
The House of Many Blessings

It always seems a good start to define and clarify the words one uses, so here is what I wrote about poetry….

What is a poem?

Metre, verse and rhyme

A picture in words, set within time.

Sonnet, doggerel or limerick

By their form constrained

Or words tumbling out upon the page


I find that my poems really write themselves. I feel moved or stressed by 
some event and the words just seem to be there as I start to write. 


Words form only a small part of our communication between each other 
but once the words begin to paint a picture then the communication 
shifts to a deeper level of understanding. Poems can delve more deeply 
into our human condition and portray feelings and ideas that we would 
have difficulty verbalising in some other form. Perhaps because of this 
they reveal more of ourselves and our inner world than does ordinary 
prose and it is consequently harder to share them with others. Having 
had a long tussle within myself, between embarrassment at revealing 
myself and hope that my words may help others on their journey, I have 
decided to write this little book….


Look kindly upon my poems and if they do not speak to you then let 
them go..be gentle…


Martine – I thank you for encouraging me and telling me I have to 
publish…if it is meant to happen then it will…..

Time

Time is an interesting construction. Time can run fast or slow or seem to stop altogether. Have you ever had the experience of meeting someone after a gap of many years and you take up the relationship as if it was just yesterday? This happened to me…I met up with someone I had known well as a student at Bristol University many years before and he did not appear to me to have changed at all. So I wrote:

Unchanging?

I met some old friends the other day

Years had passed by – we had gone our separate way

But no time had passed – it was yesterday

You seemed unchanged

After twenty years?

Or was it I had changed

And never noticed...

Perceptions

It is not only time that we can perceive differently. I was woken late at night by one of my children screaming that they had heard something in their bedroom…and this gave rise to:

A Noise in the Dark

What was that noise, there, in the dark?

Scurrying fast past the corner of the room

Heart beating, nerves askew

Ears straining to catch the slightest cue.

Was it a mouse, maybe a rat?

It must have been a rat – a huge one at that!

Calling for Mum, put on the light

Hush, my little one – don’t take fright.

Look – there’s nothing there – its gone to ground

More frightened of you if by chance it were found.

A Daddy’s Long Legs is tickling the pane

Could it have been that that started the chain?

A sound – a thought – a fear

Our mind’s fear far greater than what is.

I have spent much of my working life endeavouring to get my patients to realise that their fears and anxieties are built up spiral fashion. Once this has been noticed there is a chance to change the spiral to a more positive one.

I have been on many training courses, heard many different people lecture but one incident stands out in my mind. I was attending a course run by Bill O’Hanlon and there was one particular person in the audience who kept asking inane questions or commenting, presumably because he liked the sound of his own voice. Bill was very patient and gentle with him and to one particularly stupid question he replied that he would have to ‘live in that question’. That phrase has stayed with me and generated the following poem…

Living in the question?

Live in the question, a wise man said

Tolerate ambiguity

Accept uncertainty

Embrace life

In all its many coloured hues.

That seems a good way to live.

Only one thing is certain

That everything changes.

It seems to go badly

Or maybe goes well

But which way to look 

That is the question.

‘To be or not to be’

Hamlet had it wrong

To be and not to be

That is the way of it

Like it or not 

Value judgements aside

Is truth left?

Whose truth?

We all encounter good and bad upon our path and there was a time when I thought I might loose my best friend, my husband for more than thirty years. Happily he made a full recovery but sitting at night by his bedside in hospital, not knowing whether he would live or die, or ever walk or talk again, I wrote this poem:

Untitled

I thought, for one heart-stopping hour

That I had lost you in this world – 

But then you opened your eyes and smiled

And a flower opened in my heart.

A flower of glass

Petals turning to the sun

You frighten me 

With your fragility.

What if your glass flower shatters

Shards shall pierce my heart

What shall I do? How can I not

Weep crystal tears of blood?

Your eyes seeking mine

Speaking fear and confusion

How can I make contact – reassure?

I am here, will always be here

Do not fear – this too will fade to the past.

But I want tomorrow

Want it furiously, obstinately, angrily

I want tomorrow with you tall by my side

I want tomorrow with you smiling at me

As we walk hand in hand into our future.

You are too young for this

This is an old man’s trick

To throw a clot, infarct some cells

You should not come to this.

Why you? The best, most loving man

To be struck down within his prime

It should not come to this.

We hold each other in the palms of our hands

Don’t let me go – the way is long alone.

To accept that death will take the ones we love from us is, I think, harder to accept than our own demise. For a long while I was able to think of little else but then gradually acceptance came.

We are trapped within cages

We are trapped within cages

Of our own making

Constrained by what we feel should be

Confused, angry and insecure

Wanting to blame

In our uncertainty

Anything, everyone or fate

Allow the flow of life

To take control

To take away the worry or the angst

To rejoice in now, as it is

To feel alone, yet in the One

Tolerating uncertainty

The Pebble

I lie there round and still

You tread on me – I break

A flower arises.

Each year, in August, we would go the International Folk Festival in Sidmouth, Devon for a week. Each year we would meet different people but also relationships were built up with those that were ‘regulars’. One such was a woman who had a stall in the craft fair who I discovered had lost her son suddenly in a road traffic accident. I felt her sorrow and her bravery in continuing with life and was moved to write the poem below, sitting in the grassy arena, listening to magnificent Japanese drumming and watching the sun set behind the trees:

We are all one beyond our skin.

Your life

Like a haunting melody

Caught on the wind

Now here – now gone

In my heart remains.

Timeless, timefull

Memories – links within links

Threads weft in the tapestry

We are all one beyond our skin.

Sorrow will not be denied

But softly, gently caressing

The memories remain.

Birds taking flight across a mountain sky

Fish diving deep beneath the ocean swell

Winds blowing gently across a sunlit hill

Softly stealing away your grief.

Do not feel alone, bereft,

We are all one beyond our skin.

I also wrote a poem for a friend of mine whose husband died in his fifties. He had not believed in the existence of anything other than this physical world we experience. I cannot prove whether there is anything more or not, but I feel it is a more resourceful way to live one’s life and if I’m wrong – I won’t know anyway!

To a frog

I had been to leave a card

Condolence, sympathy enclosed

I didn’t see you on the road

Grey-green blending with the tarmac

What did you think before the wheel hit

Blinking you into non-existence?

But you are still part of the cycle

Life to death, to life again

Your atoms blending into matter

Life taking form anew

…And his life-spirit was much more

Than this poor squashed frog’s

That energy too, continues 

On its journey to the One

Or if it doesn’t

As he thought

His journey here has cause effect

Made ripples that continue and endure

As that frog caused this rhyme…

As so many do, I had had problems as a child that took many years to resolve. But even when things are bad there is always something good around the corner…

Snapshots

What is it? That taste, that smell?

Half remembered; in a dream

It seemed so vivid

And yet now all I know

Is that it was foul, revolting

- and I wanted it to go

Orange blossom over the garden shed

A gentle scent

Giving comfort to a tear stained face

Buried in the furry kitten

Purring on her lap – while the rain fell

Huddled in the darkness

Listening to the storm

Snug and dry within our tent 

Together to keep warm

Bird song in the morning

Open up the flap

A new washed earth awaits us

New day, new hope, new life…

Work in progress

I am wonderful, unique

‘Oh, no you’re not!’

Comes the reply

‘Well maybe, sometimes

Occasionally

But….’

That little girl needs loving

But even so that feels

Disloyal….

My parents loved me in their way

Enough for then

But not for now..

Inadequate… not good enough

For whom ….or what?

Feelings of inferiority

Engendered long before

Kids have valid opinions?

Be in the right? – Oh no!

I’m not as good as they are

Too shy to join the social round

They all seem so self assured

So confident

And I feel – oh, so small.

And in the growing knowing

That this doesn’t have to be

How to reach her – give her love?

Enough for her and me.

Accept the feeling, give it room

It drove me where I am. 

So little girl, come home within

Feel comfortable within your skin.

Accept oneself; the good, the bad

Connected to all life around.

Rejoice in me and everyone

‘Work in progress’ reads the sign.

Dialogue

What needs to be sung?

The soaring hills

The babbling brook

The calling birds

They need the song

What needs to be danced?

The caressing breeze

The floating clouds

The waving plants

They need the dance

Who needs to be loved?

The younger self

The squabbling voices

The frightened child

They need the love

What needs to be left?

The pull of ambition

The winning the race

The striving to please

These need to be left

What needs to be held?

The joy of the dance

The giving of love

The connection to all

These need to be held

Several years after my parents had both died I eventually felt that I had laid those demons to rest and wrote:

My Father

I love my father, now

Dancing and the essential joys of cooking – these were his gifts to me

I view him now affectionately, sad

A lost and lonely man

Flashes of other but still across the years the cry

“Why does he hate me – mother?”

Of course he didn’t – problem mixed – confused and threatened

I was not able to give a helping hand

Regrets for that which might have been

But at the end – he knew

Love, stillness and acceptance came.

My Mother

Mother – strong as a rock

But so constrained

You never understood my dancing light

But you gave me love in your own way

Although you also gave me pain

And at the end – you were my child

I hope I gave you love enough

To change your restricted terrible God to expanded love – no end….

My brother

A mind of thirteen

So sure in your bigotry and prejudice

But then a flashing smile

Lights up your face 

And banishes my hostility

You’ve been dealt a losing hand

Young baby boy blighted in his forming

You had so many trials

And times you swore and let your anger fly

Uncontrolled at yourself and those around

Yet back again that smile

That lit your face and lightened all your woes

Your breathing harsh and ragged

Tears my heart with its labouring

May your passing be gentle 

As you go into the light

Often people are not what they appear on the surface:

Unfinished

I knew a man once

Let’s call him John

Who surrounded himself

With an orchestrated wall

But deep within

Was a softer shyer sound

He had always known it

But not heard it up till now

Sometimes a poem arises from an internal vision or a dream as this one did…

Fates

Windswept hair dark against her skin

Wet tendrils slant across her sea washed face

Eyes deep and dark, elfin faced, considering

Wave meeting wave

Fingers trailing in the pools of light

Hard rounded rocks beneath her feet 

She waits

What does she want? This strange elfin child

Gazing across timeless wastes 

Waiting, always waiting

Sad? Maybe, her eyes weep tears of salt

Sea from whence she came

Beckoning she turns

Hesitantly I follow 

Down to the deeps where life began

There is no escape

There must I go

She calls and I must follow

But can I leave all this behind?

Loose the links, undo the ties?

To drown seems so very final

Why does she wait for me

So persistently, so patiently?

I have always been a pacifist and was moved to write this way back in 2003.

A Child of Peace

Red mist drifts

Over blackened desolation

Piles of rubble point

Accusing fingers to the sky

Silence, broken by a moan

A woman sobs

A baby cries

Why did you kill our child of peace?

That child of peace

So fragile, whimpers softly in the dark

You have the power to help her grow

Don’t cast her down to earth

You trample on her

Elephants on heat

Secure within your right, your power

Do you not see what you have done?

You are the one to fear

Not fear the one.

The Apple Tree

What would happen, I wonder

If we threw apples, not bombs?

Nurture with nature, not destroy?

What would happen if

We postured with bananas

Not with guns?

Would we play the same game?

The roots of the apple entwine in the earth

Its branches reach out to the sun

Its fruit is its gift, preservation of life

For me and for you, for everyone.

This poem arose while I was on a creative writing workshop. I couldn’t think of what to write; I was trying much too hard. Once I realised what I was doing, I got up and went for a walk and let my creative unconscious do the work:

Life will out

Look – can you see what I see?

Coal grey stone and a dandelion smiling

How did it get atop that wall?

Which bird dropped the seed? 

How long did it lie there? 

Life will out.

Listen – can you hear what I hear?

The sound of a leaf blown along a path

Footsteps in the gravel, humming of a bee

Where are they going?

Do they know – or care?

Life will out.

Smell – can you smell what I smell?

Pine needles on a tree, lavender on the bush

The scent of spring come wafting on the breeze

Where has it come from?

How long will it stay?

Life will out.

Feel – can you feel what I feel?

The stone is hard, the bench is warm

Breeze cool against my skin

The birds sing joy into my heart

The flowers into my eyes

Life will out.

Think – do you think to understand?

Wayward primulas on the grass allowed

Bulbous tulips, spikes of bronze and green

Blue petals cluster between the stone

The gardener works on

Life will out.

I was staying with some friends who loved cats. On their fridge door were many little magnetic letters making up rhymes and sentences about cats. I decided to write them a cat poem while I was sitting on the train going home:

Cats

To be your cat is rather fun

As between the table legs we run

Hide and seek around the chairs

Racing madly up the stairs!

Friendly sparring, endless fun

Frisky frolics all day long.

Then in you come with gentle hands

Stroking, petting, safe and warm

We feel secure, content to be

A purring muffler, all love lorn

Spirituality is something that is difficult to talk about in the normal ebb and flow of conversation. Having been brought up a Roman Catholic it was a very long time before I felt comfortable discussing spirituality at all. By spirituality I mean that drive to explore and connect with something greater than ourselves, whether it be called God, Divine Intelligence, Life Energy or anything else. Over the years I have experienced that sense of oneness, that connection, and although it is difficult to put into words, poems seem to convey a little of what I feel

Time Rock

People close themselves in with skin

But the arching branches leaping to the sky

Feathered blossom, sprouting life

I am there

Dancing from leaf to leaf

A tarmac’d road – an erstwhile habitation

Secret windows, closed bolted doors

Circumspection, this we learn

Hold within – do not embarrass with unwanted me

But there a bridge

Where to? I cannot tell but I will go

I beckon- can you follow?

I lead but can you see?

The spiralling dance can lead but where you ask of me?

To spiral down to deepest depths of blackness and despair

To spiral up to joyousness with wings and wind to share?

The moss upon the paving stone

The dust upon my eye

The linking loveliness of hills 

I hear the granite sigh

Time is an illusion

A construction made by man

The earth, I think, knows better

Dances to a different tune

Now is now, but there is past and where is what will be?

All within a grain of sand- or so it seems to me

Dancing on the edge of a moonbeam

I dance on the edge of a moonbeam

I sing in the immensity of stars

Deep within are galaxies

Swirling

Spiralling

Still

Distances are meaningless

Inner outer space the same

Paradoxes meet

Inner and outer

Moving and still

No-thing is everything

A unity of diversity

It is as if this was always known

Just not expressed in fear of contradiction

And in that dancing stillness

That space within out 

Is all

Outpouring joyfullness

Love-linking wonder

In every dancing sunbeam 

Crystal raindrop sparkle, quiet rock face steadfast, slow

Time deconstructed

Upthrustings of life innumerable

Drops in a wave on the ocean of time

They say the way is hard

The journey has been long

But now it seems too simple

Is it really here?

My self-doubts creep in 

I feel small again

But I can know through my self-isolation 

The joy and the starburst return again

They tell me there are daemons out there

But my joy-filled galaxies cannot hold them

They have no place here

I have felt the lonely pain of the immensity and it yearns its healing joy.

Space

The outer space of planets, stars and the Milky Way

The inner space of thought, imagination and the mind

Both brought together in completion

What might then arise?

Is space the final frontier that we cross to find ourselves?

What might we find? What might we be?

Across the starry skies?

The Almond Tree

Tall and graceful

Arching stems of pink explosions hanging

As with the almond tree I sat 

I thought

It is not perfect

Not symmetrical

A side branch breaks the pattern

But

That very asymmetry brings its beauty

Makes it rare, unique

How many times do we try to fit the mould?

Forgetting each is one 

Unrepeatable

Energy tailored to solid flesh

We do not want to stand apart

Out from the crowd – alone

So hide behind and deny our strength

To shine out in its rightful home

Come join and sing the dance of life

Come dance the song of the universe

Increasingly I become kinaesthetically more aware of energy. Energy linking one person to another, energy from nature all around us, energy that I tap into when I am doing Reiki:

Connections

You know me, I was on the corner of your street

I know you, you were standing in the queue

You know me, I was just behind you

I know you, I felt your thoughts expanding.

Your thought touched mine

And mine touched yours

A mutual exchange – unknown, unremarked

This is connection – a beginning.

As I sit within the hall a light connects us all

Some may feel, some unaware

But still the lovelight grows

Encompassing and encircling, and enriching all.

The Reiki Retreat

Unknown and unfamiliar

We met

A group of fellow travellers

We talked

We told our stories and our thoughts

We shared

The energy ran through our hands

Together

Together we dance in the song of life

Together we dance the song of the universe….

Energies

Within my heart

The pulse of ancient rocks

Slow surge of life

Deep down within the earth

Then surface skimmed

All created life contained

Plant, animal and bird

All things that dwell within

Life manifest in a myriad forms

The rhythm of pulsing purple sound

Engulfing, tumbling down in waves

Flowing in curtains from my hands

…….

Calm, steady flow of peace

Floating as cloud upon the breeze

Solemnity of churches speak

That same tranquillity

That speeding stillness

Flowing blue and strong

Outpouring love upon the world

Can you not feel? 

Accept the gift

Keep that calm within 

Grasp hold when’ere you can

……

Higher still 

Into the speeding silver light

Flowing outwards

Connecting one with all

Joy and love outpouring

Spreading like ripples in the sea

All becomes one – as you in me

Are you so blind that you cannot see

You will not break

The fir tree stands tall upon the ground

Its branches allow the snow to fall

The bamboo bends to the strongest wind

And lifts to the light once more

Poems can capture an instant of time, often I feel, more effectively than a photograph:

Some thoughts

The river rushes on

Thunders down to meet the sea

So noisily

Birds dart by, chattering gaily

Peeking and playing

What care they for the rain?

Tall purple spires reach up

And try to touch the sky

Do bees get vertigo?

On a balcony in Cairo

Gentle warmth of the setting sun

An enquiring bird just hopping by

Crimson explosions of Bouganvillia 

Blaring cacophony of motorhorns

Cuts across with mystical command

The muezzins call to prayer

I sip the red wine

Life is good

Inch’Allah

Thanks be to God..

The River

Rushing tumbling cascading

The river passes

Deep and dark but edged with bubbled white

As round the rocks it’s parted.

I wonder where and how it came to being?

From what deep subterranean cleft it sprang?

Or did it lazily, almost unnoticed,

Arise from some mossy bank 

Before beginning its journey

Slow at first, and small

A trickle, then a brook, a stream

With children splashing

Ducks a chattering

A kingfisher or a wagtail

Finding food or solace in its waters

Growing yearly with the rains

Home to fish and a myriad tiny things

Nourishing its banks as it rushes onward

Never passing the same place twice 

Never stopping to take a breath

Until with grateful surges

It joins the azure sea

But where does one water end and the other begin?

The river – fresh and full of life

The ocean – salt and full of life

It is all water in the end….

Poems can often capture the feel of a place that can then transport you back there, years later, as if it were yesterday.

Bogs

Bogs and bracken

Crags and mist

The stoney path winds up

A glimpse of lake

A copse of trees

The drifting mist obscures.

Then to the summit

Sun-beamed now

To sit and rest awhile

The lake below, the crag above

A rainbow o’er the dale.

Squelch – one foot in, one out

Don’t laugh – I’m stuck!

Scrambling, scrabbling

Out of the green

Moss, grass tussock, bracken brown 

I never did like bog!

Squelch – I never did like bog

I wish bog would return the favour!

Ah well – both feet now wet

I might as well walk down the beck.

French reverie

Thrusting upwards

The warm ruggedness of lichen covered stone

Thrusting upwards

Grey feathered fronds and grey green spikes

Down below

The snaking black

Giving life with water spray

And droplets wet against my toes

The wind kissing the trees so boisterously

A door slams – reverie flown

And an aeroplane above never knows

What lies down here below

Lemon tang upon the breeze

Grey crunchiness of sun dried leaves

Wet droplets

Warm sun

Everyone
Indian images

Gaily decorated tuc-tucs

Festooned with glitter garlands

Honking down the dusty street

Dodging bikes and walking feet

Amid the chaos, noise and dust

A cow sits quietly as the traffic parts

Around its pale and bony bulk

To merge again with stops and starts

A bus cuts in, horns a-blasting

Amidst cycle rickshaws, pedalled fast

Swerving, dodging into spaces

There, now gone as the tuc-tucs pass

Good brakes, good horns, good luck is needed 

To travel India’s streets unheeded!

Reflections

The reflection of sunlight on the water

Shimmers along the branches of the overhanging tree 

Like Christmas lights they appear to move

Replacing shade with light in unending sequence

The repetitive call of an unknown bird

The plopping of water in the pool 

As it is moved by the breeze 

That lazily plays itself across my form

As I lie here in the dappled shade

Watching…listening….

The noonday sun is fierce and unforgiving

The water cools and lays its silken touch upon my skin

Will I recall this heat when I return to snow?

Will these memories stay with me when I go?

This poem was inspired by feeling the energies doing an ancient circle dance that about a hundred of us took part in with Mathew Fox at the Mystics and Scientists Conference in Winchester in 2009:

Circle Dance

Holding hands we circle

Voices chanting rhymically, clear and high

Feet dancing lightly on the earth

Eyes uplifted to the swirling sky

Together we spiral, in and out

Events good and bad, turning about

Life’s energies flowing

Joyousness growing 

We are part of the cycle

The joy of the Dance

I find that music often inspires a poem, such as the one below. I remember scribbling away, listening to wonderful jazz in the foyer of the Bridgwater Hall during the Manchester Jazz Festival.

The song goes on

Rumbling thunder

Threatening overtones

Silver breaking through

Trumpet calls

A duel ensues

Rolling notes in lower registers

Competing with high toned blasts

Beneath all the encompassing rhythm of the tune

Breaking into joyous refrain

Foot tapping, bright whirling, swirling colours

Reducing into quieter tones

With insistent rhythm still

Driving, goading into life

As the song goes on….

Sounds

Notes cascading down

A confused and stirring sound

Reveals a pattern

Half concealed

Soul lights shining

Soaking up the sound

Light and dark

Fast and slow

High and low

Sometimes gently curving waves of silver bells

Sometimes darker tones of percussive thunder grows

Linking with melody

The pattern of our souls

Conversely silence and solitude can give rise to their own poems… we need both to grow:

On silence

I thought it silent

But then the ticking clock insisted

I thought it silent

But my thoughts arose to sing

It is noisy – this silence

As I hear the earth and all its lodgers call

I realise silence is just a different sound

A sound within the sound

In the stillness all around
Solitude

To sit alone atop a hill

To sit alone and still

It sounds attractive

If a trifle cold

Unless the sun was bright

I’m sure it would not be the same

Sat there in the pouring rain

So shall I be a fair-weather guru

And keep my meditation Sunday-best?

Or take what comes

Stay in the flow

And let the sunshine dry the snow

Enjoy the raindrops as they fall

The mists that part and reveal the hill

Each snowflake crystal perfect of its kind

Each day a celebration left behind..

I have always loved fireworks and although I also love to sit around our own bonfire with friends and enjoy a few fireworks, the grander public displays are wonderful:

Fireworks

The crowd awaited, expectant, hushed

Then with the rushing of a thousand stars

Silver against the darkened sky

The show began

Arcing strands of red and blue

Whirling, swirling silver wheels

Exploding into darting silver shoals

Of light now seen, now gone

Fire balls burst, exploding stars

Cascading gold and silver down

Leaving diamonds hanging there

Fans of light, fireflies bright

Canopies of rainbow hue

Pencilled in the sky

What price do you put on beauty?

No one moment can be repeated 

Should our efforts then be directed

Only to what endures?

Or should we take the moments given 

And enjoy?

The House of Many Blessings

Come friend, you are invited in

Do not stand, hesitant, upon the threshold

Take my hand – I am here to help you onward

All of us, upon our journey

Need a travelling companion from time to time

Someone who has been before

The way marked road spreads out in many directions

But all arrive here at the end.

Many are too busy to see or start to travel 

They fuss around in palaces of things

Caught within themselves 

Never looking up to see the way

But those that see the road

Must travel – helping those that travel haltingly

The sighted must light the way

The full bodied must help where they can

The many tongued must speak their understanding

That we might all reach that threshold

……And enter in.
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