IMAGES OF THAILAND

H. S. Toshack



© H S Toshack 2002 ISBN 0-95800589-3

Printing Tips:

Save the fié¢ before you begin printing (ihe floppy diskicord o e s n 6t wo r Printcommandt hje Fi | e
Set your printer page size to Letter (evefh youdr e printing on |Legal

Print a few test pages so that you can decide what print quality will work best for you

This book is published byvordSmithat PoemsandPlaces.com
Contact emailwordsmith@clix.pt

Also available:

Images of Africa
| mages of India
Images of Peru
Images of Portugal
Images of Vietnam
Writing Travel Poetry



The Roseate Buddha

A Child Like This
Long-tailed Boats

If You Come Back in Ten Years
Maybe Next Week
Santa Among the Aigues
Tastes Pretty Bad, Actually
Hellfire Pass

Opium Poppy

The Urn

No Head for Heights

Not Flotsam

Guardian

In the Parasol Factory
Where is My Head?
Colonel Fogey
Chameleon

The Drip of the Rocks
After Dark

A Paradox Before Dying
The Big One

The Day Between

Time Will

There Are Four Not Three

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24



The Garden

The Elephants Must Beed

The Squeeze of Things

The Children Look Away

The River

Take Care What You Say

Blurred as in a Dream

What Doesndt Show
| Do Not Need, | Will Not Turn

Going is Becoming

This Looks a Bit

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35



The Roseate Buddha

My statues areftencovered in gold leaf.

I donét mind that:

| suppose isays something about the belief | hold
Thatwe can beautify imperfect things.

It also shows,

Though

How | am esteemed by the worldly
Whom | wish to lead away from the world.
There's some irony there,

You might say,

And some failure.

I much prefer to be known like this,

In bare stone

Which weathers as the winds blow

And is softened by sunlight &tte end of the day.



A Child Like This

I'n ten year so6 t i me Buthisshirtnow,

A child like this That will be gone.

Will stand here. Beaded and braided will last the year
The fast colours of his hat

His name will be new And his clear bright eyes

But his job will be the same Will last the years.

(He came to sell bracelets and beads) The shirt though will long have faded

And so will his needs And been tossed in the mess of garbi

(In Thailard it is always time to eat). We passed

He will greet you still with no words, At the foot of the hill.

And his face and his baubles
Will be as bright.



Long-tailed Boats

The Gatling Guys,
The rata-tat pack,
Tocketing takers
There and back.

There is where the empty beach lies in the long curved twilight of the day
Leading into nightaind the open sea

With themoonseen through trailing palms

Like the halfclosed eyes ai womanwaiting.

Back isto the rising village on the early shore beneath the hanging cliff
Coming slow and green into the sunshine

With deep night falling behind the pinnacle of rock

Like a black hood eased off

And the men unloading their nets halleep.



IfYou Come Back in Ten Year so
|l 6ve heard of a head being
But this is absurd.

Youdd bett eightnbw. st en t o me
I f you come back in ten ye
It will be too latefor meto talk:

Il 61l only be able to brood
So youbdl |l h aveeshine wal k t o

If you want to hear wise words.
Mine will be tightly locked in wood.
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MaybeNext Week

Lumps of raw beef

Hanginabagonthmot or bi ke ds
Youbdd e x pbleeddownhteflanks o
And drip in the dust;

But the day is too dry.

The wreck of a bike totters

On the hard road

In the hotmorningsun,

And must soon be led to the knacker's yard.

Maybe next week we'll sesecow
Leaning in the road

With aplastic lag of pistons and gears
Hungfrom its handlebars

And atrickle of oil onits ears.

hor ns.



Santa Among the Antigques

Let me out!

Let me out of here!

Let me out of here before | melt in the heat
Of the demon's leer

And thecurl of the el@hant's trunk.

My snowboots,
Trampedon by elephants’ feet
Won't see the day out...

Is there no way out of here?

You who have stoppedhithe street

You know me,

As a child you knew me,

Waited for me through many a longing night
While the white fost sparkled on your window
And hid my coming from your sight.

Now I, too, look out and wait,
Forlorn and out of place

In this hot shop.
But you only stand and gavgt my plight
While | warp in their wooden scorn.

Through the grime of this glass

Onthe other side of the road

| watch the tightboundtraffic pass

Thekindly ColonelSanders

With a face as white as mine

And a whie beard more pointed than mine.
Hetoolooks on,

Looks down through his glasses with a frown,
Unhappy as | am;

For he in lis turn is looked down on

By the guardians of the golden temples of Siam
Arrayed #ong the river behind,

And he shrinks beneath their sneer.

Get usout of heré



Tastes Pretty Bad, Actually

Factually this is sort of correct:

| do smde a pipe;

But it tastes pretty bad actually

And it makes me wheeze.

And this bonnet is hot on my head

And these beads are hard round my neck.
If you buy someof those(please)

| can go into the shade

Knock out my pipe

And have a ciggy instead.



