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HI-HO SILVER 
 (On viewing the TV special: The Legend of the Lone Ranger) 

Published The Waterline News, March 2017 

 

 

The silhouetted Saturday afternoon kids 

learning life from flicks in days of old 

rose in their seats as the ‘William Tell’ told 

(pounding feet, were they the horse or the children?) 

justice was coming, rescue was nigh. 

Preceding their hero, they let out the cry: 

‘Hi-ho Silver!’ 

- and they understood why. 

 

There were goodies and baddies in those days then, 

goodies and baddies, when I was ten, 

good people, kind people and really bad men; 

you could tell them apart, pick who was who. 

If some kid arrived late, first thing they’d do 

was ask (poking an elbow in somebody)  ‘Hey! 

Who are the goodies?’   ‘Sshh!’ and  ‘Sit down!’ 

others would yell till the sound track was drowned 

and the usherette’s torch light would flash down to check. 

But this was expected.   You had to take sides. 

Goodies and baddies were clearly defined. 

Baddies  were cruel, goodies were kind, 

baddies got beaten, goodies must win. 

 

Now what sort of a world am I in? 

Baddies are only doing their thing, 

goodies make choices; so don’t mind the sting 

of ingratitude.  No one can hurt 

you except your own self;  no one dessert 

or betray or deceive.  It’s your problem 

to solve on your own, and no throb 

of wild horses from out of the west 

will bring the Lone Ranger to best 

any baddies for you. 

So Hi-ho! 

Sing Hi-ho unto the Lone Ranger. 

Most life is a fiction, most loving is stranger. 

 

It was that sweetest innocence of clear-cut right 

that set the tears stinging behind my eyes tonight, 

watching the legend remade on TV. 

- he’ll not rescue me. 
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Autumn 
Published in ‘The Waterline News’, March 2017. 

 

Autumn is the oboe – bitter sweet, 

and sadly smiling, sings 

of sweet, remembered things 

that now retreat. 

 

Trees their naked arms outstretch and raise, 

in thin hands lingering 

a golden offering – 

a gift of praise. 

 

Incense slowly rising curls and weaves 

from faded, dying fires, 

the smouldering funeral pyres 

of burnished leaves. 

 

Lovely, though her naked form be dressed 

in naught but mists of grey, 

a flimsy negligee 

to wear to rest. 

 

 

 

A Glass Darkly 
 

Windswept magnolia clouds converge,  

fuse, like souls coupling.  

Would that minds could so meet and merge 

     face to face. 

               

A cloud of insects swarms, 

enshrouds, hinders sight 

gets in my way  

 

thick as thoughts 

teeming: 

small pasts, actions, rules, conventions, lessons learnt, 

years of our former selves 

 condensed and shrunk 

  each to a dark 

   speck 

 

they stick to limbs,     

ingrain the skin of self, 

penetrate the soul, 

  starkly, 

 

dim perception 
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blot the beyond 

        of truth. 

 

Brush them aside 

with good intentions 

round they circle, 

 

staining understanding, 

 corkscrewing into knowledge, 

   through desire, 

  impaling love 

   under a glass, 

   ……... darkly. 
 

 

 

 


