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Jack, aged nearly ten, decided

he was never going to eat again.

Children have little moments of very great power



Tender are a mother’s dreams

But her babe is not what he seems
See him plotting in his mind

To grow up some other kind

For many hours Mr and Mrs tried everyching

to make Jack eat his vegerables and fishes.

It's easy to fly into a passion = anybody can do that = but 1o be angry with the rizht person,

at the right time, to the right extent and in the rizht way = well, that's not easy



Until finally,




doing what you like

.
¥

Justice: n

being prevented

*
*

n

Injustice




MYSELF AND ME

SEEM SOMETIMES TO ACT
QUITE DIFFERENTLY.

[ saY, ‘DoN’T CcrY.’

HE says, ‘I’LL CRY A LOT.’

[ sAY, ‘LET’S SLEEP INSTEAD.’

HE says, ‘I’'D RATHER NOT.’

And there Jack lay, feeling anger, sorrow, bitterness and dismay.




I'm an orphan now!” he exclaimed.
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[ shall run away.’
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So from the house that was no longer his home
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As he walked the clouds cleared and for there the moon now hung — so near,

light fell across his path,

N L?L'f, whéa word .S -t":m*xe. o 'i"L'm-’fE cone afive




so bright, so full, so clear.

JUST AROUND
the CORNER
iS A WORLD

OF THINGS that
DIdN T HAPPEN
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T'hen, before Jack’s eyes, the lamps turned to trees and a forest, dark

to his great surprise, and brooding, settled over the street.




the strangest animal sat
Just as Jack regarded it,
it regarded Jack.

ART DOES NOT REPRODUCE THE VISIBLE, RATHER IT MAKES IT VISIBLE

Jack’s feet and Jack

noticed (wow!) where the moon’s rays landed
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‘Come follow me,’ the monster said.

‘Come follow me . ..

[ts easitr & stay onf of 2w werds Bpam 9of onf

o Y i o - : * - o T 1 ples
d Lils ) “ i ¥

s S TP P T s
W A ST

R T C T
e i et e o ) L e LR

L T

R
-
i . 'r1.-.,l.—-:|._

3

- o AT YRR

o

" ) gl e
iy AR, o il

. ‘,‘ﬁ‘m . 4
o D, T A A L3
fulr b '

ok L

HAE B 1 R i P

And Jack did, far into the forest, where no birds are
heard, no spiders or cobwebs, no mice with night-eyes,
not a leaf thart stirs. The trees that touch the clouds,
the silence that is dense and loud: no wolves, no badgers,
no foxes, no snakes, no water, no breeze — just the

stillness, the closeness, just the moon and just the trees.
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in the clearing a small fire had been started.

Look ahead, young man,’ the small monster said

and Jack saw a gentle glow, that as they came nearer
seemed to grow — until the trees parred and Jack saw
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At the fire lots of big monsters sat

eating fried hamster and having a char.

voughts  of man run over”
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WE CAN ONLY BE CERTAIN ABOUT THINGSWE DO NOT FULLY UNDERSTAND
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THOSE MOMENT S -~ WHAT MOoMENT S — WHEN

EVERYTHING TS cLEAR: WHERE To qo, WHAT To

Do -~ TT ALL TAKES cARE of TT SELF, AND oNE
DoESN T HAVE To ASx ABRoUT ANYTHING

“We've been wairing for you, young man,’ said Old Crooked Face,
the leader of the monsters’ gang.
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‘All monsters to the ready — and you, young sir, climb up.

We have orders to take you to the mountain top.’

‘Gosh, said Jack, ‘that is a very,




very, long way.’
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WHO ARETHOSE WHO WALK — ALWAYS — BESIDE YOU?

* A Typical Monster Song
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They walked for hours, rising above the forest and up the mounrainside,

somerimes singing monster songs,* but mostly serious and quier.
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At the very top the monsters stopped: ‘From here you go alone.’ He slowly approached the stone, unsure but determined,

So Jack slid off Old Crooked Face’s scaly back. where a figure, still and silent, sat.




The figure turned and Jack saw it was a boy —

and more than this: the boy's face was the same as his.

P bmpdos o Kpipgissoda ay oo baoaw o Kppgissed apeipn o)

And the clothes he wore were as Jack’s own,
and his manner, his look, his everything —

it was Jack or Jack was him!
In his hand this boy held a golden horn.

aored aq UBD 8I9Y) J9Y19H0) 199W (;,.:-:nqm Y7 PUB) T % JTeSAW UsyMm



| DO NOT KNOW WHAT | HAVE GIVEN YOU
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WHEN | GIVE, | GIVE MYSELF

He reached our and gave it to Jack.
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Jack took a deep breath of the cold mountain air, “ G r g The music filled the night, and as Jack walked the monsters fell in behind;
|
and blew a glorious, soaring fanfare. @ “ O as if in a trance they rushed and danced down the mounrtainside. P P
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O Back through the forest he led them all, \
0 Whart had seemed like hours going 4 O
) @ @ - coming back, felt like no time ar all.
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and Jack turned to see

At that moment clouds passed across

the moon, until all cthe light was gone

Insight: a gust of truth —
in one door, out the other
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the monsters and the forest disappearing silently.
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In their place Mr and Mrs stood,
waiting for Jack at their door.




iiany events take place in a realm in which no words have entered

For Mr and Mrs, as — say — night turns to day, were slowly

fading away, and becoming the children they were previously:

The Lyesot my eyes were opeomed
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face them

And as Jack turned to
it was the strangest thing he saw.
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in fact, the children chey will always, always be.




NOTHING EVER ENDS



[T JUST BEGINS AGAIN




Ism’t It Enough

And as she talked of love that lived on after death
& spirits in the air & karma

& all the ghosts she had seen

And as she talked of Universal connections

& life’s ebb and flow

& astronomy and tarot

I thought

“You fool’.

Isn’t it enough —

The stars and the moon

The streets and the stones

Art and movies, books and coffee
And the way we build our homes
Isn’t it enough—

The love between and within us
The love that is practical & small
Tender & sometimes hardly there

Aren’t we enough?

How do planes fly,

Migration, alcohol,

How did we discover olive oil, or wine-
Milk with tea.

Isn’t it enough —

Virginia Woolf or T. §. Eliot

Jane Austen or Nabokov

Frasier and the Sopranos

The ants at work

Tides and clouds

Space, history, time

Life, every moment of it, every drop of it
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The stunning album Safe From Harm
by Dusted is in all good record shops.

www.dusted-music.com

www.safefromharm.info
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