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COBWEBBED HEARTS 

'It is better to do something imperfectly, than nothing flawlessly.' 

 

I won't compete with ghosts. 

Dead, imagined or alive. 

Fantasies and fairy tales, 

That can never be matched. 

 

A seductive promise of 

escaping the past. 

Yet our fire rekindled it more. 

Archaic ideas of purity and femininity 

Sullied me to the core. 

 

We came together many times 

but we never really met. 

Bodies, tongues, eyes locked 

yet minds miles apart. 

 

I wanted to walk through wild meadows 

you drew me into a familiar graveyard. 

Cobwebbed with nostalgia and identities 

That drove a root through our hearts. 

 

You said 'I am a nomad' 

While playing a nomad song. 

I silently laughed and wept. 

You'd never even been there before. 

 

You carved a name inside yourself 

that wasn't really yours. 

Call yourself alive? 

You're still sleeping with a corpse! 
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Do we ever love each other? 

Or the reflected images in our mind? 

Elaborate, fragile projections 

we never stood a chance. 

 

Good luck with your pride and prejudice. 

They cannot walk beside people. 

Labels, concepts and divisions 

are where it treads best. 

 

So Rest in Peace now 

downtrodden Love. 

Its time to move on and up. 

To the brighter pastures 

of Life and Truth. 

In all their bloody, 

raw, 

simple, 

chaotic, 

uncertain, 

ugly, 

beauty. 

 

You can't compete with ghosts. 
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SOUND OF A MILLION MIRRORS CRACKING 

Calling out to all the politicians, the priests, 

The powerful, the ethical, 

The celibate, the promiscuous, 

Those who love to preach Morality, Pleasure 

Modernisation, Democracy, 

Abstinence, Compassion, 

Love. 

 

I will come to see you 

One Day. 

To check up, 

see how you're doing. 

You might invite me yourself. 

If not, I will come uninvited 

through the back door. 

 

I could be the whore, 

the lover, 

the colleague, 

the virgin, 

the beggar, 

the scholar, 

the goddess, 

the boss. 

 

You may desire and adore me 

or hate and loathe me. 

You might even be foolish enough 

to ignore me. 

 

When we meet face to face, 

Out of wanting to benefit, 

I will see to it that 
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your mask will fall. 

Sometimes without your even realising it has gone. 

 

Like the sound of a mirror cracking, 

You will harm yourself by harming me. 

PHET! 

 

You may call me 'loose', 'immoral', 'aggressive' 

with no sense of irony or hypocrisy. 

You may act like a great, noble person. 

while acting cold and cruel to me. 

Pushing or pulling me away 

Like the waves in a turbulent or peaceful ocean. 

Like the sound of a million hearts breaking. 

PHET! 

 

Wait, I am also whispering: 

 

'Look deep into the cracks. 

Reflect, reflect. 

 

I am your dearest, closest friend 

and your own worst enemy 

I am ultimate wisdom 

I am your mind. 

 

Welcome me in, 

shut the door and pour me a cup of tea. 

I'm not going anywhere until you do.' 

PHET! 
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THE HEART IS NOT BRITTLE 

Heartbreak. 

 

A misnomer if ever there was one. 

Brittle things smash swiftly,then there is peace. 

My heart is not broken! Its fighting for life, for breath. 

 

Smothered by a silent intruder who pays unexpected visits; 

with Grief and Loss, its companions. 

Lying in wait for a song, a smell, a word: 

the signals to come crashing in. 

Screaming their terrifying truth,that could never be hid. 

My fragile drum, no match for their overwhelming beat. 

 

Burying me; numb neck deep in speechless sorrow. 

'How long will you stay to torment me?' 

Have mercy, I silently beg. 
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AN INFIDELITY TO THE EXTERNAL WORLD 

I am the loaded question 

the harmonious contradiction 

the unreliable accomplice 

the brave beggar. 

 

I am the impenetrable fear 

the undeniable attraction 

the seething truth 

the dream-like mirror. 

 

I am the violent lover 

the quiet dictator 

the screaming coward 

the raging heroine. 

 

I will love and destroy you. 

Create and consume you. 

Eat you and spit you. 

Enflame and cool you. 

 

I am an obvious mystery, 

a cliched poem 

a wanton recluse 

a sick doctor. 

 

I am the monk's robe, 

The whore's heel 

The mother's kiss 

The soldier's gun. 

 

I am a soul seducer 

A telepathic hustler 

A mind invader 



10 

 

An infidelity to the external world. 

 

I drive the stars and moons, 

 emotions and moods 

thoughts and dreams 

I form the basis of all. 

 

I am the delirious painter, 

the crazy sculptor 

the mad inventor 

the inspired conductor. 

 

I am poetry in motion. 

 

I am breathing and dying 

suffering and joy 

desire and aversion 

love and loss. 

 

I am nothing yet everything, 

I am there when you die 

and when you are born. 

I am you, you are me, 

\to know me is to know the REAL you. 

But there is no-one to KNOW. 

No-ONE, 

No words, no concepts 

No thoughts, no struggle 

no ambition, no money 

no objects, no suffering 

no striving, striving, striving... 

 

Just 

Silence, silence, silence..... 

The infinite blinding light of……..AH. 
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THE YONI STONE 

In an ancient Indian forest 

lies a yoni stone. 

Its depths contain the wisdom 

of infinite women. 

Now, covered by mossy neglect, 

to see it one has to seek it. 

Once seen, it bursts forth 

a life-giving elixir 

that tastes like diamond-fire. 

  

Triple goddess, 

Divine Yonic force, 

Maiden, Mother, Crone 

Where have you gone? 

  

Maiden. 

A lily-white lotus 

about to bloom. 

Curious sunlight 

on sea-fresh sand. 

The mane of a horse 

racing without a home. 

  

Did you drown in a sea of glittery pink? 

Submerged by fantasies of sex and the sink? 

Suicidal virgin, Disney Princess 

  

O heart Maiden, where have you gone? 

  

Mother. 

A blood-red rose 

with life-saving thorns. 

A brilliant full moon 
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waxing in the peaceful dusk. 

A ferocious tigress 

nurturing her cubs. 

 

Did you drown in a wave of single parent blues? 

Couldn't get up from being black, blue and bruised? 

Humiliated slave, prostitute queen 

 

O heart Mother, where have you gone? 

 

Crone. 

A dark, oak tree 

solid in the storm. 

Unfathomable wind 

whispering a cycle's end. 

A sage's Raven 

showing us the Way. 

. 

Did you drown in a tide of grey care homes? 

Made to feel ugly, useless and alone? 

Grey, stooping hag; invisible elder 

 

O heart Crone, where have you gone? 
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A 21ST CENTURY SHAKESPEAREAN TRAGEDY 

To vajazzle or not to vajazzle? 

That is the question. 

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The slings and arrows of a plain vagina, 

Or to take arms against a sea of glittering vulva, 

And by opposing end them?  

To die: to bling no more;  

and by not bling to say we end 

the heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks 

that labia is heir to. 'Tis a consummation 

devoutly to be wish'd.  

  

Ay there's the rub. 
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TALE FOR A FRIEND 

“Sometimes you put walls up not to keep people out, 

but to see who cares enough to break them down.” 

Source unknown 

  

  

I care enough to break down the walls; 

that Cathedral of Sadness 

you have painstakingly constructed. 

Even Michelangelo would weep 

at the exquisite aching detail 

hidden deep in the mortar flesh. 

  

Should I smash the walls down 

with one ferocious move? 

My love could crush a universe 

but I fear it might cripple you too. 

  

Should I leave the walls standing, 

calling outside for attention? 

Until the darkness within 

can be borne no more. 

  

Should I chip away gently? 

Patiently yearning yet hopeful, 

that this bittersweet task 

will eventually reap its fruit. 

  

I don't know, I don't know. 

Even my tears clarify nothing. 

The answer lies in the Akashic vaults 

but I don't yet have the key. 

  

For now, this simple declaration: ''I care, I care'! 
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THE MOTHER OF WISDOM 

''No thing anywhere 

is ever born from itself, 

from something else, 

from both or without a cause.' 

Nagarjuna - from 'Root Verses on the Wisdom of the Middle Way' 

  

  

For there to be a Birth-day 

there must be a 'mother' and 'child' 

but who causes who to arise? 

  

For something to be 'born' 

there must be a 'cause' 

but when does the 'seed' become the 'tree' ? 

  

For the 'seed' to 'grow' 

there must be 'conditions' 

but when do the sun,  earth and air become 'growing'? 

  

For something to 'die' 

there must be 'change' 

but when does the 'change' become the 'death'? 

  

For there to be 'objects' 

there must be 'words' 

but when did the 'words' become the 'objects''? 

  

All I know is, 

when I watch you sleep, 

even the words 'love' and 'compassion' fall away; 

like countless tears from a billion mothers, 

into a deep ocean of timeless peace. 
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Child, you are my guru 

my suffering 

my joy. 

You gave birth to me, a mother 

and for that I am eternally grateful. 

  

  

Written and dedicated to my son, on his second birthday, 2011. 
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A MONK'S MEANINGLESS ADVICE 

Perched high on a cloud-topped mountain, 

an old monk drinking Tibetan Chai. 

I asked him for the sacred key to life 

and this was his diamond-reply. 

  

'First, you have to learn to be alone 

To be bored and still content. 

To have no need for friends, lovers, or family, 

no need for high status, fame and luxury. 

To love yourself as you really are, 

behind the mask you advertise. 

To accept the mental reality, 

the ups and downs. 

To accept your deep suffering and ma-rigpa, 

without arrogance or pretence. 

  

Then, you have to learn to love your friends and family; 

Unconditionally, without hope of return, 

even when they don't need 

or want you any more. 

To value their happiness more than your own. 

To understand that when they gave birth to you 

they sowed the seed for your death. 

To know that 'friend' is a label that can so easily 

transform to 'Enemy'. 

  

Then, you have to learn to love complete strangers, 

Those whose lives hold little interest to you. 

The rubbish collector, the shop-keeper, 

the waitress and the bus driver. 

The tramp, the whore, the banker, the street-sweeper. 

All of humanity as Interdependent. 

To see their kindness as like that of a mother 
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To fully realise they want happiness just like you. 

Yet, what they run after, like you, leads to more and more 

disappointment and dis-ease. 

  

Then, you have to learn to love your enemies 

Those who harm, hate and envy you. 

Who spread lies and malicious gossip about you. 

Who belittle and humiliate you. 

View them like finding a precious jewel in the mud. 

One can never tame the mind without them. 

Like a crazy son we should love them 

even more than ourselves. 

For they will lead us to patience and compassion, 

To the wisdom of emptiness. 

Revere them like a great teacher.' 

  

At that he smiled and giggled like a child. 

As if it  were the simplest, yet most difficult thing to do. 

'But if you can't manage to do that, don't worry.' 

He sparkled, 

'Be like an autumn leaf floating down a river. 

Because there is really no-thing to do. 

Ultimately, whatever advice I gave you, 

is all meaningless too'. 
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NOUMENAL WOMAN  

 It's in the reach of my arms, 

The span of my hips, 

The stride of my step, 

The curl of my lips. 

I'm a woman, 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. ----Maya Angelou 

  

 

You can shroud me in black and 

Shave me clean. 

You can paint my nails and 

Pump up my breasts. 

You can brainwash my daughters and 

Butcher my sons. 

You can cripple my feet and 

Castrate my clit. 

I'm still a woman, 

Noumenally. 

Noumenal woman, 

That's me. 

  

You can stuff money in my hole and 

Bleed me dry. 

You can call me bitch 

slut, cunt and whore. 

You can hold me down and 

Hustle me hard. 

You can gag my voice and 

Grind my mind. 

I'm still a woman, 

Noumenally. 



20 

 

Noumenal Woman, 

That's Me. 

  

See we don't need a throne to 

Be the Mother queen. 

We don't need a man to 

Solve our mystery. 

Whatever you think 

about woman-Kind. 

Our child bearing hips 

can never lie. 

We're still women, 

Noumenally. 

Noumenal Women, 

are We. 
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THE MOIRAE'S THREAD 

Foolish are those who attempt to escape their fate. 

Like a feather being tossed by the wind, 

trying to steer some clear direction. 

The law of cause and effect, demands a result. 

  

Seeking pleasure and avoiding suffering, 

that's the name of the samsaric game. 

Yet, like licking honey off a razor blade 

the suffering appears deceptively sweet. 

  

As a child runs to the arms of a murderous stranger, 

at the promise of a tiny gift. 

We mock those who warn us of illusory pleasures, 

even though they are more loving than our parents. 

  

Blaming everyone else for suffering and woe, 

like chastising a cloud for the rain. 

Oblivious to the enemy lying within; 

a universe-destroying force. 

  

Upset by gossip and criticism. 

Annoyed by not getting what you want. 

Excessive lust for pleasures of the flesh, 

The Fates will come for you too. 

  

'Amor Fati' cried Nietzsche! 
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MYTH MAKING 

'We can keep from a child all knowledge of earlier myths but we cannot take from him the 

need for mythology' 

Carl Gustav Jung 

  

Immortal love can exist. 

A meeting of minds 

resonating forever - 

that even if parted, 

leaves smoky trails in the blistering air. 

An untouchable metaphor 

lingering on - 

which after the dust settles, 

sinks deep into the moist dark earth. 

An eternal mirror, 

Reflecting within - 

it's infinite crystal web 

the ice cold forces of brilliant desire. 

An invisible seed, 

tumbling down - 

ready to bloom again, 

at a most unexpected moment. 
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