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Cuddles and Puddles by Gaslight

Lamplight brushes 

Puddled waters

With glitter from its mantled heart.

Stars peep their white-eyed way

Through scudding clouds

And billowing 

Coal-fired shrouds,

Blinking at what they see.

The night shadows,

Witches’ cat black,

Hug the couples draped in doorways.

Lip-licked in isolated ecstasy,

Tasting tongues, 

Like Eve’s first apple,

Tangled as brambles, 

Yet pricked by other’s morality.

Urban Degeneration 

[Reflections on a Redundant Textile Mill in the Scottish Borders]

Jagged sockets stare at once proud cobbled streets,

Sightless but seeking splinters of the past

From the shuffling footsteps of the last local,

Still clinging to the tired terrace she calls home.

Soot-stained stones tumble from factory gates

That once spewed flat-capped men and turbaned wives,

Rushing home to coal-stoked fires and pastry pies,

Their hobnails tapping out a cobbled roar.

The factory, now a girdered skeleton

Whose bones creakily complain to winter winds

Of gears and cables ripped and stripped from smashed machines

By mindless vandalism of time and man.

The oily-watered pools from broken pipes and drains

Reflect the sky in rippled rainbow hues

And rust-red metalled sheets, like rosy cheeks,

Glow in the early evening heatless sun.

But this rouged, corrugateded face can only frown,

Its heart and soul gone to another town and land.

The face no longer smiles or shouts a living sound,

It just has the postered epitaph - ‘REDEVELOPMENT PLANNED’.

Evening in Wales

[Noswaith yn Cymru]

The people sit staring at the darkening sky

As the land sinks into a mist of drugged dreams,

Clothed in drooping boughs, which gently hug the earth.

The soil smells of old times and gently grieves.

But as the moonless night’s sweet showers will rain

Decaying sorrows into every sleeper’s breathing breast,

So the dusk’s dim light gives notice of inevitable dawn. 

Coastal Defences at Spurn Head

Wooden sentries standing

Wave weary and battle scarred

Keeping tidal watch.

Sand-bagged and sun-bleached

They await their briney fate

With nobility.

In maritime wars

In spite of man’s cleverness

Only the sea wins.

Lost in Translation 
[A dabble with Haiku]
Number One

I sense the meaning

But only in my language

So I am silent

Number Two

When I have sad thoughts

They are not in your language

So I weep alone

Number Three

When I speak to you

I always choose the wrong words

You misunderstand

Number Four

Only when eyes meet

Do we truly comprehend

The depth of our love
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