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TRANSITION.

Through the undergrowth
Over the pebbles and rocks,
Above the fish,

Flows the little bubble,
Getting further and further,
Away from its source

Miles away on a hillside
The water gently flows
Smoothly and freely,
Where the little bubble

came to being
And entered this creek

Its flowing down the creek
With the ferns and the shrubs,
Leaning over in admiration,
Sympothy and sorrow

For @ reason,

A reason they know




Nothing they can do,

For the creek flows,

And the bubble is a part,
For if it stops,

It has to be out of the water
But on it must flow

It will flow on and on,
And enter the River

The great dirty rushing river
Where nobody will notice
Or even care to notice
That o little bubble exists

It will be swallowed up,

In the fost flowing tide,
With the rubbish and dust
Among the twigs and leaves,
Fighting for continuity,
Always possible to end




An cbject it will become
Identified with the mush and rubbish,
And no longer be a bubble

It will be branded,

It will be studied,

It will be protected by the river,
Only in the name of the group

1t will be proised,

1t will be rewarded,

For the little oxygen it carries,
That provides o purpose,

But aport from that,

its nothing, just nothing

Why does this have to be,

Little innocent bubbles,

To be swollowed wp into o river,
MM“:

And where they’re seen as oxygen carriers
Con't this be stopped.



Big creek sources,

Leave the little creeks alone;
Mhhh:

Into nothing,
Through the undergrowth,
Where they’ll exist and disoppear

Don't they ever get enough ?
How much more,

How much more water

Do they need in their stream
For recognition
Won't they ever stop?

Exploiting the small streems
Never sharing the vapour
Always destroying their banks,
And uprooting the undergrowth
“"“ﬂ*”:

s o fucked up nature




Little big men

You play your guitar
Amidst big big men,

And big little men

Who stare and lough ot you pley,
For the sake of yourself

People, cre they you wonder?
Souls, have they you ask?
No, Mo, doesn't matter

Play on,

Play your musie,

For the sake of yourself

They're listening,

But not hearing,

Yes they're people,

But with machine-souls,
So play your music,

For the sake of yourself.




Cowboy you're a little big man,
That is why they watch

All big and little men,
Who hote eoch other,

So play little big man,
For the scke of yourself.

They'll never know your music,
For they want to know nothing
Apoart from how far
They're up the ladder,

So just play on little big mon,
For the soke of yourself.

-
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patient help and guidance | would not be what | am not today.




Like a dying fire,

The sun is sinking,
Sinking o the west,
Aguinst dorkness he struggles
Using his last tentocle-iike rays,
But it Is in vain )
For he Is going
Gaing to the west

The gulls fly south

And the pigeons fly east
The horizon creeps further
And the sea sinks lower
The hills get vague

The east comes in
Closer 1o the mind

But it doesny
hhmiﬁ.bh
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CLIMBING UPHILL

Sweat gleam from the breast.
She wos sesting
eyeing the Eost.

Cool mountoin breeze

brush against the shrunken skin
relieving the sweat.

The old head is thinking many thoughts.

Shedows of eloud
spread and roof her.
Diverting the eyes upwards

She smiled

* Her heart is filled with many joys.

Scanning North and South
the heod dropped

and the eyes rained

She has struck sod thoughts.
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She stood forward
fecing the slope
ond crowled for the top.




SOUNDS FROM MY VALLEY

Darkness lecks

and floods my valley.

The sun sets

stealing my day.

But the incessant sounds are heard
all around.

Darkness lifts

and the sounds bloom.
The sun arrives
leaving the night behind.
Immortal ore the sounds
of my valley.

Darkness is torn

and the sounds are pouring.
The sun hes returned

with its rays and warmths.
The sounds are ringing

unceasingly.



Kuyndus are beaten

fo weove sounds and chants.
Flutes are blown

to overide screams and cries.
Myths and legends told ot intervels
for all are sounds of the valley.




TORN EARS

Uncertain tears clouded my eyes
at memories of his living foce.
Water dropped from my eyes
when | saw his lifeless foce.

| looked again at the dripping ears
ond bock at the coffin.

Sorrow possessed me to tears -

my fother had torn his ears.




Those ears hod compelled him
to spy and kill.

Now the son was the victim
for the deeds of his father.







BLACK WOMAN

The colour of ash,

the colour of burnt wood .
Celour of the dark soil
hod made you beoutiful
woman.

The skirt you impert
the bro you put on
the clothes you wear
reb your beouty.

The colour of ash,
the colour of burnt wood.
Colowr of the dark soil

has mode your lips
beautiful .

The roses you grow
on your lips

destroy your smile
rob the mystery.



The colour of ash,

the colour of burnt wood.
Colour of the derk soil
has mode you

feminine.

The goods you desire




THE "BASTARD

Born a stoneoge clothed in fat
you deserted home like an angel
looded with books and pens

to seek wealthy husbands.

We called and called

we woited ond waited

your foce we never sow.
But now what has hoppened?

Your dreams ond wishes
erushed like dust

you return

pregnant.

Your virginity pierced

your hands empty

you beg for love
friendship
forgiveness







THE NEW COMMANDMENTS

We friends Moses and |
sat at Kone Tavern
to rewrite the ten commandments.

Ink flowed unceasingly
bottle ofter bottle
brown after brown
green after green.

Our old friends his and mine
Matthew
Mark
Luke
John

decended from the bor

with a tray each of blessing

to collect the completed commendments .
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