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Featured artist: David Inshaw 
 
David Inshawwas born in Wednesfield, Staffordshire in 1943 and grew  up in 
Biggin Hill, Kent. He studied painting at Beckenham School of Art and the Royal Academy 
Schools. Between 1966 and 1975 he taught painting and prin tmaking at West of England 
College of Art, Bristol.  Inshaw held a Fellowship in Creative Art at Trinity College, 
Cambridge from 1975 to 1977, and was a member of the Brotherhood of Ruralists from 1975 
to 1983. His work has appeared in many group and solo exhibitions and has been the subject 
of BBC documentaries. He received an honorary doctorate of letters from the University of 
Durham in 2012. 
 
 
 

  
 
A dramatic incident off the Dorset coast 
 



 
 
 
 
David Moody is an emeritus professor at the University of York, and the author of Thomas 
Stearns Eliot: Poet (C.U.P., 1979, 1997), and Ezra Pound: Poet. A Portrait of the Man & His 
Work (O.U.P., 3 vols., 2007, 2014, 2015).  He co-edited with Mary de Rachewiltz and Joanna 
Moody Ezra Pound to his Parents: Letters 1895-1929 (O.U.P., 2010). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
While the pandemic rages 
  
Clear sunlight 
and such stillness, 
not a stir of breeze– 
  
in the stillness 
a sudden staccato  
diminuendo 
  
of a distant 
woodpecker 
in the hillside trees. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Avebury – Tree and Moon 
 
 
 
 
Stephen Romer’s New and Selected Poems, Set Thy Love in Order, was published in 2017. 
He has translated widely from the French, including some of Apollinaire’s war poems. He is 
currently Royal Literary Fund Fellow at Worcester College, Oxford.   
 
The two poems below are in their different ways about Crete, or the Great Island as the 
Greeks call it. For two summers running (in those far-off carefree days when we could travel) 
I visited the same two areas, the Akrotiro in the North, and in the South, a thin peninsula 
reaching out into the Libyan Sea.  That coast with its turquoise sea and silver 'tin-flash', and 
further out, a purple tinge, is paradise;  and it is also hell on the other side. That double 
experience is behind the first poem, but cast in Pound's terms, between the 'Mediterranean 
sanity' and the 'hell-breeding beliefs' that lead to fanaticism. It is not for nothing that St Paul 



'blew in' there, and found refuge from the storm. 'The Broken Chair', in its different way, also 
juggles orthodox and pagan vision, both of them joyously triggered by the power, simply, of 
an ancient landscape, its colours scorched in the searing heat.  
 
In the Akrotiro 
 
Aνλακι του αγιου 
  in the Saints Furrow 
where the god has invested the house of God 
where the olive grows inside the walls 
 
of an elegant Venetian shell, 
to swarm at every window 
of Moni Katholiko, 
 
the gorge is orange in the slantlight ! 
 
A holy place, I thought, 
winding down among the troglodyte 
to where the sea fans out 
 
like the journeys of Saint Paul 
who blew in here, if briefly, 
‘with a new and perhaps incredible sternness’. 
 
The lustful stand in a stubble fire 
and snakes like an athlete’s bindings  
hang upon their bodies, heads at every orifice. 
 
John the Hermit, spitted on his own desire, 
in his rock cell with the petrified olive 
died cruciform hereabouts on his stone. 
 
Further down, in a cleft 
where the ships put in, I watched 
a sunning girl unconsciously 
rehearse each lascivious position 
to get comfortable 
on a Cretan rock 
 
and drive Picasso’s pencil  
to rehearse her every curve 
until she is an octopus ;  
 
long have I wondered about her, 
and about the Bodiless Powers . 
 
 
 
 



The Broken Chair 
 
‘Vedi là il sol che in fronte ti riluce’  
  
The chair is still where it collapsed last night 
broken down the spine 
when I leaned and twisted this way and that 
on our balcony, gulping the Cretan red 
 
as you drilled my ears once more 
with your singularly astringent 
Weltanschauung, and the lonely furrow 
you have ploughed, solus contra mundum ; 
 
and when I demurred, you turned your rage 
on homo economicus, politicus , academicus, 
recalled our thrown-ness,  and your own 
slow decade of thinking all this through  
 
—our climb that day, out of the orange gorge 
on to the scorched and eerie plateau 
overlooking Lissos, your Nietzschean joy 
when the gorse gave on to that fauve pelt 
 
and I thought of Dante on the brink of vision 
wandering punch-drunk at the summit 
of Purgatory, in the watered, flowering field, 
the moment Virgil slips from his side— 
 
all that forgotten, apparently, as I writhed, 
and my chair gave way, and you tended to me, 
and swept up the splinters, and warned me 
not to go barefoot, and told me it was cool, 
 
and how much (bless you) you had loved the day. 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



John Burnside's most recent book, The Music of Time, was a Financial Times Book of the 
Year in 2019. He is currently quarantined in rural Scotland with his wife and two sons.  
 
 
 
Toxique 
 
 
In solitary, though always so to speak,  
 
Empress of starvelings, couched in the Chinese White  
 
of moonrise, till the first light turns to frost 
 
and everything she ever learned to add 
 
for sweetness, every sugar-spiced and snag-toothed   
 
poppet she could conjure from the night 
 
spills from her gown like a bushel of summer grain.  
 
Virgin again, she trails home after dark,  
 
with salt-stains on her dress and some new word 
 
for Paraclete, like venom on her tongue,  
 
and whoso list to hunt shall dim his blade 
 
for pity’s sake, that she might play the Queen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Moon and Tree, Hay Buff, 1990 
 
 
 
Kevin Crossley-Holland has written eight collections of poetry.  His translations from 
Anglo-Saxon, including Beowulf, are gathered in The Anglo-Saxon World, and he is the 
author of The Penguin Book of Norse Myths.  He is a prizewinning historical novelist for 
children, and has worked with many leading composers and artists.  His most recent book 
was Seahenge, a sequence of poems with remarkable photographs by Andrew Rafferty.  He is 
a Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature and lives in north Norfolk. 
 
 
 
THE NORTHERN GODS 
      for Daisy Jellicoe 
 
Can you hear, dear Daisy, 
that rousing horn and the deer-hide drum, 
those distant bells on the high pastures? 
Can you see that fiddler without a fiddle, 
hoicking up his baggy trousers, 
singing syllables and beginning to dance? 
Listen!  That yoik, summoning, capturing 
a loved one or a favourite animal, a secret 
glade cradled between rock shoulders. 
    



I suspect you think there's very little to be said 
for the northern gods, but let me translate them 
into their makers, or even into your own 
acquaintance.  Think of some friend like Bragi  
with a gift for poetry; or someone like Frigg 
who – excuse my Latin – is a mater familias; 
some old salt accustomed to iron rations. 
A corn-silk blonde?  A heavy drinker? 
A woman driven by her instincts and passions? 
    
Home from the halls and highlights of Asgard, 
I think you'd be smitten by the gods' readiness 
to take risks and laugh at themselves, 
and admire their unflinching curiosity. 
Their rampant sexuality might not be to your liking 
but you'd be exhilarated by their energy and wit. 
Maybe their childlikeness would disarm you 
and you'd mourn at how, gods as they were, 
they were fatalists, trapped in time. 
    
Not only this.  Look for the lines between lines. 
Black scarves swirling, sweeping over tundra, 
black grit smoking and scorching boot soles, 
black bears, polar bears, packs of wolves, 
mountain hares zigzagging across the glaciers 
while the midnight sun bounces along the horizon 
but then disappears for weeks on end.  
Each fire flickers in its own hearth. 
Nothing is ever easy on Middle Earth. 
    
Have you ever dreamed you were sitting in the bole 
of Yggdrasill, squinting up at the skull  
of the white sky, then down into the icy swirl? 
Have you heard the vitriol of the dragon, 
the corpse-devourer, and seen how the squirrel  
whisks it up to the eagle on the topmost branch? 
And if, chaste and questing, you too were able 
to sip water from the spring, would you 
be prepared to make some great sacrifice? 
  
'But the Vikings,' you say, wrinkling your nose, 
'weren't they clannish and boastful and suspicious?'   
Yes, but these are the defects of virtues. 
Remember Havamal.  'Never be the first 
to strain and break the bonds of friendship... 
Never abuse a guest, and be generous 
to anyone in need...  If you know of some evil, 
ensure everyone knows about it...  A better man 
often comes off worse when swords start talking.' 
    



'What about their violence, then?  Their brutality?' 
(You persist so prettily).  'What about the blood eagle?' 
By all means compare the habits of men and women  
a millennium ago with contemporary values 
but be very cautious...  Can you imagine 
what the Vikings would have said about us? 
Come now, Daisy.  Listen to the words 
of a white-haired singer.  Allow Idun 
 to tempt you with her apples, forever young. 
 
 
SACRAMENTAL 
 
We could commit the whole day 
to this heavenly squelch 
beyond the muddy paths and sour pans 
cracking into soft, salt-bleached 
mosaics.  We'd try to match  
what Latin names we remember 
to the bristle-and-cocoon footing 
this ocean of musty sea-lavender: 
 
(Shadow-sweep: a marsh harrier.) 
Saltmarsh grass and sea blite, 
samphire twigs, almost luminous; 
stands of sea purslane and red fescue. 
(Taste of silt and sharp iodine.) 
Here's a bone-house of sally crabs, 
and a wicked witch's purse, 
spikes we've never seen before. . . 
 
What happens in this all but silent space, 
preceding thought, inviting it, 
is never simple, always changing. 
An oystercatcher's kleeep.  Sucks.  Sighs. 
Each sound or movement of what's hidden 
signifies.  Look!  This shining shrimp  
− leaping opal!  The word on the tip 
of your tongue may be sacramental. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
East Kennet, Long Barrow 
 
 
Tim O’Leary , former archaeologist and photographer, has been shortlisted in competitions 
in England, Ireland and Italy and his work has featured in many journals and anthologies. His 
pamphlet Manganese Tears was published by Poetry Salzburg in November 2018, and a full 
collection The Unmaking appeared in September 2019 from The High Window Press. 
 
 
The Riace Bronzes 
         
Calabria: 5thC BC statues recovered 1972;  
21st C migrants rescued. 
 
Although the boat has emptied 
and the seasons have gone 
 
waters bless waters within themselves. 
Statue A, Statue B sluice from the arc  



 
of a diver into the endless hours of restauro 
at the National Museum of Magna Grecia.  
 
Wine dark?  
Sky deep, shot through 
trouble-rich.  
Clipped hooves of white 
horses somersaulting. 
 
So how do they house what comes from the sea 
so far from an atrium, so far from the forge? 
 
Domenico Lucano, Mayor of Riace, knows his sea, 
his salvages longed for and esteemed. 
 
He knows his village’s empty houses 
can be lived in again if given away, 
 
he knows that what the bronze people crave 
is what the wanderers are wise to take. 
 
Cowed, or exalted  
by surprise? 
A fell-from-cloud 
that rests  
before your eyes. 
 
A woman turning clay, multi-stitching cloth  
to cloak a family on the hillside milking goats; 
 
a man being a certain man, baker or cook; 
grapes and olives demanding a master farmer — 
 
who goes to the beach after work to bronze 
the hungry pigments his parents covered up, 
     
to pare apart his ambition from an unshared past      
and make a start with foreign permission. 
 
 
 
Stone 
turning east winds west, 
weathering 
to catch a chill 
or catch your breath. 
 
Washed of bronze bloom and green  
the figures stretch their tensile strength again, 



 
no matter how they’d lain in the boat to the shore 
like night-time drunks on a bad weekend 
 
completely cut off from their pride of place, 
rising from sand on a coast subsiding. 
 
Bells, 
cold carillons 
sounding in your heart, 
too far away from where 
their furnace was. 
  
The mayor was giving dinner when the officers  
marched in to assert his work of twenty years  
 
was nothing but betrayal of the nation 
(now the nation’s run by dark constellations). 
 
Scapegoat, yes, but Calabrians have a saying  
la vita è dura ma c’è sempre la capra* 
 
and he’d known Riace as always just, 
until the mothers of fear bred justice out. 
 
Clone-dead  
swell-accented sound, 
tunnel-connected 
spume-intimate waves, 
gut-dissected. 
 
Out of the sea, out of the sea 
the two at once beguiling. 
 
Out of the sea, so many more 
brilliant passengers almost drowned 
    
yet still to be lost if they don’t get treated  
as strangers welcome in a foreign land. 
 
They hide in plain sight, until the nation chides  
its soul, and decides not to look the other way. 
 
Architect 
with lines black-drawn, 
intersecting in the hell 
from which a lowly man 
looks up. 
 
* ‘Life is hard, but there’s always the goat’. 



Nicola Warwick  was born in Kent and currently lives in Suffolk. Her first collection, 
Groundings, was published by Cinnamon Press in 2014, her second The Knifethrower’s 
Wishlist, winner of the 2016 Geoff Stevens Memorial Prize was published in 2017 by Indigo 
Dreams. In 2018 she was awarded an MA in Creative Writing by the Open University. 
 
Konik ponies, Minsmere 
 
Morning mist parts for them 
and their breath mixes with the dawn air. 
They become solid as cave paintings at Lascaux. 
  
Nothing thrills like they do –  
not the bittern’s boom, not the long sweep  
of a marsh harrier’s wings, not the ripple  
of curlew song on the rise.  
 
Bushes whisper as they slip through. 
They have been here for minutes or centuries, 
 browsing the scrub, the yellow-tipped gorse. 
 
I hold out my hands. They greet me, graze my palms 
 with the warmth of their mouths, their gentle lips.  
Their hooves are unshod, their ungroomed manes 
rough as coir matting. 
 
They have their wildness, a sense of themselves.  
All they need is here: food, water, freedom,  
the nuzzle of a companion.  
 
 
 

 
  
West Bay, with Seagull and Horse, 2000-2002 



 
Elizabeth Barton read English at Christ’s College, Cambridge, after which she worked as a 
teacher and freelance writer.  She has lived in Spain and the U.S. and now lives in Surrey 
where she is Stanza Rep for Mole Valley Poets.  Her poems have appeared in magazines 
including Agenda, Acumen, Orbis, South, The Curlew and The Frogmore Papers.  
 
Prophetess 
 
King Priam’s Palace, Troy 
 
i Cassandra 
 
You should have seen the look on Helen’s face 
when I ripped off her veil, clawed pearls  
 
from her hair. She thought I’d welcome her 
as others did, with smiles and rose petals. 
 
She reeked of death. Poor, mad Cassandra!  
the people jeered as I was dragged away. 
 
They laugh at me because I take off my mask, 
wear my fear. My father, once so wise,  
 
fools himself we’re safe behind these battlements; 
he’s locked me in this tower again, but even now 
 
Achaeans are massing on the shore at Aulis –  
I hear the blood-beat of their drums. 
 
No seer could dream an end more pitiful than ours.  
My mother says that I’m obsessed with doom – 
 
Don’t draw attention to yourself,  
she hisses in my ear, blend in, be silent!  
 
but I must sing of Troy blackened by flames,  
her harvests torched, her altars fouled; this fear 
 
will break me, but Ida’s snow-capped peak 
burns brighter in the dark. 
 
 
 
ii     Hecuba 
 
                     Forgive me daughter – 
I was too hard on you, too exacting. 
I wish I could unpick the threads I wove 
when I was Queen, deal you a kinder fate.   



I brought you up like all your sisters  
but you were wilful, wouldn’t do a thing  
I said, as though your mind was lost 
in the streams and orchards of Mount Ida.  
 
You tied yourself in knots, questioned why  
your brother, Helenus, was free to trek  
the hills, tear across Scamander’s Plain, 
while you were stuck indoors, spinning 
and weaving; you wouldn’t please 
like Polyxena, wouldn’t braid your hair,  
rouge your lips. Would you defy a Queen? 
I asked when you refused to marry Coroebus,  
 
the one who praised your eyes, dark  
as figs, your skin as pale as goat’s milk. 
You wouldn’t bend to anyone, not even  
Apollo – and how he punished you!  
We knew deep down you spoke the truth  
but it was easier to taunt you, lock you up.  
So many nights you must have lain awake 
in the birdless dark, corpsed with fear,  
 
without me; yet you were kind,  
spared us what we could not bear to hear –  
Hector’s bleeding body dragged in dirt,  
his only son hurled from the city wall.  
You warned us the Achaeans would show 
no mercy, that what they did to stone, 
they’d do to women too: break us, burn  
our cheeks with shame, scatter us. 
 
We could have listened; instead we choke  
on the dust of Troy’s humiliation. 
Now you are all I have; but Agamemnon 
wants to teach us we are nothing – 
he’s stealing you to Argos as his concubine.  
I’ve lost so many sons and daughters – 
long after I am gone, their blood will fruit 
this earth with pomegranates.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
Bonfire, Little Birds’ Nest 
 
David Sahner is a physician-scientist and poet. His poetry has appeared in many venues and 
literary journals, including The Bitter Oleander, Connecticut Review, The Sandy River 
Review, Tears in the Fence, Catamaran, Van Gogh’s Ear, Blue Unicorn, and elsewhere. He 
was a prize-winning recipient in the international Poetry Ark competition, and his poetry has 
been collected in a selection of the best poems to have appeared in the online literary 
magazine Foliate Oak in 2011. An essay on the intersection of the poetry of Wallace Stevens 
with a theory of human phenomenological consciousness was published by Johns Hopkins 
University Press in the Wallace Stevens Journal. He is also the author of, or coauthor on, a 
number of scientific papers and abstracts. David Sahner was born in New York City and lives 
in Santa Cruz, California. 
 
 
 
Before you died  
 
in that bee-humming summer  
and its perverse exultation  
you said:  
That this is taking  
too long is self-evident. 
  
A song into which you disappeared  
blathered on and on  
like a ricochet in a canyon.  



And it bored you.  
Who kept your blood alive?  
 
One road barely scratched  
in the face of a cliff you were.  
 
For a long time  
the floors of our house  
were stained by yesterdays  
and the garden, too,  
where mountain flax  
threw its golden arcs  
toward the sun &  
African lilies raised  
their heads.  
 
Thatch protected us from rain and worse:  
a jackal perhaps  
but not you nudging yourself  
into the dark gloves of night. 
 
 
What has Dried 
  
 
Carve the world with our eyes  
You say  
And indeed we have  
Carved the sugared silences  
That honeysuckle once touched  
But abhors now that its instruments  
No longer bite at the plaster.  
 
Sing the world too  
You say  
As we have sung the world  
But our music inhabits  
Each other’s bodies  
Only timidly.  
 
What is your real name?  
Can I even remember it?  
The heart is an empty flute  
Yet there is something that hangs  
In celebratory swags  
Between the pillars of time  
Like a vague communion with autumn –  
 
No name for it  
Just the ochre leaves  



That sling their drapes  
Between us.  
 
Look closely and you will see  
The poems in my hands.  
We invite them to parties  
To drink with us in dark corners. 
 
You  
 
You opened songs for me  
Before breaking into forests of light  
 
Before slipping between cattails  
Of unforgotten days 
You did this  
You  
You  
You  
 
And your glimmering suns.  
A sheet of diamonds you were,  
Folded into waves  
 
Of oceans that washed over Canaan.  
Oh, how I loved you.  
 
You  
A random shout in the wind. 
 
 
 



 
 
Wiltshire landscape – Silbury Hill in the distance 
 
 
Recipient of the Bridport Prize and a Cholmondeley Award, John Greening has published 
over fifteen collections, most recently The Silence (Carcanet) which features his long Sibelius 
poem. He has edited Grigson, Blunden and Iain Crichton Smith along with anthologies such 
as Accompanied Voices, Ten Poems about Sheds and the forthcoming Hollow Palaces 
(country-house poems, with Kevin Gardner). He has provided libretti for Roderick Williams, 
Cecilia McDowall and Philip Lancaster. A longstanding reviewer for the TLS (the collected 
reviews appear this autumn), he has also been RLF Writing Fellow at Newnham College, 
Cambridge.  
 
Three Huntingdonshire Codices  
 
                      i 
 
My gift at Christmas forty years ago: The Cantos 
of Ezra Pound, a bright red brick of boundless 
genius to hurl through Betjeman’s windows 
 
from my parents’ house. I take them off the shelves – 
or ‘it’, since the poems don’t incline to present themselves 
discretely, but as a blister-pack, whose character dissolves 
 
in his own acid.  ‘Regard them as a quarry’. 
But now I can only see a grinding heavy lorry 



spread its dust across the hedges; then a weary  
 
explosives expert hold a cheap and useless Pound 
Shop power tool. From Rapallo, the hollow sound 
of meaning being crushed until there’s simply a profound 
 
air of nothingness, a sad and soulless look. 
And you can see it now, the fatal line, the crack 
where all the blackshirts march and sing. I close the book. 
 
                           ii 
 
A red kite hovering over my books, cries 
it wants to be well read, fit for the skies’ 
hall of learning, asks to be thrown something wise 
 
to digest, not quick to grasp, but to occupy its wheeling 
mind in this wintry half-light. What is appealing 
to one familiar already, surely, with Shakespeare’s mewling 
 
hellkite and the daughters of Lear, with Hopkins, Hughes...? 
I’d skim it a slim contemporary volume so it could choose, 
but the fork of the tail dismisses what it already knows – 
 
ruler of air and earth, back from the edge of extinction, 
who now controls the surveillance of a county of no distinction – 
as old news. H is for Hawk, perhaps? Or fiction,  
 
philosophy, theology – something to appease this restless soul 
at my study window.  Drone-like presences roll 
around the satellite dish; their hungry, demented call. 
 
                          iii 
 
Each time we came, the black peat had shrunk 
a little and you had grown more. It makes me think 
how childish we must have seemed striding the lode bank 
 
on our clever stilts, tossing you bits of information: 
your parents, not the peat, showing signs of regression 
and no Holme Post to help with the measuring. 
 
Now you’ve found a home in a different fen, drive 
superconductive roads across the globe, your lives 
no slow circular boardwalk. A thaw at last, so we’ve 
 
returned with other snowbirds to that windpump waiting 
for powers it can’t use, for punt-guns and sedge-cutting, 
will-o-the wisp, Black Shuck.  Someone is shooting 
 



a scene in which it will all appear. No time to watch 
wildlife on the mere, to pan from Adventurer’s Fen to Reach. 
Too cold, says the horizon.  Quick march. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Figure in a Wiltshire Landscape Surprised by an Owl, 1986 
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Elizabeth Ridout is a poet originally from Yorkshire based in London and Kent. Her poems 
and reviews have featured in magazines as varied as Agenda, Use of English and The High 
Window, and she has done readings and interviews at festivals and on BBC Radio. Her debut 
collection, Summon, has recently been released by Myriad Editions as part of their Spotlight 
Series. 
        
                                     
 
When David Bowie Came To Dinner 
 
A thin white evening, 
a baby in a striped romper is crying 
in the kitchen where I have prepared 
finely cut red peppers, 
two pints of milk from the Korova Milk Bar 
to ensure strength for his tombstone teeth, 
he doesn’t own a frying pan. 
 
Janus doorbell striker - 
will he beam down or 
come on the 28 bus with a train 
of alligators and monkey birds 
guarded by dogs with diamante collars, the 
54th street powdered Méliès magician 
thin as Houdini, escaping himself. 
I cannot be overdressed, faced with 
his frock stomping around Kent of all places. 
Drawling Warhol, marble eyed 
before any champagne is opened - 
I have tea stewed for seven years, 
to give him another go at it; 
I have glitter smeared on my apron. 
 
I await his coming race, 
with the hope of the liberated - 
he twinkles like morse code, 
he carries the news. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Homage to William and Kate Blake 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Tony Hendry is a late starter whose poems have appeared in a range of magazines including 
The North, Acumen, The Interpreter’s House and The Frogmore Papers. After a career in 
London, he has returned to Cumbria and is active in its lively poetry scene. Two of his poems 
appeared in This Place I Know, an anthology of new Cumbrian poetry published by 
Handstand Press in 2018. 
 
 
 
PARENTAL GUIDANCE   
 
A Cairngorms gully, fat with snow. 
The right amount of give at first, 
boots sinking in a couple of inches. 
Grand, I thought, a fast way down 
to a hot drink by the bothy stove. 
Knowing my lack of common sense, 
he followed quietly in my footsteps. 
I’d be needing him soon enough. 
 
Ankle-high, calf-high, knee-high, 
and the gulley’s flanks too steep now 
to crab sideways onto safe slopes.  
Then he began to talk. Right foot here, 
left there, use the rock for balance. 
Thigh-high now, but it’s just a patch. 
Try flopping like a sea lion for this bit: 
use your hands and feet as flippers. 
 
Easy, wasn’t it?  Ludicrous, but easy. 
Piece of cake, like those we scoffed 
back then, in the hills near the town. 
Rest ten seconds, plough on for thirty. 
Repeat, repeat, repeat. Keep sweating, 
don’t give in to the thought of sleep, 
and, by the time you reach that rowan, 
the snow will be back to ankle deep. 
 
When I looked back, he wasn’t there, 
and his voice stilled, so soon I learned 
to face the front as he talked me down. 
My calm, sure guarantor of safety. 
Beyond the rowan and out of danger, 
his voice stopped dead.  As before, 
when slow to reach his hospital bed,  
I was too late to say goodbye.  
  
 
 



  
Robin Daglish discovered poetry when middle aged and has been writing poetry and short 
stories since. He’s been published in many national and international magazines and 
anthologies. He self-published his first pamphlet – ‘Rubies’- in 2002 to celebrate the birth of 
his granddaughter and his first full collection ‘Weymouth Dawn’in 2012. Currently living 
near Brighton, he was active in the local performance poetry scene as ‘Brickybard’ before the 
pandemic. 
 
Heavy Lifting  
 
The dumbbells sit there, 
inert, 
until I try to move them, 
then they slip into their role  
of calibrating gravity, 
then they become the weight 
that loads my muscles. 
 
I feel the tension engage me, 
the simplicity of the raise. 
All that Newtonian stuff, 
all the calculus and algebra 
boil down to this: 
there’s a full moon at midnight, 
a white ghost at my window 
doing the heavy lifting, 
making the tides rise. 
 

 
 
 
She did not turn, 1974 



 
 
 
John Haynes  won the Costa Prize in 2006, for his long poem Letter to Patience, the 
Troubadour Prize in 2007, and was shortlisted for the T S Eliot Prize in 2010 for another long 
poem, You.  His parents were popular musicians in seaside entertainment and pantomime.    
He lectured at Ahmadu Bello University, Zaria, Nigeria for eighteen years and has published 
books on African poetry in English.  He now lives in Hampshire with his Nigerian born wife. 
 
 
Home 
 
It’s going home, is it, that matters, 
as though home’s a place, 
a latch that lets your letters 
gently through, a lawn whose blades 
of grass shine only on one side,  a face 
hung in the hall as true 
to life as when you left that trace 
which they still recognize as you? 
 
Home is it, the gate, the grass,  
the rubble lane 
that shakes your bell and handlebars,  
towards the pond and clay 
again,  the dragonfly, the way 
it walks on water’s true- 
as-see-through skin in place 
of surface place that still remembers you? 
 
It’s home is it, the beaver-coated hug, 
car,  chocolate sponge, your name 
turned John again, night-night,  a jug 
and glass beside the bed,  the same 
blurred shiny windowpane, 
same Spitfire’s duck-egg blue, 
set on the bedside cabinet again 
as if the paint remembers you. . . ? 
 
Home  is it, a bedroom wallpaper 
you turn towards the hissing of to sleep into? 
And wake up with a dressing table mirror 
looking back as if it recognizes you? 
  



 See you 
 
 for my daughter 
 
 
How can I miss the house I’m living in? 
How can I miss the grass on the lawn? 
Home?   How can I miss the bin, 
the kettle whistling,  the kitchen door, 
the curtains’ rectangle of almost dawn, 
desk, coffee, computer, chair, 
your music, L,  no more  
than moving dark on moving air,  
your cello,  you,  these walls that are no longer there? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Places 
 
for my son 
 
 
There aren’t quite places, times, people.  Last night 
at your old school,  we heard a talk on oil 
and climate change with video blue light 
and rows of eyes like crumpled silver foil, 
and as the speaker talked I felt that coil 
of evil ooze around us,   and the same 
through the applause, scraped chairs,  leaving the hall 
to find your Year Six changing room again, 
where all our coats were hung on hooks with children’s names. 
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BRASS 
 
There will always be contingencies 
and the facts you have to face 
when a cold wind is blowing. 
 
Home truths, your bluntness – 
these have been the basis 
you have built an empire on. 
 



Up to your arms in muck 
where the squeamish flounder, 
you have earned your reputation 
 
for bonhomie and shrewdness. 
Rooted in the real, you have  
maintained your accent. 
 
When higher ups pontificate,  
their clarion calls are shrill,  
their words the clash 
 
of cymbals. Supplying  
what’s required, you tell them 
things they need to hear. 
 
Your blackest mood  
exasperation, you bounce  
back like a jamboree 
 
on streets lined with fools. 
Thick-skinned, brazen, 
you have weighed up the world. 
 
 
 
 
 
The Tale of the Talents 
 
He likes it best when the house  
is quiet and the windows  
are shuttered against the dark – 
 
its scattered stars like silver  
lying beyond his grasp.  
A plain table, a sturdy chair, 
 
are all the comfort he allows 
when ‘foolishness’, and ‘waste’ 
are the words he keeps by him,  
 
the rubbed coins he places 
in importuning palms. In his own  
he weighs the pouches. 
 
Loosening their strings,  
he lays out his hoard. 
Lit up by a candle-stub,  
 



profits glow. The sum  
of his days, they’re counted, 
increased and totted up again. 
 
When the house awakens,  
those he feeds, knowing 
his due, tip toe around him. 
 
 
 
Trumpet  
 
Take a modest length of pipe, making sure 
it’s clean and true, and try to blow through it. 
In that way you’ll get a sense of how  
it was for Pan, when he played his Blues  
for Syrinx on a lonely riverbank. 
 
But if you wish to get beyond the wind  
in the reeds and shivering leaves  
you’ll need to choose some decent brass  
that’s resonant, tough, and flexible;  
then buff it hard until it gleams. 
 
And having convoluted it, maintaining  
its bore so that sound can ripple free, 
you’ll need to drill the holes with care 
and then adjust the piston valves to keep 
them dancing nimbly at your fingertips. 
 
Next insert a mouthpiece as lovingly 
as sex, for as the metal moulds itself  
to the player’s lips it slowly warms 
and moistens. The embouchure 
is all technique, but has its own rituals. 
 
The trickiest part to shape’s the bell, 
so give it all the time it needs. It’s there 
the music blossoms, when Dizzy bounces 
off the stars and Clifford plays  
each night as if the sun were rising.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lithium 
 
The first and lightest  
of all the metals,  
you have existed  
since the beginning  
or shortly after  
the process started.  
Even your name  
is like a wisp,  
afloat and free  
beyond cosmic fallout  
and the iron cage  
of time in which  
each moment  
implies another.  
A misnomer, surely,  
that men have called 
you stone, when  
you’re soft as butter.  
Shrugging off  
your wounds, you  
suffer quietly.  
Between extremes 
you keep your balance;  
and spread  
your radiance round.  
Long before 
the surgeon’s knife,  
your waters  
healed 
troubled minds. 
 
 
 
Manganese 
 
What possessed someone, who might not  
have known, from one day to the next,  
what or even if he’d eat, to pound a rock  
to fragments he would later refine  
on a grindstone to the brownish dust  
his art required. And once he had mixed  
a workable paste, why did he need  
to draw a line between the image inside  
his head and the world beyond, discovering,  
instinctively, that a shape’s contained  
and feeling implied in a few sinuous strokes?  
Expanding his palette to yellow ochre,  
lime white, the blood red of hematite,  



he fleshed out the thews of bison,  
the elongated necks of horses in flight  
across the plain, or the rage of a mammoth  
backed up against a cliff top. 
His gift acknowledged beyond his clan’s  
glimmering hearth, his painted hands  
and distant look marked him out as one 
inclined to his own peculiar madness. 
 
 
Ode to Yellow 
 
Let us rejoice in yellow: 
its gleaming gold,  
its haloes, its ordinary  
virtues too – 
the wholesome glow 
of the lemons 
you keep  
in the usual bowl. 
 
And when the sun 
illuminates 
a Van Gogh harvest 
its brightness 
seems complete. 
 
The colour of hope 
and safety, 
it signals from afar. 
Its buses trundle 
homewards 
when school 
is done. 
Its taxis negotiate 
unfamiliar  
streets. 
 
In the land its river 
floods and blesses, 
it sanctions 
wisdom, mirth 
and balance. 
 
The card it serves 
admonishes 
but keeps you 
in the game. 
 
Beyond its brilliance 



there are times 
you will see 
its garish side 
and the danger 
it entails: 
cadmium, chrome,  
and arsenic – 
pigments  
you can’t breathe. 
 
And once  
its aspect sours 
you will hear 
how yellow screams 
when Judas  
smiles 
in jaundiced robes 
and torches 
flicker. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Garden Bonfire and Landscape, 1992 
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Magnolia 
 
 
The couple in number thirteen 
are splitting up; 
already the mother has 
obtained permission to prune. 
 
In the chill February wind 
I watch the tree surgeon 
cut and carry away armfuls of boughs 
like bridal bouquets – 
 
these fat, tight white buds  
big as waving babies fists 
would have grown 
the size of soup plates; 
grown to heavy, waxy tepals 
to hang like chalices 
soused in April rain. 
 
The porch is lighter now, 
windows can breathe, 
children have space to play 
under their flying saucer tree – 
 
and these fossil flowers 
old as the hills, will bloom again; 
the absent father come to visit 
to see them grow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Speedwell 
 
For Ada 1912 – 2014 
 
It grows on my mother’s grave. 
The daffodils and snowdrops 
I’d planted, didn’t take. 
 
They say the Irish stitched  
it into their clothes for protection; 
how it was used it for healing,  
a remedy for fevers and troubled skin. 
I wish it could have stilled 
the voices in her head, 
wiped the visions from her eyes. 
 
This tiny bird’s-eye flower,  
gypsyweed, weaves around 
her headstone like the blue ribbon 
I threaded through her hair on quiet days. 
Even in old, old age they gave her 
drugs to keep her down. 
Olanzapine. Olanzapine. Olanzapine … 
 
but she has settled now  
under her bed of sapphires – 
no more torment of voices or visions. 
 
Sleep well. Speedwell. 
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Found Thing 
 
I was found fully formed 
in a trolley from Sainsbury’s 
where my dad was doing the weekly shop. 
 
He threw in spuds, onions, 
frankfurters for goulash, sour cream, 
and a box of lapsang tea. 
 
When we got home my mother didn’t bat an eyelid 
I’ve been expecting you for ages,  
Did you bring me a raspberry fool? 
 
They let me pretend to be invisible 
and climb the apple tree in the back garden 
where I carved my initials with a penknife 
 
made miniature mud houses in the vegetable patch 
talked to the ants and random stones who 
in my mind were members of the Osmonds, 
 
a huge family of singers who often invited me to go on tour,  
but I could never remember their first names. 
All this time the parents drank tea and talked 
 
among themselves. I couldn’t get them to look  
up and listen when they were just reading books. 
So I scaled the bookshelves and started flinging 
 
paperbacks from the ordered, Penguin-coloured rows 
down onto the living room floor; Hopkins, 
Heaney, Spock, all of them scattered like fat, broken-winged birds. 
 
The parents didn’t like that,  
but they did buy me an old piano. 
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Sendai: The Taximan’s Story 
 
‘When people die violently or prematurely, in anger or anguish, they are at risk of becoming 
gaki, ‘hungry ghosts’, who wander between worlds…’ 
                                                        Richard Lloyd Parry, London Review of Books 
 
Whenever I’d catch my wife talking in the kitchen to the butsudan where her ancestors, she 
says, watch our lives from behind offerings of flowers, tea, fruit, I’d ask ‘what are you 
doing??’ and her knife would freeze mid-slice.  
After the quake, the news chopper on TV rattled our windows and we went outside to see, 
below, a city – our city – being consumed by a creeping, black tide.  
People wept. ‘It’s the Umibōzu!’ my wife told them, weeping too. The great shipwrecking 
Priest of the Sea, walking ashore to devour us? There will be so many gaki now, she said, so 
many, and I admit that I shook my head, even as her Umibōzu came to the foot of our street 
and stopped in white froth, looking up with his one blank eye bulbous with boats, freighted 
with flame.    



One morning a year or so later, on my way to the rank, I was waved down by a grey old man 
in tweed, who squelched in the back with a sigh and asked for 31 Nishiura. When I queried 
him, he insisted, so I turned for the ocean.  
Take a look, I thought, there’s nothing here but hope sagging like the telephone wires, lives 
scattered to brown straw in this dry sea. But in the mirror, he was gone. I parked by number 
31’s foundations, leaned back, and opened the door to let him home.  
I still say ‘what are you doing?’ if I walk in on my wife, but now whenever I overhear her 
from the next room, or from the garden where I smoke out the shift’s bad taste beneath the 
shidare, I pause and listen to her voice, a babbling stream in a world of ice. 
 
From Chevening 
 
                       XI 
 
I lie in the strangeness of after you being here, 
quilted in your perfume, lit by your message, 
happy not feeling relieved I'm alone again.     
 
I flick through the books – all-you-can-carry-for-50p – 
releasing the scent of privet-screened studies 
where restraint only relaxes in florid hand 
 
on a flyleaf: To Anne, with all my love; 
Hugh, with love. We think it’s funny – and really hope 
that you will too! From Meg, Xmas 1938. 
 
Looking closely, long strands of your Han-black hair 
lie all around the bed, not just on your side. 
It’s everywhere, sticking to my tread, 
 
and when I step on a certain part of the floor 
the kiwi bird toy you couldn’t resist winding up – 
even knowing an ex had bought it for me – 
 
jolts into life, cloth beak butting the bookshelf 
while, for some reason, as it has always done, 
it hops along backward, bumping 
 
into your own offering you left there: 
a keyring cuddly toy moose in Mountie uniform. 
He stares back beadily from under his brim 
 
as I consider how big my pocket needs to be 
to accommodate him. With sunlight still 
on the chalk escarpment, on Star Hill Wood, 
 
but draining from here like cows down the lane, 
I have received word you’re home safe. 
A freshness elates the darkening trees. 
 



 

 
 
Hand Holding, 1994 
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MR. HENRY F. TALBOT’S SECOND LETTER OF THE DAY  
TO MISS ALICE THWAITES 
 
 
 
This is by way of warning 
that bichromate of potash 
is noxious, foul and harmful to the health. 
 
Mungo Ponton – should you mischance – is similar. 
A former colleague and proposer of patents 
for “fixing the calotype image”, he places 
too much emphasis on the bichromate 
such that it befouls his breath. 
 



On no account shake hands with the man. 
 
I needn’t add that he has been married three times. It is germane. 
 
                                    * 
 
Using just salt and silver nitrate, 
two weeks’ ago I caught and held the moon. 
Distinct, ensilvered, waning – 
burrowing back like a shy disturbed animal. 
 
You too can hold it – unpoisoned – in your hand. 
 
Write to me. 
 
                                    * 
 
I am the first man on Earth to capture yesterday. 
If Mr. Tennyson wishes to visit, I shall be at home for him. 
 
One year ago I built a camera obscura in the grounds. 
George and Thomas assisted. 
 
My wife sat on a simple chair  
within it for an hour 
while I unshadowed light around her 
and the salts bit upon silvered paper. 
 
You will admire her, surely, particularly her hair waving 
upside-down as if she floated on the sea’ 
                                 * 
I have decided to send to Mungo Ponton  
fifteen exposures of the moon waxing in its last cycle. 
The last one full and fixing him piercingly, a salamander’s eye; 
and with it an image of my one wife – in her white lace-collar dress 
that I have printed anew and enclosed for you here too. 
 
She sat for one hour entire in that small house upon the hill. 
 
Light waves in her hair to this day 
as if I had stopped the sea. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



VARIOUS SKETCHES OF ELIZABETH SIDDAL,  
 
c. 1849 – 1857 
 
In Hastings by the wide and splintering sea. 
Margate with its needling pilfered anchor. 
Blue eyes, tresses down. The raw English 
Stone-edged grey-silt waters  
Outside the window, uncaged and dissonant. 
 
At Eastbourne with its wrecks and gossips. 
Walking on Selsey Bill in damp hats 
The rain revenging again. 
Nude in Anglesey, coiffed near Dover. 
Drab and bag-laden, lumpy, foolish 
At the pier-end and 
Rossetti splenetic. Rossetti shouting 
 
Up! Your head up! 
You think about nothing! 
Look at least as if you’re thinking something! 
Lizzie, Lizzie where are you? 
 
 
THOMAS, MISSING 
 
 
Today, I am tired and wish only for the ordinary 
again. Please will no passer-by notice the blazingly whitened tree 
or the blue-tipped birds jostling and crying – I am asleep, I say – 
which then arise suddenly to show their lustrous eggs. 
 
I promise to disbelieve all those stories 
told by strangers asking for money or to rest for the night. 
My life is this one narrow room and in it I am content; 
I have no memory for names, or parables of speech. 
 
Please, you too ignore me. 
I have burnt the letters and will leave at sunrise. 
Three days to Capernaum if I stare hard at the road. 
Once there: no friends and I shall gesture I’m dumb. 
 
Never again do I wish to slide my finger 
through the uncauterized wound of a man 
as if a fissure of a rock. My absence 
speaks for me that your words were not love. 
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Never Knowingly Undersold 
 
Lovingly folded in tissue paper brittle with age,  
white rayon wedding dress, (Keep away from fire,) 
 yellowing underarms betraying a young bride’s  nerves.  
Sweetheart neckline, hand-span waist, 
 a Disney vision to enchant a prince, 
John Lewis box promising  
 
Never Knowingly Undersold 
 
Consigned to an Oxfam bargain rail,  
 resurrected, ripped and slashed,  
 a Hallowe’en  transformation 
from Snow White to Wicked Witch. 
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Too Long by the Sea 
 
I have lived too long by the sea. 
It is enough 
 
that I squat on my cliff overlooking 
this wide hanging space     
 
that yet manages with imperious horizon 
to be taller than me!  
 
As if ball-hammered, by chasing wind, 
this dull, wet sheet wells up even now... 
 
Not ever will it suffer stillness, 
nor deign to freeze. 
 
So small am I and insignificant 
next to the vast encompassment 
of this mercury-surfaced, life-infested, surging. 
 
I would grasp it, plunge my fists 
in it, swirl it, break its pounding 
pattern of waves that worry 
 
like a never-ending turbine grinding, grumbling 
its quarrel against stubborn rock 
it will transform at last to crumbled ruin. I yearn  
 
for the mountain's peace, 
I pant to pitch my tent there, alone, 
far from the roiling froth, its tidal drone,  
 
alert! Dry! Like Zarathustra,  
stark in the marvellous silence, stink-free, 
one fine eagle perhaps, for company. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
May Tree, 1998 
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That day 
 
She came to the door  
the blonde woman 
and asked for him 
a cold hole inside me 
no surprise 
 
I took her to him 
she said what she had to say 
and left 
I showed her out  
as if a welcome visitor 
I could be proud of that 
 
He said it was over 
was sorry, mortified, 
had done me wrong 
 
A few days later, at dusk, 
I waited 
waited for him for ever. 



The last year  
 
The day my father could not park his car 
the day he lashed out in despair 
the day he went for respite care - 
I saw him grieving at his uselessness. 
He died one early morning  
not long after. 
 
She watched Wimbledon that same year 
in her private home for gentlewomen. 
Then she turned the television off  
stopped eating, drinking, 
relived her life in her imagination 
shared with me scenes so unexpected 
that I came at last to know her. 
 
 

 
 
East Cliff, West Bay 
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Pieces 
 
 
You can’t have too much love, 
Am not the same person who I used to be, 
Can’t make up my mind. 
 
Stand in my shoes, 
Impossible to choose love, 
Every time I miss a heartbeat. 
 
Am pieces of the person I used to be 
Where did I go wrong? 
Torn from the lack of love showing, 
Loving you more than my foster mother. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Homage to Virginia Woolf, 1972 
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Transformation at Petworth 
- A golden shovel 
  
‘There is a vast deal of earth that must be moved or else your Lordship will have nothing but 
weeds and dirty water.’  
       Sentence taken from a letter from Lancelot Brown to the Earl of Egremont re work at     
Petworth, August 1755 
 
 
 
Remember our first time there? 
A perfect evening picnic, so is 
it wrong to recall too how we took a  
lakeside walk, how you explained the vast 
gulfs between us and how you couldn’t deal 
with my over-emotional response of 
nearly everything while you were earth- 
bound, you said, as if that 
was somehow better and must 
be protected. So I cried, could not be 
comforted even if you’d been moved 
to do so which you weren’t, or 
not that night, probably wanting to be else 
where, worried I’d break down your 
defences with cheap tears. A lordship 
kind of love, yours then, that strong will  
you were taught you had to have, 
although years later you claim nothing 
of this was true when we go back, but 
who cares? Everything’s changed, weeds 
now grow over the stones we walked on and 
this time it’s me searching for pebbles, dirty 
as old grudges, to send skimming over calm water. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
I want to be like all the women 
  
on my Pinterest moodboard 
but I’ve never worn a white shirt 
all day and kept it clean, 
in fact I spend most of my time 
in yoga kit, hoping the postman 
will think I can spring 
from Bridge to Handstand 
like that photograph  
of a boss woman who juggles 
two phones while feeding her baby, 
and though it’s true, the postman 
hardly calls these days, 
and I don’t actually need to be dressed 
to answer emails, a crisp white shirt 
casually waist-tied would add 
a certain flourish like the kiss 
I sometimes add, delete, add 
to my signature, because that’s why 
I keep these women as inspiration, 
the way they look through the screen, 
wincing not just into the sun 
that always shines on them, 
but as if they can see me, 
standing in front of a bubbling pot 
of tomato sauce, a sisterhood 
willing me on, not spilling a drop. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cryptic 
 
I’ve never eaten a kebab 
on the way home from a night clubbing 
or worn another woman’s pants, 
waterskied in a bikini or climbed a tree  
higher than my house. 
  
I don’t know why I can’t laugh in church 
or why I had to study chemistry, 
I don’t like rough games or long bookless days. 
I can’t do a handstand, the splits 



or a cryptic crossword. And many of these things 
I can’t do, I just don’t see the point of 
  
but I have developed a fine ability 
to sit quietly in hospital waiting rooms, 
to hold your hand, to be the one you call 
at four in the morning when you’ve nothing to say 
and nobody else to say it to. 
  
and one day when it’s all over, 
I’ll do a crossword, climb a tree, 
I’ll even try to laugh in church for you.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Chestnut Tree, 1994 
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An Unfinished Picture 
 
 
For decades she climbed a tightly winding staircase  
to this room with its assortment of artefacts. 
She lifts the kettle and wipes its surface clean 
then presses buttons on the radio again, 
waiting for the sound which does not come. 
She watches the shapes its silence makes 
rise on the gusts of her breathing, 
airships floating out into space. 
 
A crystal vase casts lapwings on the table. 
She touches the warm oak with a forefinger, 
strokes the grain as it swarms towards her.  
 
This scene, the lone figure caressed by  
what stays, is lit from a high window. 
There’s something present even Vermeer 
could not detect, a dissolution of form, 
ghosts at play in the subject’s eyes, 
their shuffling feet, their tuneless songs. 
The room over-brimmed with airlessness, 
waiting for the door to open, 
to hear the gasp.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
An Abandoned Garden 
 
 
That spring, while he slept, 
saplings appeared in his garden, 
each steering its own thought 
into a pair of open hands. 
And while the names of flowers 
smoothed to blurs on the pages  
of his memory, flowers appeared  
in translucent rages which  
only bees could soothe.  
 
On days he couldn’t sit up to drink 
rain fell so hard it ran  
backwards up the gutters,  
his watering cans overspilling 
into rillets, streams, rivulets, rivers, 
which poured from his lawns  
into estuarine fields. 
 
Though we forgot the last words  
he spoke, we recalled the day we woke 
to a hundred blackbirds in his apple trees  
loudly playing their piccolo beaks, 
A dawn-to-dusk chorus, sound without noise. 
 
After he left ripples appeared  
in the carpet by his armchair 
which sent out roots from each leg, 
reaching into the gaps and sockets. 
Beside it, where the floor lamp  
used to stand, a sunflower bowed,  
its face a perfect circle of care. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Swan 
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A Memory of Night 
 
                 i 
 
The door is open to the breeze 
the garden trees rustle 
On the table, alone, 
a folder and a pen  
 
The window welcomes the dusk 
the distant lights brighten 
Behind me, quietly, 
a page drifts to the floor 
 
The lamp rejects the night 
the moth knocks blindly 
As I wait, alone, 
the dawn and the dew settle 
 
The door is open to the early light  
the hedgerow birds wake 
Why had you to go? left, 
my soul and my heart died 
 
The window is blind to the dawn 
curtained by memory 
We will come, today, 
to the last page and your note  
 
 
                  ii 
 
Through years the memory of sunlight fades 
like the evening dusk 
In my room, writing,  
my pen struggles to recall 
 
There is no breeze and no light now 
my chair faces the door 
The garden is quiet, dark trees, 
have no memory of the wind 



 
The table is emptied of your letters 
each page read to ash 
The lamp shines, dimly, 
on the memory of your words 
 
The dawn damp lawn cannot see the stars 
beyond the field hedge 
Or the crescent moon that holds, gently, 
the image of our love. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Bonfire Night, Hay Bluff, 1992 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Omar Sabbagh is a widely published poet, writer and critic.  His first collection and his 
fourth collection are, respectively: My Only Ever Oedipal Complaint and To The Middle of 
Love (Cinnamon Press, 2010/17).  A 5th collection, But It Was An Important Failure, was 
published with Cinnamon Press in February 2020.  His Dubai novella, Minutes from the 
Miracle City was published with Fairlight Books in July 2019.  A study of the oeuvre of 
Professor Fiona Sampson is forthcoming with Anthem Press in June 2020.  He was Visiting 
Assistant Professor of English and Creative Writing at the American University of Beirut 
(AUB), from 2011-2013.  Presently, he teaches at the American University in Dubai (AUD), 
where he is Associate Professor of English. 
 
 
 
You Convince Yourself 
 
You convince yourself 
you’ll find a different planet 
spinning on a different axis 
each time.  So you underplay the kiss 
given you, and the terror that  
you cannot shield 
because a world is just that, a matt 
abyss, the terror that 
comes brimming like liquor quick 
to poison, tar, the envy of the stone, bricks 
that make no home, that terror that 
you convince yourself 
will never tally, never find a home – 
 
well, my friend, aren’t they  
the brittle arrows  
you’ve always parried, 
you’ve always known? 
 
 
 
 
Just A Small Redress Against The Sins Of The Fathers 
 
For Alia 
 
For a short while he lost 
his eyes and the finger of the ghost 
touched him. 
 
She will sleep a short while and then 
play and clap her hands 
because girls always do and 
like to.  So I listen 
 
for the rhymes in the night trees’ 



swishing and can only pray 
to pay a small price 
against the clanging of the night 
I pray against 
 
because it would be easier 
to take away this  
fool’s errand of life 
than watch my daughter cry 
for just a short while for  
even that 
short while.   
 
The sins of the fathers visit those of us 
who are fathers 
of daughters who are 
fathers 
of daughters. 
 
I am younger than she is 
of course and the He of God is 
stronger in her than He is  
in me. 
 
While she sleeps within the thimble 
of her dreaming mind 
which is larger than vastness 
and larger than sweetness 
I may say to myself many things 
to bring the morning in. 
 
I’ve lived a long and small life 
and a long and smaller 
and ask only for this 
patterning to bring my daughter 
her father back again and if 
it comes to it may 
God in whatever large strong way 
come down into skies 
I know. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Bonfire and Gate II, 1993 
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A Love Poem 
 
It seems no time since on the meadow grass 
you played your shy eyes into my torment 
and we passed our very first berry lipped kiss 
and that first beat of heartsbreath in one voice 
and our staysail filled with a good wind. 
 
and the crook of your arm was honey dark. 
 
It seems no time since we lay down 
into an oblivion of time’s vain dawn 
in the ruby wound of our watch 
and rode the river past the rags 
we had shaken off of all the world. 
 
and parrots were in the rosebush of your hair 
 
It seems no time since it was easy  
to meet a need or make a need 
as the tiller eased the keel 
along our thoroughfare of close skin 
tongued with wine and eyelids licked with night. 
 
and you had the wings of a skylark in your breast. 
 
It seems no time since we left them behind  
to live their rags and spiders’ webs on the high banks  
while you and I like fishermen with golden oars sculled 
out of port under the banner of a million stars  
between moon and moon and drunk the salt of the sea 
 
and your eyes were emerald green with my longing. 
 
and we ignored the coming gale  
and its rising roar as an alchemy of unkind 
metals cast all meaning out and the following 
wind betrayed the past and we were blood 
and bone of ourselves and flying over the waters. 
 
and oh you had blackbirds on your bright tongue 
that thought can gladden still. 
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MI PADRE, QUE ESTÁ VIVO TODAVÍA 
 
 
Mi padre, que está vivo todavía, 
 
no lo veo, y sé que se ha achicado, 
 
tiene una familia de hermanos calcinados   
            en Polonia, 
 
nunca los vio, se enteró de la muerte de su  
            madre por telegrama, 



 
no heredó de su padre ni siquiera un botón, 
 
qué sé yo si heredó su carácter. 
 
Mi padre, que fue sastre y comunista, 
 
mi padre que no hablaba y se sentó a la  
              terraza, 
 
a no creer en Dios, 
 
a no querer más nada con los hombres, 
 
huraño contra Hitler, huraño contra Stalin, 
 
mi padre que una vez al año empinaba una  
               copa de whisky, 
 
mi padre sentado en el manzano de un  
               vecino comiéndole  
               las frutas, 
 
el día que entraron los rojos a su pueblo, 
 
y pusieron a mi abuelo a danzar como a un  
               oso el día sábado, 
 
y le hacían prender un cigarrillo y fumárselo  
               en un día sábado, 
 
y mi padre se fue de la aldea para siempre, 
 
se fue refunfuñando para siempre contra la  
               revolución de octubre, 
 
recalcando para siempre que Trotsky era un  
               iluso y Beria un criminal, 
 
abominando de los libros se sentó chiquitico  
               en la terraza, 
 
y me decía que los sueños del hombre no son  
               más que una falsa  
               literatura, 
 
que los libros de historia mienten porque el  
               papel lo aguanta todo. 
 
Mi padre que era sastre y comunista. 



 
 
 
MY FATHER, WHO IS STILL ALIVE 
 
My father, who is still alive, 
 
although I don't see him, and who I know is in decline, 
 
who has a family of brothers he never saw who were burnt to ashes  
               in Poland, 
 
who learned of his mother’s death  
               by telegram, 
 
who didn't inherit even a button from his father, 
 
how do I even know if he inherited his character. 
 
My father, who was tailor and communist, 
 
and didn’t believe in God, 
 
my father who did not speak and just sat there on the  
               terrace 
 
wanting nothing more to do with men, 
 
who was indifferent to Hitler, indifferent to Stalin, 
 
my father who once a year downed a  
               glass of whiskey, 
 
my father who was sitting in a neighbour’s  
               apple tree 
               eating the  
               fruit, 
 
on the day the reds entered his village, 
 
and made my grandfather dance like a  
               bear on the sabbath, 
 
and made him light a cigarette and smoke it  
               on the Sabath, 
 
so my father left the village forever, 
 
and was forever grouching against the  
               october revolution, 



 
forever insisting that Trotsky was 
               naive and Beria a criminal, 
 
and who despised books and seemed so very diminished 
               there on the terrace, 
 
and told me that the dreams of men were nothing  
               more than fake  
               literature, 
 
that history books lied because  
               anything can be printed on paper.  
 
My father who was a tailor and a communist. 
 
 
 
 
MEDITACIÓN 
 
 
El cencerro.  
 
Diez golpes de la esquila y contra el batintín,  
               diez 
 
golpes. La cuerva 
 
se agita sobre el cuervo, la ardilla unos meandros  
               apresuradísimos tras 
 
la ardilla: algarabía 
 
los gorriones. La helada colma de carámbanos  
               las altas ramas del  
               viejo 
 
sicomoro: alba 
 
y fractura de una alta rama, pedregosa. Cae 
 
con su silencio 
 
de saeta y el cuervo se agita sobre la cuerva,  
               retraimiento 
 
momentáneo 
 
la ardilla: el gong, diez voces. El samurai da  



               un paso al frente,  
tropieza con la  
               sombra 
 
del Emperador. 
 
 
 
MEDITATION 
 
 
The cowbell. 
 
Ten strokes of the bell and against the gong, 
               ten 
 
beats. The crow 
 
flaps its wings over its mate, the squirrel also scurries 
               rapidly after 
 
its mate: the sparrows  
 
make a racket. Frozen icicles 
               hang from the high branches of the 
               old 
 
sycamore: dawn and 
 
a high, petrified branch snaps off. Falls 
 
with the silence 
 
of an arrow and the raven gets aroused over its mate, 
 only retreating 
 
for a moment 
 
the squirrel: the gong tolls ten. The samurai takes 
 a step forward and, 
 stumbles into the 
 shadow 
 
of the Emperor. 
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