
      No World Now


      

      
      
         Welcome puny beings 

Happy to see you here 

You couldn't stay away 

Come for some sightseeing 



Your little mud, your small home 

Speck in a black ocean 

With all the nice comforts 

Not while now you roam 



Metal cans not freeing 

Cosmic rays, dirt sheer 

So many ways to slay 

Welcome small, brave beings 
      

      
   
      Foot In the Door


      

      
      
         From the most clean streets and clear bright lights 

To dirty alleys and lambent lamps 

With purpose towards hunting the nights 

Helping people in the homeless camps 



Not out of obligation this task 

Volunteering the short time to work

Without guilt or forced, nor were you asked 

Helping people out of the sad murk 



An occasion that found into hell 

For time were once without home yourself 

Now circumstances have bless you well 

Helping people to support themselves 
      

      
   
      Step Forwards


      

      
      
         Dawn brings the fresh smell 

Sparkly clean career prospects 

From fast to slow food  



Dusk drags the greasy 

Cook on fried ingredients 

From slow to fast food 



Degree hard most earned 

Opens way forward to change 

From chef to more worlds 
      

      
   
      Clerihew


      

      
      
         Edmund (Bentley) Clerihew

Didn't do anything very new

But when it comes to short biographical verse

He might have done very much worse.
      

      
   
      And welcome to it


      

      
      
         The first touch

of wet grass on your toes

flows up like an icicle

and the breeze wraps around you

like a comforting lover.



The sun has a green crown

and the hill scented air

smells like that moment

when you were five 

and your eyes went wide and bright



The ground is so soft

each step lets you bounce 

as birds circle you

if you reach out to them

they may pull you up to the sky



The trees are solemn

and older than cities

gnarled with wood-trapped time.

Leaves cup your sounds instead of rain

they uncurl to return your echoes.



There are no miracles here

it has always been.
      

      
   