never forgave him for taken their playground away
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Darkening

Darkening Sorrow

It was a strange summer I wouldn't say reluctant
But rather old fashioned, rather like an old man
Crossing the farm yard with a slice of bread in his
Hand to give to the horse by the wooden fence.
It was not a summer that will be remembered by
Bathers by the beach, the sea was cold that year
Often there were bands of cerulean silk scarves
On the sky keeping the day from being too hot.
We walked everyday although our walks became
Shorter and we didn't go to the river as usual.
You had gone in September and I had got a buyer
For the house, alone it was pointless living there.
I will be moving into an idyllic home for the aged,
And from the window see your resting place.
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Daughter

The Daughter.

Daughter, of the police officer who wore black riding boots,
was shining them, a call came he had been killed in traffic
accident. She put polish and brush into a cupboard no longer
a slave of a father who used boots as mirrors in the morning
when shaving, and if he couldn "t see clearly beat her with

a leather strap. Father in his coffin, she polished his medals
he looked grand in death. But for the daughter, of the officer,
each medal reminded her of the leather lash.
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Dawn

Dawn.

On a night beach in Costa Rica,

behind me the light of Puerto Lemon.

A white strip of sand held an ocean,

a black towering mountain,

from drowning the land.

I was what I saw, timeless.

And the world whispered in my ears.

The sky paled, a cooling sea breeze caressed me
and it was dawn.
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Dawn Remembered

It is late at night, almost morning; the silence is as noisy as high
tide washing over the pebbled shore. Gloom hangs in the air like
a horse blanket covering a nag' s rain-sodden back.

Tomorrow is the first of October; years have been piling up on me,
this quiet messenger of spent youth and yesterday's ghosts I have
done my best to ignore, are back mocking me.

Dawn, a cockerel crows I hope my neighbour will kill it and eat it
for his Sunday lunch. The intrusive unvoiced is like watching

a black & white reel of my life, a litany of failures.

Sigh, I didn"t get to meet Marilyn Monroe. This moment when I
Should take stock of my life, all I can think about is to buy

for the fire Monday morning
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Day And Night

Day and night

Light embraced
darkness gave birth
to sweet sadness
and it was dawn.
Morning sun dried
tears on leaves

of grass,

a busy day began.
Hushed in late
Afternoon,

waited for the blue hour,
when saturnine

silk mingled with
forgotten thoughts.
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Daybreak Song

Daybreak Song

Soon it will be morning and I can’t have drink

only rummies drink in the morning.

But I have a fear inside me that will not go away
and I know all the smart people will say something
like; “face the truth, ” but not saying what that
truth is. And if you are impolite and ask them

they waffle about their childhood and you can see
they are not being honest. Now I have a watch

on my arm, I never had a wrist watch before but
the woman I live with bought me one as it would be
good for my self respect, like I should go around
hating myself. On the terrace I can see a new day is
about to break, I do not like the idea of that, but
will not worry about it I will simply postpone my
dreams and sleep till sunlight hits my face and

I know it will be ten in the morning and I can 't have
a drink unless I'm a rummy.
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Dead Canines In Spain

Dead Canines in Spain

The Aegean Sea, another rubber dinghy sank 30 people drowned
most of them Syrians and from the hateful a smile when they are
stupid risking their life and come here wanting to live like us.

A good Syrian is a dead one, and they did not have much of value

for a state to confiscate and none of them had a higher education just
some uneducated bodies bringing nothing but their humanity and
children now drowned.

To make matters worse, they were Muslims too, from rural backwaters of

an alien culture, so we do not have to worry about them anymore,

expendable people both in their country and the countries they hoped would
give them succour. There are so many other inequities around, look at the way
they treat dogs in Spain isn't that a shame something for the face- book.

So send some money to the people who try to rescue the dogs.
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Dear Reader

Dear reader,

I proudly announce the publication of my latest book 'Before wine is Drunk' on .
You can read an excerpt on

Kind regards,
jan oskar hansen
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Dearth Of Bees

Spring, and pretty flowers have opened up, even those
that pretend they are not in a loving disposition.

Not many bees around anymore because of chemicals
farmers spray on crops many have gone metro and lost
interest, fly low over still water so they can admire their
flying skill, or sit on the sunny wall of my house full of
self admiration; some hang languidly around a honey jar.
The few that still take interest in beautiful flowers are
exhausted and dropp dead long before the day is over.
Pretty flowers close petals over moist carpel and hope
for a better luck tomorrow.
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Death In The Forenoon

Death In The afternoon

The field mouse

So dolce

Sleeping in

A blue flower

The woman who took
This adorable picture
Also had a

Moggy

On the sofa it poured
And the lady will
Never know

What the cat did to
The mouse

As there are things
Cats do not care
Divulge

To us sensitive humans
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Death Of A Dog
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Death Of An Author

The Death of an Author

John Updike is dead, can’t say I know much about him
I may have read one or two of his books but he didn't
leave a lasting impression as Hemingway did.

One of my neighbours has died too, I saw him every
day walking past my house with his old dog and a basket
in his left arm, with wine and a bit to eat.

He was going to his little field, doing some weeding but
mostly just drinking looking at the way birds flew, patting
his dog’s head and snoring gently under of a tree.

There was something about his eyes, like some inner
suffering had made him look holy, say, as an idealized
picture of Jesus on the cross.

I'm going to his funeral tomorrow morning, at 67 he was
bit young for death I thought, a new face will come and

take his place; but who is going to look after his old dog?
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Death Of An Old Lady

Funeral of old Lady

The old lady died, yes she is thoroughly dead
at five, before first light was about to shine

on Lisbon’s sky. Skin covering tired bones, her
body free to rot and her soul has flown away.

Tomorrow they will come from afar women
dressed in black and wearing hats. Men too
In somber suits and black ties, talk quietly;
safely away from emotional women.

When last hymn has been sung, they will
walk away and leave the old lady amongst
the dead, but later meet at a restaurant.
Bereavement makes mourners so hungry

So we lift our glasses and remember her
well, this is not a day to say she was a bit
of a pain, a selfish woman obsessed with

herself. Burial is not a time for veracity.
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Death Of Arnold

Death of Arnold

My best friend Arnold died,

he was only nine and three quarters.
In a white casket laid and his hair
was combed for once.

His lips painted

(he should only have known)

Rouge on pale cheeks.

Arnold was going up to Jesus, that's
what the grown-up said; he didn't
Look as he was going anywhere

I felt embarrassed the way they

had dolled him up.

Death is strange I knew it was Arnold,
but was aware he was an empty shell
mother hung the picture on the wall,
a reminder, she said.

When my brother died she took

the picture down.
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Death Of Peter Pan

The Death of Peter Pan

Peter Pan used to be black, he could sing and dance
and make jazz hands. He was so good that it made
sense to make him white, the world embraced him.
Everyone had a stake in him as he was transformed
into a pale ghost with a plastic nose, no one laughed
too much money at stake. Peter Pan liked children
too much for normal society to tolerate, but money
smoothed the way, but do not do it again.

Peter Pan was fragile doctors were always at hand to
give him injections that lifted his spirit and made him
feel good, and he needed more of it now that he was
middle aged, yet trying to look fourteen. His handlers
thought there was more money to wring out of his
tortured body. One, two, three, Peter couldn’t breath
collapsed in heap, and that’s a pity now that USA has
a black president and he could be himself again.
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Debris

There was a time when I was a seaman travelled with

a cardboard suitcase and my best shoes wrapped in newspaper.

I always wore khaki mainly because people would think I was

an American, back then I thought it a great country; still great but
But her leaders look like nine to five clerks.

I have read many books but mostly cheep pot boilers.

Due to my shyness spent most time in my cabin and left my ship
when there was no more to read. I did developed a fondness for
Hemingway he never overwrote is books.

But for me reading had its hidden hazard as I tended to become

the person I read about.

I once read a report about me it said I was grumpy drank too much
- I must have been reading Hemingway at the time and had no social
skills and never mixed with others. I was a lousy seaman and only
enjoyed going ashore places I had read about and had an historical
meaning I could connect with. Well all this is in the past I was not to
know I was ill and introversion is a burden.
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December Afternoon

A December Afternoon

It was a cold day

clouds big as icebergs looked like pregnant cattle

seeking the sun but were dragged away

by the mordant winter wind.

Normally clouds are great performers they can do

drawings on the blue sky and paint faces and look

like castles and animals,

all depending on your mood, the size of the cloud and

the strengths of the wind.

For without the wind clouds are helpless, drifting on sky-ocean
like Mary Celeste, a ship abandoned while

the dinner in the galley was still hot, salt beef and dumplings
and caramel pudding, - I made the pudding up.-

Far for me to moralise, but all I want for Christmas is You.
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December In Paris

December Paris

Winter Paris pavement cafés vacant chairs and poor sparrows look for
baguette crumbs. Artists had gone to their loft conversions, in bed with
their models and plates of goose liver pate, waiting for a better time.

I came across a posh bistro people inside wore silk suits, doors locked;
invitation only. A famous philosopher came out, said something deep
about peace- in broken English- then asked where the camera was.
When he saw I wasn’t a journalist he said: Merde, and walked back in.
At the bookshop Shakespeare, academic tourists had assembled they
looked through books of famous writers, thought of saying that two of
my poetry collections were there, but they looked so educated, wore
capes of superiority and poetry workshop shoes I lost my nerve. Rain,
found a bistro at a side street, had coffee with an Armagnac, thought
of the days when Ernest Hemingway scribbled away here, other writers
too, when Paris was not so haughtily conscious of her artistic status.
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Deception

The Deception

Temporarily we drove through the night
cocooned in its interior nothing could

touch us here where asphalt and tyres made
ductile, harmonious music. We drove past
many villages half submerged by the night,
yet spoke of peace, work is done, time to

rest and let nature take care, and let dogs too
given the right to bark at the pale moon.

A car overtakes blaring horn and laud music,
Peace is shattered as shards of glass falling off

a towering building shaken in the fatal clutches
of an earthquake. Illusory life is, our hold is as
puny as a baby s grip on his mother’s thumb or
frail as an old man s grasp on his walking stick.
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Decline

Decline

The owner of my bar died

his widow opened windows wide
and life flooded in; sun light

in my corner of happy misery.

My glass of brandy paled in a flash
of naked light.

I escaped to the bar’s loo,

but the cleaners were there
smelling disinfectant and soap.

There was nothing for it, but to face

the outside where the sky is molten lava
dripping heat.

Black dressed preachers of doom,

at last another bar, a twilight zone

with blinking neon light.

Shield me from the brutal day to a place
where men don "t turn their head

when someone enters, but spend their time
following an echo of a dream

they once had.

I' m safe here and tomorrows will never come,
as I sail in on the sea

of make belief
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Deficiency

The Deficiency

Recurring dream in a city landscape,

Streets between tall buildings are like mountains
No wild goat will climb.

I want to go home and feed my dog

But have lost my air-line ticket

And the taxi I took to get to the airport is lost
keeps running in darkening circles.

The face I knew is no longer mine

It was lost somewhere in strange lands where
I thought to find contentment

To escape my childhood, but the face I see in
The morning is of a sullen child

Which no longer cry and cannot smile; this
Old face is not mine, I can't blame the dog.

It waits and waits and id

Old still remembering good words and cuddles
I stretched my hand through time

The dog understands my helplessness closes
Its eyes and sleep.

Guilt and Disappointment I could have done
Much better

What was given I rejected.

But once upon a time I danced the tango in
Argentina, long before the dog was born.
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Defunct Soldier

When I met him he was an homeless old soldier, one who has fought
every war in the last hundred years, cannon, fodder for big business
and those who say that our society needs to be saved from migrants.
The last war he fought was in Fallujah this time he was an American
soldier who believed in the righteousness of his mission, only to find
when he came home and demobbed, he was alone in a world that
took no interest in his war of freedom.

Undeterred he went to Afghanistan and fought there, another war that
had no meaning other than keeping licensed warriors in employment.
The common soldier is forty and never rose above the rank of sergeant,
old soldiers are not officer material, they just go on fighting were they
are sent, and sadly since the world War Two there has not been a honest
war, but that is not the concern of the nameless soldier who every year
in Paris, we put flowers on his grave.
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Demise Of A Doorman

The Demise of a Doorman

Eric Ericson, ex wrestler, was staying at my boardinghouse.
He had a job as a doorman (bouncer) at a local nightspot,
but was fired for drinking on the job and could no longer
pay for his room. I told him, with heavy heart, that he had
to leave next day at noon. I went up to his room at eleven
asked if I could drive him somewhere? Say, the bus station.
Eric sat on a chair looking out of the window, it was a nice
spring day and the mild breeze made the curtains flap like
sails did on boats in the bay. He civilly thanked me, said he
wasn’t going far. At precisely twelve a cold shudder went
through the sleepy house and I froze not wanting to know
what the wobble could mean. Half past twelve I went up to
his room, Eric, the quiet man, hung from the end of a rope.
The curtains billowed it had been such a beautiful day.
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Demise Of My Horses

Demise of My Horses

I had been away for a few days,
visiting the aunts of Cascais,

and found my three stone horses gone.
Just cheerless holes

where they had been tethered.
Widening the road, they said

and for that beauty must go.

When a road is enlarged more

cars will fill the space until

the bigger road is too small and

they decide to build a motorway.

The other side of the road will be
impossible to cross and neighbours

will become strangers.

Sun or rain endlessly stunning my horses were
before turned into grit.
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Democracy Today

Democracy today

Is democracy

Right for the Afghans or Iraqis
Unthinkable thought

Countries torn by tribalism
Certainly need a strongman

A one party state

Until institutions are in place
and people value

the principle of statehood

and take pride in their nation.
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Democracy Today And Tomorrow

Democracy Today

Freedom of speech
The poor yell into a void
The rich get a TV station.

Privatizations
Your county’s natural assets

Given to the mighty
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Dentistry And Reflections

The dentist and Reflections

Up there in the continuous darkness of the universe

I saw a streak of light... a dying comets last hurrah.
Bedroom very dark couldn’t sleep too much death

for one night. Got up and read an article that plants
speak to each other. "Warning a heavy footed man

is coming your way.” “"Duck a lawn mower is at large.”
Amputated roses and tulips chafes in a vase kept
alive for a few days... admire beauty in death agony.
Carrots screaming in distress when pulled from soil...
good for your health, dieticians says.

Everything we like, what we eat are, hurting plants
and animals. Which, reminds me I've an appointment
with my dentist tomorrow, gardener of my glum teeth,
he will speak softly as he pulls up out another tooth.
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Der Speigel

On reading Der Spiegel
In Kashgar where the
The Silk Road begins

I a bought

An apricot

From a woman who wore
A red shawl

Over her black hair
Knotted under

Her chin

And a yellow silk dress
Kashgar the biggest
Outdoor market

In the world

Europe is so puny

And far away

A new silk road

Is being built

Pipelines and trains
Expanding trade

For China

Ok, as long as they sell
Apricots

At the market place

In Kashgar
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Desire

The Desire

When I' m hundred years old, I will

not wish for a virgin, namely because
they have no experience just lie there
waiting to be penetrated

I will ask for the best prostitute in town
One who knows all the tricks needed to
get a sleeping giant stand erect, march into
its last war after thirty years of slumber,
Let a geyser of pleasure, break lose and
flood life lived into a patina of love.

Then blissfully die in the tempting arms of
sexual desire.
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Despotic Dynasty

Despotic Dynasty

Dead leaves of thoughts scrape along the asphalt of subjugation,
but whatever we do we will not climb the mountain of surrender.
There was a moment of freedom, a spring before the righteous,
those who had promised liberty, took power, created new laws
and a new layer bureaucracy, a jungle of words where individuals
were trapped like flies in a spider’s web of conflicting rules; and
it was winter again. At the whim of a president or a mere rumour
you could be imprisoned forever as enemy of the state; no one
told you why? And no one told us that sympathy is paramount to
treason. Yet humanity prevails over official regulatory reasons.
But the dream is after walking through five mountain passes, see
the sun arise and as mist disperse, there a city of light floating in
the clouds, and there will be a joyous cry from the dispossessed.
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Despotic Dynasty Part Two

Despotic dynasty part two

And when we entered the shiny city...it was on marshland

and there was smoke from chimneys of factories, but there
were streets of light and stores selling lingerie’s we could

not resist, there were beggars in the street which disturbed
us greatly, and workers we had fought for were working long
hours for little pay and no rights. But we the middle class
and intellectuals had won our freedom, in liberty to voice our
discontent into a void as we’re ignored by the new rulers who
had found a new way to disregard our demand for equality by
cosseting us; and we succumbed to this sparkle of light after
all life is better now than under tyranny; we know the masses
are fed, and we don’t need to know anymore.
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Despoty

The new tyranny

This dawn, after rain had trumpeted its force on the old roof tiles,
it ceased to a soft drizzle, yet I refused to get up before eight,
alas my Protestant work ethic and a full bladder forced me up
from a warm bed, so I made coffee.
I was thinking how the internet has restricted our freedom, secrets
are in public domain, this intrusive faceless monster wants to know
what we think, so the right product can be directed to our email.
Free speech is only possible for those who have nothing to say and
accept living in the land of the convention who accept trivial political lies
swallowed whole without an afterthought.
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Devinity

Divinity

Once I saw our blue planets from above yet I will not give you the impression of
being

a famous astronaut. As I said the planet was blue like a child "s toy and looked
lovely in

the nothingness of the galaxy. It looked small and vulnerable, peaceful too, and
from the great high it seems unbelievable that any wars should be fought there
Ok.

So I had been invited for tea with god and he helped with the transport.

On scones made of soft afternoon sunlight, he said he could not understand what
all

the fuzz was about and he asked me to read some poems to better understand
humanity.

There were many seraphs present Hitler, Stalin and an assortment of lesser
dictators in

their life time had much to answer for, but god had forgiven them.

After reading my poems to harp music god asked me what to do, and I said use
your power

now because good people are beginning to doubt your existence, we have
intellectuals who

writes bad things about you. Meeting over, god gave me a plate of cream cakes
made of

cumulus- which I"m eating right now- he promised to do something radical that
would make

us sit up and listed, I 'm still waiting.
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Dictator

Saddam Hussein you didn’t see they played you for a fool, king
today because it suited them, then surplus of requirement;
they hanged you from the rafters as you should be a common
Baghdad thief. They let you strut about dressed in uniform and
all, and you didn’t detect their sniggering voices when they
called you” your Excellency.” You knew in the end, but then it
was too late, yet you made them see how to die with dignity.
Had you been less ambitious you could still be selling cigarettes
by the oil docks and not be reduced to an historical footnote;
and your sons could been selling fake Swiss watches, condoms
and illegal whisky. A proper New Jersey gangster family be, in
the Middle East, eating goat chops every Sunday afternoon.
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Dictators And Other Disagreeables

Dictators and the disagreeable

We sit in the bar, we the insecure here we are masters of

our own dreams...tomorrow, always next day and never in the morning.
People who have to stop drinking often develop peculiar fads,

like defending Hitler. Mind it is easy to blame on and excuse the rest.

Once Hitler was a child, his mother dried his tears.

It is much easier to get an obsession concerning the pope or Obama,

the first black President, to defend his record or lack of it is easy and one
will have many followers on twitter or facebook. And on can also

bask in the warm glow of popularity and admire his close circle of advisers.

I have taken I have taken a shine to Saddam Hussein lately his brutality was
saner than the so called democracy few people in the Middle East want,

but we are not listening to the majority, but only to western educated stooges.
I have never met a nice dictator, but some of them have turned

out to be quite wise.
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Differnet Love

Penguins

Are birds with small wings, they can 't fly you to the moon but,

if you keep a hold on its tail it can carry you to the Antarctica and
back to Australia in one day and seven minutes, it is advisable you
wear a diver's suit one that is not xanthous

Okras are as you know blue and white, and if one is born aurulent it
is quickly killed okras are racists.

A world of okras that that is multi-coloured is an unobtainable dream,
but we can with our feeble human brains see how stupid racism is.
Not by pretending colours do not exist, taking in our physical unlikeness
and the amazing fact that we are so amazingly like inside

when we bleed the colour is rubicund.
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Diffident

I had a dream

to be an extrovert,

I opened a café and

when people came I didn "t know

how to behave

so I told them to get lost.

I had a beautiful café... clean

and empty and I said to myself
tomorrow I will not be shy

open it and welcome guests.

but I never got around opening it again.
My sister’s boy

was like me he made furniture,
beautiful pieces — an artist.

He opened a shop trying to sell his stuff,
but when people came

he hid in one of his wardrobes

and did "t come out before prospective
costumers had gone.

It is tough to be paralyzing shy,

once in Paris, France, I was reading poetry
on a stage, so petrified

I had no idea what I was doing there

so I ran out and drowned in

the Parisian night.

Full of whisky and valium I danced
tango on a table and didn "t fall off.
which goes to prove that

an introvert is a person who has lost
the key to his inner self.
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Digits And Words

Manuscript page 100, a digit of colossal abstraction,
standing alone, inconsequential, just another zero.
When I was five I could count to hundred, stood by
the window counting people walking by.

It was a small street and not many walked there, so

I learned to cheat, counting people twice.

Sundays was especially difficult I had to count people
three time, when I first saw them, when they were by
the window and when they disappeared.

Then suddenly I was six and could read, and count to
thousand, but by then I lost interest in numbers and
fell in love with words that could create visible beauty.
But there is no getting away from numbers when my
first poem was published they paid me 5 coronas.
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Dignified Doorman

The Dignified Doorman

In the thirties when fish factories in my town closed, the sardines
didn’t swim near shore, they swam further into deep the ocean.
Perhaps collective memory told them not to go near the coastline.
Like the war, it was forgotten when old sardines died out and the new
generation swam too close to shore again, but that was after my

two uncles had gone to America to find work. In New York one of
them, a young man with an immense dignity got a temporary job

as a doorman at a swanky hotel, but he stayed the uniform was
smart and the ladies were very kind to him, free food and lodging.

After twenty years, he came back home and bought a house, cash,
of tips given to him by hotel’s clients and he got married which was
expected of a man with greying hair and a fairly new bungalow.

In the meantime, there had been a war and he got a job as a driver
for the boss of a brewery a job he kept till he retired. A placid man,
more than Domingo, his wife had affairs in the hope of shaking him
out of his placidity he turned the other cheek. Talking about cheeks
when his wife died he moved in with his friend and both of them
lived to be old men, who had found love, if a bit late in life.
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Dinner For 4

Meatloaf

The old man had bought minced meat it wasn't much

he had to friends coming for lunch, so he added two eggs
maizena- flour, white flour, and milk and mixed well.

He left the dough in a bowl by the sink and had a coffee,
when he came back tiny ants -very tiny- had covered

his food, perhaps a thousand of them, as he didn"t want to
throw the dough away he mixed the ants into it and

added a bit of colouring to make it look darker,

he then made a meatloaf and served it with mashed potatoes
and fried onion.

The three old men ate well and as one of them remarked
this was indeed a meaty loaf.
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Diptera And Writers

Diptera and Writers

I was thinking of flies Wikipedia was no help

I wanted to understand why they existed, I remembered
a yellow fly not a good colour for an insect,

when I was disrupted by the thought of a famous writer
in Norway who at 75 decided to commit suicide.

He bought sleeping pills plenty of expensive champagne
and invited friends to witness his death.

For each mouthful of the stuff, he swallowed a pill, friends

just drank; finally, he fell asleep among empty bottles and

the smell of stale cigarette smokes his mates had gone home.
It despair he jumped out of the window land on an awning

and lived ten more years. As for the yellow fly it took to walking
across the screen I threw it out, but still don"t know what

flies are for other than annoying a writer.
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Diptera And Writers 2

Diptera and Writers

I was thinking of flies Wikipedia was no help

I wanted to understand why they existed, I remembered
a yellow fly not a good colour for an insect,

when I was disrupted by the thought of a famous writer
in Norway who at 75 decided to commit suicide.

He bought sleeping pills plenty of expensive champagne
and invited friends to witness his death.

For each mouthful of the stuff, he swallowed a pill, friends

just drank; finally, he fell asleep among empty bottles and

the smell of stale cigarette smokes his mates had gone home.
It despair he jumped out of the window land on an awning

and lived ten more years. As for the yellow fly it took to walking
across the screen I threw it out, but still don"t know what

flies are for other than annoying a writer.
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Dipterous

Shadorma (Dipterous.)

An insect

Walks on the ceiling

A hideous

Blue bottle

Hope it does not lose its grip
And land in my soup
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Discontent

Winter of discontentment

I fear my almond tree has bloomed too early, a few good days,
it and I thought it was spring. Cold wind, they may die before
the flowers are ready to shed their petals and pretend its snow.
We are both stalwarts, when I first came here it was but

a sapling. I have a fire roaring and the dog no one looks after
is sleeping on the chair near the fire. Weather bad I didn't have
the heart to leave it outside. I'm not prince Charles I don't talk
to trees, but I do give it a friendly slap on its trunk if no one is
looking. I'm a sucker for down and outs, today I bought a chicken
dinner for the Roma woman who begs outside the supermarket.
A guard came and told me I mustn’t feed them, like they should
be some sort of animals. I love my almond tree it reminds me
of mother when she was sick and old, but beautiful in her frailty.
There was little I could do only tell of my love for her.
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Disembowelled

Disembowelled
Mackerel sky blue and light blue strips
perhaps it was the zebra of the sea swimming away in haste

I was gutting one

No big deal

I was learning to cook at the time
Inside the fish was a finger with a ring made of gold, but
I vomited, and the master- Cook took the ring.

The school is now a catering academy

Teaches the same as before

But academy sounds more learned

A cook is now a chef has got a diploma
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Disgrace There Is No Escape

Disgrace, there is no Escape.

There was this Norwegian, a gifted violinist he had won prizes in Moscow
and Warsaw, His debut was held in Oslo community hall, yes, the same
place the Nobel committee glad hands peace prizes to the mostly unworthy.
He played an Edward Grieg piece. Everything went well the public gasped
at his ability, then an accident, his trousers fell down, he wore pink lady
knickers. A shocked silence, then a titter, but soon laughter rolled around
the hall. The unlucky fiddler stopped playing couldn’t understand way

the audience laughed, till he looked down, saw his trousers rest on his shoes.
He tried to pull up his pants, lost his violin, stumbled and fell. The laughter
was merciless and never ending. He fled the country as a second cook on
ship bound for Argentina. There he got a job as a cowhand on a ranch in
the deepest pampas and grew a beard. Two years later thinking all was
behind him a newcomer came to the ranch, looked at the violinist and said:
" aren’t you the bloke who lost his trousers? ”
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Disheartened

Disheartened

The Dutch tourists have left

and last year's cherries

hang unpicked as do almond nuts
that are also full of worms,

and who says the grass isn't sweet?
The sun is a yellow ring

on a blind sky,

disillusioned.

As a 30 watt bulb in a room

with faded wallpaper,

at a rundown hotel

which calls itself Bellevue;

last stop before sleeping rough.
Nothing is more abject

then an out of season tourist town,
worried shopkeepers and tarts
even the flowers are grey;

except for a couple of retired seagulls,
birds have flown to Africa

and will not return

before the rain stops falling.
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Dissonance Of Images

The dissonance of Images

Where is Haiti again? Or for that matter Chile? Both nations were on
the news only a few days ago. Earthquakes and tsunamis, was it not?
Folks’ been knocking on my door wanting money to help people of
Madeira, which is nearer home so we know it is a tourist island. Ebb
and flow of tragedies, soon forgotten. Now we have vivid flicks from

an exploding volcano on Iceland, a small village has been evacuated in
case snow turns into water and drown them all. Iceland has ponies,
that produce manure, which is good for the roses. There are no trees
on the isle, and few dogs, thus it's possible to walk in its capital without
stepping on dog turd. Not that this fable will want me to go live there.
So much news, the radio, TV, and now, on your mobile phone as well.
The dissonance of images lose all meaning, we hear and see no evil;
until black smoke rises from behind the mountain and a voice screams:
“Do you want total war? ” Heaven help us if the echo’s answer is: “Yes! ”
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Do Not Push It

Do not Push It

I'm like horses do not like the wind today it is northerly and

the sun despite shining free of clouds cannot warm my chilled bones.
Horses turn their considerable behinds against the wind and keep
their heads low. My behind is skinny and does not protect my neck,
but a scarf does. I used to have strong fingers now they are thin look
like a Bangladesh river to think there was a time I laughed

at the face of frost and if nheeded would run bare chest across

the unfriendly of plains of opposite Poles, me, the leader of the pack
the man who once met Fidel Castro, a man of great dignity, but my
god he was boring, only had one subject- -himself.

But I do deviate, I'm only an Argentinean horse adopted illegitimately by
a general major, his wife wanted a foal. The landscape now has hundred
colours of green but it worries me that if ISIS takes world power vines will
rot on my land and when they pass on their pick-up trucks I must wave

a black, inartistic flag with intelligible writing on. My wife the practical one
will say: after the Islamists took power in Portugal my husband finally got
sober enough to be offered a job as an Imam.
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Dog Power

Dog Power

Abandoned she was and hungry so I took her home. she was scared and hid
under

the kitchen sink. I put water and food out and went to bed. She ate it all.

In the morning she came out and made it clear she wanted to go out. Well she
did

her business and came back in. When she was two years old she grabbed a
packet

of cigarettes from the table and tore it up. So I stopped smoking. People had
implored me to stop, no awhile, she did the trick. I never liked having visitors in
the evening but was too polite to say so. Well. She fixed that to. The only thing
she

hated was having a bath. After having one she pretended I didn’t exist until
neighbour told her how nice she looked. She didn't like female dogs, male dogs
she made short shrift of. She woke me up in the morning and if I sat still too
long

writing she took me for walk. She had trained me so well that the day she died
I felt quite helpless and didn't know what to do the following day.
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Dogs

Dogs on the loose

She was a frustrated woman two drunken husbands
hostile sons and a daughter who was sleeping around till
she got syphilis and ended up in a madhouse.

Lived alone she did with five dogs that obeyed her

she was their world loved her entirely as a religious

the person loves his God and asks no question as the god
feeds the spiritual need and thus fulfil them

Then it happened she fell on the floor and the dogs
sensing weakness went for her a frenzied attack biting
at her throat and she bled to death, the dogs dazed

ran for the hills till they were hunted down and shot.
They had broken the unwritten law; dogs are inferior

to humanity this is a pact that cannot be broken.
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Dolls Of Religion

Dolls of Religion

Virgin Mary was a Barbie doll, the only one that has given birth

to a Barbie doll baby. Two thousand years this went unseen till
she appeared in toy shops, together with a cute Barbie doll man
... her son? And you now find them both in many homes placed
on shelves or cradled in children's arms. Artificial created, we can
never be as perfect as them. Timeless they are never get old, not
in the image of man's imperfection, but in image of a dreams that
lack what resemble souls and holds no promise that man was for
a higher purpose than just being alive. As millions of people go on
diets, they can never obtain long legs like a Barbie doll.
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Domestic Animals

Domestic Animals

Cows in the barn was glad to see me at six in the morning
They mooed and waited for me to milk them.

Six cows to milk, yes I know it was a small farm and also
So very long time ago, yet clear as yesterday.

There was in the barn also a pig sty, a stable for the horse
Calves in a pen and they all wanted my attention.

Domestic animals are easy to please, just feed them keep
Their winter quarters clean and speak softly.

Domestic animals are so totally I our power without us
They would not exist in the form they are today.

In a compound a flock of sheep make themselves heard
They are hardy and want to get out snow or not.

So they are our responsibility and we must respect and
Love them, even if, at the end, we eat them.
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Doomed

Doomed

After the bombing dead children everywhere

like a doll factory had exploded, strewn limbs
warm spaghetti on the parade of inhumanity.

From Joan Rivers to Kissinger a chorus as old as
humanity sought heaven &quot;We don "t care you
brought it on yourself by defying us.&quot;

Down a sand dune a decapitated head rolled

the bloodied head of innocence and a chorus of

young men in black with scarf hiding their faces;
&quot;It is your fault you brought it on yourself, and we
do not care and we will never die.&quot;

White cumulous clouds on a blue sky see it all and
will when asked do humanity deserve to exist?
Shivering we wait for the answer we know will be

what we deserve to hear.
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Doomed Padre

The Loss of Faith

Fated priest when he walks in front of a funeral
procession his gait is often wobbly, says it is stiff
joints; smells of aftershave lotion and brandy.

Lost his faith years ago, in the night his prayer

echoes in the village church.

Thinks it his fault that god has left him in a vacuum

of disbelief a penance for not having a total godly
deference. In his dreams he meets god who speaks

in a language he doesn "t understand; he wakes up
bedroom bleak, and the voice of god has gone.

He says as Jesus once did, why have you forsaken me?
Has a brandy goes back to a restless sleep.

And there is no peace as sexual needs takes over,
actions he will not abide. Morning and he is thankful.
Routines of the day someone has died, funeral service,
and a woman who wants confess her banal sins,

he murmurs prayers, waits for god to answer why he
has lost his faith, but there is only silence.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 530



Door Of Solitude

The Door of Solitude

It was the door I remember most it had been
optimistic green once but now dripped of rots
only tears can produce. Like walking into a portal
you know if the door opens you pace into
dejection and be enveloped by the dismay of
people who hated one another but cut not
unknot a union bound by threads of misery.

The yard was full of car parts that never would
be assembled and batteries 0ozing sadness

no jump lead would bring back to life.

The door didn’t open a bit of relief, like when

a stalled car on a dark road suddenly starts.

I did see a flutter on a dirty curtain but knew

it was too late to help my brother back to sanity.
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Doorman

The Doorman.

When I'm in a shop and see people approach its door I rush forward

and open it, this is not to be polite but I was a doorman at a posh

hotel fr 25 years. I also opened taxi doors for guests and had an umbrella
ready if it rained to shield from too much reality.

A posh hotel is an artificial place everyone is polite to a guest and

the staff mingling with the posh tend to, when not working, take on an air
of superiority which doesn "t go down well with the kitchen staff.

My wife tells me to stop opening doors for all and sundry, but what

can I do? If you train a dog to give paw, you can 't un-train it.

25 years as a doorman, the rich gave me a few shilling, now I get
glances from women who think I "m patronizing them
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Down In The Dumps

Down in the Dumps

Fog everywhere I'm walking on a mass of corpses
sludge of soft rotting soil. Sinking deeper, arms

and legs embracing me as I should be one of them.
In a lake of loss I swam ashore, a soup of death,
banks of bones, a woman in white helped me up...
she too was the haze and disappeared. I totter in

a desert of nothingness. I heard footsteps behind
me the death wanted me to return to the lagoon of
reconstructed dreams. Heart pounding, but there,
by a horizon, dawn and sun of life warmed my face,
but only briefly. The sky rained blood of the evicted.
Drops were rubies and in each one the nucleolus of
my lies and delusion engraved. Inundated I stopped
could not go on, how do I get free of barbed wire of
melancholy? “ Whispering voices: “You fucking loser.”

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 533



Down Syndrome

Down syndrome

It is like a landscape that labour under dark clouds

when I remember, the call I got from former woman friends
she had broken up with me because she was pregnant

with Dutch fellow from Amsterdam

15 years later she rang me -I' m old fashion do not change

my phone number often- the Dutchman had gone old and
returned to Holland, that his daughter was really mine

if I would come and say hallo.

I went to her house but wisely had my wife with me, my
&quot; Daughter&quot; was 14 and had the Down syndrome, a nice little
person who likes to hug and kiss people, I had no knowledge
whether she was my daughter or not and there is nothing
about this disabled child that reminded her of me except she
has diabetes.

I could have taken blood test to ascertain if it was my child

I didn't want to know the result, didn"t want to be bothered.
My wife was angry said I was egocentric, so I agreed to let her
visit us for a few days every month.

The woman I had sex with, twenty years ago says the girl need
this and that, new shoes but, not bought at a Chinese shop

I ignore that and walk her about in the village as I did my dog,
stroke her hair tell her she is a nice girl,

but no, I can't get it into my head that she is my daughter.
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Dr Congo

DR. Congo

I saw the villa Joseph Kabila bought in Algarve it is to be a bolt hole
when he has to flee Congo, he has blood on his hands perhaps not
enough for Hague to bother about, like so many African presidents,

he has robbed his country to destitution.

Perhaps this echoing country, with forests is too big to be governed
especially since no money is spent on new roads; Kinshasa its capital is
run mostly by mixed races, not even they can keep order and people
throw all their rubbish in the street.

Joseph Kabila, Joseph s father, tried ordered a thousand wheelbarrows
gave a job to ditto street cleaners who sold their wheelbarrows and
consequently lost their jobs. But these setbacks are not the problem
Congo is too rich in minerals, oil and timber and the big international
businesses have descended upon the land corrupting all in its wake like
a locust plague they have failed to get rid of and they have no interest
in making Congo a nation which, it will be when it is a more modern.

I looked inside the villa it had cavernous rooms gold and glitter quite
fitting for someone who doesn't know the value of anything but gems
and never mind the culture
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Dream Collector

The Dream Collector.

The traffic light was on red when I dreamt of an island in
the Saragossa Sea. No one has yet discovered it; those who
do will never recover. A happy place, how should I know?
Restless are the ghosts of sailors walking on the strand
between sea and land looking for their ship that tugs at

the anchor in some hidden bay.

Arthritic fingers flex, hoisting sails. Just once more my dear,
let me see you under full sails, swiftness on the seas.

Now my eyes can't see for the infernal fog, but once I was
the master and you obeyed my commands.

The traffic light has turned green it wasn’t the sea I saw.
Blaring horns, oh my darling just once more...
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Dream Homes

Dream Homes

After the sandy beach, the fenland with birds, foxes, rabbits, woods and ponds,
unspoilt by developers; but no more, real estate, condos,

have turned over the land like rancid butter, green lawns, soft grass, but not a
cow

in sight, here only inedible golf balls fall.

Come buy an apartment good investment for you and the family, no one loses,
why

have one home when you can have four.

Thousands of empty homes only used a few days a year watched over by bored
security guards; poverty is unseen here it has been eradicated, there is no need
for

you to seek places where people live in shacks and under dirty plastic

unless you are seeking redemption for living a life of plenty
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Dream Makers

Dream makers

Through grimy windows I can see
Santa and his elves blowing
bubbles, goblets and vases heat
and rolled up sleeves

Outside, large flakes of snow
dissolve on asphalt.

From the bar next door

red shadows and empty music leaked

out and into the gutter.

Hard smiles, and much wine, nicotine tongues
meet experienced lips.

Behind the bar a baseball bat,
cheap scent and fake rings,

loneliness dances with greed.
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Dream Night

Dream night

My wine glass is full of moonlight,
drank and floated dreamily, on a carpet of night.

Couldn't resist the moon's pull, my home bathed
in a spectral light, both beautiful and mortal.

Flowers in the garden were deadly pale, olive trees wore
silver capes of unrelieved sorrow

This nocturnal landscape isn't to my liking, put me down,
red, green and golden are my colours

But I did glimpse, behind the tall mountain, night's ultimate
sacrifice, giving birth to dawn
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Dream On!

Clouds hang low today covering the ridge,
if I drive up there on my bike I can hide in
a steel blue cloud and people will say:
where is he? Him! He is trying to find

the milky way where postmen wear red
uniforms and say good morning sir before
handing you the gas bill.

Sigh, here back on earth the post has been
privatized low status, casual work, they
wear jeans and anorak and have no time for
a chat, their route is long and a man with

a timepiece follows them around.

When coming down from the ridge I will not
carry tablets, stay silent drive home and
make a cup of coffee.
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Dream Rreality

Dream Reality

They gave him a pacemaker

a few more years of life to hang on to
even if life is restricted

and cha, cha is out of bounds

and it is easier to walk on asphalt-
He sees the nature trail he

once followed to a small forest lake
but never tells that once he

saw a mermaid there and she

had no fishtail.

Truth and fantasy have merged

in his mind.

Only when sadness hurts do

he looks up and sees the rope hanging
from a beam.

A rope fit for a tyrant,

only the finest hemp.

Pacemaker, to be kept alive

by a battery...he smiles.
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Dream Sequence

Every voyage

I have attempted

Is interior

What I saw I didn't see clearly
But a dream of self discovery

In featureless green slimed statues
I saw my own failures

The impossible dream of sagacity
That in the end

All knowledge turns into idiocy.
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Dream Woman

My Dream Woman

Teresa this silky brown woman her breasts surged upward
seeking the heavens. Her hair, a cascade of ebony, reached
to the small of back and down there, between voluminous
thighs a honeycomb of lustre, not given freely to any bee
that passed her way.

She called me a blond Viking - I "'m bald now- and we sailed to
St. Lucia to meet her parents. Wedding an no expenses were
spared, but then disaster struck and I had leave.

When I returned Teresa had married am engineer, and I said:
how come you could do this to me?

Her answer was simple, the wedding was set and If the groom
didn "t show up, she would be a laughingstock on the Island...
and that is why I never married and still is a bachelor forever
looking for a woman like Teresa.
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Dreaming On Life-Raft

Dream on a raft

A balsam raft, with a mast and a Latin sail, I built for amusement on summer
days on the inner sea,

but I found myself too far from shore, daydreaming is dangerous,

I had forgotten the dark undercurrent.

The shore is hazy; tomorrow it will have gone it's just me and the blue outer-sea
where fog banks are forgotten memories. I and the raft will end up on a blue
painted plaster sea, in an empty bottle of rum that sits on a mantel piece
collecting dust particles.

Till someone lifts it up to blow cigar smoke down its open neck; I'll be invisible in
the scented fog bank.

When the mist clears I shall be gone, the smoker, astonished, will ask:

&qguot; What happened to the raft and the man in the bottle? Fearful throw his
cigar into the hearth, sell his scrap metal business, buy a dingy, leave his wife,
set sail for the outer sea,

where the fly-fish fly like ospreys across the blue sea, he just might find;
whatever he's looking for

it ain"t here
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Dreams And Florida Oranges
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Dreamy Spring

Dreamy spring

Spring sun, I sit in the yard surrounded by high walls
for privacy, alas, it is to hide my fear of people and

the boredom of ordinary, talkative life.

Nevertheless, my view is splendid the sky, and clouds
making faces of people I knew, sometimes into ugly
monsters with sagging flesh and a toothless grin-

cirrus cannot make visible teeth- a plane overhead
makes a pale jet-stream.

&quot;Are you using sun-cream&aquot; a voice from the inside
hollers; spring sun is a friend it warms does not burn
the August sun does that.

A tank regiment of grey clouds hides the pleasant air

I feel the cold and scan the sky for drones, hide indoors
till I see, through a crack in the curtain, all-clear signals
time for a walk before lunch.

Oskar Hansen

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

546



Dressed To Kill

Dressed for Murder

Autumn leaves have made the track in the forest a wonder

to walk, the summer is over and now the best time of the year beckons.

Stillness, a squirrel is busy collecting nuts, they have seen me before
and see no reason to stop their task. A black snake scuttles across

the track and appears annoyed like I should have disturbed the natural
order of things; snake catch squirrels.

It was a serpent that fucked up Adam and Eve' s dream of Paradise,

a small bungalow and a few pigs, was that too much to ask?

Up north they kill seal they eat our fish, so we kill them and women
were beautiful coats, especially baby skin fur, but that is ok,

The sea is our larder.

Oskar Hansen

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

547



Driving Home

Driving home

Driving back to Algarve we took the long road

more cafés and restaurants by the roadside and not

SO many crazy drivers.

The restaurants were full of Portuguese people on vacation
they like their lunch in this country

Grilled chicken

Grilled meat

Grille the unspeakable innards

Stewed meat

Bacalao with cream

Red wine

Fresh fish

Beans in its many variations

Water, cold from the well

The worst of the summer heat had gone good mood prevailed.
People talk in this country

at the same time.

The din of happy, eating people was symphony of summer time
a few weeks of freedom, the paying of bills could come later

I love this country called Portugal even when I'm in a hurry and
the women in front of me and the check-out person talk about
grandchildren.
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Drones

Drones

The agreeable weather persists it worries me sitting in the yard

I was going to read the papers, but cramps in hands prevent me

so I study two flies circling they could be miniature

drones sent there to spy no, stop this persecution complex now

the political editor of the Guardian is not spying on you.

There so many drones now the grey cloud one sees are drones
flying in formation and the sun is a giant mirror.

There must be a regulation the government will demand to fly
wherever they want for security, a word loaded of falsehood

and lies what they don "t want you to know is called security.

We the people may get a small drone that only flies 50 metres
over the house and not be weaponized &quot;the right to have drones.&quot;
Is not in the constitution

Do not make love to your wife on the patio or in your garden the eye
in the sky sees you and you will pay a hefty fine for lewd behaviour
We will have to suffer drones

till some clever clogs find a way to shot down drones with a laser
rays or turn the drones, so it goes back to base and blows up

the hut where the controller sits pressing abort, abort to no awhile
desperately throw himself out of the window and run.

The two flies - drones- have disappeared, this makes me annoyed
so I'm not worth spying on, is that it!

On the roof, sits a seagull it is one legged used to be the king of

a cliff in the outer sea, it was dethroned and came here to live

out its retirement on leftovers, at night it shrieks in despair
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Drones And Riots

Just a Thought (drones and riots)

In Waziristan, a tiny Pakistani town, a drone hit its target.
The collateral damage... several children killed.

This incident happened about the same time as riot struck
London after an armed loser was shot by the police.

A few building were torched and many shops were looted
and trivial items like trainers and TV were stolen.

In Waziristan the drone was dropped by murderous fools
the riot in London was done by the hopelessly inadequate.
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Drowning

Drowning

A fledgling flew,

alas, wings to small and weak
it landed in a puddle

and quickly drowned.

Tiny tot too dies easily

in ponds

lakes

rivers

bath tubs

and in the Mediterranean Sea
only few of them

die by accident.
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Drowning 1

Drowning

A fledgling flew,

alas, wings to small and weak
it landed in a puddle

and quickly drowned.

Tiny tot too dies easily

in ponds

lakes

rivers

bath tubs

and in the Mediterranean Sea
only few of them

die by accident.
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Drumbeat Of War

The Drum Beat of War.

Smoke came from the mountain pass troops marched to the border,
general mobilizing declared, the old spoke of wars of yore the young
stopped slouching and looked around for the enemy. Ministers and
king wore uniform, laws were passed against a fifth columnists and
against anyone who had a different opinion than the norm; although
many were arrested no one was tried. War cry had brought order from
the chaos of democratic peace.

The jingoistic fever lasted all summer a good time for marching and
military parades, women wore flowers in their hair ready to kiss loved
ones goodbye. Fall rain, the north-westerly blew cold and war didn’t
happen, leaders congratulated themselves for winning the peace, and as
big snowflakes slowly fell so did our realisation that we open eyed had
marched into an open prison and could no longer travel anywhere, in
our country, without a passport.
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Dry Months

Dry Months

A Dracula drought drank soil’s blood,
In spring and clouds refused to shed
Their load of collected sorrow before
The middle of October.

The landscape jaundiced and leaves on
Trees petrified into rusty bits of metal
That clanked abjectly in a breeze that
Tasted of dust and reheated air.

In the stale heat of the night thoughts
Ran free to dream of mountain lakes,
Deep fiords and cascades of sweet water
In a landscape green and wondrous.

Teasingly, heavy clouds came from

The north shed loads of liquid pearls that
Rolled like tobacco spittle on parched
Ground and nature held its breath.

The downpour didn’t last very long,
But long enough for the landscape to
Not give up hope and become a new
Sahara only fit for scorpions.
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Dry River

River of Doom

Sad sight dry river, and twenty years ago it was
three metre deep and had trout. We caught some
with nets and, fried them on a small fire and felt
like cavemen. Delicious fish meat we ate with our
fingers. Every year I have seen the river getting
smaller even in the winter when it rains irregularly,
it is no more than a beck. There is no fish not even
the skeleton of children caught by a wall of water,
when it had been raining upland and into the river.
Their father was arrested it was said he had killed
the children, fed them to the pigs, but for a single
button in the sty they sat him free. Terrible rumors
every summer I see him walking along the dry river,
muttering to himself trying to find his children
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Dubai

Dubai.

Dubai, the shiny city amongst sand dunes, is built by migrant workers
and their blood. Yes, in this unparalleled luxury, hotel staffs smile like
bright buttons...or else. Your discontent may cost them their job,
suicide amongst migrant workers goes unreported; so guests can sleep
in peace in their gilded beds. Should you ever go to Dubai, remember
it will drown in the sand, when the economic forces move elsewhere.
And this hubris on parched soil will be an historic interlude.

The wind in the night will murmur about untold suffering and the soul
of the disposed shall whisper words for no one ears and the wailing of
the conceited haves shall be goats bleat when sacrificed on the altar
of time without end. For this is the universal law, those you enslaved
will arise and possess you.
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Dysfunctional

Dysfunctional Family

When we came to my brother's house,
the family was out, but the dinner was
still on the table and warm, thought of
the mysterious schooner, Mary Celeste.

Slamming car doors and my wife's shrill
voice had alerted them of our arrival

They were now hiding under the vines
that grew sour grapes, but were red and
nice to look at; the garden looked dry, so

we turned the sprinklers on before leaving.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 557



Earthquake

Earthquake in Haiti

The corpses look like they have been flung down from the sky,
rejected by god for being too poor. Broken limbs and stillness in
the dust. There is a groundswell of a cry, a primitive anger that
has nowhere to go, but inwards eating the victims of injustice like
a virulent cancer. We are religious people who do our Ave Marias
and voodoo on the side. We pray to god and saints, so why this
devastation? Long deep trenches, a place for obese bodies, many
with hands stretching skywards as asking why did you forsake us?
And as always the heaven is silent, yet in the absence of hope and
the rumor of an angel is walking amongst the poor blessing them,
there is hope. But more body fall, rejected by the heaven; and our
bishop is dead too. The cry of anguish will tear us apart till we lose
our reason, sink to our knees and pray to a god that knows no mercy;
as cadavers keep falling from an indifferent sky.
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Easter Reading

Easter Reading

In Lima - Peru- a hippo was pulling the tram car with
its best friend a water buffalo. They had ended up
here, far from Africa, after the great flood ebbed and
had been blessed with eternal life, only being mere
animals they didn "t know this. In Lima no one made
a big issue of this, but when the wider world knew
and some adventurers set about trying to kill the pair,
in vain, the Lima people took another look, especially
since the church thought they were the devil s own
handiwork and god would never had allowed beasts
besting man. Angry people took to hurling mud and
stones at the animals, also calling them rude names.
From the mountain came a man dressed in white
burnoose, and spoke to the people:

“For years you respected my creation, the hippo and
the water buffalo, with respect and care I thought
well of you and decided that the archbishop of Lima,
when time was right, would be the new pope, but you
have disappointed me greatly; hence the new pope
will be the archbishop of Buenos Aires, Argentina”.
The man, in a white burnoose paused... and said: “It is
also, time you electrified the tram system.”
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Easter Remembered

Easter Remembered.

When the sun glares

there are no shadows the shine
becomes

a haze no thought can penetrate,
a lucidity that reveals nothing

I saw them by the side of the road
two hundred sheep

ragged dogs and a shepherd

to look after them,

and on a hill afar a church,

it is Easter Sunday

wish I could paint the scene

alter the architecture

of the church as it is too modern
an alien in this landscape

of peace and coloured by catholic
postcard idyll.
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Eastertide

A cloud of polished steel hangs over

The village, hollowed eyed people

Look up to the sky

Where is spring this year?

Like the man on the bridge they can

take no more.

For Paulo, the old carpenter it was

all too much, no wine could still his angst
of not seeing another spring and

his nightly screams echoed till dawn.

Dogs barked his time was over

hanging in the shed between his tractor
and work-bench.

This shook the village out of stupor

No more waiting for what may never come,
a pig was slaughtered its blood an offering
to life itself.

The feast lasted for days.
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Economics

Economic Grows Theory

A forest is beautiful to look at, it also has animals jumping
about not being productive for our common good.

So we chop down the trees and make timber, never mind
the animals they are dangerous anyway; who wants to risk
being attacked by a puma. On the cleared space we can build
houses made of the former forest “s timber, this will give
employment for many and that is good for mankind.
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Ecuador

Ecuador

I met a girl in Guayaquil it was night
We swam in the Pacific, the strand
Was white and had upturned boats

I wanted to give her something, but
Had nothing of importance, gave her
A bottle of after shave lotion

She gave me her address which I lost
And since the ship never came back

She became a scented memory.
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Educated Stranger

The Educated Stranger

His dark eyes no longer smile, always well dressed,
he walks rapidly through town; speaks to people
but only briefly, and mostly about the weather.
Often he disappears for weeks, drives from town
to town it is as he is looking for something that he
will only know what is when he finds it.

His family, travelling folks, a close knit society he
accidently broke out of when he was persuaded

to seek higher education, he became different.
Travelers journey and he saw his people disappear
In a haze of road dust. A natural business flair,

he made money so he could retire early, and live in
a big house. His eyes scan the horizon, looking for
the irretrievable.
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Edward Hopper...Painter

Once I Met Edward Hopper.

I was dining in a small hotel in downtown New York,

the food was ok, but the place eerily quiet, so I went

for a walk, it had been raining but the weather was mild.

Further down the street that was wide, yet not well lit

I walked into a cafe and had a coffee. A man sat by the counter

he wore a brown suit, but kept his brown hat on his head.

By a table two middle aged women, perhaps prostitutes.

The short order cook was frying a burger for the man in the suit

and I guessed he was a private eye on a mission.

On the other side of the road, a basement bar thought a whisky

would taste good, but when I tried to leave I could not,

It appeared I was caught in an Edward Hopper painting ca 1948.

Since I did not appear in the artist's original work, I tore myself

loose and with some struggle got out. Looking back saw my shadow
sitting there and the detective, was eating his burger.

Back at the hotel, no one at the reception desk I took a lift to my room
could not find it or any rooms, so I walked past the painting and walked
down into the basement bar that was deserted too save, for the private
dick, I now realised was Edward Hopper, and the two women but none
of them took notice me.
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Electrification

Modern Times

Artificial heart

Its batteries fastened to your belt
Be careful

Always have reserve batteries

In your pocket

Should you run out you have got
2 minutes

To find and replace

So do not fumble and lose them
On the floor.
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Elegiac

Elegiac

The hotel was empty no one the reception area

I walked upstairs and all the room where empty.
The restaurant at the hotel had a grubby air

like human activity swiftly fell on plates as dust.

I looked out of the window it had snowed and
snowy footsteps on pavements but no people.
Evening came early, streetlamps came on and
snow fell on the vacant road keeping its knowledge

I got a blanket from one of the rooms sat in
The foyer waited and had no clear idea what
the waiting was about, maybe a phone call.
Then it was morning her funereal was at ten
but this was not a day for a hearty breakfast
the street had people not sharing my sorrow.
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Elegy

The Elegy

From Chicago to Washington
Guns play their fatal crescendo
Not much glissando

Too many musicians

Or too many instruments?
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Elvira The Almond Tree

Elvira was walking her dog, a poodle, in a landscape
of rounded hills, when she fell into a cylindrical
borehole; her dog waited for her to come up again,
she didn"t, and since it was getting dark it ran home.
In the night an almond tree grew out of the hole

it had had white and pink flowers forever blooming.
In the morning people went looking for Elvira,

the dog led the way, and when they came to the tree
it sat down, wagged its tale and happily barked.
Elvira was never found. When the search was over
everyone walked home, but the dog stayed by the tree
only came at night to be fed; and people reckoned

it was the last place the mute had seen Elvira.

The dog was happy playing around the tree catching
falling petals when not snuggled up sleeping by its
trunk, people smiled and called the tree Elvira.

The faithful cur didn "t come home one evening it
had, just like Elvira, disappeared into the long night.
Beside the almond tree a miniature version grew it
too flowered all year; between them gossamer full

of dawn pearls glittered.
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Emerald Isle

The Emerald Isle

Sailing into Cork I saw green hills, the sea was jade,

I understood why Ireland was called the emerald island.
On the sheer slopes sheep grazed; chancers I thought
the slightest slip and they will fall into verdant waters.
Why not graze on the plateau be happy with modest
fodder if not as succulent as grass too unsafe to get at?
Sheep do fall sometimes they are rescued by a passing
voracious fishing vessels, and end up as Irish stew.
Cork was pretty port it had a no hasty feel back then,
it became a busy place ignoring the hazardous slopes,
but holy is economic progress, lush living for everyone.
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Empires

Empires

On the ancient road I hear roman soldiers’ footsteps, all roads lead back to an
empire;

and nothing has changed the poor die in the service of their masters. The
Romans took

the elites sons of country they wanted to dictate sent them to Rome trained and
sent

them back and they had vassal state. It didn’t always work, loyalty became
resentment

and uprising, the kept kings demanded more power. The new empire is doing the
same,

sends sons and daughters of the elite, in countries they want to control, to
Harvard, we

get the royal household of Jordan. Sometime it backfires and we get Osama Bin

Laden.

All empires must fall it's written in the stars, their outpost Israel, is a sacrilege,
losing her

humanity. I hear tired Roman soldiers marching on roads their foes will take
when they

come to crush them. Iraq is a civil war waiting to happen, Afghanistan is a lost
cause and

Pakistan will never submit to foreign dominance. I hear the footsteps, the new
empires’

soldiers, the urban poor, have been promised glory, and shiny medals, as always
they die

for a dream not theirs. The ghosts of roman soldiers marches on through the
centuries,

nothing has changed in two thousand years.
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Empty Trolley

Empty Trolley

The supermarket
Has got its own

Bell tower

Like a modern church
For capitalism
Hundreds of shops
Selling the obvious
Garish colours

An ice-rink

Many restaurants
Selling

Unhealthy food
There is no art here
Very little to see

If you do not care
About

High heeled shoes
And burgers
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End Game

War. Senryu
“End game”

That is when the dead get up
And go for lunch

“End game”
That's when the French president
Blames the British
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End Of A Life

The End of a Life

There were many flowers on her grave
from family, friends and foes.
they feared her lashing tongue.

The evening and night were cold,
in the morning the flowers looked
white and bloodless.

Why does it has to end like this
In utter silence it is as she had never lived.

The morning traffic is heavy

Friday, the week is coming to an end
and no one will ever know her wisdom,
the suffering she had endured.

And if remembered, she was the old woman
who spoke the truth

No one wanted to hear.
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End Of Austerity

End of Austerity

Winter had ice on the village pond, under elm trees sweet snhow,
and our village was a postcard. Now it is about the price of potatoes,
no herring in the sea. Austerity, old women have been cooked and
made into lard. Old men have been rounded up, put in barrels and
salted; to be eaten, -as dry cod fish, - with green leaves of spring.
No winter wood, shot gun pellet damp and rabbits eat the carrots,
bankers live on curried eels rolled in euro notes, they let no one in.
Austrian mist dwells over Europe, yet there is the promise, EU has
disappeared like the romantic alpine fog; the drachma and escudos
are a legal tender again. Winter of discontent is over the English
will be scheming while waiting for approval by the USA (the special
relationship is a misty London dream) The French and Germans can
continue their natural enmity, as Belgium, Holland and Luxembourg
stir, as always, the big black pot of political intrigues.
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End Of Christianity

End of Christianity

In many Muslim countries, I came to as a seafarer
there was a seaman mission where you could get
books, but it had to be kept a secret no name or flag
to offend the population with our Christian symbols
Now, years later, the Moslems are here and demand
to be heard, slam doors and pressure us to change our
way of life for them.

All over the Middle East Christianity is also ebbing in
Israel where it is only tolerated as to attract tourists,
not that I lament the passing, but like it or not it was
the Christian faith that brought equality a culture to
heathen shores by a religion that originated in Palestine.
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End Of Democracy

End of democracy

I think we are witnessing a historic shift
the page has turned and our ideas about
democracy is regarded with suspicion
because it is in inclusive and give too much
freedom to the individual. This idea that

a person could have his own faith instead
of a faith that included all and those who
cannot conform must die.

This philosophy flies in the face of us who

has fought for this goal, only to find this is

not what the people want and you cannot

fight the future. For me, this will be a bleak time
murderous and peaceful, but it will not last

the conservative forces will not prevail.
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End Of Line

End of the Line

Old man, yes, you who walk near the houses on the pavement
down the street using a cane, is there something wrong with
your hips? Hey! Old man when you see a group of youngsters
standing by the corner you feel fear, and if they make fun of

the way you walk you pretend not to hear only try to walk faster.
It didn’t used to be like this you looked the world in the eye as
you broad shouldered swaggered down the street of life, no one
dared to challenge you then; you didn't know it was going to end
like this. Hey! Old man your life is behind you and your future is
the grave, and your walk often takes you to the cemetery where
you often go and read the names of people you used to know.
You live in pain- tell me way- most of the time, watch irrelevant
news TV, while drinking a little whisky. Every Saturday you go
the café and drink beer with other old men, only there are so few
of them now. Hey! Old man with a foot in the grave, in your dream
you are still virile and when you wake up you feel young until you
see the cane or your face in the unforgiving mirror. Yet you go on
living your loveless life in the hope of seeing another spring and
see the blossoming of the almond tree.
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End Of Politics

End of Politics

I sit on the terrace in the sun, its forenoon and not too hot

A dog in the road barks looking up I ignore it and it leaves sits
in the shad and wait. I feel guilty get up walk down and feed

it two slices of ham. I refuse now to write political poems its
quite useless, but it shocked me to learn that in 1952 ex nazi
officers had and army ready to defend West Germany against
the Russians; they didn "t attack. The Russians never do as we
expect, and now the fascist thugs in Kiev, with the help of CIA,
are baiting the bear. Nor will I bother to write that I regard
NATO as a war machine gone mad, by the lack of a apt targets
to bomb; in a way it is USA s forbidding, foreign subdivision.
On the white wall opposite my cottage the shadows made

a map of Europe then as the sun got higher on the cerulean sky
it erased the map, was that an omen?
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End Of This Dream

The End of Poetry

I refuse, refuse to write anymore my head

is a winter turnip you can slice fry and pretend

it is schnitzel served with spinach and mashed
potatoes, all of them are veggies that refuse to
be eaten but have little choice but to surrender
at the motto of “Let us try this once more.”
Dreams are the last to go, she was sleeping and
dying woke up and said she had a funny dream
she told me about it delightful memories she
didn" t have a happy childhood and a pony,
touched my deeply. Two hours later she died in
the middle of another dream and stark reality
sat in a corner crying. Pallid faces took her away
as I repeated to myself, I refuse to believe what
have occurred, reality had lost its rudder.

I accepted the avoidable opened a door and was hit
by a storm full of siteful and hateful thoughts,
but I refuse to write about that.
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Endings

They took his shoes

first the left one then,
with a slight hesitation
the right shoe,

now he wears silk slippers
walks on soft carpets

at the luxury home for
the aged where life is a hush
a murmur of paid concern.
Everything he might
whish for is here,

but his youth.
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Endless Is The Road

Endless is the Road

I have for some time not been eating boiled cabbage and it is
of not the slightest importance unless it has been boiled with
pork shoulder ham. I just say this because we had dinner at

a restaurant for once I was not driving since we were taking
the motorway a toll road where all the crazy people assemble.
Big powerful cars driven by men who have not yet mastered
the mantra my driving instructor repeated: you drive the car it
doesn’t drive you.

I dislike driving on modern roads, they go on forever and I get
the feeling of a prisoner, a man who looks out his barred cell
window and sees only the landscape’s seasons but cannot touch
It inhales the aroma. I shall never be free of a past imagined.

I demanded she stop the car, I was going to walk home, a feat
I'm not capable of, I demanded a cigarette — we don’t smoke-
she gave me 5- milligram valium, as ordered by the doctor, and after
a break, we somehow got home.
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Endless Road

The Endless Road

I'm free today- my mind is on Christmas-

look at a map of Europe and Portugal

it is an old map I used when travel about, before
motorways made it difficult to navigate.

Once I drove from Portugal to Norway with this map,
It took a week but I got there

now one small error on a toll road and we have to
drive for miles to get off and pay for it too.

And there is no one around to ask for help

a café that sells cigarettes and beer and has a urinal.
Only endless roads that have no story to tell

it is like driving in a tunnel without a roof.

Get me back on the old country road where

there is a chance to see a flock of sheep or a horse
grazing on a knoll in the afternoon sun.

Or perhaps I' m talking about my youth everything
was easier than even when life was difficult.
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English Rose

The English Rose (end of a dream)

I once met an English rose, slightly frizzled at the edges.
Her eyes was as green as the Atlantic sea, this alone
should have been a warning, ‘cause I know how untrue

the sea can be. Her voice sounded like tinkling bells and
her artistic hands could to wonders. Embraced we slept in
the good tiredness of exhausted lovers. But in heaves of
love she often whispered another man’s name, it filled me
with foreboding. I rang and rang, no answer, went to her
house, she wasn’t there, her neighbor said she had gone

to Spain and she mentioned a name I had so often heard.
The good woman saw my tears, hugged me and whispered.
“She is not worthy of your love.” Years went by I saw her at
a supermarket’s check out. Her bloom had gone, no longer
a rose, just a woman with a bitter lined face carrying a bag
of grocery.
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Envy

The Envy

They do not pay me well, in this café, where

I work, so I take a little food home and drink

a little wine, when I can, because all the chefs
I read about make much more money than me.

When a big shot, in the world of finance, gets
paid a million in bonus, he takes it but grumble
for in his circle, he knows no one who are paid
less then this, but many who are paid more

When I get my pension after cooking food for
fifty years, it will not be much and I know of

no one who get less than me, but plenty who
receive much more and that makes me bitter.

But it's sweet to know that those who make
more money than me are rancorous too ‘cause
they know of many very rich people who have

much more money than they have.
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Epic Joureny

Epic Journey

This story happened before the invention of snow-scooters,
a couple- the @sterjgen was frozen over- wanted to flee

the poverty of Suomi to the relative prosperous Svearike on
a sledge pulled by their pony. It was a long, cold treck, their
small horse got very tired and could not pull them anymore.
They needed the pony it could be used as carter of gods in
Stockholm. They made the tired animal lie down

on the sledge put a big blanket over it and continued their
journey. The winter night was very cold and they also got
too tired to pull the sledge. They lay down beside the horse
and slept snugly to a dazzling sunlight awoke them.

The pony rested was fed with the last sack of hay left and
harnessed. In good mood all three continued their heroic
crossing to Svearike and new future.
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Epigram

Epigram

All dolls are equal, but some are
better dressed than others; yet

they all end up- utterly forlorn-

in a cardboard box, on the attic.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 587



Epigram

One man’s dream is man s ennui
we feign interest like an insincere
elephant who self-deprecates its
total apathy to human banalities.

Epigram

It is not possible to be a poet without

taking a stance against the inequity of
what is happening, but those who will

not hear call it political propaganda.
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Epigram 10

Epigram

Many elderly people- like me- remember their
youth in a haze of pink nostalgia, but since I still
have eyes and remember well I can only say to be

young was the most difficult time in my life.
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Epigram 3

Epigram

To have few secrets is a recipe
For an untroubled life.

But those who have no secrets

Must have lived a boring life.
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Epigram 4

Epigram

Beware of tradition it can be harmful and Intolerant
Hateful of those who do not share your way of life
New ideas will be met with scorn old ways was best.
Not true, don 't let convention steal your freedom
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Epigram 5

Epigram

The moment of freedom is when
You have to make a choice.

When it is made you are no longer

Free but trapped by your decision.
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Epigram 56

Epigram

I don’t want to wait long patience is not my virtue
But when it does happens it will happen too fast
Just as I want time to slow down.
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Epigram 6

When parks have been fenced in and locked
And school play grounds shut down

Will children be safe or lose their freedom
Behind dark curtains?
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Epigram And Sunryu

Epigram

Drone war is conducted by those
unwilling to give up anything against
those who are willing to sacrifice all
in order to get rid of alien intruders.

Senryu

Drones strikes are
Conducted by cowards
Who do not like

The sight of blood
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Epiphany

Epiphany

How soft rain is

I hold out my hands
Cupped like a holy grail

I wash my face

And is rejuvenated

My mind is clear
Epiphany

And slowly rain falls

I understand

Time is no longer endless.
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Epiphany 1

Epiphany

It was an incredible summer in 1950 the war was over things were getting

back to normal, mother’s new boyfriend who worked at a factory had

a rowboat and paid holiday leave. A Sunday early we rowed to a small island

in the bay, mother had brought a blanket, sandwiches in brown paper bags
mostly jam I think and two bottles of soft drink, water and cold milk that sun
went off, and a thermos flask of coffee. The boyfriend gave me a line with

hook on told me to go fishing- telling me what to do is not easy not even for me-
in the shallow water near the pier as bait, I found a worm under a stone thread
the living thing on the fishhook.

the water was crystal clear had tiny fishes that looked like rainbows swimming
about I saw the sky....I was in a trance thought I was what I saw took a step
forward and landed in the water people came running helping me up back I was
in real time mother came running too shouted at me as mothers do and worried
about my delicate health. Rowing back into town again the boyfriend was grumpy

suggested I had fallen into the water to get attention I said little in my defence
how could I explain for a moment I had understood everything, but on the other

hand he could have been right how is a boy supposed to know
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Equine And May

On the flatland was a field so green, had cute blue
flowers that tend to disappear in end of spring.
The pasture was framed by purple poppies and no
sheep around, those infernal eating machines that
graze meadows into wasteland.

Stood in the middle of this succulence,

the aroma was overwhelming.

I swooned.

Sank down on my knees buried my face in the moist
wondrousness and wished I were a stallion.
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Equines

Equines

One really ought to start with the beginning only it goes so long back
That it is impossible to remember.

I remember being born but that was just an interlude, cold and
Unpleasant and being kiss by strangers.

I like horses though but that has nothing to do with my inception.
But then was anyone ever born, we are just a part of a bigger
Broader picture where we but an unconscious number

But I do like horses and would have loved galloping across some
Grassland and jumping over brooks.

And now we have emboli fever which is either over hyped,

Ten thousand dead by September or it is the new plague coming
To reduce our number...and yet, and yet I would like to be a horse.
As I wonder if USA will ever be able to live for a whole year
Without starting a war somewhere
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Erection

Erection

August heat I sent in a comment to an article in the Guardian,
dislike many of their readers, but it is a good paper, even if it
tends to lose its nerves and waffle a bit when the pressure is on.

I look to see if anything is written about lack of erection, not long
ago my member could carry a beach towel, a party trick for one
witness, now it will not even carry a paper napkin. I could write
and ask the woman who is married to a comedian and has a sexual
healing column in the Guardian, only I don 't like her much I think
she’s fraud; and the comedian she married stop being funny after
he dastardly divorced his first wife and married her. When working
class people are successful they tend to marry “up” that is because
they meet lots of new and well spoken people, who flatter them,
but they are wrong they will be sandpapered down lose their strength
to suit the middle class taste; rich they will be, so who cares?
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Escapees

The Escapees

The goat by the wayside had sun flecked eyes
rhombus brown pupils... and silky white wool.
But it was not alone, together with a donkey
that had brown eyes which exuded endless
patience, and long lashes; they both were on
the way to town where a circus said it needed
more animals and promised hay, dry straw

to sleep on and fame. But knew, as I heard

an ohm of a plane overhead, that it is difficult
to find your way back home and remembered
my mother watering plants on the window sill
while I was biking up and down the road
showing off. I took the animals back to the farm
the agrarian was glad to see them, the goat was
his pet, the donkey too now that he had a blue
tractor, yet both make the domestic landscape
more picturesque.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 601



Eternal Screen

Eternal Screen

It s too hot to go for a walk, I stare at a blank screen
Its afternoon, in my cabin and silence is intrusive,
a low one toned hum of doom.

Intense white screen, but when looking closer I see
myriads of tiny black squares, a mask that will not
let go of its dark secret.

I try to rip it open with a volley of words, but they
bunch back, and reduced to banality of what have
been overstated a million times.

Exhausted I erase words send them into the bleak
world of Delete, a place where surplus words and
emails are sent to shuffle in obliquity.

I read the news 228 people have fallen into the sea,
hasty words fell out of them too and into silence.

Cooling breeze, must get out and hear the day sing.
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Europe's Problem

The Problem of Europe

There is an echo that rumbles in my liberal mind regarding
the Moslem population in Europe. Yes, we must accept them
they are citizens, but they do live in Europe now which has
different culture than the Moslem world. But it appears to me
they want to change a Europe to become like them.

The first generations of Moslems who came here were happy
to escape poverty and repressing regimes, however it is

the new generation who feel they are not being accepted...
but they are. Europe needs the energy and thrift the Moslem
youth brings as long as they don't try to fit Europe into

an unreal sharia state that never existed other than in the mind
zealots. So my liberal mind is confused, I will bend for their
religious needs, but I will not live their repressed life, to be
straitjacket into religious rules I find objectionable.
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Evenhere, In My Valley

Even here in my valley

After seeing the horror of Mumbai
how peaceful my vale is, rain falls
gently on the roof; earlier today as
as sun and rain shambled about

I saw, in the old olive grove where
the rainbow had landed, forest gods
danced lustily around an angel sat
on a throne of glitzy stones.

As I came nearer they saw me and
disappeared in a mist of aromatic
rose’s scent. It was not a dream, for
I saw marks of elegant, narrow feet,
but, alas, one had a hoofed foot,
bigger then a sheep’s, about the size
of a mule’s that lacks the want to
dance in a ring of reproductive desire.
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Evening In Paradise

Evening in the village it is about nine o'clock nothing on TV except
men in nice suits and cuff links talking about the economy, they all
are experts yet disagree about everything banging hands on table,
getting red faced and angry, so I switched off. A motorbike is making
its unsteady progress through the village, Joao home from the bar,
dogs don't bark, know the sound it is only when he is trying to get
off and fall they bark a little, angry voices, and then utter stillness.

I stroll through the village only street every window is shuttered not
letting out light it is like they think they have to pay extra if it does.
I walk down to the main road and hope anything would come to pass
enveloped as I'm by tediousness. A car drives past I spend minutes,
wondering where it is going. Back home I switch the TV back on,

a drone attack an important terrorist has been killed, as have eleven
other mostly children, collateral damage, but we fight a global war.

I wished for and found my Paradise on earth and it is bloody boring.
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Evening Light

The Evening Light

I ought to take an interest in death

But I no longer find it an interesting subject
It has to do with acceptance

Which I find comforting since I'm not religious
But has a strong spiritual streak

I believe in the mystic

What we fail to understand in normal life

I have second sight

I can see the near future only I suspect it is
Caused by experience

I believe in ghost by those who have not
Accepted death they are generally unhappy
And totally powerless they can 't call up

The devil since he does not exist

I have seen my dead dog on several occasions
She lives in my mind, but I do not dream of her
As I used to and now she is in black & white
Demise is in @ way a monotonous subject
There is no future in it, here I manly laugh
Look at my watch I will have drink eight swim
In ocean of mild intoxication
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Evening Song

Evening and horses

I'm walking on the bottom of an ancient sea

The bottom is flat and rich in grapes and cabbage.

The used to be a lake here, but it disappeared

What is left is a small stream that gets its water from
Water below. On the lake that was, and no longer is
Helicopter pilots practice take-off and landing

Some gipsy horses graze nearby and ignore the noise

The choppers make- I took a picture of one going in

For landing, it belongs to the fire department, many fires
During the hot summer, some fires need to burn

And some fires are caused by pyromaniacs.

But never mind I will see my doctor at the hospital tomorrow
She is like a beautiful race horse on the wrong side of fifty,
She is forever telling me what not to eat; she told me curry
Was fattening once and I said nothing on her desk there is
A picture of her husband he is a pilot.
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Evening Song No Two

Evening and horses

I'm walking on the bottom of an ancient sea

The bottom is flat and rich in grapes and cabbage.

The used to be a lake here, but it disappeared

What is left is a small stream that gets its water from
Water below. On the lake that was, and no longer is
Helicopter pilots practice take-off and landing

Some gipsy horses graze nearby and ignore the noise

The choppers make- I took a picture of one going in

For landing, it belongs to the fire department, many fires
During the hot summer, some fires need to burn

And some fires are caused by pyromaniacs.

But never mind I will see my doctor at the hospital tomorrow
She is like a beautiful race horse on the wrong side of fifty,
She is forever telling me what not to eat; she told me curry
Was fattening once and I said nothing on her desk there is
A picture of her husband he is a pilot.
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Everyday Life And Chocolate

Everyday life and Chocolate.

A sweet shop in the middle of nowhere, I had bought a box of chocolate,
but had no money, the owner took my sack of hay given to me by a farmer
to make a mattress, as payment. Now I sleep on top of a big kitchen table
for fear of rats. When I get up at night to drink water, I can hear them
hissing under the floor board. The candy man’s daughter is dying, she has
always been in love with her image and can’t bear the thought of parting.
from her mirror. Last night I fell off the kitchen table, dreamed I was back
at sea and my ship was pitching and rolling, bet it gave the rats a fright.
The phone rang it was my mother, couldn’t hear what she said, bad line
between heaven and earth. Went to the candy man’s daughter’s funeral
the casket was decorated with colourful sweets and expensive chocolate,
the sermon was light hearted the priest looked as he was on a high. I don’t
eat chocolate anymore, but live on raw carrots. So slim you are fat people
tell me; my diet is carrots I say and the rush to the green grocer to buy some,
but they continue to eat sweets. Things are looking up the farmer gave me
another sack of hay and a rat catching terrier, and every morning it puts
the night’s catch on the kitchen table.
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Ex, Drinker

The ex-drinker

He had stopped drinking looked remarkably well

his wife was proud of him less so his friend who
never saw him in the bar they sometimes met him

in the street but his manners was formal.

Promoted at work, bought a new car indeed his

wife was proud of him as were everyone in his family
They found him hanged in the shed his calm had
been a deep depression, he had everything to live so
why did he top himself? Not easy to say I think it was
because no one had asked him if he was happy how
he felt in this new life of sobriety which they all took
for granted and ignored his silence.

This role he had to play as a middle-class man in suit
was painful, he liked drinking it made him dream and
he wrote them down, but when he began the sober life
his wife threw his dreams into the fire.
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Ex. Seafarer

Ex. Seafarer

As a former seafarer, I have been to most countries that
have a harbour, but I have not been to Nepal or Tibet and

I have never wished to meet the great Lama a man wearing
handmade boots. Once in Japan I went to the movie and
heard John Wayne speaking Japanese, I laughed out loud
and was politely asked to leave.

There was a time when I thought of settling in Costa Rica
but it didn't work out a love story gone awry; no not so

it was too far from Europe and there was much more to see.
I lived in the industrial belt of North/west of England for

a time and never got used to the social life of pubs, where
it appeared to me people took pride of being ignorant.

I live in Portugal now, we sometimes drive to the coast and
ogle the tourists who pay too much for everything.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 611



Execution

Execution

Ann had killed two men, for that she was fated to
die, there had been many appeals, they were in
vain; the governor too, not a man of much emotion,
had turned his manicured thumbs down.

Ann had been in our prison, five years now and had
become a friend and it was us, her keepers, whose
task it was to end her life, this woman who felt safe
in our jail, but she had brutally killed two men.

She asked us to be in the death room with her and
we spoke to her as she was injected with lethal drugs
and slipped away. A murderess that had killed her
father and brother, but refused to tell anyone why.

I was alone in the office when the phone rang,
the governor himself on the line, it was his birthday
and if it wasn’t too late her life could be spared.

“Too late? Ok! A killer, guess she deserved to die.”
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Execution 1

Execution

Shots in the night
The child asked at
the breakfast table
they hushed him.
It had

been snowing

the prisoners camp
was empty

but he saw bodies
on the ground

A sergeant

took his hand

led him home
said the prisoners
had moved

to another site.
Later that day

his friends

the soldiers

were silent.

The winter sun
softened

the snow.

Next day he saw
grass greening

it was spring
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Exile

The Exile.

You can't leave this town for the next six years, the magistrate had said.
Rang my house, no one there, I wanted someone to send for my dog so

I had good company in my exile; hoped my neighbour fed the cur and
didn’t put it down. I could not drive my car since I didn't have the right
license, and could not obtain one since I didn’t had the right documents.
The car stands there rusting away when I don't sit in it pretending to
drive, or sleep in it when I'm too tired to walk up to the sixth floor, when
the lift has broken down or used it as a toilet. A man, in facebook, said

he was in New Orleans, very well for him, but what made him tell me this,
did he try to impress me? I, who live in a town where I can see the sea,
from my window and need not live in fear of bursting levies. I'm going for
a walk, a ghost alive, on the way to the bus terminal, people move aside-
a ship ploughing the water. I'll board a bus and see where it takes me.
The bus I took yesterday only drove around the suburbia, many houses up
for sale, but I wasn’t going to buy any of them. Can’t think of anything more
forlorn than a vacant house I hear echo of crying and distressed voice.

It is the bank’s castle now. My cottage is empty too, outside sits a dog,
waits for me to come home.
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Expanse Of Time

Expanse of Time

The past is a bridge where I once stood tall upon a time
when chocolate was rationed and oranges were only eaten
at Christmas and it was a sensation when a ship loaded
bananas came in. I was proud then of my heritage, we were
special and the future was a beautiful landscape.

the bridge, made of wood took fire and fell into the river
that had stopped flowing we had used too much of

the world’s resources and now the future was unpredictable
as we naked stood on the holy mountain the earth shook
and humbled us- This year the banana boat will not come in,
the vines, dry and wizen was not a future I had foreseen.
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Exploitation Of A Name

Exploitation of a Name

There will soon be a line of ladies knickers coyly called
Mindela, the sanctimonious will deny knowledge of this
by those who care to protest? The Mandela name is gold
dust and must be exploited before collective memories
fail and a child will ask: Who was Mandela? * Mandela!
“Look up Wikipedia”, child. There is good wine made by
an estate called Mandela s, a relation that has the right
to use the name. (the great man didn "t drink)

Mandela chocolate, sweets and black puddings, all that can
help sell anything, like beer, or booze so fiery it will give you
the courage he had- if not for long. I will write a poem just
the way the untouchable man would have liked it, of irony
and smiles free of bitterness of the years he had to endure
and still lose his name in the churning miasma of capitalism.
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Extinct

Extinct

I saw a picture of the Tasmanian tiger

it was taken in 1964 and showed the last one on earth

I felt so sorry for the extinct animal

I was angry too here we go, white people to a place

that promises land we could not have where we came from
but what do we do eradicate animals that have lived

from time or long before human footprints.

Can you begin to image the loss when a living thing disappear
forever the burden of our guilt and now as the climate

of the world, chances are we will disappear to

Now I read a few animals might have survived which give
Hope to humankind. If they exist and not dream by dreamers
like me, one can only hope that men with guns will not

go hunting for a rare trophy
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Extolling The Great

Extolling the great

Protest poetry is a waste of time

He is a victim of the lion

And the man in the middle

A poet who write nationalistic poems

Will be extolled by the elite

He might even get an income never be free

To write what he wants

Less they take his money back

Call him a traitor and he have to take the bus home
Reduced to reading his poem in draughty rooms
To an audience of innocent lambs

How have dreams of greatness?

But he will get tea and scones

The lion doesn 't roar; it is made of stone

And decorates the entrance of the elite.
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Extraterrestrials?

The man, in my infancy, who said there were people

on the moon, was laughed at; he was wrong, but not
wrong in thinking there was other life forms on remote
planets. Years ago a big plane got vanished and landed
on the back of the moon where temperature is an even
22 Celsius and there were an abundance of green fruit
that looked like, bananas and nutty tasting blue grass.
Adults missing meat ate each other till there was only
one left, the pilot, and dejected jumped off the moon.
The youthful passengers and children got used to their
surroundings and could cook bananas in fifty variations.
They built caves and decorated them with chairs from
the plane and as beds they used dried banana leaves....
And as time went by the earth became a myth an idea
of paradise lost. This generation of moon dwellers wore
no clothes, what s point? Only women, on certain dates,
wore dried green skirts. So the man who believed there
was life on the moon may be right after all.
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Fable

A Fable Sonnet

I was flying high, yet it was hot my wings were tired
Spotted a well flew down and sat by its side

leant forward and saw me in the still cool water,

but I saw something else a dark shadow pushed me
and I fell into the cold water, looked up but the evil
wasn't there and as the sun was going west daylight
disappeared, but luckily for me, I had sharp talons and
could claw my way back up to the rim of the well.

It was night and evil sat by the fireside reading a book
of magic I couched its eyes out its scream brought
thunder and hailstones and evil ran outside to cool his
dead eyes he fell the well and called for help

what could I do a bird with silky feathers I flew up to
the sky and his screams bore the suffering of humankind
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Facism s Lack Of Sanity

Fascism ' s lack of Sanity

They are called Odin"s soldiers
And dress partly alike,

Leather jackets

Short cropped hair

And with an angry, righteous
Expression in white, round faces.
They claim to protect women

But they are just fascist who hates
People not like them.

For people from Syria or elsewhere
Who fled for their life

And often saw their loved ones drown,

Only came to the frozen north

As a last resort.

What people of Scandinavia need is
Intermarriage

To save them from dying drunk in
the snow.
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Factrory Food

Factory Made Food.

A perfect microwave dinner for one

sunrays drink from the wine bottle

The dinner is tasteless,

and the rest of the wine is warm

as a cat licks its paw and has no worry

about the morrow.

Who invented tuna fish with mashed potatoes?
It must be someone without a mother,

or if he had one, she must have been

a busy executive and time poor.

At the orphanage they eat left over of dinners
they never had, forever made into a stew
children do not care; yester-days loaf.

He sits in his mansion, count his money and
think of other variety of frozen food he can
invented preferable something that looks
looks like vomit.

He is a vegetarian and hate mankind for
liking meat...he hates greedy little children too
even his own, serves them burger made of
fat full of sugar and salt.

Knows he will follow them to the grave and
be the longest living man on earth.

Who the hell drank my wine?
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Fado

Fado

What do we do with Fado, this guitar sound and
guttural Portuguese voice that has a twang of
Arabia in its heart and is pure poesy.

Life, loss longing and the finality of death, is in
songs that celebrate love’s unbearable sweetness,
our tragedy and the unobtainable.

Yes, sing me a Fado, let me hear the guitar and

I will close my eyes float in a sea of melancholy

and remember you.
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Fado Singer

The Fado Singer

Our visitor was ninety two and could see far into the past
and into a future that held no trepidation.

Unaided she got up and sang us a Fado about love that
never lasts and the sorrow of defeat...

Melancholy, that’s Fado for you, but it's also about how
sweet love is, and the art of acceptance

She lives in the shadow land of an impending ending
and what is new and timeless.

When she left she beckoned for me to kiss her, I bent down
to touch her cheek, but she kissed my loveless lips.

I was enamoured, and her eyes was clear as heaven;
a woman is forever a woman even at ninety two.
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Failed Musician

Failed Musician?

My uncle died, he was on holiday in Piraeus when a pig fell off

a balcony, he left a piano and since his wife didn’t want it in her
house, mother took it, only because it would lend an impression
of high culture, and no one else in our neighbourhood had one.

I played on it day and night, picked up tunes on radio and played
them on the piano; people where impressed, mother too, but she
needed her rest worked long hours at a canning factory; one day,
coming home from school, a big empty space, I cried mother gave
me Danish pastry, they were a day old but still tasty. I'm glad she
sold the piano, though I might have ended up a restaurant pianist
driving from town to town playing evergreens as background music
for bored diners

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 625



Fall And Intoxication

Fall and intoxication

It was autumn the big trees along the lane had shed

their leaves filling the road as carpets of a summer past

I was going home from the bar in a pleasant mood
remembering songs no one sings anymore, but the old

that sternly refuses to sing anymore, think it is not

what an elderly dignified person should

in protest, I sang &quot;underneath the stars&quot; and since
I didn"t know the word, made them up; I don't even

know if there is a song with this title.

The dogs, as we are told by scientists, are quite musical
they became the chorus and I banged two stones together
to make it rustic, but how long was Adam in Paradise,

a wind blew up made the dead leaves into dervishes dogs
took flight, imps are no good dance partners smell of burnt
embers. The squall stopped but the fun was over I thought
you pathetic old man goes to bed now, but it is a wonderful
world ... sang Louis Armstrong
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False Spring

False Spring

End of September is a strange interlude

in Algarve 's countryside.

Flowers suddenly bloom and yellow grass
turns green, for a few weeks it looks like
spring before sinking back to winter gloom.
The cork tree, dark and nude its dress has
has been turned into bottle stoppers and
and no leaves protect its misery.

Still it is looking inwards pretend not to be
there while waiting for spring, when

my almond three strews pink snow flakes
on the sandy lane and life begins again.
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Family Affair

Family drama

A

A couple, in their late fifties, is coming out of the supermarket,
he sits in a wheelchair, she is pushing him along.

He is grumpy swears at her perhaps she had spent too much
money on groceries

She loses her temper parks him on the pavement and drive off
While he sits there smoking a cigarette.

Five minutes later she returns helps him into the car, fold

the wheelchair drives off.

On his lips a smile quivers, triumph or love?

A

Le marriage est plein
De grandes esperances
Irrealisee.

A

A
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Family Affairs

Family Affairs

Uxorious

Devotion to wife

Dotingly

Submissive

Sounds like a serious offence
In the dictionary
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Family Drama

Family Drama

A couple, in their fifties, is coming out of the supermarket,

he sits in wheelchair she pushes him along. He is grumpy,
swears at her for a reason I don’t know, perhaps he thought
she had spent too much money on groceries. She loses her
temper; parks him on the pavement, puts the shopping in
the car and drives off. He just sits there smoking a cigarette
and waits. Five minutes later she returns, helps him into

the car, folds up the wheel chair puts it in the boot and
drives off. On his lips a smile quivers, is it of triumph or love?

DIRE
Le mariage est plein
De grandes espérances

Irréalisées.
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Family Life

Family life

I ask myself what is wrong with borders well-defined places
with interior freedom and rules;

yes rules, the liberty to do what you want leads enslavement
break- up of families and chaos.

What s wrong with having your banking system and our
money of choice with a picture of a nationally famous, skier
and what Is wrong with discipline,

children becoming a little monster because we are so liberal
We talk about their right...what rights.

Look out of the window in any city what you see is flotsam
People who have no purpose a river of drugged people
Who never learned a thing?

What is wrong in saying a people can only absorb to fit

In refugees at a slower speed,

by all means, they are welcome

we need educated young people, in Europe were women

no longer care to procreate.

The glass ceiling is more important and men to think

their career comes first, and children are neglected

sent to a psychiatrist who prescribes pills knowing well
what the problem is.

But of course, we can say nothing and if we do, are

called a fascist
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Family Man

My father was a weird figure, sat under a bridge
with a bottle, in a paper bag, looked at the river.

I think he was looking for something he had lost
when he was young. When he had sat there long
my mother, sent me to pick him up. Father never
spoke it was like he had given up on conversation.
At work he was known as the silent man. When he
retired his employers wanted to give him a watch,
for long service, but he didn "t show up preferred
to sit under a bridge with his bottle. One day when
I came to pick him up, he wasn "t there but was found
floating down streams. My father was a dreamer,
he had wanted to be an actor before he married,
mother thought that was a stupid idea, instead he
got a steady job at a factory making plastic ducks
and garden gnomes. When knowing this I mourned
a man who gave everything up for his family.
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Family Matters

Family Matters

There is a family nearby argues a lot fall out then makes
friends again with a glass of bubbly and an embrace.

As it is, I have fallen out with an assortment of relatives
who have stopped sending me pictures of babies which

is a relief not seeing them or their ghastly infants again
My solitude as a hole in my heart I' m Mary Celeste

a schooner found with all its trimming and hot food on

the stove but no one to ladle it out and acerbic wit falls
like an anchor chain into the sea of incomprehension,

is he making fun of us; yes, but only gently so.

I must get a dog hate walking alone I used to have one

it liked my talk demanded nothing but love it is easy to
give to a creature that gives unconditional affection

I have drowned friends on the Facebook they didn't see
politics as shifting sand and could accept we are entering

a new era and a new explanation for our human conditions
is needed instead of the corrupted social liberals who are
idealists of a utopia, we shall not obtain.

If I had a grandson, I could take him fishing in the dry lake
he would see what I once saw go home and tell his mum,
who would shake her head and say you are turning my son
into a dreamer, one fabulist in the family is enough.
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Family Tanka

-Moonlight on the sea-

“Come and hang up the curtains
Voice from the kitchen
-Dazzling moonlight on the sea-
Wonder how that poem ended?

14
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Family Visit

Family visit.

Biological love is what we first experience

Walking as in a trance but everyday life takes the gloss off
Children are a nuisance, but they are us and we love them
But are helpful when we are old

...And then we discover love I mean true love a day

Without her voice even when it is hectoring and it

Invites loneliness. But the reason for this that lonely people
Think more about death and fear dying alone.... forgetting we
All die alone, no one follow us into Hades.

She has always been on my side and I have tried to be on
her side I have failed a few times, but now that we are old it
Is melted snow, the type that lingers on a tree's

North facing site in a sunken hollow.

If I have said anything I don't want to know suspicion is

a wrong emotion. So our love is based common suspicion,
Upon not talking about the past and be glad when grand
Children visit - if they are yours or not-

And when they have gone there is silence while we wait

For the man with the scythe to come knocking.
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Famous Tv Station

A Famous TV Station

She has the bland face of a Fox newscaster, not a hair

out of place; yes, and shapely legs too. Faithfully she
repeats the station’s political opinion, not a word out of
place. The male commentators are even worse as they

try to look intellectual, lies through their teeth but they
are well paid and careful of having an original thought
under their coiffeur heads. Like actors, in a Technicolor,
Cary Grant movie of middle class USA, a mono culture
that never existed. Voracious meat eaters with gigantic
white teeth which sparkle under studio light as fake pearls.
Yet for millions of viewers this is where they seek the news
and think they are served the truth. Is this what is called
the great American dream?
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Farewell

The Last Farewell.

When I worked as an orderly at a clinic in New York,
(now shut) that used to look after celebs of the music
and theatre world, I met Marilyn for the very last time.
Dressed in a fur coat - and nothing else, hair untidy on
her breath the lingering smell of alcohol; behind her

a gelatinous, howling mob of reporters that wouldn't

let go of their wounded prey, they wanted to absorb
every little detail of her immense suffering, I showed
Marilyn to the lift, held my arm around her to shield

her from the cameras; pressed the button, it seemed to
take forever before its door opened, when it did and
she entered, I whispered: &quot;I will always love you.&quot;
She turned, and as the door closed, smiled and she was
beautiful again
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Farewell Marilyn

Frost on the window, I scratch a face on ice,
that looks like Marilyn Monroe. And the sun
has no power but lit her face, a golden goddess

she is; we see each other for hours before
she begins to fade, streaks of sorrow, but what
can I do, it's high tide and my ship is about

to set sail for an unknown destination
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Farghana Valley

Farghana Valley

the splendour of a mythical dream.

The fabled silk route

snhaked its way through here,

bringing new culture, silk and jade,

and no drones filled the night sky with fear

In this valley of ancient dreams

beautiful horses made the landscape enchanting.
Civilizations come and go; yes, religions too

those who claim to have the key to the ultimate truth.
Our time will also be cosmic dust in the history of man,
but the valley of Farghana shall endure.
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Fatima

Fatima

A lady rich, perfumed and dressed splendidly was driven

by her liveried chauffeur to Lisbon when she, at a certain

point, asked her driver to stop; yes the rich also need obeying
bodily functions. Later she looked down into a valley where
three children were guarding sheep two of them were eight

the oldest one eleven, the lady waved her manicured hands

and said something the children didn't understand

except the oldest one who told the other two it was Virgin Maria
who had blessed them and warned them of secrets that could
only be told to a priest. When the children came home, they said
what they had seen, but the secrets the oldest one told a priest
and the secrets are still kept in the Vatican.

At the place where the children have seen Virgin Maria, pilgrims
came the blind, the sick, the lame and the mad looking for a cure,
and today it is a holy site with hotels, shops and restaurants.
Pilgrims keep coming some walk for days to atone for sins they
might commit sometimes in the future, what a wondrous thing,
how irrational truth can be a diamond in the heart of worshipers
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Fear Of Flying

Fear of Flying

Having spent a week in Israel and seen the inequity and arrogance
of the way the Palestinians were treated, I had a breakdown and
sent to a psychiatric hospital. When feeling better a male nurse
was flying with me to London. The nurse had a great fear of flying

I persuaded him to take valium he was to give me. He got quite
giddy, I ordered whisky for both of us. He insisted on singing Yiddish
songs and fell asleep. I told the stewardess not to disturb him as he
had mental safety he was hand cuffed and I moved

to another seat. When we landed he had to be wheeled into

the terminal and it took me some time to tell them that it was no
longer my duty to look after him anymore. The nurse was carried
Into a cell while I caught a plane to Liverpool.
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Fear Of Flying Someday

Fear of Flying

It was a clear, cold day the sun was a sad
decoration vanity at its worst.

The sky was like after shave lotion with

a tinge of blue which stung a shaved face
with frosty bitterness.

I saw Amelia Earhart 's aircraft disappear
in the distance, only a doleful echo told me
of a tragedy about to happen...

On a lost atoll a bottle of aftershave balm
glints in the sun, perhaps belonging to her
navigator, as does a diamond earring that
shines pitifully on the clarity of gilded sand.
Look up on a still, pale day and you will see
her little airplane forever disappearing into
a hazy past of remembered dreams.
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Female Education

In Europe women have
A better education

And fewer children
Then before when

They were mere housewives
When they all have
Master degrees

No children will be born
And they will have to
Get them from abroad.
The white tribe

Will die out

Just like the hobbit man
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Female Werewolf

Female Werewolf

It was, perhaps it still is, popular to take aerial pictures

of farms, frame them, visit the relevant farms and try

to sell them. I had a suitcase full and walked from farm

to the farm I didn’t sell many and was tired when I came to
a small farm, so minor that it was not in my portfolio.

I was thirsty it was July but, I wore a suit with tie to look
businesslike. Knocked on the door it was opened by

a woman who looked affable - this was long ago these
days no one opens doors to strangers- I asked for some
water and she led me to a well lowered a bucket and up
came a pail full of the coolest nectar. We spoke, a widow

a tractor accident had killed him, and she was childless.

I felt a strong sexual pull towards her and could read in her
eyes she felt the same also; but I was too timid to act on it.
I thanked her warmly and left. Years later I read about her
had been married five times and poisoned all her husbands’.
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Fidel Casto, The Secular Pontiff

Fidel Castro, the secular Pontiff

The day began with sadness Fidel Castro is dead despite the USA" s bilious
behaviour

And ill attempt to kill him, he was able to create a health system second to none
And also made the country with the highest literacy on that part of the world
which

will stand the people well in the coming storm

He had many flaws democracy as we understand it was not on the list, mind the
way

it is practised in the west is not impressive

I towering political giant his place in history is assured on a page of its own and
not

lumped together with King & Queens and other useless historical figure

We expect the lying Cuban mafia will try to enter, bring their I-Phones

and cheap day loans, one hope when they find life will tear them apart that they
will

not forsake the socialist revolution and what Cuba was before Fidel Castro and
can

so easily a place for gambling and prostitution again
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Fidel Castro

Fidel Castro

So you do know Fidel Castro? I think I do

that was the name of the mess boy, the one who
had to do the dirty dishes and clean floors

“Fy” as he was called was older than me and had

a much better education, and I, as his boss felt his
contempt being told what to do by an officer of
working class, roots. But I knew as everybody who
read knows, the little man is but a servant for

the rich, they need someone educated to tell them
what to do; in Venezuela, Fidel jumped ship he was
not missed and we got another mess-boy

who could not read or write because the wage he got
could support his family. The downside was I had
no one to argue with
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Fig Tree Very Lovely

Fig Tree very lovely

The fig tree in winters Is an eight armed skeleton

beyond help and no doctor nice will help this

because the tree is ugly and shudders when touched.

In the spring, the fig tree has none eloquent leaves never quite green and
never quite sepia. In the fall, it is the sweetest of all fought over by man and
birds.

When its fruit has is picked it is an unloved tree again

I know of an honourable man they said he had erred

and he lost his wife, villa and swimming pool where his

beloved seals swam and at social gathering he was meanly

ignored and there were sniggers about seals.

His poverty was caused by bad investments that made him poor

and the poverty struck deserves no sympathy.

He felt like a fig tree in the depth of winter, when fall came he won his money
back

and was loved by his friends again

but he kept the fruit of his labour by himself.
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Fight For Freedom

The Fight for Freedom

Another art exhibition, paintings of naive art decorated on ancient doors
and window shutters, most of them about harvesting of olive and carobs.
And of course there were mules and donkeys without the beasts of burden
the Iberian landscape could not contained its charm of slow but steady
labour. Fences made by stones, from unwilling earth, this patch of land
is mine given to me by my father. And so are the trees, all of them; land
was important back then for families’ survival and cultural inheritance.
And they are lucky, the Portuguese, no horde of war injured people will
descend upon them and declare a new Hebrew repubilic,

Yet, once upon a time Portugal was a province under Imperial Rome till
it declared independence, by force. If you do not fight for your freedom
you will not get it. So what is left for the Palestinians to do....Intifada?
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Filial Loyalty

filial

The daughter of the dead police officer was polishing his riding boots.

They were so shining he could use them as mirror which used to do and slapping
her if the boots were shining enough, he needed glasses but refused to wear
them.

Now in his coffin knocked by a car she had to put them on his cold feet.

She was feeling sad but also, she was ashamed of her own thoughts, quietly
relieved.

Free now to go out and be a lap-dancer, if she so wanted; heaven forbid,
tomorrow she will dress in black and then she would be free of his tyranny.
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Fillers Overlookd

Fillers overlooked

Reading the papers and the news on TV channels
the festive season has begun like an eager tractor
there is little time for those caught up in wars;

we will remember them at the dinner table.

A woman was given £8 million as a divorce settlement
she had had aroma - therapy worthy of a queen.
The knee caps of Queen Nefertiti has been found
glinting white In the sand. Now there is a hunt for
her thigh bones and perhaps a tuft of hair where
her vagina used to be.

The finder would be the archaeologist of the year
and have his/her picture in the paper plus a story
to tell of daring do and near misses and a place at
the board of the Guardian which made me think

if the highborn has classier knee caps the rest of us.
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Filling Space

Filling space

This enormous white square is taunting me
daring me to fill its pristine quadrangular

with words to soil its surface and after the dead
send it back to the great non-existing world
Illusion called the internet where life has no
meaning the moment the computer is off.

A place so bleak it is the ultimate nothingness
No god or devil would intrude here lest they
Lose sanity and free them from nil and

Know there is no hell or heaven the promise
Betrayed on the altar of the last lie,

Oh, stupid humanity they have to create wars
Something to dies for to give pathetic life

A meaning dying for a meaningless cause this
Is the dream of virtue of remembrance, but
It is the only gift god, and the devil can give
Before night falls.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 651



Film Set?

Film Set?

There were many bathers on the beach when a rusty
U-boat surfaced, a hatch opened a man came on deck
he was the captain and wore a German uniform,

a long white beard, sunken eyes yes, he looked weary.
The boat inched into the sand her captain jumped ashore.
He walked to the cafe to borrow the phone, had to ring

the embassy but, the number written down on a piece

of paper, was obsolete He sighed, drank a beer said

it was first time in sixty years since he had drunk a beer,
walked back to his boat. Full aft, the U-boat wriggled lose
of the sand bank, found the sea and vanished.
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Final Reckoning

Final Reckoning

Murky day in my valley the mountain which
Is a gigantic, petrified tidal wave of soil and
boulders, is obscured today should it liquefy
the vale will be a plateau with a story to tell
but no one around to tell it too, except for
mustangs that only cares about the quality
of the grass. Perhaps some of us would live
on in air pockets underground turning into
earth worms while looking for a light switch
we knew used to be on a wall while gulping
stale air, not grasping that we are doomed;
as a battery radio plays a dirge because
the king is dead like that should be our chief
concern on the day our valley disappeared.
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Financial Crisis

Financial Crisis

We blame the bankers

What about us?

On the carousel of wealth

Caught in our own snare of greed
Merry-go-round to you
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Finding The Needle

Finding the needle

Sit by my side in the small garden with

Tall trees that cast shadows and cools the summer
Just sit there at my side and let me narrate

My story, how a poor boy from a Nordic country

Ended up in the interior that has no sea.

From seaman to poet, and yes how they laughed when
I drunk recited my poems to an audience of fools

Who didn 't see how exploited they were

From ship to ship I was always fired it was the drink
You see, or that was what they said.

So many harbours and the sat in bars by the docks
While I went up town to see reality and not the whores
And cheap drink drowning in sentimental music
Somehow I was always disappointed I didn't belong
And was a rudderless ship drifting in the ocean of life?
You do not understand but hear the pain I suffered
Not belonging to anyone. Freedom is challenging, and
honestly doesn 't give you friends, so just hold my hand
and let me rattle on till it's time for tea
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Fire Hazard

Fire Hazard

When bringing in the hay that had been

drying on the fields, it was fodder for the animals
in winters, the farmer strewed salt on the hay

in the loft, so it didn"t get too dry and self-ignited
From a devastating war, the refugees fled

the thousand who had lost everything and sewn
valuables into their clothing to be converted into
money wherever they settled, a new start with

a little bit of savings

Europe is an aging continent; we need new blood
but we had not prepared for fire, and it burns
several places, we have to be quick put the fire out
before people of narrow sight take command and
Blood will be spilt for an unworthy cause.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 656



Fire Hazard 1

Fire Hazard

When bringing in the hay that had been

drying on the fields, it was fodder for the animals
in winters, the farmer strewed salt on the hay

in the loft, so it didn"t get too dry and self-ignited
From a devastating war, the refugees fled

the thousand who had lost everything and sewn
valuables into their clothing to be converted into
money wherever they settled, a new start with

a little bit of savings

Europe is an aging continent; we need new blood
but we had not prepared for fire, and it burns
several places, we have to be quick put the fire out
before people of narrow sight take command and
Blood will be spilt for an unworthy cause.
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Fireflies Of Love

Fireflies of Love.

Summer by the river of temptation,

vinyl records and turntable gramophone
songs about love and longings.

Naive lyric, but for our young hearts it

had a deep meaning.

Passion like fireflies filled the air, the aroma
of grass and the scent of green leaves,
enchantment and adoration.

Nothing is like first love, alas it never lasts
and like fireflies, disappear at first light.
Liver spotted hands turn the pages of memories,
shiny leaves of youth clear as the river and
undimmed by middle-aged cynicism.
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First Poem

First Poem

This is the first page of poems that have yet to be written, but I will
not think about it. It is like crossing the plateau of Alentejo I can see
the tarmac road miles ahead of me stretching into infinity and I know
will not get there alive I must stop before falling off a cliff of oblivion.
Writing is like arithmetic instead of digits it is about putting words
together hoping they add up, harmonize. And two and two is not
four. I'm a composer of silent instruments and I try to tell you what

I hear, but how can I do that without a blaring trumpets to catch your
attention? I can only grasp what is near to me, I know what Is near
to me is universal. Life is not complicated, it is about being loved.
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First Prize

The Canadian couple had been married for 55 years,
they had been on TV and given a ticket- first class-
a week in Paris. On the plane the young stewardess
made a fuss of them served canapé and champagne,
The pilot came out of his cockpit shook hands with
them hoped they would enjoy a week in gay Paris.
The old man looked out of the porthole thinking

the plane was near the sea, but thought it might be
clouds. The pilot too looked out too and rushed into
the cockpit. The old man saw angry waves snapping
at the plane s fuselage, took his wife "s hand in his,
knew their destination was not Paris
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First Thought

The rich, famous, notorious, and singers get their lyrical poem written
by harp playing bards who as thanks get to eat and sit on the left side
of the most illustrious person and whisper flattery into ears that cannot
hear, but one voice. The muse has been corrupted by poets, who flew
too near the power, I feel like writing a poem to Saddam Hussein,

he used to, when young, sell cigarette in Al Basrah, kept Iraq intact till
warrior democrats arrived and turned the country into a failed state,
but I will desist; after all I have stopped smoking.

The tendencies to believe what our leaders say has yet again destroyed
a country and a voice in my head tells me how insignificant poetry is,
when it tells the truths about us, it doesn 't matter anymore, because no
one no listens. The poor are dead or frail and religion is an instrument of
torture as the world nears its total destruction, and all words written on
paper of trees slaughtered trees’ last breath will, be ash in the wind.
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Fisherman's Cap

Fisherman's cap

There had been a storm and a 100 years wave

had struck many fishing vessels sunk

I found on the beach a yellow southwestern cap I wondered
if the owner of the cap was on deck

when the mountain of water hit and splintered his boat

into pieces that would drift ashore collected

as winter wood for the poor

Had the wave knocked him out, and he died unconscious

of the horror of the raging ocean no time to think of

his wife or friends left behind, and fishes would eat him
Maceral are fond of human flesh, I found a finger

once when gutting a maceral, it read &quot;from Maria forever.&quot;
I took the waterproof put it on a stone

perhaps a passer-by might find it put it on his head

not knowing about the tragedy at sea.
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Five Fishes
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Five Little Fishes, The Collection
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Flangr

Flangr

I will not write word today
Not on the blank screen
Perhaps on paper and pencil
When writing I feel closer to whatever
I'm writing about.
Only my hand writing is so bad
I practically have to reinvent on the screen the poem
I wrote on a pad.
I look long and hard
to find back to the feeling I had when scratching down
a letter, which is a form of conversation with self.
Writing creates honesty
it also creates thinking I reason better when writing
but, as I said, no writing today.
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Flashy Snobs

Flashy Snobs

Flaneurs are not only people of leisure

flitting from café to café chatting about the scandals

and what the dancers did.

It a life of glitter and glam the shine of chandeliers

on sparkling copper lamps

Flaneurs are artificial pales towards dawn, a room

at a cheap hotel and waste the day sleeping till noon.
I'm a show off too walking among olive trees telling

tall stories jokes also the like like laughing, waving their
leaves and even if the jokes is not funny they still laugh
polite as they are they have lived long and are tolerant
Have you ever heard the joke about? An almond tree
wanting to marry an oak&quot; this joke always bring wafts
of laughter, I tell it in a low tone as not to upset

the almond tree; I go back to my house it's full of golden
memories and a washing machine full of dirty socks.
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Flower Pots

Flower Pots

After all my alcoholic
truths I sit alone

on the porch.

they have taken my cattle,
wife and children gone;
only my old dog stays.

It knows I hate myself and
my anger over

their stupid faces

reminds me of my total
failure, yet I can

water my flowers when

it suits me
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Flowers Of Ffall

The Flowers of Fall

On the road to Bolequeime on the way to

the German supermarket that sells proper Teutonic sausages
autumnal blossom flowers sit on white plastic chairs

high heels and shorts

Sometimes a car stops, no, not the man in a white van
usually, it is a big car with dark windows a business man on
The way to the office. A quick blow-jobs nothing much else
to do in a car and no need to undress.

The flowers have water which they drink from after a job

in this line of work no one smells the roses

They used in the summer gone look exotic on the beach and
clubs but only pensioners are here now now and they walk
slowly in the sand so they trek inland like beautiful weed by
the roadside and the dust of passing cars.

The roses look nice in falls light if you remember what love is
you'll not find it here by the verge they only sell despondency
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Fluctuating Fortunes

There was a brutal dictator, a strong man, who ruled a unruly
country with a steel sword that dripped of menaces and blood.

For a while he was our ally when he fought a war with a country

we didn "t like; and we helped him with weapon and intelligence.
Yet there was another side to him, women were not oppressed
under his rule, they could dress as they liked and seek the highest
education. The Christian community too was accepted, and people
could walk out at night in peace; but he went too far, invaded

a country that was our friend. Well, we invaded and he was duly
hanged and few tears were shed. For the women the revolution

was a disaster, no longer can they go out without risk being shot for
not wearing a chador and the Christians were falling over themselves
to flee or risk being killed. That is the way of the world when there
is a upheaval the minorities and women have to pay the price.
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Flying Leaf

Flying leaf.

Tuesday I ve looked in my kill list, but couldn "t find
anyone to drone today, yet had time for the betting
shop and won ten euros on a horse called Abdulla.

In my trunks only, I went for a scooter drive; country
lane a woman came out of her dwelling and crossed
herself, yes I look like an overcooked vanilla pudding;
but no need of her to throw pebbles and set her
poodles on me. Why do I end up in the wrong places?
Once was waiting for a bus taking me to Garston and
it was raining; I have forgotten what I was doing there,
I remember a black woman who gave me a sunshine
smile and rain stopped. Still Tuesday and I have no
assassination list ready only memories of a life where
I was torn from the mother oak, drifting in the wind
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Folkloric Music

Portugal is not Lisbon it consists of small villages and districts
where people have their own songs, local costumes and sing
songs relating to their world. To Alte they came for

an evening of music and dance. What were the songs about,
they were about hardship of working in the field looking after
animals and milking cows and goats. But it was very sexy too,
a woman sang, you can’t come to my bed unless you behave,
and a man’s voice promised he would always take care of her
if she would be a bit forthcoming. And there were songs about
young love kissing in the hay stack and disapproving parents.

Like religions folk music has the sharing about love and human
hardship, it doesn "t matter which country songs emits from
which religion they believe in; no it is about simple drama of

love, jealousy, and chaste kiss under the olive tree of peace.
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Food And Elvis

I had opened a can of low fat rice-pudding and was
watching a food program, a big cook off in Tupelo.
Elvis father, Vernon, once built a small house here,
it cost him $ 250, but he could not pay the bank and
lost it; now the house is a shrine.

The winner, a cook who looked like a body builder,
said the pork had to be so tender that a toothless
man could eat it, and the sauce had to be right,
not too sweet or too sharp but with a hint of lemon.

When Elvis got to be famous he bought his parents

a big house and filled it with junks, he never been in
a fine home, how was he to know how the rich lived.
Cooks have come a long way, from the backroom to
where a bitter, low paid man resided and cleaned his
nails with a carving knife... and now TV stars.

Elvis best food was not pork, but a whole loaf, sliced
long ways, with a thick layer of peanut butter, bacon

and jam washed with sweet coca cola.
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Food And Love Sonnet

Food and Love Sonnet

Today is my day off I'm not writing anything so I'm
free to think of the time I fell in love with the woman
In the cake shop, I was only twelve and a half and
often she gave me a hug and an extra cocoa macron
I had plans and knew who I was going to marry, alas
I should have kept the plans to myself and not told
mother who in turn told my aunt and soon everyone
knew my secret.

Deadly shy and embarrassed so I never got back to
the cake shop again but found one in the other part
of the town the girl there was equally sweet and
often gave a slice of fresh bread with goat cheese.
Food and love often go together...and why not both
are vital parts of life? I don’t eat much food anymore.
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Food And Panic

I was peeling potatoes sitting in the corner of
the galley and dropped the peeled potatoes

into a bucket, but as we were crossing

the Biscay bay at the time the ship lurched and
the bucket upended and there peeled potatoes
all over the floor, the cook was not pleased

pick them up, I have to boil them now we can’t
serve dinner without potatoes.

The cook, a big man with an enormous belly,
bent down to help picking them up and promptly
fainted. Cook and spuds sliding up and down

the wet galley floor. Four seamen came carried
him on the deck, where he later recovered, and
I was left to cook a meal for the hungry crew.
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Food Banks

There is a cloister up north where you can knock on its oak door

and get food parcels. The abbot, a stern man, will give you food if
you are nicely dressed, have a house, band are briefly out of pockets.
If you are really destitute and dressed in rags- often of Roma

origin- he will tell you no because your need is self inflicted, but you
can, if not too lazy, go to the winter field and dig up roots; he will
bless you and say you are god s children, go to heaven without a trial
and sit by the lord “s side.

If you are old he will also say no, because you have money

under the mattress and only pretend to be poor so you don 't have
to spend your own money, but he will bless you before kicking

you down hill with gentle smile. Once there were food banks in every
town, but now they are hard to find and far away, this because

the rich will no longer pay for you extravagance.

Oskar Hansen

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 675



Food In Oslo

Food in Oslo

Before pizza ruined Scandinavian cuisine it was wholesome,
nourishing and tasted good. Ok, so it was plain and it didn "t
have mysterious spices, the meat you ate tasted like meat or if
a fish dish of fish, you know what you were eating. Food used
to be a simple science about feeding people good food, this is
no longer so as we are full, need not eat the usual to survive,
that is why food has become degeneration an entertainment
for the rich who do no longer see food as survival for the hard
working but as a sort of enjoyment for the jaded palate.

But I was walking around Oslo “s bleak streets I came across
a place called "Bondeheimen” they had meat cakes with boiled
potatoes and gravy and I knew good food will always prevail.

Bondeheimen: “farmer’s home”
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Food Kills

This is a poetry exercise, write down what s comes
into your mind....lobster. What the Hell?

A red crustacean on a bed of lettuce with lemon
and mayonnaise sauce sprinkled with parsley.

Can one taste agony?

Dipped alive in boiling water unheard screams,
a long tool to retrieve, white meat from claws.

Am I a surgeon now?

The lobster catcher is not guilty of anything he
just catches sells them, but cannot afford to

eat them.... He has a lobster pet at home, it is sort
of brown and lives in tank, calls it Charlie but he

says nothing, this trader of food for the rich.
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Footstsps To Ruin

Footsteps to Ruin

This spring makes my heart beat faster

went for a walk saw a verdant field sprinkled
with xanthous flowers nodding

in the mild zephyr

I must take a photo.

Walked onto the field to find the prettiest ones
looked behind me, my heavy boots

had ruined lesser beauties
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For A Few Lovers More

For a few Lovers more

I was driving along and on the car radio Rod Stewart

sang &quot;have I told you lately that I love you.&quot;
Why do I find it so hard to say those simple words?

I have practised in front of the mirror looking like an actor
who knew his lines but have no talent of imagination.

I bought her a car. Instead, this made her happy now she
could drive to see her lover, and return earlier kiss my bald
head and say: I love you, thinking of him

I met him at a party and said I love you...for making my wife
so happy, he was stunned into silence.

She stays home now I think he broke it up because every time
they made love to he was thinking of me the zing had gone
it was in the open the affair had lost its dynamism.
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Foreign Country

A foreign country

The flat was on the third floor, three flights of wooden stairs
deep groves from generation of people walking up and down.

In the living room I sat down. Had been away for long no one at
home. The autumn wind blew, the house swayed and creaked
like an old schooner meeting the Atlantic swells.

A simple living room, a few family pictures and an amateur
painting of a row boat in a fjord, boathouse, blue sky and sea,
a far hazy silhouette of a mountain range. The painting was
ominous by its deadness. I got up went down the same stairs;
I had entered, the past and those I knew had gone.
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Foreign Roots In Desert Fall

Foreign Roots in Desert Fall.

It is sad to watch the big tree wearing a vast crown of hubris,
casting demonic shadows it allows nothing else to elevate.
Blows leaves of steel and stop anything that may help a small
bush grow. Once this tree was admired, an example how fast
arid land, fit only for the native Arabs, olive trees and goats,
grew into ten thousand blood dripping roses. In time,
countries far away came to fear this tree’s voraciousness its
boughs try to strangle the world; it is as it needs to govern us
to feel safe. Until we saw its weakness: ” This is a frantic tree,
a foreign plant in agony it has lost its purpose, has no ethics.
Worse of all its bark is scabby, roots are shallow; the tree can
tip over if our anger and disgust get to be a lashing hurricane,
which upend the tree; and its leaves will forever restless rustle
on the road to nowhere.
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Forenoon

August Forenoon

There is a sale on in the dress shop bathing trunks reduced up

to 40%. It has been a good summer and few local people have
died but the price of coffins stays the same....

So beautiful a forenoon, I drove on my moped to visit a carob tree
I used to sit under when lonely

Its thick branched protected me from the world. Under it now

two elderly women -on their knees- picking sweet, black beans.
The small farmers around here have aged with me, the women
looked up and smiled at this elderly, permanent tourist on his
round; he is like a hasty brush stroke on the canvas of eternity.

On green vines hung juicy grapes tasted one it was like an explosion
of natural sweetness that filled my mouth with yesterdays pleasure,
they are ready to be harvested and made into wine, not for the rich
but for the local people to drink with their stew.
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Forgivness

Forgiveness.

It was dawn in Calcutta; I had spent the night in
a bar with no name, when I came upon a hospital
in a side street, a place for the dying. Two nurses
in white uniforms with blue borders - they were
nuns- twins, poke marked, elderly, had prominent
noses and dark penetrating eyes. They led me to
a room were an ancient woman lie dying on a mat,
she smiled held out her hand and asked me what
had taken me so long? I told her of my endless
journeying, all the obstacles in my way and how

I regretted my lateness. She smiled glad that she
could see me a last time; then she died. Twilight,
long shadows a day was ending and I had been
forgiven for not knowing I was loved and missed.
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Forgotten Dictator

Saddam Hussein you didn’t see they played you for a fool, king
today because it suited them, then surplus of requirement;
they hanged you from the rafters as you should be a common
Baghdad thief. They let you strut about dressed in uniform and
all, and you didn’t detect their sniggering voices when they
called you” your Excellency.” You knew in the end, but then it
was too late, yet you made them see how to die with dignity.
Had you been less ambitious you could still be selling cigarettes
by the oil docks and not be reduced to an historical footnote;
and your sons could been selling fake Swiss watches, condoms
and illegal whisky. A proper New Jersey gangster family be, in
the Middle East, eating goat chops every Sunday afternoon.
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Forgotten Faces

Forgotten faces

We only get one summer to remember,

the rest ends up in a blur.

This one had lasted long and the girl

I loved lived across the river, a beautiful little stream

that serenely floated down to meet its doom.

September, still summer though I knocked

a neighbour came, said she had gone abroad, a Dane.

Unseemly haste! I smiled, shrugged my shoulders,

women! And I suffered the longest night.

Daybreak brought a chill; dark clouds congregated it rained.

Years later I was in a bar in Copenhagen an old woman with too much makes up
on her haggard face, but those eyes, a memory stirred.

Her hands shook when pouring beer into my glass,

long nights, she said, and swiftly left, and a younger woman took her place.
I left too,

outside I looked up and saw

the curtain on the first-floor move;

those eyes.

I had seen them before but refused to remember.
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Forgotten Her?

I don't think about her as before, days when she is far from my mind,
and when I do think of her, certain resentments creep into my heart.
Saw her a week ago coming out of a bank, she looked much older, wore
sunglasses I could not see her sea green eyes, perhaps they had gone
milky by age, like a river after rain. Flashes of remembrance zigzagged
in my head when she was the tree of life, I, like a vine, seeking food

I must have been bloody barmy. There is an art exhibition in the town
I know she will be there; I used to go with her. It starts at eight and

it is seven o’clock and too late. I won't go, not that I dislike art, but if
I go it will look as I need to see and hope to speak to her. Our affair is
over, I will not think of her not today or tomorrow, not ever.
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Forgotten History

The forgotten memory

Years ago I received a video from a place I had left I put it in a drawer
where it languished for years, yesterday I played it an eerie a part of

a history I had forgotten, yet it didn"t stir my emotion seeing me when
I was young and all the other people in the street it appeared abstract
most of the people moving about talking, dancing, and laughing were
with a few exceptions, long time dead.

Later what I had forgotten floated up as broken pieces of a puzzle that
made no sense. A beautiful girl why did he behave so bad towards her,
screaming a glass with high stem broke in my hand I called her a whore
my jalousie was a crescendo of uncurbed rage, I try to remember more
but only see blood on a table cloth mine?

The embryo not born had upset the galaxy and the blessed amnesia
Descended, the first act was over my first love had gone, streets are grey
after rain. I threw the video into the fire I don't want to shed tears for
the hopelessly lost.
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Forgotten Lives

Forgotten lives.

Happiness is an odd thing I have been watching

a program called “"Benefit Street” where poor people
try to make a living out of poverty and chaos

Roma, English, Irish and Polish people live there trying
to make a living out of old iron.

There are laughter and smile and occasionally anger
but they survive and now we want their dignity by
reducing any help by those who keep the nation
falling into utter despair.

Because one day soon they will come knocking on

your door throws you out and moves in. You can treat poor
people badly a long time, but not all the time

they will back and crush you and your privileges like

a smeared paper napkins flying in the wind
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Forgotten Sex

Forgotten sex

As we were eating an omelette with tomatoes

I asked my wife if we ever had sex because I had
difficulties in remembering it or rather picture it.
She said yes and said I was quite good at it which
was flattering like being a good driver, I was once
offered a job as taxi-driver but said no too boring.
Then slowly I remembered something I had to

do late at night when I would rather read a book
as there was no TV back then.

I remember it as a sweaty embrace, the fumbling
and the ridiculous positions and then to be careful
pumping along till she was ready and at ease.

She wanted to sleep close to me her hair in my face
and I was thinking if lucky it will take a week before
I had to do something with her peculiar needs.
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Forgotten Tacks

A stroll on a forgotten track

Finally, after 12 years I walked the track where

my dog and I so often trod she was hunting rabbits
and got quite hot but we cooled off at a little man-made
dam which now has been fenced in, in the middle

of nowhere someone has stated their property rights.
The dog died I bought a motorbike and got lazy
illness stopped me for a bit; I felt alone walking
There without my dog.

How great it was to walk and not be reminded of

my age and treated like an invalid, and now I feel
the good tiredness doing something to be proud of
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Fortunate Leaves

Fortunate Leaves.

Some leaves are dark jade and yellow, others so gleaming
pale green that you just now when they fall off trees they
will not rot on the ground but fly and join ocean, because
they are droplets of the seas that have tried life ashore for
a season, but they are glad to be back to marine life.

To ride the crest of a wave, to be a part of raw power, for
nothing can stop water from going where it wants.

Build dams and dikes it will keep the sea out for a while but
only to a great wave comes along and smashes it all. Yet it
was nice to be a leaf on an olive tree soak up the sun, to be
almost still, tickled by the summer breeze and see beautiful
butterflies, but ocean is their destiny it's there they belong.
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Four April Haiku

Haiku

April and dull days

My love has gone missing
A field of bluebells

Haiku

April and drizzle

My love has gone missing
Azure is the ocean

Haiku

April and cold wind

My love has gone missing
Cobalt is the sky

Haiku
April and sunshine
My love has come back to me

Anemone and roses.
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Four Fire Fresh Haiku

Haiku

Deflowered now

The almond tree waits for spring
Green leaves and bees

Haiku

If you gamble

In the lottery of life
Choose the heart

Unforgiving is

Women s self-importance
Unable to forgive

Race war in the woods

The blue fights the grey rabbits

Boar eats the winner
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Four Haiku

Senryu

Only a fall leaf

Blows where the wind takes it
We take the omnibus

Senryu

Oak leaf scours asphalt
Autumn’s worn out dead beat
Can 't dance tango

Senryu
Rainfall in Yemen

Taliban under umbrellas
Listen out for drones

Senryu

Steps on gritted road

Slam of a car door and voices
The song of life
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Four Senryu

Senryu 4

Is graffiti
A plague in our cities
Or beautiful art?

Life in big cities
Is lived on street levels
Not in skyscrapers

Was Jesus Jewish?

Has he got a birth certificate
To substantiate it?

Most drinking holes

Are on the ground floor

Isn 't that a blessing
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Fragment

Fragment.

And there comes a time when the said sinks into silence,
the story teller has no more to say. Around the fireplace

the listeners look at the teller who looks into the fire, and
as the fire slowly turns into ember they leave him alone.
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Fragments Of Dreams

Fragment of dreams

When I awoke it was still raining
the roof still leaking
a sense of emptiness.
Not dreaming much
horses galloping across the Pampas
flaring nostrils
flying manes.
Too close to a dusty town
Corralled
Broken to nil
sad eyes look to the Pampas
Yes,
sailors by the shore
seeing the sea
the far ocean
they shall not sail on again.

Oskar Hansen

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

697



Free Wine
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Freedom

Senryu
Freedom is hard work
Hard work is too hard for some,

And let hard men rule.
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Freedom Curtailed

Freedom for some

Seagulls fill the air with joy

anchored sailboats tug want to be free
sail around the world alone,

just as a Japanese fishing vessel did
ending up on the shores of Canada.
Alas, caught by the coast guard as it
prepared to sail for Chile and Peru.
Anchored in a lonely bay

waiting for its captain to catch up.
This slavery of navigation, yet it

had a year of freedom.

Seagulls fly, sleek bodies white as snow,
a storm is brewing

and the ocean is theirs alone.
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Freedom Loving Cowboy

Freedom Loving Cowboy

At the bar, by the docks, I spoke to a man who wore a cowboy
hat and had a pearl handle revolver in his holster. A thud and

the pretend cowboy hit the floor and the barman ducked behind
his counter. It was an exploding tire; relieved laughter which

the same when we sat in the bomb shelter and a plane overhead
dropped its load in parts of town where local Nazis” lived.

Terror begets terror and becomes a psychosis, what we don 't
understand becomes terror and we have to arm ourselves and not
ask tedious questions. I was offered a job at this vibrant place, but
declined feared the undelaying panic, that often explodes into
violence, would get me, I would buy a gun hide it at the top of
the wardrobe and when bad people broke in, rush upstairs, find it,
nervously load it spill bullets on the floor - reload- shoot myself in
the foot. The man, in the cowboy hat, had just told me he lived in
the freest county in the world.
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Freedom Of The North

It is not only Caledonia and the Flemish people

who are crying freedom, a new nation has been born

It stretches from Norway, Sweden and Finland.

The Swedes has accepted this new state as the female
activists said it would be discriminatory and racists to deny
The indigenous people their right.

Norway refused point blank, and as a retaliation has shut
shops selling oranges and bananas.

The Norwegian has seen through this ruse, if the new
country called &quot;Lapland&quot; is a state it will lay claim to untapped
oil in the Barents Sea. It is said that Exxon is behind this,
me, I blame Putin.
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Freedom Of The Press

Freedom of the Press

The hallowed freedom of the press
In the west

Doesn't sit well in the east

when Islam is made fun of.

So leave them alone to worship
Allah their way,

Millions of backsides exposed

to an ignorant world.

We can make fun of the Germans,
the frog and sex mad Swedes

We laugh and giggle

until someone gets up and

hit the offender for going too far.
when saying someone's mother

is a slut

Great democracy the elite tells us,
but do not go too far

and never make fun of a Jew.
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French Emancipation

French Emancipation?

French women are free well-educated and elegant,
yet spend too much times striving to attract men and
open their legs for anyone. Later they call it freedom
of choice while frantically trying to get money out of
the man who knocked them up and left them hanging
there twisting in their own distressing liberation.
They will intellectualize their misery, see themselves
as a Sagan melancholic, yet yearning to be middle
class housewives worrying about the prices of onions.
Yes, they will be married, to the very best address, and
meet other wives and talk endlessly about equality.
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French, The Language Of Love

French, the Language of Love.

Darling, speak French to me when we make love, wicked words
I don't understand, but have a whispering meaning of delight.

I stand before you with salutial erection, a soldier of love ready
to sacrifice myself for your subterranean pleasure.

Your wishes have to be expressed in French or the steed’s chase
will not react with proper force, It will think it’s time to go back
into the stable, hanging about, wondering what went wrong.

At the subway in Paris I was in the way of a woman who wanted
to exit, she swore at me, thinking it were words of love, I kissed
her and was arrested. But released, though when they understood
I was a foreigner, lost in the baffling ways of the French idiom.
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Friday Opus

Friday Evening Opus

The blaze in the fireplace burns with easiness, but
without mercy burnt my old boots to grey cinders.
They were made for walking on stony ground, but
time and wear ragged them, they fell out of fashion
and were stored in the shed in a black plastic liner
and forgotten so the one who discarded them should
see them and feel guilty for not walking anymore as
I cycle for my life on the training bike in the yard.

On evenings like this I should be an old man looking
contented into the fire surrounded by pictures of life
lived in faraway places, but I find no contentment.
The sweet taste of success has eluded me, mind I do
have diabetes, and in the end what meant something
ends up meaning nothing; so let the fire of hope burn.
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Friendly Animals

A flock of human like penguin stood on the icy shore, in the water
sharks waited, but the birds had to catch food for their families.
One at the edge jumped into the water - actually it was pushed-
and it survived mainly because the sharks knew by letting the first
one live, more birds would jump and they did.

Penguin in water are not some clownish humanlike creature but
a smart fast swimming bird the problem is going into the water
and getting back up on land that causes difficulties for the bird.
We love animals that resemble us but take little interest in those
that don "t even though rats and humans have much in common.

Dogs and cats have made it into an art-form to appeal to humans
sentimental weakness and how to exploit this failing, but lately
other animals to have caught on like lemurs sitting on threes and
hoping to be adopted and never again struggle to find food; as for
the penguin the sight of a female explorer is a godsend.
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Friends

Friends

A black cat wears a fixed smile, watches
as an express train, that has no doors,
runs into a tunnel where concrete and
water fall from the ceiling.

It is very cold the cat wears a silk scarf
and its best friend is a tame shark, that
lives in a pond, is cold too; starves also
it has bitten off the hand of its feeder.

We, the smart people, avoid door-less
trains, we fly instead and, like donkeys,
suffer in silence the indignity of airports.
where stars are tinkling cell phones.

The black cat meows it sits in a shoe
made of tiger shark leather, feels comfy
since it is raining outside also a tad sad,

the shark used to be its best friend.
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Friendship

The Friendship

Sven and I were best friends sailed on the same ship together.
he as a third officer and I as a cook. We were both interested
in reading, cinema and politics, and we liked go dancing when
our ship docked. One night in Kingston, Jamaica, we met two
girls at a beach cafe, I liked my girl there was an easy repartee
between us and we laughed a lot. Back onboard Sven said my
the girl was not suitable for me, I smiled, thought it a joke.
Next day was Sunday Sven went ashore after breakfast, going
to the beach, he said, I had to stay onboard and cook dinner.
He came back in the evening, when I was ready to go ashore
and meet my new girlfriend; Sven said he was very tired and
wanted to stay onboard for the night. When I met my girl at
the cafe, she appeared startled looked around and behind me
but said nothing; told she had been to the beach all day and
was quite exhausted, the easy talk between us was gone and
the silence was awkward, so I wordlessly just got up and left.
Back onboard, Sven sat in the mess-hall drinking coffee and
reading, he looked up said halloo but continued to read;

In my darkened room I looked out, full moon and the lights

of Jamaica looked alluring; I also saw Sven go ashore again and
it was well after midnight.
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From Face To Faith

From Face to Faith.

As, Christianity sinks into
ennui of middle class tosh
of an all forgiving god.

Zionists, claim their right
defend themselves against
the people they robbed.

Moslems zealots are busy
blowing each other up
and playing the victim.

Atheists are hateful of
those who believe in god,
call them deluded.

Good luck to you; may
your faith not blind you

for the love of mankind.
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From Teheran With Love

From Teheran with Love.

Side by side the beaus stood, hooded and
silent, they no longer heard charivari chants as
prayers on pale, shivering lips abruptly ended.

They had been warned, their love was banned
by the law of the land and by straight people’s
norm, and now forsaken even by their families.
They had tried to conform, but their bond was
too strong. Two Iranian men twist in the wind,

will their mothers, when alone, pray for them?
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From The Horse's Mouth

From the Horse’s Mouth

Caught in a blizzard on the prairie; bitterly cold.
With heavy heart I killed my horse split open its
belly, crept inside. Fell asleep when I awoke my
horse was nowhere to be seen I walked home,
it was surprisingly easy. At the ranch they gave
me water and hay.
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Frost

Fimbul Frost

It was cold in the valley domestic animals were snug in barns even hardy sheep
and goats came indoors. Clear sky and freezing, the moisture in the air turned
into diamond dust flittering in the breeze looking like pulverized rainbows or
snow

crystals dipped in jolly paint suitable for a Christmas do at the local bordello.
The frost was deadly for wild animals, whose burrows and lairs were penetrated
by pre-historic frigidity, pale blood, and the utter insipidness of the exhausted.

A flock of wild boars pushed open the hayloft door and found refuge, as did elk,
deer, wolves, hares and their cousin the rabbit. Two tramps also have found
sanctuary here happily asleep in the miasma of animal scent. When they awoke
animals were getting restless, the frost was gone and they reverted back to
form.

Noah “s ark had landed and the animals hasted down the ramp to the freedom of
the open. The tramp too fled to avoid being blamed of the chaos on the hay loft.
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Frost Roses

Ice Roses

Frost on windows? Not where I live now, but where
I grew up, winter windows had thick layers of ice.
And in mornings, before anyone got out of bed, I
carved landscape and faces and saw my work fade
slowly away, by noon I could see the landscape

I had carved through clear windows, the mountain’s
stream, frozen solid now, and trees; mother’s face
also as she was busy in the kitchen baking bread.

I do not miss the cold Nordic land I came from, but
wish windows here too have frost roses, or be as
blank as a new page I could write. “I love you on.”
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Fruit Rats

Fruit Rats

Nature in the vale sleeps today last
night a storm raced through it, twigs
and almond petals litter lanes, birds
sit with heads under wings, wide open
Algarvian sky a few clouds sails slowly
about and the sun warms my face.

This is a tilled landscape, like a stroll
in a city park only less noisy, wolves,
foxes, brown bears and boars have
gone, I stand near a sign that warns
of cattle crossing, but I haven't seen
a ruminant around here for years.

Flocks of dumb sheep usually graze
under the olive trees, if not now, and
I'll not tread on wet grass; it saddens
me to see oranges fall unpicked to
the ground, but rats eat them and in
time of need I can eat a healthy rat.
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Fruit Tree

Twilight, soon it will be dark, sparrows are flying back, god knows
where they have been. A flock meet in my plum tree, there is livid
arguing, who is going sit where. My tree doesn’t bear crops, yet

it is a fruit tree, my neighbour says so. I'm a plum tree too grew
up tall and stylish women flocked around me, I married five times
... and not a bloody plum. Grey trunk, limp leaves and when dusk
comes ho one sits on my twigs; I have to invent stories of plums

I never had. Fine plums, juicy plums all of them females that never
matured and left me alone to fend for myself in time of solitude.
Night, and in my heart there a is longing for the unfeasible.
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Fulfillment Of Dreams

Fulfilment of Dreams.

Murder in Paris sounds so more romantic then

murder in Oslo. (Where the hell is Oslo?)

There was a young man in Norway who thought

he could stop a dream by killing it,

one would think he had never been a child;

but then again perhaps he acted out his childhood dream
but needed a political excuse.

I'm one of those who do not believe, except

infants are innocent, dark, devilish thoughts dwell in

child's mind too.

The Psychopath - to say he is a terrorist is to give him a status-
Breivik was anti-Islam and

killed in the name of purity.

The ignorant psychopath in Paris tried to kill laughter in

the name of Islam which prompted a famous writer to say at
Islam had a rotten core.... what rot!

The killers fulfilled a dream of daring acts

in the name of religion.

And we must never stop laughing or let sick people

stop us living in relative peace.
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Full House

Full House.

The little house in the poor part of the town

walls looking ready to burst.

when the newlyweds long time ago it was small

for them and they spoke of getting another one.
Time was hard and one child after another

was born, eight in all.

The long ago newlywed, joked they had to

wait to get the house back when

the children became adult and could find their

own place to live; it took time

and finally they were alone, but not at peace,

the whole quarter of rickety houses was

being erased like removing memories of hard times,
and the bulldozers came.

The couple got a small flat in a high rise building
and with their children moving in or out

according to their bad luck in life,

the small flat was soon full of bickering adult children.
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Full Moon

The full moon

Is not showing off it shines

For no one in particular

For you and me and caterpillars
Climbing a tree

The new moon is growing fast
A teenager on the make

But when it nearly full it loses
Interest in the near things

And just shines

As it is the only thing, it can do
Reflecting the sun

The moon is a secondary sun
Trying to warm the night
Nevertheless, lovers swoon
And the werewolf lurks in the bushes
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Fun Haiku

Short fun haiku

God didn't like snakes
So he told lies about me
Man loath and fears me

I'm a crippled tree
In the middle of a wheat field
Doing nothing

I'm the big rock
The farmer ploughs around me
One day he bitterly says.

It was the tallest tree
In the petrified forest
Lightning struck in half

I'm the smallest tree

In the woods of trepidation
I starve to stunt growth

At the restaurant

I'm the last the waiters see

Serving stops at three
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Furrows Of Life

The narrow way leading up to the farm from the main
road had a gate, so cattle could not wander off on to

the main road getting. The way had three furrows two
caused by narrow cartwheel, and one- much wider- from
the horse “s hoofs. Deep furrows meant a hard-working
farm. The landscape was flat and often windy and on my
way to school I tried to walk where the horses had trod
the soil was softer there and the horseshoe patterns told
me if it had been a small or big horse that last had pulled
a cart here and if the load had been heavy

A knowledge that was totally useless and I often wonder
why I remember it so clearly, like a black& white photo.
Lately I have been remembering these ways and its users
I often think if there is a message here I have overlooked.
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Future Unforeseen

future unforeseen

I was flipping burger it was my birthday

and I was 25 years old. It was a late night burger shack
we had our shares of drunks and good

time girls and they behaved nicely and sometimes

I followed one of them home so they didn’t have to face
the morning alone in the trailer park.

And since it was by birthday I wondered if I would be
flipping burger 50 years from now.

These days I flip words around served with French
innuendo and tomato sauce made of frustration.

but it could have been worst I could have been frying burgers
but being 75 walk home alone
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Futurist

The Futurist

I was looking into the magic box of colours

and saw a kaleidoscope of dreams ready to

be released to those with a vision.

A saw the dream of a farm hand and his

milk maid girlfriend they were getting married
and the dream was to lease a bit of land and
start a pig breeding farm. A dream measured to
the reality of what was possible.

Most dreams in the box were fanciful, the ones

one smiles about in mature years, yet worth
dreaming as it makes the dreamer aware of colours
shifting hue. Sifting through discarded dreams

I didn "t find mine, which I was glad of, because my
dream has yet to be fulfilled.
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Galaxy

The Galaxy

On the terrace in the sun I closed my eyes
and saw coloured light dancing under my
eyelids like a galaxy that only existed inside
of me... or is the real galaxy an illusion.
Scientists watch stars in their great telescope
but only see what is in their heads...

And we agree because we too only see what
is in our own mind. Ruby stars and pink moons
and the dream of immortality that our souls
fly to a mysterious planet like our own where
death has been vanquished.
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Gays Of India

The Gays of India

In India gay people can 't get married and that is sad for those who think

a ring on a finger is enough to utter love and loyalty. Liberal as I"'m I ought
to sign letters an express my outrage against the Indian government,

but my heart is not in this battle of hysterical expression of democracy.
There many inequalities, say, the plight of the Palestinians and now

the dilemma of Negev Bedouins who soon will find themselves flattened

by this juggernaut of harsh, unthinking quest for security and land; it

will not stop, pause or think of a peaceful alternative. How to stop this blitz,
this amoral action before it destroys both perpetrators and victims

in an orgy of bloodletting. Then there is Syria, this intractable problem

this can cast us into a catastrophic null point when someone will use
nuclear weapon they profess not to have, in the name of feverish existential
survival. So the gays of India can 't for now get married, what can I say?
Carry on fighting for your right, but do not fall into the trap to think the rest
of the world thinks your problem is of outmost importance.
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Gaza Slave

Gaza Slave

The Gaza man looked stunned he carried two

Jute sacks that were bloodied and reminded of

Someone who had bought meat

At the illegal slaughter market

But it was worse than that he carried the remains

Of his family after yet an onslaught by the Israeli
Military machine mostly financed by the USA.

Now the Gaza man had to sort out the remains

And bury the right pieces.

If you asked an Israelite sitting on a hillside

Enjoying the bombing eating something correct food and
Drinking beer he will look angrily at you and say

Israel has the right to defend itself

And if that means the eradication of the Palestine's as a people
So be it.

Israel to my sorrow has developed into a state that

Has lost its humanity

The Palestinians carry our forefathers' anti-Semitic views
As a heavy burden
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Gaza Sonnet

Gaza Sonnet

A doctor’ s house with two daughters in it came

Under artillery fire while he who worked at the hospital in Gaza
Trying to save life after yet another Israeli attack, lost both

His children, the military late apologized.

After the funeral, the good doctor did not seek help for his
Immense suffering but carried on working while

Grief unburdened was eating him up.

One day he went to the beach the sea was calm and turquoise
He undressed and began swimming he had to get away

A strong swimmer he swam long before an Israeli gunboat
Blew him out of the water, red turned to pink and then

Back to calming azure as the warped thinking of the occupiers
Said go he should have sought psychological help

For sorrow so deep that no well-meaning words would assuage
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Geography And Racism

Geography and Racism

I have only seen

Africa from the deck

Of a ship sailing by
What I know comes
From books

White men meeting

In darkest Africa

The merchants followed
Soldiers

And colonisation

Racism is contagious and
It settled in the mind

Of Europeans

The illness widened to
Include everyone not white
Now we live

With our trespasses

It truly is a burden
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Ghost

Yesteryears Ghost

Walking around the town where I had grown up and left 40 years ago,

I found myself outside the flat where mother and I lived in on the second floor.
When I came home late I used to throw a pebble up to the window,

for her to come down and open the door, not that I didn "t have key it was just
the hallway was dark and once I had seen a ghost perhaps not seen, but had
felt its cold breaths on my neck.... Eventually mother moved to a nursing and
when everything was cleared out- not that there was much to clear- I was

the kitchen and listened to silence, when the door opened and I saw a ghost,
perhaps I didn "t actually see but I felt its cold breaths, and I remembered

a popular song at the time: “They are coming to take you away ah ha.”
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Ghosts And Modernity

Ghosts & Modernity

The old house has been modernised the hallway, where
ghosts spooked, is now a bathroom, and since there is no
entrance one has to exit through the kitchen window on

a ladder on the wall, this is called saving space, a modern
and fun way to live. The ghosts have gone, no dark corners
and no children with imagination to see what practical
adults are blind to. Closing my eyes I can see children and
ghosts, but not as clearly as before, the kaleidoscope has
gone fuzzy with the distance and it saddens me too that
I'm the only one left to remember a draughty hallway and
the warm glow of true fairytales sprung from the mind of
the very young.
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Ghosts You See

Ghosts you see

It was dusk the sea-mist came rolling in
There was rain in the air

The familiar landscape looked strange

As belonging to the world that had no

Night or the light of day

This was the time of the ghosts those

In Twilight who could not feel hot or cold
They are waiting for a sign a friendly gesture
To be recognised not as fantastic but

A real person just a smile and they would
Melt into the world of abstraction and
Become the air we breathe the scent of
Flowers and last year s spring

Leaves on trees, fruit in a basket or soil
Dark brown earth from where cabbage grows
And lambs jumping of joy among olive trees
You see them along the roadside not clearly
They are shy all you have to do is to smile
And the spring will be bountiful
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Gift Of Rocks

The gift of Rocks

It is a lovely warm forenoon I' m walking around

just outside the village the wayside and filed are

full of flowers in greenness this will not last long

and heat will turn the landscape into yellowish
dejection and the foliage on trees will lose the
brilliance, what remains are stones

a landscape littered with rocks, houses are made

of stone as are fences picked up from the earth

and made into homes and enclosures backbreaking
work but the builders didn "t have watches; how
beautiful water from the well must have tasted. There
are many shades of grey I prefer the dark ones,
where I grew up the landscape was littered with dark
rocks, come to think of it I didn"t move far, yet there
is something safe about stones and boulders they

will not leave tomorrow as my youth did.
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Girl In Park

Girl in the Park

In the park I saw my dog Bambi, she was playing with
another dog that belonged to a girl who sat in the grass.
Bambi didn't see me she had a glossy coat, and looked
beautiful, so I waited for her to see me and come over.
The girl was of no interest, looked as a black & white
photo taken with box camera 1950, I didn’t see her face.
She got up and walked into a café its door was open but
the entrance had a curtain of fake pearls that sounded as
of water in a stream, when moved. The park was empty
and there was no ducks in it dark pond. I walked into
the café, it was empty too; the owner was reading
a paper I asked if he had seen a girl with two dogs, he
said dogs were not allowed in his café, and continued to
read and for no reason at all I sat down and cried.

O
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Glasgow

Glasgow

The music stopped abruptly dancers left the floor

became paintings on the wall in the closed down dance-hall

in Glasgow " s Sauciehal street the old entertainment centre.

We drank plenty of beer before going there, and we were frisked
to see if we had not brought any alcohol into the premises.

To ask a young woman up to dance was painful

The answer was often no, to be refused hurt one's self- esteem
but luckily there was only one or two who said yes,

the ugly ones were the best to ask they were not so critical.
Later in the evening a few open chip shops and hopefully with

a new girl -friend one then followed to the last bus a kiss and

a cuddle a few promise murmured it was all too boring for word.
Glasgow had many splendid pubs I liked to sit drink and smoke
in one of them, the one nearest the docks. I remember at these
pubs some elderly women drank gin & lime they were called
donkey women and I never knew why.

The old dance halls have got a patina of romance where

Friendly ghosts soberly dance to the tune of a bygone time.
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Glass Slipper Bridge

A bridge too far

This long foot- bridge made of glass over a deep canyon in
China, one can walk and look down at the same time but

be careful not to fall which is easy when not looking down.
When peering into the storm- grid at the shop that sells

canned tomato sauce I often see rats using it as a walkway

the rodent looks up but feel safe less if I lose my car- keys

into it rats are notoriously bad drivers.

When the bridge falls down, all bridges do if not dismantled,

big shards of glass will hit the ground hard fly up in the air again
pulverized and fall down as hailstones that will pierce all living
thing except rats in storm drains.

Muammar Gadhafi sought refuge in a storm drain when

French helicopters shot up his jeep. A rat too big to fit in a drain
was lynched by the mob that at the time was our allies.
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Globalsim Mark Two

Sartorial elegance

He always wore a yellow silk scarf around his neck

The type actors wear when in blazer having a drink on the terrace
Of a posh hotel, he bought his scarf at a second-hand store

In Cheshire, nevertheless, it was made to fit him

Oddly enough the rest of his apparel was purchased in a Chine's
This gave him an air of seedy elegance that normally comes with
Those who suffer no self- awareness

He was poor and lived on bread and marge, when not invited

To high-born party by people who thought he was an aristocrat
Sometimes I came too because as he said he was writing a novel,
And that made me interested in people with literary ambitions,
There are so few of them hidden in lofts and not spoken of-

His dead was sudden a rope and a beam,

he was missed by the locals

I have not had a proper dinner for a long time,

But I wear his yellows silk scarf for a book unwritten.
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Gloomy

Gloomy

The saddest sight

A bar closed

Four in the morning
When I just want another
Drink

Before going home
To an empty flat
And a stuffed canary
In a dusty cage.

The consolation is

If I walk slowly

The Chinese grocer
Will be open

And he has got cold
Beer in his fridge.
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Glorious Moment

A Glorious Moment

The bedroom was in semi-darkness your body glowed

I kissed every part of it now I licked your vagina, you stopped me
Didn" t want the moment to end.

Now you wanted me to take you from behind this silky

Smoothness I had to stop, we lie still till you moved and I moved too
Faster and faster we ejaculated at the same time.

You turned around embraced me, and thus we fell asleep.

When we awoke it was dusk we had been in heaven, but now we
We ' re back on earth and someone had knocked on the door.
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Goalkeeper

Goalkeeper

When there is a football match on the TV I switch it

On the last ten minutes of the match my boredom threshold

Is low and to sit there watching the game for ninety minutes, really!
I used to play football as a boy, goalkeeper of all things then

I grew up and chased girls instead which often was painful

Like accidently falling in love, that happened frequent.

Falling in love is painful walking into walls and being nice

To children related to the object of my adoration

Then the pain of being rejected long walks and dark thoughts
Under a night sky, bittersweet flagellation why did she leave me.
This too ended now I'm a goalkeeper again defend the goal and try

To save the ball death is kicking my way
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God And Austerity

God and Austerity

The supermarket which calls itself Forum,
has a bell tower, but now in time of
austerity no one flocks to buy anything
when its bells rings every hour.

Sunday, when I drove my wife to church
the car park was full and the bells didn't
toll in vain; and when I looked through

the window people were singing hymns.

When time is good, god becomes distant
But now with economic times and threats
of a new war is looming, people turn to

an abstraction in time of a unsure future.

Mind, god looks after his own flock, walking
around the car park I noticed most cars
looked new, but if you have got it and want

to keep it a prayer goes a long way.
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God As A Parent

God as parent

God is worried about his son Jesus

Since he was crucified he is not his jolly self

There were no Psychiatrists back then

The profession was not yet invented now New York is full of them
Jesus sits on a swing a harp player nearby

Tries to soothe his nerves

Sometimes god gets annoyed feeling as taking his son by the scruff
Of his neck and shake sense in him

The scars on his foot and heels have healed and his beard is black
God sighs, looks through a book by Hemingway he is so easy to read.
It takes time to forget and of that he has got oceans

He dreams of being with Earnest fishing for Marlins
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God s Laughter

Homeric laughter

They had been angels sitting on clouds for

ten thousand years playing the harp, but

since they were in a timeless environment

They didn" t want knot, only filled with a sense of
ennui that came from sitting on a cloud void

of touch, and they also miss not being hungry
and thirsty, and feeling sad for throwing one out
off the cloud, he had no ear for music.

They objected to god who took off his mas showing

A face a hole so endlessly deep that if it was white,

told they were his illusion now they had to make a choice
either continue playing the golden harp or vanish into the big
white hole; they choose the instrument. God put his mask on,
and bitter silence wafted like an ill omen through the galaxy.
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God's Little Acre

God'’s Little Acre

On a land abandoned by man and behind
an ancient stonewall I saw a Frisian cow.
Not many of those around here, I walked
over to have a look, the ruminant was now
a boulder. I touched it, still warm; looked
up and around, someone was ribbing me.
Walked off looking nonchalant, but quickly
turned to have another look, the big stone
had turned into a grazing Frisian again and
drab olive trees had silver leaves.

I smiled and shook my head, this ongoing
joking between us, I'm old enough to keep
this a secret and, anyway, it is not easy to
talk about shadowboxing.
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Going Home

Going home.

On the plain of Alentejo

sacred green grass ornamented with white flowers.

Rolling landscape and big farms
grazing cattle,
sheep in the shade of umbrella trees.

Rolling landscape I would love to be a stallion here.

Alas, I see few horses and no mares,
but many four- wheeled motorbikes
disturbing the peace.

Cows, sheep and big balled bulls
milk and meat,

time to stop for lunch.
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Golden Fleece

The Golden Fleece

Today my wife and I went to look at an old people’s home,
the entrance looked hotel like and had a reception and

the girl who manned it wore a starched, white uniform.

She showed us around told us that every room double or
single had a shower and a tea kitchen and fridge.

And that we came to the main room where the patients sat,
sorry they are called guests; it was nice only no one spoke
people with open mouths sat watching telly and the air had
a feeling of despondency and a faint smell of urine.
Sometimes I feel like Jason’s old dog, it remembers his master
In my case my youth, but who is to take care of me now?
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Gonedwana

Gondwana

I woke up it was morning and a year had gone

My future was behind me I only had to live for the day
And not bother with philosophical questions but

Set the day free to wander, see where it will take me.
I hope it is not Madagascar this island of muddy shores
Steamy heat, odd animals with big empty eyes [

A variety of snakes and dusty roads leading nowhere

This Island was once a part of a supercontinent but it
Moved out of time Madagascar is a reminder of not to
Worry about now whatever happens it will move out
The world is a stage where most of us a statists but has
No say about the script; time takes care of that.
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Good Bad And Ugly

Every war has good people and bad people and many of

the bad are on our side. I remember the German occupation

of Norway living on a farm with a German military camp.

I met their soldiers and most of them only wanted to go home
to their families. The peace came and when the said soldiers
Who had been kind to me - a little boy- were marched out
among the jeering of the people who suddenly felt heroic
enough to throw stones at the soldiers. I have a tendency to feel
for the losers they fought on the wrong side and lost

their dignity. But there are times when one has to take a stand.
When I aired my views I was told to shut up by a man who had
supplied them with meat and potatoes, he was a bad person,
and the biggest rock but in a democracy we have to live with his
kind. I say this because the young men going to war In Syria or
elsewhere, might be wrong, but many of them are good people
who think they fight for delusory freedom of all Muslims
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Good Time Girl

The Good Time Girl

She was beautiful in a floozy sort of way too much
lack in her hair and dramatic make up.

When I was young and before I married I used to
visit her when the need was there.

Well I got married and was happy for some time,

but my wife left and we divorced.

I visited the old tart again as she had been accommodating,
but her life style had taken bitter its toll.

She was glad to see me, but when she undressed her
body had cigarette burns that spoke for itself.

I put her dress on; she had a defaulting breathing yet
lit a cigarette... I called for an ambulance.

She died in the night of emphysema and I thought
why didn’t I love her instead of my ex wife?
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Great American Literature

Great American Literature

Our book shelf groaned under the weight

of American Literature and my mother was
principally a communist.

An American Tragedy I read at fourteen,

and my fascination with A bridge over San Louis Ray
was endless, and so it went on.

I joined the youth wing of the communist party

of Norway, it lasted a month, they kicked me out

I knew too much to be useful.

The plight of the poor concern me I bristle when
seeing injustice in short I will fling my arms around
a horse that is about to be flogged yet one doesn"t
need to be a communist for this. Kindness is not
political and doesn’t carry a flag you have to pledge
allegiance to, a friendly smile will suffice.
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Great Sutton

Great Sutton

Cypress lane, I lived there for years never saw a tree.
Gas fire in the living room, the bedrooms were glaziers,
If it hadn’t been for the pub nearby I would surely have
frozen to death; that's why I used to fall asleep on

the sofa, in the living room, when coming home from
the pub. If my wife was in the mood she sat up waiting
for me, most of the time she wasn’t; said I was a drunk.
Sober people came knocking on my door, insisted on
telling their story, politely I let them talk, but I noticed
they smoked a lot and that wasn’t good for my throat.
Warm pub, cold bedroom, no contest, I got up and left.
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Greek Sonnet

I write Dionysus poetry

With a dash of Apollo,

This because darksome poetry
Can kill hope

And become cynical - we don 't
Want to lose all hope.

Too much Apollo

On the other hand

And we lose sight of reality
Therefor the two gods
Compliments each other so

We don "t sink into despondency
And not into

Hysterical harp playing lyricism
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Greetings

Greetings

The lone star beer was ice cold, turned my teeth into
glaziers. My mind froze as polar bears hunted seals
on ice floes. I shuddered and thought of home.

“Don’t you like the American way? “ A tall Texan said.
He looked like a US Marshal, grey suit and a Stetson
hat, also grey.” I love America, especially Texas”, I said.
With frostbitten lips I told him I had been to New York
too, but preferred Houston. To this everyone smiled

and the big man said: ” welcome to Texas.”
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Grimalkin

The Grimalkin

I had a black cat with a white chest, a beautiful tabby th