
art of circle 

art of circle 
a perfect turn 

the ring of breath, 
the length of a curve, 
spirals into curve, 
twists into curve 
upon curve 

shadow of globe, 
slice of tree, 
word of surprise 

culminations of itself, 
of snake and tail, 
of mastery and humility, 
of death and birth 

ripples spread 
universe stretches 
time begins and ends in an instant 
in the point where it spins to a stop 

wave ever cresting, 
thought ever forming 
line ever chasing 
round and round 

centre divided by the egg of zero; 
word of surprise, 
as all compact into nothingness, 
opens like an eye 
and is all again 



Blessings 
 
Blessed are those who see 
the branches waving, 
and also choose to see the wind 
and to hear the music riding on it 
 
Blessed are those who map 
the fragile geometry of crystals, 
and also choose to see the angels 
in the angles 
and to read the stories that trace through 
the mazes 
 
Blessed are those who follow the path, 
and also chose to ignore it 
when they can seize the chance to chase 
the music through 
the maze of angels 



 
Meanwhile, it’s sunny in London 
 
life, bless me with your complications, 
frustrations, trials and inconveniences. 
I will use them to shape myself 
into the creature I am always becoming, 
the moving window at the moment of the present that is 
the meeting point of 
all that is done 
and all that is not done 



the ballad of if and when 
 
to make your decisions, 
stand in the river, 
climb the tree, 
feed the child. 
 
to make your decisions, 
open the book, 
begin the dance, 
arch the back. 
 
to make your decisions, 
put fingers in paint, 
let out the song, 
walk on the earth. 



 

un-time  

the slipping into un-time 
where there is no passage 
and the dance is without a beat 
and the forms blend and separate 
in a swirl 

drifting in and drifting out 
to touch the divine parallel 



mysteries are burning  

mysteries are burning  

what to believe 
when it’s all laid out, 
what to question and 
what to know  

what to trust 
when it all conflicts, 
what to reject and 
what to know  

what to hold 
when it all speeds past, 
what to toss and 
what to know  

what to keep 
when it’s all around 
what to dismiss and 
what to know 

mysteries are burning 
leaving 
mysterious ashes  



repeats and returns 

footprints left now barely visible, 
just enough to taste the difference, 
a shadow to show how the brain has been rewired 
through the time in between  

as when places recognise you, 
however you think you’ve changed  

deflected angles of light 
have refracted the colours, 
a little to the left, to the right, 
changes of title and emphasis, 
tweaks that only underline the fundamental 

the jukebox of the mind 
cartwheels through associations, 
raiding the catalogue of the partially understood 
to strike a glancing blow 
and suggest a tangent 
because now is always an evolving moment  



 

21.7 

there are thoughts and feelings 
too big to be crammed into 
words 

particularly the slippery new compound words 
that mix and match 
and couple and de-couple at will  

but even the really old, strong words 
that can absorb earthquakes 
and hold back tidal waves 

suddenly there are new meanings, 
beyond prior conception, 
and they runneth over 
and pour down 
like… 
like… 
like nothing else before  

 
 
 


