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... whose hair is blown to the east.

The story so far:

Chicory or done?

.I.

Love is like...

a butterfly;

flitter flitter, gone.

What’s more:

It was here.

Definitely

here. Now it’s gone.

Gone gone gone.

Love is like...

a banshee, a tired

broken down banshee

who doesn’t want to wail.

Love is not like a crocodile,

definitely not like a croc.

He doesn’t like chicory,

this is not chicory;

It’s a serpent –

“Yea”, a serpent –

a coyly serpent

that likes to bite.

Yum yum.

But serpents are not like love,

They curl on the arms of queens,

binding them, enslaving them

with liquorish.

This queen, she says to me:

“I am ashamed of what I have become

because I have become that which I am not.”

Then she says, “I am not that which I am not:

I am that which I have become.”

She speaks to me sometimes – soft like a smile.

Her words are arrogance, perturbed madness –

but she doesn’t mind, it isn’t marble madness,

just love for the crocodile.

Love is:

The taste of cheese and biscuits,

and yummy wine.

It is in a good book – by gum

and nice like a film.

It is in yesterday’s wildly

wide vodka licking crazy

person’s smile .

Love is:

knowing that you are knowing –

watching you watching me watching you.

– it is a solitary moment

as a child, doing something

you shouldn’t, and

being crazy for the loving of it.

Forgetting –

mostly afraid to know it again.

Noticing; never failing to notice noticing –

the

forgotten child.

.II.

I am half way along,

half way up.

Nowhere.

I have hair on my head.

Not that I am old.

I am a remarkable person –

Not sure anyone else thinks so.

By the world’s standards I haven’t attained much.

By my own standards I have achieved a lot.

Not everyone think so.

The ladies in my long distant past,

feel like a moments walk away.

Her blue eyes,

View me across time.

I think of her, occasionally.

Wouldn’t it be awful, and a shame

if I didn’t enter her mind at all?

The young lad I was then, smart and handsome,

lost and stumbling, not knowing anything,

Ringing numbers I shouldn’t, fumbling

for words, treating them like loose change;

lying with truths, considering myself clever.

The book is closed, the chapters carved

into convenient sectors called years.

.III.

If you know something, but think perhaps maybe you don’t,

then this is called chicory. Chicory, for want of a better word

is something you would like to know but have no clue of. It is something

which isn’t faith and it isn’t belief – It is in your heart of hearts,

the very place you keep your cornflakes, which is probably in the fridge;

the very place it shouldn’t be.

The truth is a long and distant shore.

If your sandal is a little nearer than mine,

a little closer than mine to that golden

place, then help me to get my sandal

where it ought to be.

The only “knowing” that can be done is knowing that you “know” nothing, nor can know something because to know something you must know everything .

But pigeons believe that they “know” something, and that “knowing” is an altogether

easy thing to do. But just because a thousand pigeons think orange crumble is rhubarb doesn’t make it so.

But then again, chicory could be almost anything which it isn’t.
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