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Here are some images and memories of our extraordinary sister, Diana – Diana, who had the bluest, the deepest 
blue eyes, of anyone I have ever known.  



   Diana wrote all her life, from the beginning, but this is my sharpest memory of her. When the children were in 
bed, from Richard’s birth on, Diana wrote. In an armchair with a packet of Woodbines and a jug of very strong 
coffee, which she made by pouring boiling water direct on to the grounds, with Berlioz’s Harold in Italy as 
background music, she wrote. Pages of close-written foolscap. With her indomitable, resolute creativity she 
wrote for ten years without result, but continued to write. That took a truly remarkable certainty in her 
imagination and her art, certainty of imagination.  The work of that period is, I think, lost, including a wonderful 
novel for adults, The Incubus.  
   She wrote from childhood on.  At the age of about 12 – certainly just after she had won a scholarship to the 
Friends’ School, she read to Ursie and to me over some months, two full-length adventure stories. The readings 
were on Sunday mornings, when we were still in bed, and lasted from thirty minutes to an hour. We were 
enthralled by Rolling Rory, the tale of a roller-skating teenager pursued by a gang, and thrilled by Sandy 
Investigates, the young son of a garage owner who becomes a detective. The great gift of hilarity was there from 
the start. We would never let her keep back a morsel of writing for the next session, but always demanded that 
she read to the very end of what she had done that week. So she never had anything left over for the next 
instalment.  Over this second novel we had our first serious literary quarrel. During a chase that got out of hand 
a decorative vase was broken, and we argued vehemently over whether it should ‘sway perilously’ or ‘rock 
dangerously’ – though Ursie remembers the second epithet as not ‘dangerously’ but ‘drunkenly’. 
   ‘Exuberance is Beauty’, Blake said. When I think of the exuberance of Diana’s adventurous imagination, the 
thrilling complexity of her plotting, the iconoclasm of her comedy, the way things get out of hand, whether in a 
sinister or comic way, but are retrieved in a breath-taking finale, I think of those early works. Diana had the 
exuberance of spirit that made its way into children’s minds. (She and little Leo immediately made a special 
bond, despite her illness – he was born on the day she had her lung cancer surgery, July 14, 2009.) It takes 
exuberance to encounter childhood pain. She understood the shame, not just the loneliness, but the existential 
shame of the rejected child, for example – and particularly in one of her masterpieces, Fire and Hemlock. She 
said, in an article or possibly interview in the Guardian once, that her own children taught her all she knew, that 
she was intensely grateful to them.  That did not make her above dedicating The Skivers’ Guide to her sons – 
‘with whose help this book would never have been written’. A lovely joke, aimed at pious dedications as well as 
her children. Sentimental piety was anathema to her. 
   I think the world was always magical for her. She decreed one evening that we children must all find a 
magical doorway from our shared bedroom into another world.  Ursie chose the wardrobe (well before CS 
Lewis) but Diana chose a square patch of evening sunlight on the wall opposite the window. She and Ursie 
would go on long, magical walks, renaming points in the ordinary country territory as ‘the back of beyond’, or 
‘the world’s end’, ‘the whispering tree’. (I am afraid these walks were often so long that I ignominiously turned 
back from them.) Her names tie in with the power of the woods for her (in Hexwood) and a beautiful short story 
in Minor Arcana where a girl becomes a tree – not tragically, as in the Daphne myth, but willingly. She was a 
visionary writer. 
 
               i 
         
Dead March  
 
lost     lost one 
the disappeared 
the void 
paces step by step by 
step the without 
the mourner cries out 
with the morning bird 
 
lost one     where are you 
will you come crowding 
with the others across 
the dyke    holding out 
your empty arms 
imploring 
without 



 
 
          ii 
 
Some flowers shock the air 
Rilke said red 
tulips shout 
 
magnolia splits as if  
it hurts its 
fleshy shells to make 
the final generous 
expanding expending 
flushed opening 
 
lost one 
on your last day alive 
    
    
           iii 
 
deep-veined cabbages 
athletic carrots 
for Sunday lunch 
knifed at the kitchen sink 
the mourner cries out 
as memory hurts 
but worse    far worse 
when feeling stops    and 
            
      
emptiness re-fills the void 
without 
lost one 
 
           iv 
 
morphine and snowdrops 
light a candle 
strew straw 
 
           v 
 
tearing breath 
out of the universe 
expirations 
 
the watchers on either side 
‘I love you’ 
uselessly 



‘I love you’ 
helpless 
why should you hear 
your whole being 
absorbed in dying  
knowing 
how much life it takes 
to die? 
 
     
           vi 
 
the without grows 
and grows 
fills 
and green leaves surge 
 
why is it so green 
it should not be 
so green 
as this 
 
       
          vii 
  
I am the Resurrection  
and the Life 
what hubris 
we brought nothing into this world    and 
it is certain we can carry nothing out 
nothing? nothing? 
between Christ’s hubris and Job’s nihilism 
 
your every breath  your every 
thought your every 
love’s work 
your every 
and the mourners’     work 
aghast    lost one 
      
             viii 
 
cavorting 
small white butterflies 
a-joy a-dance a-flutter a-blanche 
in sunny graveyard grass 
mother’s funeral    holding hands     
my sister said 
didn’t you know    butterflies  
ancient symbols for the soul? 



 
underworld’s white bacchanalia 
alighted on air 
grazing her breeze-swirled skirt 
blanched wings sharing    with flower petals 
moist-fresh skin    fluttering choreography 
round her 
from the underworld  
they knew you had been there  
I think 
                   ix 
 
Phega, ‘The Girl who Loved the Sun’* 
 
‘for you I shall spread out my arms’ 
your girl said to the sun 
studying to stop being human 
 
to feed on light 
to put down roots 
to make leaves’ green skin 
from blood to sap 
to force veins     arteries     and nerves 
into capillaries    cells     vesicles 
to surge into the sky 
willing agony 
searching for the sun’s love    taken up by 
the sighs of treethought 
and woody atrophy 
closing the wooden gap of her mouth 
 
soft showers of April piercing 
the roots where 
a man crouched weeping    too late 
 
‘for you I shall spread out my arms’ 
 
*Short Story, Minor Arcana, 1996 
       
                   x 
 
bird singing 
waking 5am in pain 
she heard the dawn blackbird 
and wrote - 
each day massacre and rape 
people dying 
‘while these songs stab 
precise, and here and now’    
 



pray for us  
now 
and until the hour 
of our death 
until the hour 
now and 
now 
 
singing bird     
lost one 
 
 
               xi 
 
condolences horrible word 
condiments 
pepper and salt 
dust and ashes 
dust and ashes 
 
 

                                
                                                                             
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Josephine Balmer 
 
Cleft 
 
Where the grass is stretched  
between stone like graveyard cross, 
gently pressed, lovers’ morning hair 
on granite pillow, there is a cleft –  
Mary’s word – that in Homer or Virgil 
would lead to the Underworld, Avernus,  
a cave of false dreams, thick as darkness: 
grief, disease, all the horrors held within, 
but here is stopped by a sprig of thrift, 
pale translucent pink of new-born skin. 
 
We need the lens that can frame all this: 
one small detail in tangled maze of cliff, 
to stop us short, pull us from the brink; 
the cleft of thought, word, language, 
this necromancer’s task of easing breath  
into moss-flecked lungs of the long, long dead,  
lending them shape, leasing back speech. 
 
Today at Botallack I watch the mist 
slowly sliding back from field and sea,  
horizon fragmented, infinity revealed 
chink by chink, piece by shuttered piece. 
 
 

           
 
          Alistair Common: ‘Cleft’ – alistair@boswedden.fsnet.co.uk 
This photograph, exhibited at a National Trust centre in an old mine Count House on the 
Cliffs at Botallack, Cornwall, inspired Josephine Balmer’s poem. 



 
 
 
 

               
             Jessica Levine: Figures Painting. 
 
Jessica Levine lives in East Sussex. She says, ‘My work stems from various sources which 
include personal travels, Kentish landscape, current affairs, childhood memories and textile 
designs. I don't like to limit myself to one discipline, instead preferring to use a wide range of 
materials and to draw on a wide variety of sources. However, I often initially explore ideas 
using collage, as I find this a useful process in realising more finished pieces of work or in 
translating ideas using paint.My work is often deliberately open ended in terms of impact. I 
like the viewer to bring themselves to the piece, rather than having meaning imposed by the 
maker. In that respect, I like work to be loose and to have a meaning which is beyond 
intention, that is the piece in a sense answers back to both the viewer and the maker.  
www.jesslevine.co.uk 
 
              
 
 



 
 
Penelope Shuttle 
 
Remember That Chagall 
 
 
Remember that Chagall 
we planned to steal? 
 
And our first summer, 
when suicide bombers 
hadn’t been invented? 
 
That November afternoon 
circa 1973, scheming up  
new names for household paints ? 
 
Witch Custard, Robin Hood’s Robe, 
Goblin’s Beads, Snail’s Labia, 
Cucumber Gossip? 
 
Remember the Giant of Cerne, 
who took us  
under his manly wing 
as wildrose rain fell 
from one end of Dorset  
to the other? 
 
Is this all we’ve got left, 
a thread of remembering 
and forgetting? 
 
You washing your hands 
and face in the Thames, 
 
four hundred months 
of sun and rain, 
 
our garments so often mended 
they’ll take no more mending 
in this world or the next, 
 
and grief sticking to my skin 
like a fridge magnet in vain? 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Photo 
 
You look warily 
at the photographer, 
I’m more trusting, 
my gaze unguarded. 
 
A long-ago photo 
taken by a stranger - 
look at the grotesque size 
of  my white shirt collar 
and the length of my hair. 
 
Husband and wife 
in a prospect of books. 
 
Your beard’s cropped short, 
you look a bit of a tough lapin, 
but I know your scholar heart, 
how you’d take a tiny insignificant dream 
from anyone, 
 
deduce from it 
an entire personal cosmology 
to change the dreamer’s life forever, 
and mostly for the good - 
 
I can’t make out the titles of the books 
on the shelves behind us, 
but I hear them asking in unison - 
 how long you got? 
 long ’nuf to read all us guys?- 
 
The Interpretation of Dreams - 
your Freud, Jung, Marie-Louise von Franz et al - 
wise books, with answers to the hardest questions, 
 
books I’ve spent a week cataloguing, 
ready to ship to a book-dealer, 
having no more use for them, 
not caring to interpret them alone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Andrew McCulloch 
 
Hesperides 
 
 
First they melt into glue 
settle into the jaunty 
capsize of decay. 
 
Then squashy flesh hardens 
into the bubbled crust 
of a crude weld. 
 
And now they sit on shelves  
in memory’s attic 
in puzzling rows 
 
derelict, priceless, 
above a shop 
where my father 
 
in light the colour of apples  
turns tanned leather 
into things you want to keep. 
 
 
 

      
     Jessica Levine 



 
John Torrance 
 
Pages from an Orkney Diary 

 
                                         For little Callum  

 
 

How do these withered awns cling to the pale 
bents winnowed, whipped and flattened by the gale? 
Swallows crouch in the lane, no day for skying. 
Sparrow flocks lie low, gossip and run 
in the lee of tossing barley. No way they're flying 
in such a blaze of wind, such blast of sun! 
 
White blood spills from a thousand rips and wounds 
in the nonstop barrage of the wind's harpoons 
on the bright blue whalebacked waves. And here, where 
the breakers crash between two walls of cliff 
white golfballs rolled from spume fly off, as if 
to hole in one upon a rush of air. 
 
Next day the house stops crooning to the wind 
and wraps itself in fog. Unsunned, unsequinned, 
the flat sea's good for skimming stones this morning 
at the harbour. The ferry hoots, arriving 
just as the sky lifts up its bright grey awning 
and silvers the leaden swell. Black ducks are diving. 
 
A tall bleak island, lonely mansion. The laird 
who lived here with his lady-love preferred 
his tenants' crofts in ruins, like the brochs 
and bronze-age tombs along the slabby shore. 
Stone lions guard his gate, two crumbling blocks. 
You pay to enter, and leaving, wonder what for. 
 
Back on the fishing-piers, weeds flourish. Seaweed 
coats old slipways left from an age of greed 
whose heroes massacred their thousand whales 
for stays and lamp-oil, whose girls could gut and salt 
their sixty herrings a minute. Those bark-browned sails 
have gone now, the sea's wealth lost by default 
 
But still in every sky are skeins of geese, 
tapered hulls of islands on all the seas, 
and ringed by hills and water, angled wingtips 
of standing stones — these things will stay, and stay me. 
The slaughtered earls, the scuttled battleships 
lie under turf and wave. One croft has a baby. 
 



 
                             If One of These Waves Could Speak 

 
                            Oceans my forbears, before I was born 

must have sung me songs of the whales 
about submarine gulfs of ultimate darkness, 
continents sliding, sea-floor volcanoes, 
fish by the million moving as one, 
graveyards of shipwrecks, cathedrals drowned. 
 
I remembered none of it, rocked in the bellies 
of my fathers and mothers for thousands of miles, 
till carried to landfall and swiftly delivered. 
My waters broken, foaming and bawling  
head-over-heels I fell tumbling down  
the bay-wide canal of my birth. Then surged up 
 
a prodigy out of this turbulent childhood  
and roared ahead in the pride of my youth. 
Over my siblings' backs I could see  
my parents grown smaller now, stooping, 
but I thought little then and cared even less 
about the relentless forces that drove us 
 
and would, as I know now, drive me on 
to the final shore. Soon I had passengers 
free-riding my shoulders, for I was the surfers' 
seventh wave; I tried to make friends 
but they only replied to my laughter and greetings 
with animal cries, so I shrugged them off. 
 
I was happy to roll in the glance of the sun, 
wide as the land and tall as the wind.  
But it couldn't last. Rocks to the left of me, 
rocks to the right savaged and shredded me,  
clipped my wings. As I shallowed and slowed 
I could hear behind me the pounding hooves  
 
of my many successors. Pebble-mouthed now, 
I prattled and babbled, a wave growing old. 
And now my words whisper. My brothers and sisters  
have bubbled and vanished, sunk in the sand. 
Dread sands of the future. They draw ever nearer, 
those windblown shells, those ribbons of sea-wrack.  
 
Soon I shall rest there, soon now, sooo, sssss ... 
 
 
 

 



Eleanor Hooker 
 
Songs of the Sea 
 
At Kilmore town, ancient carols are sung, 
Legends say the sea will drown their town. 
Casting stones into the sea is wrong, 
Storm-crested waves drag silent sail down. 
 
Legends say the sea will drown their town, 
A silver coin beneath the mast brings luck. 
Storm crested waves drag silent sail down, 
church bells sound when sinking ships are struck, 
 
A silver coin beneath the mast brings luck. 
true to say, what the sea wants, it gets, 
church bells sound when sinking ships are struck, 
a curlew's flight makes faired sailors fret.   
 
True to say, what the sea wants, it gets, 
casting stones into the sea is wrong, 
a curlew's flight makes faired sailors fret, 
at Kilmore town, ancient carols are sung. 
 
 

 
 
Michael McGuire: Stormy Day 



Michael McGuire was born in Sneem, Co. Kerry, 1956 and grew up in the Killarney area. He 
works mainly ‘en plein air’, in the tradition of the French Impressionists. His work can be 
seen in the Greenlane Gallery, Dingle, Co. Kerry.  www.greenlanegallery.com 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
John Griffin 
 
Butterfly Effect 
 
For Eleanor Hooker 
 
There's menace in that luminous line 
gilding the surface under green light 
and auguring eels and eyeless sockets 
and sculls bobbing in the oily shallows 
beside the upturned pod of a coracle. 
 
Your keener instincts sensed the perils 
before the wind and rain and waves combined — 
some ancient sign rolling down off the hills 
and ghosting the lapping waters by the shore. 
A shiver in the spine triggered you 
 
and already you'd answered the Mayday 
before the ringing troubled the calm 
or the first ripple took up 
the man's last breath and made it 
a pulse in the gills of the lake. 
 
What started out as a slight horripilation, 
a rhythm tapping along the wires or a pulse 
in the rails, a prompt or a premonition, 
finished where time and tide enact events 
and undertows drag them to completion. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Gill McEvoy 
 
She 
 
 
Over her thirteen years of life  
prolific litters squirmed against  
her vast complacent sides. 
 
He’d lean on the wall of her sty  
for hours, 
 
bring her offerings of cabbages,  
corn stalks,  
 
the incense, myrrh and gold  
of beech nuts, acorns. 
 
Shrouded now in muslin,  
glistening with salt, 
 
her earthly self is turned to flanks  
of bacon, ham.  
 
At meal-times he holds her flavour  
on his tongue, 
stretches out a hand,  
 
as if to scratch once more her bristly back.  
 
        
       Afterwards 
 
                i 
 
           Denial 
 
 
I have already cancelled out 
the way he spiked my drink, 
the way my body could not fight 
the rugby scrum of him that 
forced me to the floor. 
 
The nightmares and the flashbacks 
all belong to someone else. 
 
The little heartbeat I will say  
is my own heartbeat. 
When its time comes  



I’ll demand strong drugs,  
and know nothing. 
 
The little heartbeat will be handed on 
to someone else, and all of this 
will never have happened. 
 
 
 
          ii 
 
     Hurting 
 
It felt like death; 
I wanted dead. 
 
Left afterwards with a glug of  
gutturals in my throat,  
unable to make words. 
 
I crept inside myself, 
folded myself tight  
like a small sick animal.  
 
I thought it was 
my fault. That people  
would say it was my fault  
 
I should have done/ not done, gone/not gone-  
 
Each night I lock the door,   
draw the curtains fast,  
set out towels, 
 
the razor. And cut myself. 
As if the draining of the blood 
could be 
 
the draining of the hurt. 
I wear long sleeves to  
cover the marks. 
 
It is like death.  
Sometimes I want dead 
so much, 
 
so much. As if these 
shallow cuts are preparation 
for the real thing. 
 



Mc. Donald Dixon 
 
Gloria Greenwood 
 
Flowers are blooming along the drive. 
Yellow bryophyllums remind us of daffodils 
although it is October, and over here 
leaves do not fall. The red passiflora 
retells the passion, opening its petals  
like gospel pages in the holy book. 
 
The gloriosa, her tendrils curl around 
the garden posts, eluding the jade vine’s 
cords that dominate the copse, halting 
the Vanda’s funereal stride. Purple 
petticoats flash over a chicken wire 
fence, drying in the salt crisp morning air. 
 
The greenhouse teeters like a drunk in a wind 
that will not let it fall as if a hand secures  
its place against the mulch and compost 
piled, waiting for your spread between the weeds  
along the trace. Already I am borne 
like a spore, wafting in another place. 
 
Soon the full cavalcade of colour will joust 
for space - after the rains - and you have settled 
in the earth, with the gerberas, roses, red 
ixoras, poinsettias flaming. A mixture 
of perfumes tickles the nose; a slow wind fans 
dry leaves when old blooms return to seed. 
 
 

 
Jessica Levine: Summer Painting 



Linda Benninghoff 
 
Thanatopsis 
 
She must not have come here 
to contemplate death, the way 
I contemplate winter 
as it approaches, 
the trees shrugging off leaves, 
the grass losing its colour, 
a paleness everywhere. 
the earth turning over 
in its mind whether to go on. 
But this robin must have come 
for her memories, 
the branches of the dogwood 
forking out in the breeze, 
the silver leaves touching, 
the small eggs in the nest, 
the sky-colored eggs pushing open, 
the fledglings who could hoist 
themselves from limb to limb, 
not quite lifting their wings, 
unfettered by age or disappointment, 
bearing their parents dreams with them, 
as they left her to fly. 
 
 

 
Jessica Levine 



Marek Urbanowicz 

 

 
               Voices for Joyce 
 
                             (1916-2004). 
 
 
 
She forgets 
but has not forgotten 
that she forgets, remembering quick 
who, what, where she is, who I am, the how of why 
she got here. 
 
She begot 
no child but, as a son, 
I stepped in, walked slow, grave beside her 
from my father’s piped smoke, black as ash, blown to where 
we will go. 
 
She regrets 
rien but mines the quick, 
silver seam of memory, her mind’s 
mercurial beads of thought almost caught and banked, 
then let go. 
 
She could get 
The Time’s cryptic done, quick 
as silver, now her mind’s a puzzle, 
an anagram of itself, with no clues to where 
she has gone.  
 
She’s regressed, 
dispersing penny thoughts; 
memories haemorrhage, no reward  
for getting here, no knots of flowers to remind 
what she was. 
 
She has death’s 
black penny stamped on her. 
Face ash-silver, roses banked about, 
quick to wilt but her voice engraves me till my why 
is forgot. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
  Plums 
 
A rich red presence weaves, 
wasp-drunk, to the fourth floor. 
All windows are open.  
The brick path is littered 
with fallen, oozing fruit. 
 
A red lettered man picks 
his sticky way, will pick, 
with permission, a few. 
A hedgehog chases one,  
tooth-marked and therefore claimed. 
 
I pluck them by panfuls. 
Wash, de-stone twelve kernels 
for their cyanide hearts; 
boil down the sugared gloop – 
late summer simmerings. 
 
I love their bloom, their blush 
before they bruise, sweet-smeared 
lipstick, the alchemy 
of jam, pickle, even 
frozen like a poem 
 
or thawed, to then be stewed 
in their own puce juices, 
stiffened into plum gin 
or left to rot, to lure 
the late wasp or drunk tongue. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Epilogue 
 
My absence will be marked  
not by headstone or cross, 
nor by the scratched markings 
of a fading power, 
but by quicksilver winds 
quartering a grave field, 
a hawk at  prayer, bowed 
beneath a blue blessing. 
 
Do not grieve my going 
into the wind’s wild climbs 
upon this stair of air  
where my clay feet are led, 
for I have sieved the days’ 
gilt grains and now I dwell  
in these high blue quarters, 
in the gift of presence. 
 
 
 

 
Jessica Levine: Waterfall 



Robert Smith 
 
The Suicide’s House 
 

Weighed down under gables 
in a street laid waste by dogs         
as after a plague has passed - 
the stale rumour of lilies - 
 
with a curfew too immense 
for its gangling silences,                     
 
or pain of a rope tolling. 
 

 
 
John O’Connell: Foreland Blaze  
 
John O’Connell explores the use of fractured contemporary colour in his interpretative 
and expressive works. His favourite subject matter and motifs are landscapes, still life, 
nudes and townscapes which ‘act as convenient vehicles to explore and celebrate expressive 
colour relationships from transparent washes to rich, heavy impasto. His work can be seen in 
the Greenlane Gallery, Dingle, Co. Kerry. www.greenlanegallery.com 



 
 
 
 
 

 
 
John O’Connell: Storm Clouds at Gweedore 
 
 
 
 
 

 
                                         ****** 
 

 
      

 

 
         

 
 



 
 
 
 
 


