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Poems for: Writing the place

Nearby moments


Graveyard

This earth is fertile a musty scent
Fills my nostrils, busy worms, insects
so many birds
Silver sounds, a concerto of many voices
Da Capo Da Capo for life
a graveyard on that hill 

Grandmother, father, mother 
Cousins, little cousins, line of my blood
This beautiful place  
Not for them, they have no eyes to see
No skin to feel, ears, nose, lungs. Nothing. 
Where are they, where do they go -
Nowhere, somewhere, some faraway

My mother, my father in me 
Mother was blind and she loved to see
Father felt too much, he escaped
Not successfully but often 

All that life, where is it now
Gentle rain, misty light, silent birds
The graveyard on the hill that softly curves
looking over the lake
Looking with my eyes, ears, nostrils, lungs
feeling with my skin


Night swim

Water like black velvet caresses
My skin with liquid fingers, my movements
Softly leave traces
On a pale moon bridge 
some stars not many 
mighty cosmic friends		
Will I join your silent dance if
I let go on this perfect moment?


Completion

I saw a snail sitting on a mushroom
Reaching out for a blueberry
All of itself in that reaching
what joy when snail mouth
Meets the blue juicy flesh





How short the moment

They have appeared again
The small lambs from a tiny world 
Into much bigger world
So ready already
Life so vibrating 				
It cannot be contained
Jumping in the air
It is not fair
How short their moment is
I can’t bear the days of
Mothers crying
I shut the windows
All that care   




In to the space and time moments

A missing bit

There was a missing bit
It was missing all day long
And into the night it was missing
And we looked everywhere; inside
Outside, streets and mountains
Neighbours and strangers
For weeks and years we looked
And decades and countries
Desserts and zoos and other places
I hope we’ll never find it



A Touch

In the temples of ancient lands
Spirit was in their hands
They were no technicians of pleasure
They were star gypsies and travellers
Coming from a nuclear core
Breathing lilies and lotus flowers
Rivers that become waterfalls
Until waters they fall and fall










There are these moments too… 

Waste of space (I am)

There are those days
when will to live is spare
a waste of space
don’t really care
Just enough to take me
down to the sea
where I can hear my 
Mermaid soul calling



On the edge of now

Senses leap like native scouts 
they go to seek for clues 
First always smells: they evoke memories, 
dream images from times gone by
or those scents that are echoing
from the future to now
awaken new feelings, no recycled emotions
far from their origin, yet fresh like first steps 
on unthreatened snow, first trace on desert sand
sensual caressing warmth from the sun, 
highly wired nerve antennas tingling 
reaching out through skin 
gentle humidity of the morning dew, 
fast hitting autumn rain like
steps of tiny animals running on bare skin 
lifetime of sensation
no final cohesion




Old Love

I made my nest
On your lap long ago
And stayed all seasons
Your rheumatic arms
Like wings of an worn out
Condor shelter me  now
My wear and tear, your gout
Two entangled old trees
Marked with time scarred 
Your heart skips a 
Beat now  and then  and I 
Listen thankfully your 
morning breath rattle 
song of life, yet 
another day given 





Invisible children

They live in shadow cities
Hiding in the grey
You never see them
They never play or cry
Only when nobody sees
For a second or two
Darker than shadows 
they emerge

black night skies
bullet holes don’t shine
all these children
who no longer cry
knife cuts flesh sharp
invisible wounds bleed
blood-red rivers
running from life

Invisible and everywhere
In war torn countries
That don’t matter
shadow cities broken 
suburbs nowhere seen
Nobody hears them
They have no voice
No choice for them
Just broken promises









Prose Poems: 
Childhood moments, seasons, fields of imagination

Spring
The Stone
She could see the stone. Powerful and grey covered with green moss, it stood there like a mighty troll, guardian of the forest. Not scary, but impressive. If she just could touch it, lean on it in time, all would be well. It would lend her its power, and other children would leave her to be. 


Summer
Secret blue portals
The path goes first over a wooden bridge that curves over the river. Then it enters the forest; birch trees, like slender young maidens with silvery new leaves, whisper in the wind. After a while she steps into the magical clearing filled with Bluebells. They return every summer, their delicate light-blue bells are nearly transparent. She sits down on a soft green bed of grass, making sure not to squash any blue flowers. Carefully sensing her way, she chooses one of the bluebells – or maybe the bluebell choses her? She practises squinting her eyes in a particular way; first come floaters, then salty teardrops. Last appear rainbow colours. She keeps the squint and focuses her gaze inside the bluebell. Bluebells are magical portals to the other side. If you just can gaze inside to a bluebell long enough in the right way, you get transported to a different world. She could sit like that for hours, in the magical clearing surrounded by her protective birch maidens. Her eyes remain focused, rest of her completely still. And woosh; she is no longer there.


Autumn
Space Mud
Aliens had clearly left it there. Grey, brown, rainbow colours here and there. Not ordinary mud; you could jump on it, and it responded like rubber, bouncy. It was vital to do that too, jump on it before entering t the school, even if it meant being late and getting the mark. It was important that aliens knew she appreciated their gift.

Winter
Wolves on ice
The sea is covered with a thick layer of ice, and the ice is covered with snow. Blazing blue sky; the winter sun heats her cheeks. No time to marvel at the stunning winter landscape, glistering white scenery as far as eyes can reach. The fresh crispy cold air expands her lungs as is skis faster and faster. Wolves are running after her, and they are hungry, the whole pack of them. She needs to reach land before they catch up with her.
A metallic sound, like a horn: she looks up. A huge ship, mechanical soulless monster. Open dark grey sea in front of her. She looks down; water on the ice, an ice-cold death. Fear, ice-cold like the sea, squeezes her heart hard. She is frozen. Then something takes over. Slowly, carefully, she turns and directs her skis towards the land. She glides with even and steady movements, listens to tiny sounds of cracking ice under her skis. Safe now. The wolves have also gone quiet. ‘Maybe they are tiptoeing on ice?’ She smiles to the image of tiptoeing wolves and hopes they too are safe.
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