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/40/P1'I[f n pefipemenf.

Who am 1
if not in the controlling arm
of my short life now?

D

I cross the shore,
circle around
vision myself

no longer aground.

Who is

to care, come ofr stare?

\X/l]o is

to be evident to know
I have even been here?









Sopjﬁnq out ﬂle anl)aqe

of an historically embedded existence

1s not an easy row

for fishing is likened to living

finding that struggle, challenge,

potential in the end — the winning prize,
that fish that of oneself —

the biggest potential purpose of them all.

D

SOPJ[inq out ﬂ]aj[ sclmplinq

of experience in life

grappling to find the evidence,

purpose more than of strife.

Living now and learning why before

to take on that stand — elder-hood and why?



She came

into a world, ugly as before.
Called out as if a knowledge

upon my own mind was born ...

Live out your days
burdensome no more.

Live out your learning

no more turn back a constant
to that over-ploughed

and lost fishery as before.

Now find that potential hunt
for the divine worth of a humanity
living as one who now knows -

God did and will forever know those
who came, lived, and sorted out

to find the gold, — goodness inside,
the biggest catch of all — life ...

|il[e fo lje |ivecl honouml)lq
wiﬂl a deep aﬂecfion, -

|ove al ﬂm’[ inner core.



She came ancJ went
as il[ in my mincJ CICIPiH.
She left. I floundered.

But was it truly this

or was it my own strength

she knew now, a life of strength
would in me forever exist?

So sorry I am by myself again.
But is it not that in retitement
I have the strength to open
to that divine her within?



SLQ came

or was it that nupfupinq aspecf within
where love of self ljeqan
cmcl wants ][OP me, jIhcljl now Pe’IiPee,

J[O l)e more, SO more |O\/il’lq|l:| COI’IiQI’]i.

D

She sl\oujled, sang and Clld foo
ring olouc] ﬂ]e lae”s in fime —

God is ever pPesenJl, voice ol[ cn” JIime,
ond in you, ﬂ]ajl PQJﬁPQQ,
|ove can now ex’lenc] to a” <:|n<:| everyone,

I[Peedom as compassion iOWCIPCI J[OD ﬂ]ee.






Hello, person in retirement

no constraints of a working world
but idly able to call upon

that of a worldly learning

to earlier decide a fate to contend.

FOP in Jlhis nevep-endinq JIPiclI ol[ alone-ness,
ouf ol[ a wor>|<inq woplc],

your own CI’IOiCQS are yours (]IOI’IQ

and in that pPovide a wistom,

W€” IDQLJOI’ICJ your own.
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Anchored to my bedside table a sign that read ...

Keep ever viqil those morals ol[ qooaness

and virtuous-ness in check

as oujlsicle wa”<inq, Pidinq cm(J sailinq

a person is easilq alale, as the years ever |onq,

fo slip C]C]PiH oul ol[ l(ocus

l[op who theq, in |ove, now laelonq.
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She walked and talked incessantly
my other self in check

about one’s own behaviour

having such a long-standing impact.

I felt though at times

not all was mine to bear
as it appeared in my mind
an horrendous burden.

But however much her story contained

it did apparently bear the hallmark of a history

that now in my own, similar, does too remain.
_

\SI’]Oi OUi O{ nOWl’]QPG

a |il[e ljeqins to clmnqe.

Nojl in a woplc“q acclaimec]
l)ujl ][OP a J[ime—opc]epec] relirement

9
fo see a |il[e S view more unPesj[minecJ.

13



So our life changes
and worldly worth subsides.

Tidal in its evidence
that no more work
will keep one entertained.

But slowly recognising the grief easily portrays
as one moment the chorus, life is to change

and death but to view
as that is the final life end game.

Catch of the day —
VOU are and remain.

SO VCI|U€ Wl]O you are

and no more complain.
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It felt as though an anchor
had been taken away.

No more stability

the sheltering of my harbour
lost amidst the waves.

I'lost all sense of my purpose,
ship no longer adrift, but aged,
and wanting attention,

time alone only way.

No hope of now to resist.

D

I could not resist those warning signs
waves higher than normal

they appeared perilous to me.

So grounded, shore-side

life is to be permanently.

God,

so thankful not terminal,

but of a life-saver

to have this time now

to reverence that of You

now safely ensconced within me.

Love anc] pepish - or |ove ejlerno”q.
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Ca’lasfpophe ca”inq

when one does not heed those signs
to stop, wait and listen to those thoughts
as if out of a nowhere space inside the mind.

Catastrophic events to awaken
and allow the ignorant, arrogant,
pride-like stance -

to that of a force, gale intensified,
to open upon the life style

and cripple the ability

to physically walk, and ride or sail.

D

Comes,

as it out ol[ a nowhere space,
to pPOViCIQ fime oul
to |ear>n, CIppPQCiCIJIQ and value

J[hajl ol( your own |il[e.
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Oh I am aware that the life precious
needs attention, ‘time out’ for review.
But who is available to know for me,
my own life, what is so beneficial to do?

Well then this is ideal

as within the head our own questions

are able to be answered readily

once that of a congestion

about who we are in the negative

is seen from a more balanced perspective
and own and learn,

not continually repeat painfully.

D

Loss is not all bad
when a failure is l)einq Pepeajlec”q fold.

Caufion ol[ course

ljujl IeoPninq is paPJI ol[ ﬂ]e whole universe.
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Sorry, lost in translation,

Wha’[ is if ﬂ]ajl I am capaljle ol[ fo do?

Is it some form of revising about my past
and any evidence of my behaviour, foul play?

Is it the other, where I was conditioned

to believe less of my value as a child

and still at times feel left out or ignored

and lonely, step aside and moan incessantly?

No, this is about you retiring
from that incessant nature of being undeclared
as one of a significance and not in that be a-feared.

VOLI are Wl’]O you IDQ,

but not necessarily all that is on record
but of another entirely open and available,
as thought now to connect constantly.

Here lea rning develops

as ﬂ\e pePl[ecJI |il[e sjlmjleqq

LOVQ, LOHOUP CII’ICI OIDQ[J

Wl]O you are QC]Cl] C]I’ICJ every ClCILJ.
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