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Windmills – Part 1

through the window I see them
blurs of colour never still
the wind howls unimpressed
as jewelled blades
catch the light with each turn of the head
arcs of voluptuous rainbow shatter
impressing the child who passes
she claps and smiles the father amused

I watch with unenhanced eyes
myopia presbyopia the aging lens inflexible
a kaleidoscope of metallic colours 
are seen as a dreamscape
all indistinct 

air disturbed by the sails is silent
sound repelled by glass
no shriek or vibration to violate my brain
I remain serene invincible behind this pellucid veil


cont……….
a likeness of form 
and the surface feel of their fabric
eludes me
in this small room
I sit content with my imagination
surrounded by the detritus of being
I isolate from the mundane beauty of life
ergo I am safe

Windmills - Part 2 

and today though no fault of mine

I am exposed

revealed
my world laid bare 
for spectators to jeer
heckle and mock me
with ignorance inherited from others

outside my door
eyeglasses conscripted to face
noise cancelling headphones
ripped from my ears
in the centre of a circle of conspirators
I stand with the windmills
alone
with a brain screaming to effect an escape
paralysis ensues
cont……….
colour colours too many colours assault me
too intense too close
synthetic and prurient
the lasciviousness disgusts
as the incandescent fractals
tattoo my retinas in revenge 
for my inability to comprehend 
the beauty singularity and motive

[bookmark: _Hlk66967344]pink blue red yellow
green red turquoise

the chant repeats 
as children learning the rosary

pink blue red yellow
green red turquoise

now on my knees the colours synthesize
as a palette left out in the sun
but these fingers cannot erase 
or wipe away the iridescent scum
that remains to taunt and burn

blades in the guise of claustrophobic cradle
cwtch the unwilling memory of a lost life from another world
or the head of a shovel that buries all in the deep loam 
nurturing the fear for another generation


cont……….
but what is cruellest
the shape or the glare of the 
hard mirrored surface
as it continuously reflects back your pain
and the likeness of razor edges that terrorize

noise pummels my body
I see the sound leave the windmills
as it pirouettes through the air towards me
I feel it shriek and bellow
in its attempt to overwhelm my reason
now bereft of balance as my humanity 
oscillates to the rhythm of chaos
I am submerged beneath an ocean of incomprehension

breath slows 

the circle disperses
fun was had at the expense of another the other 
in myriad minds an alien 
vulnerable so easy game

arms encircle me from above
dragged to my feet now secure in this place
I still cannot illustrate the fear of an everyday life
the terror of the mundane spontaneous and unplanned
please be courteous to those who live behind their constructed veils or walls
you have no idea what may lie behind

the windmills went on to a better place
the pudgy hands of the child with the father who smiles
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