
Sky 

 

Above in the shining dark above. 

The sea is held in by a line. 

The sky extends forever. 

No shores to bound the night. 

And the heavens move 

Like heaving brine 

Forever 

Just like 

Love.  

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
 

Mute Inglorious Milton 

 

I 
 

The laurel, the glory, the strong and the bold, 

Let mine be the story of wonders untold, 
The harp ’neath my fingers awakens a theme, 

That, wakening, lingers, like living a dream. 

  
I kindle these fires to burn through the years: 

The sum of desires, the substance of fears. 

I stand at the portal of destiny’s flame, 
And though I am mortal, undying my name. 

  

II 

 
The laurel, the glory, they lead to this prize. 

Let mine be the story I read in your eyes. 

The light of your laughter gives life to my song; 
Let dreams dally after, my joy to prolong. 

  

For honour is hollow and empty and vain. 
But you I will follow and worlds I will gain. 

My verses, my pages I lay at your shrine; 

I give you the ages, if you will be mine. 
 

III 



 
The laurel, the glory, the wise and the true: 

Let mine be the story I whisper to you. 

The harp and the lyre are but empty breath: 
The fate of the fire is ashes and death. 

  

E’en passion unbounded will wither and chill: 

The heart that once pounded grows silent and still. 
I sit in the embers of splendour and fame 

And ask who remembers to honour my name. 

 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Looking Glass 

 

Thumb on brush, pulling 

A spray of white paint, like 

Stars 

Or flecks of foam 

Whirling out of the nothing and the beginning 

Sky and sea and sky in sea. 

  

Brush on canvas 

Like a rap on the shoulder, 

Green and yellow and white and red 

Smeared into chaos 

As long as you stay close. 

  

Brush on canvas 

Like a lover’s touch: 

A film there, but not; 

Misty and distant and pushed away; 

Filling the subconscious 

Of painting and mind. 

  



This mirror to the world: 

The mysteries of creation 

With a careless flick, 

And the gentlest caress 

For the furthest horizon. 

  

There is order 

In the disarray of colours 

But only if 

You step away. 
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