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Slow 
 
They always tell me I am slow; 
The implication: sloth is sin. 
They cannot guess; I do not know; 
 
And what they guess will seldom grow 
To what my values underpin. 
They always tell me I am slow, 
 
That lassitude I’ll undergo, 
My mind is under discipline. 
They cannot guess; I do not know 
 
The laws that decorate their show; 
What voice is heard above the din. 
They always tell me I am slow, 
 
So should I scrape a cameo? 
Or fail to play the violin? 
They cannot guess; I do not know 
 
And must resist the undertow 
That drags me into vacant spin. 
They always tell me I am slow. 
They cannot guess. I do not know. 
 
 
Sure 
 
Is certainty a broken crutch 
That leads to ignorance and shame? 
I’m never sure; I know too much 
 
Persistent education such 
That every fact avoids its aim. 
Is certainty a broken crutch? 
 
Those surenesses to which we clutch 
Dispersed by seekers after fame, 
I’m never sure; I know too much. 
 
Enclosed like pets within a hutch 
Kept kindly, meaningless, and tame. 
Is certainty a broken crutch 
 
Linking opinions out of touch? 
We bring our worlds. We play a game. 
I’m never sure; I know too much. 
 
An intellectual ‘going Dutch’, 
Theories never two the same, 
Is certainty a broken crutch? 
I’m never sure; I know too much. 
 

Safe 
 
So like a bird about to fledge 
With settled instinct taking heed 
I may be safe. I’m still on edge 
 
Precarious upon a ledge, 
Gripped by an underlying need. 
So like a bird about to fledge 
 
Above a waste of heath and sedge, 
But carefully avoiding greed 
I may be safe; I’m still on edge. 
 
And gravity implies a pledge 
Of impact at a frightful speed. 
So like a bird about to fledge. 
 
Secured by line and link and wedge 
I wait for rescue, and I plead. 
I may be safe; I’m still on edge 
 
Uneasy, while my fears allege 
Necessity, I will concede. 
So, like a bird about to fledge, 
I may be safe. I’m still on edge. 
 
 
Still 
 
Still we struggle; still we play; 
Never knowing how to start, 
Silence keeps the words away. 
 
Until our effort fails, we stay 
To sketch an essay or a chart. 
Still we struggle; still we play 
 
At testing out a form to say 
Exactly what defeats our heart. 
Silence keeps the words away 
 
And, miming, meaningless, we may 
Be wounded by a verbal dart. 
Still we struggle; still we play; 
 
Our act and actions bend and stray. 
Reluctant now to take a part, 
Silence keeps the words away, 
 
Though secular, we care to pray 
The different heresies of art. 
Still we struggle; still we play; 
Silence keeps the words away. 
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Slate 
 
Subjected to the narrative of fate, 
And measured by the spectrogram of time, 
We must respect the cleanliness of slate 
 
Which designates refreshment of our state. 
The unrecorded steps that mark our climb, 
Subjected to the narrative of fate, 
 
Will only emphasize the distance to the gate 
That leads beyond our present place of grime. 
We must respect the cleanliness of slate 
 
And face what may be centuries of straight 
Rejection, wordless, unappealing mime, 
Subjected to the narrative of fate. 
 
We cannot fix or even estimate; 
Hearing the clock, the clock will always chime. 
We must respect the cleanliness of slate 
 
And must erase each new predicted date 
Defining targets that we call sublime. 
Subjected to the narrative of fate 
We must respect the cleanliness of slate. 
 
 
Stone 
 
The intellect we strive to hone 
To sharpness, while we work and sleep, 
Colliding with resistant stone 
 
Becomes an underlying drone, 
A bluntness never cutting deep. 
The intellect we strive to hone 
 
Is what we scarcely claim to own, 
Is what we barely aim to keep. 
Colliding with resistant stone, 
 
Obsession bruising to the bone, 
And sentience is left to weep. 
The intellect we strive to hone 
 
Will stand in silence all alone; 
Moved by an unsuspected leap, 
Colliding with resistant stone. 
 
The story ends with nothing known; 
We graze as providential sheep; 
The intellect we strive to hone 
Colliding with resistant stone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sigh 
 
To find direction when the world is dry 
No thoughtful plan should ever be deferred. 
Take further comfort from a hidden sigh; 
 
Breathe with imagination, asking why 
And what impels the fragile migrant bird 
To find direction when the world is dry. 
 
And search for better answers, dig and pry, 
Reject no path, though patently absurd. 
Take further comfort from a hidden sigh; 
 
Though whether tears, or any mournful cry, 
Can help those puzzled, trapped, interred, 
To find direction when the world is dry 
 
Is doubtful. Is it ever fair to try 
When nothing helps, no reassurance heard? 
Take further comfort from a hidden sigh 
 
But look with focussed, sharp, attentive eye 
Hoping to see the single useful word 
To find direction when the world is dry. 
Take further comfort from a hidden sigh. 
  
 
Song 
 
Is there a tune we all can share 
One total universal song 
To claim the earth and fill the air, 
 
Saving us from work and care 
Holding us each exact and strong? 
Is there a tune we all can share 
 
Whose words predict that new and fair 
Humanity for which we long? 
To claim the earth and fill the air 
 
With choirs owning street and square, 
Inspired by beats on drum and gong; 
Is there a tune we all can share 
 
To keep us upright; make us dare 
To summon up a vital throng 
To claim the earth and fill the air; 
 
Applying all our skill and flair 
To make us rightfully belong? 
Is there a tune we all can share 
To claim the earth and fill the air? 
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Swift 

The best would be the gift to heal; 
And what exchange could yield that gift? 
But hope compels the mind to kneel 

And then in silence turn the wheel; 
With each rotation short and swift 
The best would be the gift to heal. 

Rapidity propelled by zeal 
Can counteract the need for thrift, 
But hope compels the mind to kneel 

And make a place for what we feel: 
That facts are all too hard to shift. 
The best would be the gift to heal, 

If doubt determines what is real, 
How can that doubt be forced to lift? 
But hope compels the mind to kneel; 

Confirm each treaty with a seal 
That overcomes an idle drift. 
The best would be the gift to heal, 
But hope compels the mind to kneel.   

Sword 

What better message can the rivals send, 
When held inert, immobile, to the board,  
To bring the entertainment to an end 

Than never to accept or to pretend 
Or choose a close alignment with the horde? 
What better message can the rivals send, 

Than stern devotion, begging make and mend; 
Shunning deceptive and adhesive fraud, 
To bring the entertainment to an end. 

Do not accept and never condescend 
To please the devious allies who applaud. 
What better message can the rivals send 

Indifferently to whether they offend? 
Patiently untie the knotted cord 
To bring the entertainment to an end; 

No doubtful precedent should they intend, 
Nor swiftly cut the tangle with a sword. 
What better message can the rivals send 
To bring the entertainment to an end? 

 
 


