
Welcome to the supplement to the Family Histories 

issue of Agenda, Vol 49 No 2 
 
This supplement focuses on the work of two artists: 
Brenda Hartill  and Barbara Todd 
 
Brenda Hartill  RE is a British painter, collage artist and printmaker. Her work explores the 
texture, pattern and light of the landscape, and ranges from finely drawn figurative works to 
bold, heavily embossed abstract images. For the past 10 years she has been most interested in 
drawing abstract imagery from the landscape, rugged mountain erosion, structure of the land 
and the the dynamics of plant growth.  She loves the strong light and shadow of Southern 
Europe, and remote New Zealand, where she was brought up, as well as the gentler greyness 
of the light in London and Sussex. Many of her early more figurative works are still 
available, and are well represented in the portfolio collections here. She is based in her studio 
near Rye in East Sussex. 
 
She is becoming increasingly interested in painting, creating a series of embossed 
watercolour paintings (see new works), as well as her mixed-media collage paintings using 
oil paint and encaustic wax .  Her recent work includes a series of unique monoprints, in 
muted colours, and black and white, and there is a strong element of embossing in the latest 
prints. 
 
Previously her main medium has been print, both etching and collagraph, and she has written 
a book (available on Amazon) Collagraph and mixed media printmaking for A and C Black, 
which is now in its 5th printing.   
 
Barbara Todd studied initially at Wimbledon College of Art, specialising in Painting, then 
went to the Royal Academy Schools, and finally to London University to take a PGCE . 
Spent the next thirty eight years teaching Fine Art, the final thirty as Head of Art and Design 
at Wimbledon High School. 
 
Barbara says: ‘I thoroughly enjoyed my time as a teacher and I really feel I learnt as much 
from the students as they did from me. However, when I retired I felt at a loss, all my own 
creativity having been channelled into the students. I then had to re-learn how to be me. It 
took a few years to get going and twenty to feel confident. 
 
During that time I have experimented with different ways of making images, and I am still 
moving from one obsession to another. 
 
Two visits to India stimulated my use of colour and still do so. 
 
I do not work from life but draw on the experience of places and situations which have 
lodged in my visual memory. My work is neither representational nor abstract but I think it 
has a sense of energy and movement and a strong decorative quality which helps to create a 
world of my own.’ 
  
 



 
 
Brenda Hartill: Singing VIII 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Abegail Morley’s new collection, The Skin Diary is forthcoming from Nine Arches Press 
(2016) and The Memory of Water – a collaboration with the artist Karen Dennison has just 
been published by Indigo Dreams Publishing. Her debut collection, How to Pour Madness 
into a Teacup (Cinnamon 2009) was shortlisted for the Forward Prize Best First Collection, 
Snow Child (2011) and Eva and George: Sketches in Pen and Brush (2013) are published by 
Pindrop Press. She is currently Poet in Residence at Riverhill Himalayan Gardens, Kent and 
runs the website The Poetry Shed. 
 
 
 
 
No antidote for your depression 
 
 
This is the last time I talk freely, frankly. I almost slip 
moonlessly into a time that hasn’t yet happened.  
You told me darkness falls mutely on cold-hunkered rock, 
 
carries a sensitive heart on a wall of stone, finds its breath 
in the death of a wish, a light, small child – flits like dust 
in a warm summered-room beneath moth and sunlight. 
 
In your homespun body you wait for beauty to touch you, 
unleash your spine – a taut twisted cloth, spend hours 
breathlessly running like a burning star. And I find you 
 
near the end of your journey waiting to fold yourself 
into quiet corners, like a sheet of disappointment. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Nick Cooke has had poems published in Sentinel Literary Quarterly and  Dream Catcher 
magazine, on the Poetry Space website and in the recently published anthology entitled 
Poems For a Liminal Age (edited by Mandy Pannett). His poem 'Process' was awarded 
Highly Commended status in the Segora Poetry Competition in July 2015. He is currently 
working on his first collection of poems, to be called Civilisation May Not Sink. In addition to 
poetry he writes fiction, plays and film screenplays, and had an article on John Updike 
published in the quarterly Arete (edited by Craig Raine).' 
 
 
 
 
 
Doctor’s Orders 
 
  I 
 
You need relaxation. Compare 
the way you feel this stressed-out morn 
with the most easeful holiday 
of your experience, and seize 
 
on the latter like a mantra 
to be chanted on a mountain 
amid billowing mists of fire 
as you raise your head to the stars. 
 
Now breathe in so deeply your lungs 
expand like helium balloons 
and imagine high-pitched voices 
and let the laughter flow from you 
 
as though the streams and rivulets 
that encircle your encampment 
were the tears of relief and joy 
on awaking from a nightmare. 
 
 
  II 
 
You need to keep active. Prepare 
a vat of boiling oil to pour 
down your ramparts onto the heads 
of despair’s nefarious agents 
 
erroneously termed ‘black dog’. 
Go on long walks in distant woods, 
avoid all potions and tablets, 
look reality in the eye 
 



and pick out the lovelier bits 
to relish and store in your mind. 
Throw out the rest of it, just pull 
the chain of your inner latrine 
 
and watch the eddying waters flush 
your system clean as you would wish 
were you an autodidact witch 
or wizard, shaman or dervish. 
 
 
  III 
 
Thou must amend thyself. Repair 
What thou canst through the force of thought 
And doing all the things thou ought; 
Then fall back on the balm of prayer 
 
However thou mayst conceive it 
And in whatever guise thy God 
Chooseth to show or spare the rod 
Truly thou must receive it 
 
Into thy spirit as thy heart; 
Knowing that on the final day 
The soul not the body doth pay 
The debt of sin, and what thou art 
 
Consists not in pain or disease 
Within the flesh, but purity 
That doth conquer obscurity. 
That be thy aim, sole hope of ease. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Rachel Mann is a priest in South Manchester. She is poet-in-residence at Manchester 
Cathedral and she is writing a PhD on fecundity and barrenness in 19th Century Women’s 
Poetry. 
 
Give It A Name 
 
the nurse says, pulling off the bag. 
‘It helps.’  
 
Well, why not, then? 
It was good enough for explorers, 
thrusting flags into virgin land. 
For Adam too. 
 
But this is something else: 
new lips cut in my abdomen. 
Stoma, meaning mouth.  
 
So, go on. Speak. 
Fumble with vowel sounds, 
stutter over nouns. Name yourself. 
 
‘Do try,’ the nurse says. 
‘Jagger,’ I suggest. 
 

 
Brenda Hartill: Singing II 



Robin Thomas spent many years in the petrochemical engineering and construction industry 
having qualified as a chemical engineer.  Some twenty years ago he obtained a part time 
degree in English Studies from the then Polytechnic of North London, followed by an MA in 
Victorian poetry at the Open University. He completed the MA in Writing Poetry at Kingston 
University in 2012.  He has had poems published in a number of journals including Agenda, 
Envoi and Orbis.  He has been shortlisted for the Buzzwords, Bridport and Bath Poetry Café 
prizes and has poems related to an exhibition on the Reading Museum website.  He reviews 
poetry for Write Out Loud. 
 
Expedition 
 
Great God! This is an awful place – Captain Scott 
 
Several times a day my mother  
sets out for the South Pole:   
struggles layer by layer into outdoor gear   
tugs at her snow boots, threads and tightens their laces    
comes blinking out of her tent      
loads the sled, calms the leaping, yapping huskies    
inches forward into the wind. 
 
At night she eyes the mountain     
readies herself with ropes, crampons, grappling gear, pitons 
hauls herself up 
reaches the summit with a great sigh    
stares into the unfathomable dark. 
 

  
     Brenda Hartill: Flotsam and Jetsam, embossed drawing 



Harold Douglas lives in Scotland. This is the first time his work has been published. 
 
 
 
The Swallow 
 
 
I see the swallow 
Flying low, 
And I ask it what it knows. 
 
Clipping its wings against the lawn; 
Chasing Forever, 
Without Time. 
 
And I ask it what it knows: 
And I ask it what it knows. 
 
For soon, 
In my death, 
I will need to know: 
What that swallow knows, 
When it clips low, 
Forever without Time. 
 
 
 
My Life 
 
My life  
Was nothing more 
Than the flutter of a blackbird 
Before my very eyes. 
 
I was young: 
I am old. 
 
Just like the fox's rotten corpse, 
My limpid eyes 
Will putrefy  
To nothing.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Elizabeth Barton, 42, read English at Christ’s College, Cambridge, after which she moved 
countries and had a family.  She has worked as an English teacher and written freelance 
articles published in The Times and The Catholic Herald.  She lives in Surrey and is a 
member of Mole Valley Poets.   
 
 
 
Like a Dove 
 
 
It’s a foul evening, but the chapel is ablaze 
with light – seven priests and a bishop  
in chasubles of red and gold, a bird of flame  
 
hovering above them. My daughter waits 
at the altar steps in a white dress, a red flower 
in her hair – she’s thirteen years old,  
 
already wise to the suffering in our world 
but young enough to hope she can ease it.  
What name have you chosen? asks the bishop.  
 
Teresa, she says, and it hits me, that a name 
is so much more than words – Santa Teresa,  
patron saint of the sick and those in need of grace.  
 
My mind is emptied and all I can feel  
is tears quivering in my eyes  
and wing-beats in my heart; I wonder  
 
how long I’ve been hiding from love 
and out of the windblown dark, something  
gentle lights on my soul, like a dove. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
     Barbara Todd: The Birds 
 
 
 
Ian Higgins has for the most part written translations of poetry, including Pierre Seghers’s 
Piranesi (Forest Books) and Albert-Paul Granier’s wonderful Great War poems, Cockerels 
and Vultures (Saxon Books). Alongside his current translation project, a full anthology of 
Great War French poetry in English, he is writing a basketful of English poems on fruit. 
 
Blackcurrant 
 
Already by June, 
juice bubbling in blackbird song: 
July’s blackcurrants 
gorging the while on the sound 
to form from sunshine and rainfall 
pulp and colour the bird’ll swallow, 
bottling shapes and dark fruit notes 
he’ll sing in the Spring. 
 
 



Nigel Prentice has had work published over a number of years in various journals, including 
Poetry Review, The London Magazine, The Rialto, Long Poem Magazine and Agenda. He 
won the Rialto/RSPB Nature Poetry Competition 2015. 
 
 
 
Family History 
 
 
I find myself family, surfing marriages, births, 
            deaths, trawling censuses, 
unreliable records, for house, home, 
            grave. Sepia faces 
make meaning of the dead, drawing me to them, 
           drawing us home, 
my work of art: complacently they adapt, 
            granted life. A right name, 
wrong place: I chase red herrings, scatter wild geese,  
            puzzle and blunder 
into the dead of others puzzling like me, 
            knocking the wrong door. 
Yet they belong. They have dark Easter Island  
            faces, statues 
waiting to be found, massed in warmth by the sea 
 frowning at views 
of illusive light. 
                       And now I have strayed into this: 
            I find, I think, family 
alive in Canada, Seventh Day Adventists. 
 Alive and ungodly 
I stop by a churchyard, books of stories stilled, but 
 what moves? I catechize 
myself, questions which play into the future: 
 I can drop these lives   
but they hold imagined talk, wait in my head. 
           And there they remain, 
closed in continental fastness and a gridiron 
 town, stirring constrained 
as fish under ice, while I stare at snow, my trail. 
           I turn to my great- 
great-grandfather, fervent Baptist, who once dead 
          cannot set me right. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Isabel Bermudez was born in Bogota and came to England as a young child. She has worked 
variously as a documentary film-maker, a journalist and a school-teacher. She is currently a 
tutor of French, Spanish and English. Her debut pamphlet is due out from Flarestack Poets in 
2015. 
 
Spanish cards 
 
‘What are you playing with?’ 
my mother asked, fearful of the occult. 
  
Not plain hearts or spades, 
but like the tiny trees  
of that orchard in Spain, 
 
magical as fairy-tales to my child’s eyes,  
the cudgels,  
cups and swords and coins, 
  
the fat gold sovereigns,  
belonging, as they did, with the aunts,  
with the farm and everything else  
 
in the other deck we played, 
and mixed up in my mind 
with Long John Silver’s treasure, 
  
with sumptuousness and danger.  
We hid from her the  bastos  
the oros, the copas  and  the espadas,  
  
the queen and the knight 
we were intent on, making  
up the rules as we went along 
  
from the old, medieval drawings; 
some part of us imagining ourselves 
to be those first conquistadores  
  
as we attempted to predict our past. 
For it was all playing with a strange deck then, 
the flat, our school and Englishness, 
  
against the fantasy of that other country, 
its Pacific blue and Spanish gold; 
village squares, hammocks and farms, 
  
the lovely, unfamiliar cups and swords; 
our fortunes told in Spanish cards. 
 
 



 
The Scrivener  
 
You made me a quill pen  
and we dipped it in ink,  
 
you showed me how to  
scratch out words  
 
with its yellowing  
fingernail nib.  
 
There might have been  
a signature, a flourish,  
 
yours perhaps, or mine  
I should have kept,   
 
somewhere among my things.  
Now you perch  
 
on the balcony, smoking  
in all weathers, your cap  
 
in winter, two jackets, 
a scarf and gloves, 
 
waiting for the visit  
of the scrivener 
 
whose hunched back  
and grey wing  
 
extend the branch below;  
watching the tide,  
 
as if, in fog or November  
rain, as that grey 
 
smoke meets the January wind,  
in-between distorted cries,  
 
those strained loudspeaker calls 
of trainers to their rowing crews,  
 
in a language that was always yours, 
you hear the river sing. 
 
    
 



 
 
Brenda Hartill: Sunshine III, embossed watercolour  



Omar Sabbagh is a widely published poet and critic.  Two of his extant collections are: My 
Only Ever Oedipal Complaint and The Square Root of Beirut (Cinnamon Press, 2010/12); a 
fourth collection: To The Middle of Love is forthcoming with Cinnamon in winter 2016/17.  
His Beirut novella, Via Negativa: A Parable of Exile is released by Liquorice Fish Books 
near the start of 2016.  He has published, in academic mode, or more belle-lettristic, on 
George Eliot, Ford Madox Ford, G.K. Chesterton, Robert Browning, Henry Miller, Lawrence 
Durrell, Joseph Conrad, and others; as well as many contemporary poets.  He now teaches at 
the American University in Dubai (AUD).  www.omarsabbagh.me. 
 
 
On His 75th Birthday 
 
For my beloved father, Mohamad Sabbagh 
 
‘Do not go gentle into that good night…’ 
   Dylan Thomas 
 
The world is cold, father: this fruit that stings, left-over, unsold… 
And though you’re first among equals, the prime of parents, 
You’re younger than the ground, and clay’s first red: and I am old 
 
As the first syllable of the first grammar of this grinding world… 
You were ever the merit of the slow and manly sun, my hot dissent  
Against a world of cold, father: cruel acids in a market, unsold… 
 
I don’t think the air around holds much fear for us, bold 
Warriors, fighters for sense, needed, apt, and love-immense – 
You’re younger than the ground, father, and like clay, I am old… 
 
All roads lead to Rome in the end, a homely tale, a tale well-told – though,  
Until we pass, shocked by black, we’ll never know what was meant 
By all this cold, never know the fruit that’s bitter from the sweet.  Your role’s 
 
Always been pater to a point-too-moot, awning, and shelter from the cold 
In a market-space where these fears have aged, where my body’s rent 
By the ground itself, my Oryx-eyes stung by sighs, and clay: I am old… 
 
Father – that peach I stole in the garden, that fruit hammering my soul, 
Well, in the workshop of the world, you were always First Artisan, 
Old man, young man, tilling the soil, cultured, digging – your tools 
Were just your hands, and the grub of the ground; father of clay: I am sold.  
 
 
 
 
   
  
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
More Serious Lines (For More Serious Times) 
 
Dubai 
For Faten 
 
A tether, ribbed by twining fibers, comes apart, 
The nerves brighten like sparks, cleverer 
By half.  And they fashion a chaos that’s dear 
As you – neophyte, newcomer…  My heart 
Is old as a child’s heart.  The red, the undeterred 
Red, is so red it vanishes to the null-point 
Of a pin.  My syllables are like straining ligaments, 
And I’m unsure, unsure: if / which way to bend… 
 
If I knew there was a way to rend time, wreck 
The past’s humdrum conundrum, a bottleneck, 
I would.  But this green hourglass, tossed, buoyed by 
The burly weeping gushes of a great blue sea, 
Is no message, no missive to You…  And yet the lies 
And the ultimatums of the lies: the full stock, 
I mean – well, as the bricks, toppling, descend 
From my torn and breaking mansion, I realize 
 
The place of you may be a salve, slaking there, 
To mend, sew, and suture the wounds of Care. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Graham Hardie is 43, lives near Glasgow and works as a gardener. His poetry has been 
published in Agenda, Shearsman, The Interpreter's House, Gutter, The New Writer, 
Markings, Nomad, Cutting Teeth, The David Jones Journal, Cake and online at nth position 
and Ditch. 
 
Cemetery 
 
cemetery  
there are flies in this cemetery,  
where the gilded heron snatches  
its wing from the mouth of the white tiger;  
and there are bones in this cemetery,  
where the horned cactus of solitude  
spikes the wound of the black virgin;  
and there are lilies in this cemetery,  
where the putrid offal of iniquity  
stands on the prayer of the dying priest;  
and there are saints in this cemetery,  
where the blind dragon stifles  
the intent of the trapped souls of purity.  
 

 
Barbara Todd: Fountain 
 
 



 
 
Roger Elkin's poetry has won over 150 Prizes and Awards internationally, including the 
Sylvia Plath Award for Poems about Women. His published collections include Blood 
Brothers, New & Selected Poems (2006), No Laughing Matter (2007), Dog’s Eye View 
(2009), and Fixing Things (2011). Editor of Envoi magazine, (1991-2006), he received the 
Howard Sergeant Memorial Award for Services to Poetry. A published critic on Ted Hughes, 
Roger tutors Poetry at Wedgwood College, Barlaston, and was shortlisted for the Keele 
University Poetry Prize (2007).   
 
Living for Art, Living for Love 
Auntie Reenie sings Vissi d’arte from Tosca 
 
Classix Nite and at the Club’s upright piano 
sits Bob Pierce, tall and swarthy with more than 
a touch of the negro in him, that’s why he can do 
that gravelly Satchmo take-off folk regularly demand … 
 
but tonight he’s accompanying Reenie’s spot –  
her standing, hands clasped, operatic,  
crimsoned lips pursed and primped, hair perm-rinsed,  
waved, curled, crimped, and eyes glinting … 
her stance that half-angled shoulder pose 
she’s seen at the Theatre Royal, head erect, 
breath kept ready, then once Bob has insinuated 
the intro, goes glowingly into song …  
 
 I lived for art, I lived for love 
her voice 
pouring sweetly, ringing like fine wine  
and laddering the staves, a sort of 
honeyed spun thread treading the scales 
 
I sent up my song to the stars, 
to the skies  
 
not a warbling, but pure and fulsome,  
though despite her heaving chest, her mouth’s 
bright flowering, not quite making it, the top notes  
sliding and cracking 
 
Why oh Lord,  
why do you reward me thus 
 
and your Mum’s shoulders lifting  
in cringing embarrassment (though staying  
dumb) while sister Flo hisses Christ! 
 
and, as the applause water-falls, Reenie’s  
breathing freely again, nodding Bob acknowledgment  



till flashes a glance at husband Les that sends him 
scarpering off, glass of Bass in hand, 
to fetch her her second Cherry B, 
all the while the barstaff humming 
 
why do you reward me thus 
 
 
Strange Harmony of Contrasts 
 
We’re listening to Franco Corelli on CD - 
Cavaradossi’s aria from Tosca Act I: 
Recondita armonia di bellezze diverse!… 
 
but it’s your Dad you’re hearing, when he did the circuit  
of working-men’s clubs, sharing Puccini with his mates, 
and you can’t help mouthing the English words he sang: 
Strange harmony of contrasts thus deliciously blending!… 
 
And I see him, there, as large as the clichéd life  
you’ve described: the packed Concert Room,  
folk sitting rapt, or standing, beerglasses in hand –  
Harold Charnock impassive at the upright piano,  
its sticking ivories nicotined and click-clacking  
in their jangling accompaniment - and through the veils  
of cigarette smoke, the just-dimmed lights,  
your Dad performing – all five foot four of him,  
stockily unoperatic, arms and hands – what huge hands –  
held as if pleading in their soft kneading of air,  
his frame heaving with his breathing in his Caruso pose,  
the song growing from abdomen till owning his throat –  
over tongue, mouth and lips, to launch, full-throttled, richly,  
out - his face lantern-like, eyes aflame, alive, in the light  
of the aria – tenor voice chanticleering clear, loud, and as fine  
as a rung wine-glass – as he gives all his giving – voice rising,  
thrilling at the trilling high notes – and making spines shiver –  
like yours, like mine, there, here – held spellbound by the tune. 
 
Suddenly we’re back to Corelli’s Tosca – 
Cavaradossi’s Act III aria: 
 E lucevan le stelle 
ed olezzava la terra… 
 
And again you’re mouthing out loud your Dad’s words: 
 When the stars were brightly shining 
and faint perfumes the air pervaded… 
 
the tears streaming down your cheeks, 
 
for him, for you. 



 
 
Simon Jenner is a well published poet and music critic. He is the editor of Waterloo Press 
and runs Survivors Press also. 
 
Precession II 
 
 
A chalky starting line prints in the soil. 
A laggard steady wedge in April 
fast forwards acid blossom 
in two days, pinks hawthorn froth to May when 
all bursts Russian in a medieval crack 
of ice across March’s ash-branded cerements. 
 
Here’s the diachronic thing of childhood - 
when days notched clear as these – 
May blossom in May time before seasons dusked 
pink to a pulse of moist quadrants. What’s loose 
in nature strays a few late buds before they rattle dry. 
Eyeballs hurt in sky blue – green pitched too high. 
 
Dawn spikes the weald, acid soil sluiced 
to rape seed’s chrome yellow – a stare-stung June phenomenon. 
Phases last seen in childhood shake down 
rain with the century’s new drift of fire. 
We’re for it now, all seasons fared  
in one migratory sweep, a feathery terror. 
 
 

 
Brenda Hartill: Budding Spring I                 



Stuart Pickford teaches in a comprehensive school in Harrogate. 
 
 
 
The Fischer Defence 
 
 
At six, his sister bought him a set 
from their candy store in Brooklyn. 
At thirteen, in pullover and cords, 
he won the Game of the Century, 
slapping the game clock still. 
 
He poisoned pawns, snared 
magnetic fields of bishops. 
He’d rather a rook than a thumb. 
All the pieces were his friends 
in the machine. Rhyme with reason. 
 
The Russians drummed their fingers, 
humph-ed every move, donned 
shades so he couldn’t see 
the kings in their narrow eyes, 
even paid a shrink to spook 
 
him out. But he just picked 
the defence that’d bear his name 
out of the air: Bk4. Chess 
was his mother tongue. Now 
he only wore hand-made suits.  
 
‘The game plays out the truth,’ 
he told Nixon as he ruled 
the world of black and white. 
‘There’s no escape: I stare, 
crush the board into shape.’ 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Laura Corraducci  was born in Italy, in Pesaro, on the Adriatic coast where she lives. 
She is an English and Special Needs teacher. In 2007 she published her first collection of 
poems  Lux Renova  (Ed. Del Leone, Venice). In 2012 she won an important literary prize 
dedicated to female poetry: La donna si racconta. She organized several poetry readings and 
a festival, vaghe stelle dell’orsa, dedicated to contemporary poetry (whose title quotes the 
famous verse by Giacomo Leopardi). Her poems have been translated into Spanish and are 
included in many poetry anthologies. She will shortly publish her second book of poems 
whose  title will be Cecilia’s song. 
 
 
finally I found out lands beyond the border 
I saw them just around the corner 
there were clay hills so high on my hips 
where men can stun death 
and women take your breath in their voice 
with the children on their breast like pearls 
they keep walking for miles on your back 
at night you see faces who seek faces in the pits 
the season of the rains is going to begin 
 
 
 
                      ** 
 
 
 
to Said who committed suicide 
in the prison of Pesaro 
October 17, 2013 
 
now  I can touch your name with my breath  
your name isn’t a body any more  
your throat hasn’t a sound any more 
all naked you climbed up your silence 
and left to find another mountain 
it was night and you faded in the morning 
don’t tell them the exact turning of the pain 
don’t say it to the people  
who are selling your bones with joy 
may the poetry be a stigma on your skin 
so nothing of you will be lost for ever 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
to W. Whitman 
 
today the stone tells another story 
of the Captain in his travels as a prophet 
of the oceans drained 
by the thirst of his dream 
of the firmament every night 
sewn on his temples 
the poet of an Infinite America 
who played feeling abandoned 
in his verses of spirit and obsession 
now she can’t remember her prostitution 
the auction of the slaves is always open 
as a maid at the centre of the room 
where shiny plastic dangles from the bodies 
with the voices of the muses of Manhattan 
Uncle Walt may still cut his own land 
dried like leaves of grass on the ground 
 
 

 
Barbara Todd: one of a series of six boxes 
 



 
 
 
 
 
Polly East is retired from teaching and lives in north London. She is a grandmother. An early 
career in journalism, led to time in America. Much of the past thirty years have been spent 
teaching English and Special Needs in challenging inner-London schools.    
 
 
quicksand 
 
on leaving 
everything he touched 
became quicksand 
 
sinking 
my arms 
have stretched upwards 
for a year or more 
 
and still have found nothing 
to hold onto 
 
 
 
 
 
the was wife 
 
the was husband was here 
waiting for the were children 
by the door 
the was wife went inside 
all by herself and cried 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Mike Barlow ’s first collection Living on the Difference (Smith Doorstop, 2004) was overall 
winner of the Poetry Business Book and Pamphlet Competition and was shortlisted for the 
Aldeburgh Jerwood Prize for best first collection. A pamphlet, Amicable Numbers (Templar, 
2008), was a Poetry Book Society pamphlet choice. His third collection is Charmed Lives 
(Smith/Doorstop, 2012). He won first prize in the 2006 National Poetry Competition. 
 
 
Blind Date with Déjà Vu 
 
Wherever we’d arrange to meet – Sainsbury’s cafe, say, 
the end of the Stone Jetty, the Museum steps –  
you’d fail to appear. I’d give it an hour before leaving  
only to catch a glimpse of you ahead of me, the nonchalant  
gait of someone who might have been stood up herself 
but refused to let it bother her. Or you’d be 
window shopping as if you’d just that minute  
turned to avoid my eye, a display of naked  
mannequins a giveaway as you watched my reflection 
flicker past. Once I saw you busking, three chords 
and a bad moon rising. Loose change tossed into your hat  
elicited a nod, but the way you looked right through me  
I’d swear I’d been there before – wrong place, wrong time. 
 
 
A Quaker Vow 
 
Friends, I say, I take this my Friend... 
When the time is right the words stand up  
to make their own sense. There's no cliche  
of sunlight shafting the room in half. 
We are our own, not each other's dust. 
 
This is a joining of separates. We don't know  
the half of it, whatever the other imagines  
the other is about, how we’ll fight and laugh it off  
as it all goes smoothly wrong while children 
play back to us their guileless selves.  
 
Any sense we wrestle from the angel  
of blame and consequence rings a discordant note.  
Our atoms remain tuned to their own  
wild music, the ever-repeating last waltz  
chance and free-will steer each other through.  
 
So, after all, I'll vouch for you. You vouch for me. 
Friends, let's say, take this my friend.. 
 



                   The Isle of Discussion 
 
You'll cut the engine, wade ashore, breathe the island's 
brokered air: resolutions, easements. I'll be waiting,  
ready to respond as if you were my own, you  
with your grudges, your alien ways, me  
resentful, old heart choked with judgement. 
 
Ushered by gulls and oystercatchers, a handshake  
marks a listening here. We'll make our way  
through old oaks to the ruins, their trace  
of ditch and wall a narrative of drawn blood, 
covetings, skirmishes – millennia's worth.  
 
And still we're armed to the teeth with grievance,  
ready as ever to take offence at the first  
crossed line, thoughtless glance. So let us stay  
as long as it takes, follow the water's edge  
until we end up where we started, changed.  
 
Let us grow thin on our differences, discover  
the knack of wearing one another's skin.  
Let the clamour of the mainland swallow itself  
in the wind. When dusk arrives we'll ponder  
the lights going on back there, where no one listens. 
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Under Notice of Eviction. 
 
The river tumbles, moves rocks, 
Creates its own path through these hills where I stop, 
 
Rest carefully on its bank, 
Dangling bare feet in cold water, here, 
 
Where this dusk changes everything, 
A darkness I now walk through, stumbling, 
 
Against exposed roots and branches, 
Against shadows that whip my face, no obligation to the rational, 
 
To posterity or to the grotesque, the indestructible,  
In the conception of a whisper, of witness to the tongue’s sacrament, 
 
Now justified by history’s weakness for myth, 
A covenant with language, with sacrifice and with loss, 
 
Under notice of eviction, of identity but no proof, 
As if there is still time, as if there is still more left to do. 
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Whereupon 
 
 
What absence we sought in the loose 
weave of light and shadow, eluded. 
 
We could only wait out the long burn 
of winter, each feeling the weight 
 
of weather, folding each into himself 
denying the sly making of small miracles. 
 
Mute, we did not know whose grief 
we held or who would listen to our plaint.   
 
Alone, we only knew brute omission left 
absence harder to bear than scourge 
 
of stone: the fig-and-nettle broth of lies 
that followed loss, hollowed grief to a reed. 
 
 
 
Subsequent 
 
It is the long sprawl of a late summer afternoon: 
the pyrocanthus prickling the wall has not yet 
 
the redness of berries nor white of flower 
but bears a glint as a solitary finch pulses 
 
the hours: the light lean in the tangle where thicket 
smothers detail whilst absence smirrs 
 
the first throat of darkness, dismantling the margins, 
and grief’s half-light leaves one beyond self. 
 
Autumn will come soon over the mountains  
bringing a thunder of flies with small stings. 
 
 
 
 
 



Reservoir 
 
Water thin glass 
defies the dark 
 
the room lit 
by a bowl of white anemones 
 
one petal smears an old book 
imprint unknown 
 
lying closed beside  
the photograph whose memory 
 
she refutes when, at the still  
of approaching rain 
 
shelter is sought. 
in the fall of unpainted hills. 
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St. Maelrubha 
 
(c642-722, born in Ireland, Apostle of the Picts, )  
 
...our sweet reprieve and ransom tendered... 
                     Gerard Manley Hopkins (Felix Randal) 
            
God – say the Deists – Jovian, 
touched off the fuse, sat back: the Lamb 
 – if you like – died, laden, 
 
derelict: that dust  
– and all the indomitable martyrs’ – eddies,  
abates: whips up with the little whirlwinds, 
 
sings in the shrouds.  – Maelrubha, 
exile, blessing the icy loch: crossed, 
recrossed, wind-cut Skye, 
 
speaking of God.  Grassy humps 
of churches; – here, Maelrubha's bones 
seep quietness (can it be?  – God with us, 
    
wiping the flung offal  
out of his eyes: or Deus, 
spinning the globe?  Maelrubha gathered in 
 
the rough Picts: tendered  
tortured foolery; that walker  
pacing the dawn garden (half-disguised). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fladday 
 
Over the tidal strip to Fladday – slather 
of wet brown weed, pooled, 
pebbly sand; climb the rusted stair 
 
(pinned, wobbling, to granite) to the green 
high flat.  Even here  
– off lonely tiny Raasay – broken crofts, 
 
their grassed tumbled walls: even here,    
the boats scraped on rock, the factor's men 
stove in the doors.  Sixty-six rents 
 
I have paid...to be cast out 
is what I never expected....  Some hung on, 
died, skulking by wind-worn stone. 
 
'Population nought' (...it is breaking my heart): 
the glint of Lochan Mor; three white, 
deserted lets, with long-locked 
 
salt-ribbed doors.  The dark small sheep, 
few, feral, skitter off.  – Now sea, grey and white, 
is edging, lacy, over weed and sand. 
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Wing-walkers 
  
We waited amongst the crusts and crumbs,  
the bones of a rowing boat splayed around us  
like some monstrous ribcage.  
  
You said the wreck was haunted,  
that locals witnessed huddled figures  
trying to push the vessel towards the water,  
  
but don’t we always rest where ghosts gather: 
the embryo wings of a common blue  
cross our vision as we pause,  
  
sticklebacks curl silver spines  
like watermarks in certain lights, at certain times of day.  
Shading her eyes from the sun, 
  
our daughter gasped there they are!  
and two figures emerged from the sky 
like fingerprints in a scientist’s glowing dust. 
  
I imagined rising above the crowds,  
the ice-cream van and the big wheel, the river gleaming  
like spilled petrol. I imagined rising  
  
above the woman whose skull echoed  
the crack of her father’s fist  
as she wiped Mr Whippy from upturned faces, 
 
above the little meandering train  
beating a prayer to those who laid their shadows 
across the tracks. The dancers twirled and preened 
  
and we cheered each beautiful balancing act – 
delighted by their willingness to fly  
as we all do - overlapping scales on death’s wing. 
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       The Lake 
 
 
I sometimes meet them, from the other time, 
as if they had rowed across the lake, 
where each oar paints the light. They are 
unrecognisable almost until  
they stammer out a name. What can you tell,  
what have you come so far to tell me, of 
the invisible shore, haggard as you are, 
 
or well-preserved, like a buffed antique 
with provenance? Am I who I say I am, 
who is to know and what will be the proof? 
What was the good of looming from the mist 
with those naive unlikely words of love 
if afterwards you only melt away 
losing all consistency, dissolving? 
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Sonata 
 
The piano appears to have just skidded to a halt  
in the middle of the platform.   
The surface shine of its black is so reflective  
I can see the strings inside  
looking frail, vulnerable, on the underside of its wing,  
still open and ready for take-off.   
The pianist enters  
emerging from the dark land  
behind the towering wood screens.   
He bows to the rush of clapping,  
sits, and begins immediately.   
Notes drop  
like pegs into holes in the silence.   
The pianist is full of movement,  
his curls airborne.   
The last note withdraws  
out of a window.   
The pianist bows and bows again,  
turns and walks away from the stampede of applause,  
out of the honey of the lights,  
to the unseen world where he and his piano come from.   
Back home with you,  
your hands play me.   
My strings resonate, tremble.   
 
Honey 
 
Hello, Honey, you say.   
Your voice slips, amber, down the phone.  
And suddenly everything is honey  
as if someone had slid honey-coloured glasses over my eyes.   
The world is transformed into something like sepia but warmer,  
glowing in paint-box browns and golds,  
burnt sienna, rich gold, yellow ochre,  
colours of late summer, leaves in autumn, sunshine.   
I'm reminded of an afternoon when we lay, lazy, on the grass  
and studied each other's faces,  
while in the background the unbroken sound of bees.   
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Sehensucht * 
 
 
Here, breathlessly, she reaches 
high into the cupboard, is the Son, 
the Father and the Holy Ghost.  
 
Bow-legged on the floor, we sit cowed 
before his portrait pinned to the board.  
He looks old, and tired in a king’s robe. 
 
He knocks at the door of our hearts. 
You must let him in and then you will go to heaven. 
 
In an instant, I felt his blows on my rib-cage 
quivering like a struck bell.   
But my heart’s door won’t open to him. Only to blood 
 
roiling my misty eyes,  saved –  only  just – 
by a sparrow at his bare feet among fallen leaves, 
no other, I fancied,  
 
than the Holy Ghost itself, suddenly meaning  
so much more. But in any case  
I didn’t want to go to heaven. I wanted to stay  
 
on earth where Grandma opens the kitchen door,  
clumps of sticky snow on her sleeve, so cold  
she’s unable to speak, and where the blue 
 
enamel coffee pot sizzling on the stove 
puffs up its rattle-lid and whistles softly 
like the lodger she keeps safe in her loft.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
* Longing 



 
 
Inside the Museum of Love’s Resistance 
 
A door opens like a mouth, its tongue  
as slippery as a carnival’s mirror maze.  
This is fun, everyone cries. C’mon! – 
the slides, rocking floors, walls tilting 
scratched by fingernails. A steely  
trap door contraption nips at bare feet.  
Our skins goose as we grope our way  
to the peepshow gallery lit by strip-lights. 
Marbled, deep-set eyes stare unseeing 
from waxen dolls, hair wiry, in disarray,  
their lips frozen on a gibbering vowel.  
A corpse hangs from behind a door,  
death’s head skinned for the spectacle, 
rats occupy shadows, razor screams rent  
the dark. Spooked we lock bodies, run 
for the Exit, barred against us – back 
pedal towards the Entrance, yearning 
for candyfloss throng, sting of daylight,  
the blue-sea’s airier taste of salt and vinegar.  
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When I walked out of the Sea 
 
 
my footprints trailed behind me  
for a while then stopped,  
as though seeing me off, 
 
and I walked on up into the dunes 
where I turned to watch them 
 
grain by grain, wave  
by wave,  
 
up and turn  
and return  
 
to the sea. 
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Through the Brickworks to the Hills 
 
 
On November coloured days 
he felt the disenchantment  
of the world, and reproached it 
for abandoning all meaning, 
for his sense of losing 
something that he’d never had. 
 
The insistence of rain 
wrote a score as sweetly apt 
as Rachmaninov’s for 
Brief Encounter, and 
his thoughts drifted 
to drowned dogs, 
rain-soaked, claggy earth, 
and what it was like, once, 
to wake early in the attic room 
the first morning of summer, 
sunlight dappling wallpaper, 
with the prospect of the pathway 
through the brickworks to the hills. 
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Gift  
 
 
I was in love with the distance you maintained 
I patched together our broken silences 
Into this gift, this faint Polaroid of despair 
Love is everywhere, you said, we just don’t know it, 
But the gift altered you, day by day you disappeared 
Into the gift  
Until despair had reclaimed you 
 
 
 
For Lichen (3) 
 
 
We made pretend we were dead too long 
Now we are dead 
We did not know we had the lifespan of butterflies 
We only had two chances 
Count this metamorphoses as the hardest 
Breaking into death 
Shucking the very thing we were 
Shucking were itself 
It is said I loved you 
And it’s probably true 
I remember the days on the wide boulevard 
Where we carried the blood-red moon 
In our bosoms like it was a thing to hold 
Oh, the moon, oh, our breaths, 
I wish I could have measured them 
As if measuring might be a way to keep them 
We breathed those days so oblivious 
To the gift that it made the gift true 
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     Words 
 
    What will you read of me 
    in the words I’ve left on paper? 
    The night  
    calling out like a fretting child, 
    winding me in despair, 
    then releasing me into calm 
    as if I were a bird carrying so much sky 
    in its flight?  
 
    The words on post-it notes, 
    on the back of receipts, 
    on letters sent to those without emails, 
    words in cyberspace keeping my voice secret – 
    words that have cost part of my living 
    lying like patients in beds looking out 
    for that pair of eyes that will meet theirs; 
 
    words, will they have something of me – 
    not my essence, that would be foolish to expect, 
    but an outline, no matter how scant, 
    something ghostlike wandering from line to line 
    grinning at the white margins: 
    coming into focus 
    and vanishing like that prayer you meant to say 
    but the words have taken all of you 
    into sleep. 
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of York. He co-edits the poetry journal Eborakon, and has had poems published in Poetry 
and Audience and Blackbox Manifold. 
 
To Hart Crane 
 
Those great undersea blisters, 
leprous scrapings shed by atolls 
house your bones, coz. 
So near Christmas the sea 
presents the sun its rearranged 
face. Lovers trace scentings 
(‘O my pelagic! O errant!’), 
torments of little bells. Where 
the protected panther slinks  
by Seminole junkyards and casinos 
they close their stubborn lashes. 
 
Love’s work is its loss, Orphic 
backstraining into the black lava 
pit of its aftermath. 
 
                            On the quay, 
with a squall cruising the spray  
still hours off, punkish brown  
pelicans loiter with intent. 
 
 
The Lord of Patience, San Bartolo Cuautlalpan 
 
In the summer of 2014, X-ray images of an eighteenth-century statue of Jesus Christ in Mexico revealed that its 
teeth were real rather than made of wood or bone. The teeth were in good condition. 
 
That sore: a bullet wound 
blood blister, meteor velocity 
burnt-up. Waiting’s ferocity, 
a kind of vibrating, attuned 
 
anger. Glazed eyes redound 
scalefeathered heaven’s atrocity 
of silence, muffled ghost-City 
of God. Where’s to be found 
 
an end to bloody tears? 
Undecayed, a poor man’s 
delf: eight patiences bored 
for three hundred years 
into the plaster Mexican’s  
skull: but only say the word. 
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Self-Portrait with Twofold Ring and Exequies  
 
They are death’s officials, our shysters of bilk, manhandlers  
of the casket containing my famished mother whom they set down 
 
with a bump, onto the rollers. These wheels will bear her 
to the chamber: in it, the heat’ll rise to Eighteen-thousand-degrees  
 
at which stage her diminutive, all-but-weightless leaf-lace of mass 
will spontaneously ignite. All this set—booming through speakers— 
 
to Some Enchanted Evening sung so feelingly by Giorgio Tozzi 
dubbed over Rosanno Brassi, who could not sing a note. I imagine  
 
the mouth miming without a sound, the actual singer way back 
in another chamber, singing with gusto. You who can sing 
 
dub softly over me, who does not sing so well. “…I am with you,  
you whisper, “though three thousand miles away, I sit 
 
beside you in this chapel of scarlet pews. See how my hand  
assembles its molecules, in yours.”  Giorgo bellowing 
 
sings my mother towards the furnace. The curtain closes.  
I am the only mourner seated among the empty pews 
 
and you whom I met on the exact sort of evening  
about which Giorgo wails, sit as you swore you would beside me,  
 
tug insistently at your father’s cuff, three thousand miles away, 
watch his brother’s coffin lowered on ropes into the ground. Grief  
 
is the hewn sides, the mimed wail. Simultaneity 
the crush of these walls. You are wearing my dead mother’s ring. 
 
You’re here—three thousand miles away tugging at his sleeve; 
you are perusing the miracle-fit of my dead mother’s ring. 
 



 
Self-Portrait as Sociopath Using Two Mouths 
 
It’s your mouth, did you know, but somehow I use it: 
see how the lips—the fabulous lips—run ahead and then 
 
it’s my words which have to catch up. I don’t know the difference 
between falsehood and truth. If one is the thing which first licks 
 
your face then snarls at you like the dog on its chain, 
the other is a matter of pick and pick. Or not-knowing-what. 
 
Or maybe the same snarl, with a different rictus. Or maybe one 
the disfigured wan of the other in the black windscreen 
 
as the limo careers through the woods, headlamps turned off. 
I give women a little permission to admire, and they admire, 
 
I lead them up, then down. I give them what they seem to want. 
They love me. They hate me. This is a CD, the wraith of me, 
 
and you must play it through your love—it was me, you know, 
who haunted her early years as untrustable, who smashed her trust, 
 
tipped it, like a whole dresser of plates falling on its front. 
Play the disk, it will play itself, it will at times feel strange, 
 
like ghostspiele, muttering some East of Eden commonplace 
strangely yoked to the time in which it was burned, 
 
snarly and belligerent, for the very sake of belligerence. 
As she looks up at you, your words will be as hard to trust as mine, 
 
she’ll imagine you are me, that I am you, or both of us; 
that the words you speak come out of my mouth, not yours. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Barbara Todd: damsel flies 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Mara Bergman grew up in New York. Her poetry has been published widely and she is also 
the author of more than twenty books for young children. Her collection The Tailor's Three 
Sons and Other New York Poems won the 2014 Mslexia Poetry Pamphlet Competition. Mara 
lives in Tunbridge Wells, Kent.     www.marabergman.com  
 
 
The Photographer visits the Dutch Masters  
 
 
She enters the National Gallery,  
        then room after room to this room   
of interiors, of whispered exchanges  
        between richly dressed women  
 
suffused in tangerine light. They knew   
         how to make a small room spacious, lead the eye 
to other places, life’s brevity.  
         A girl in blue  
 
stands calmly by a virginal  
         and a young boy, framed in a window, 
watches a butterfly, a bubble 
         about to burst. The photographer is drawn  
 
to the table in a corner, to the finest  
         surviving peepshow – a house that springs to life  
when she peers through a hole on the side – 
          those wine-red, blood-red velvet chairs, the walls  
 
that realign to become a room  
          leading to a room. Like the masters, 
she loves perspectives, follows a door  
          where light spills from a passage  
 
with earthenware tiles, and through another 
          where someone in bed is probably dying.  
A woman wearing a wide collar  
          reads beside her as a shadow passes 
         
in a window. On the floor lies a letter   
          for Monsieur J. Hoogstraten a Dordrecht.  
When you cover the light  
          everything goes dark.   
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The Private Ordination  
 
I said your name and told you what it meant – 
how your life had struggled to that point, 
what you’d had to suffer, the darkest times 
with demons, wrestled, wrestled without relent. 
 
You wept to hear your name aloud, your name 
to tell us who you really were: the same 
and yet transformed, Mahananda, waiting 
all that time, despite the reach of shame – 
 
the dreams you told your psychoanalyst, 
rages at your mother – despite all this  
(eggs and china thrown to make her hear),     
I knew your name should end with ‘happiness’. 
 
But more than that was Maha, meaning ‘great’,  
‘abundant’, ‘strong’, the majesty and weight,  
but what I emphasized was ‘big’, big 
as your voice – a fresh start and a clean slate. 
  
 
You 
 
I try to conjure you  
by Fletcher’s Ole  
but there’s only mud and water –  
even the sheep have gone.  
 
I wait to catch you  
walking home from school 
but the den below  
the bridge is just a gap. 
 
I might have seen you  
coming down the path 
by Station Road 
but I only meet fresh air.  
 
I’d go up to your house 
but the gate is shut,  
the garage closed  
and all the lights are out. 
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Pre-Aztec Jaguar  
 
Teotihuacán (‘City of the gods’ in Nahuatl) was the largest city  
of the pre-Aztec culture that flourished c. 500 CE near what  
is now Mexico City. 
 
His fetish for the big cat’s crouch and prowl 
was mask and antic, plodding minds undone, 
the child he left behind, the unbegun,  
crescendoing between a screech and growl.  
 
He found it too unlike himself to be tender 
though he sometimes tried to imitate her tone. 
Simulacra were not enough to father 
gentleness when his thoughts were grinding stone. 
  
In his youth he’d flown to Teotihuacan 
to see pre-Aztec jaguars in relief 
and sat on top of a pyramid till dawn 
expecting, hoping for vision and belief, 
a sense of correspondence. The Jaguar spoor 
had taken him places he could not endure.   
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Wedding Ring 
 
It seems a betrayal when I fail to wear you, 
the comedy of wedlock states you must be 
only removed for washing up and death; 
frail silver compact, something we adhere to 
in blindness, feeling step by step the gusty 
high pathways where the timid lose their breath. 
 
Some say you are an aphrodisiac: 
‘It’s hot to steal a spouse – no strings attached!’ 
Should I regret I never found you so 
or eased you off behind my sweating back 
when parties turned risqué? Are we well-matched 
in virtue or in fear – how would I know? 
 
Perhaps all art is in the limitations 
we set ourselves, so you encircle me 
despite my doubts; I know ‘I am that thing 
they call a husband,’ living on my rations 
of long-term hopes and pleasures. We shall see 
how this turns out – where is my sodding ring? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
The Rest Cure 
 
Easy enough to diagnose exhaustion, 
you haven’t had a holiday for years, 
your luck is not as bad as it appears, 
only your blunted mind’s reiteration 
exaggerates; a summer by the lake 
will set you right, a long much needed break. 
 
Better to take a break before you break, 
a sensible regime can curb exhaustion, 
dive from the rock and let the cobalt lake 
soak out the sorrow from the dismal years; 
both love and guilt demand reiteration, 
desert the city where her ghost appears. 
 
Birches and ferns, sometimes a buck appears 
poised in the shadow, waiting for the break 
of the white spell to drive a reiteration 
of hooves beyond the realm of your exhaustion; 
learn from the deer and strip the awkward years 
from off your back beside the waiting lake. 
 
It’s said a dead volcano holds this lake; 
what if the tremor of the wind appears 
snaking its way towards you from your years 
of cockiness? You thought you could not break, 
failing to see how stealthily exhaustion 
whispers its tale, that cruel reiteration 
 
of what we didn’t do, the worse reiteration 
of our stupidity. A tent, a lake, 
a little mother-wit to curb exhaustion— 
then guilt, formidable though it appears, 
can be contained; so take this break 
from who you’ve been for over thirty years. 
 
Or would you rather roll the flood of years 
back to their source, before reiteration 
made guilt a habit that you dared not break? 
A girl, a boy, a summer by the lake— 
why make a myth of this? It just appears 
ideal through time, through loss and through exhaustion. 
 
Now by this lake you know no ghost appears 
unless the years conspire with our exhaustion 
though love may break us by reiteration. 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Brenda Hartill: Singing 1 
 
 
 

           *          *          *          * 
 


