
 

 

COLLECTED POEMS (1982-2004) 



titles by the author: 

Two Narrative Poems 

Poems (2007) 

New Poems (2006) 

The Beauty Of Psyche 

The Weight Of Light 

Collected Poems (1982-2004) 

Three Narrative Poems 

Four Plays 

 

 



 

 

ANDREW STANILAND 

 

 

COLLECTED POEMS (1982-2004) 

 



published 2010 by 

Andrew Staniland’s Books 

 

 

© Andrew Staniland 2005, 2010 

www.andrewstaniland.co.uk  

 

 

revised edition 

 

 



Contents 

 
Two Joggers .............................................................................................. 1 

Freefall ...................................................................................................... 1 

A Photograph ........................................................................................... 2 

A Raindrop ............................................................................................... 2 

Detachment .............................................................................................. 2 

Reflection .................................................................................................. 3 

Blue Nude ................................................................................................. 3 

Terrors ....................................................................................................... 4 

From The Sharrowvale Martyrs ................................................................ 6 

From A Travellerõs Story .......................................................................... 8 

St. Francis And The Birds ..................................................................... 10 

Ferdinand In Exile ................................................................................. 14 

Miranda’s Escape .................................................................................. 16 

Divining .................................................................................................. 17 

Daughter Woman .................................................................................. 18 

The Genie ................................................................................................ 19 

Who dares ascend the hidden pinnacle ..................................................... 20 

Who heard the ugly engine of our age ...................................................... 20 

Seasonal Poems ...................................................................................... 21 

The Peace Tree ....................................................................................... 24 

Daystar .................................................................................................... 25 

March Hares ........................................................................................... 25 

Three Theatre Poems ............................................................................ 26 

Songs From Snow ................................................................................... 28 

A Macedonian Youth ............................................................................ 31 

Body Of Light, Body Of Love .............................................................. 32 

Beauty Of Three Worlds ....................................................................... 32 

Disappointment ..................................................................................... 33 

March 31st 1988 ...................................................................................... 34 

Verses From A Play ............................................................................... 35 



Black Goddess ........................................................................................ 46 

Little Adam ............................................................................................. 48 

Seeing ...................................................................................................... 49 

Dramatis Personae ................................................................................. 50 

Crucifixion And The Soul ..................................................................... 51 

The Gravity Of Life ................................................................................ 52 

Lead ......................................................................................................... 54 

The Hare And The Tortoise .................................................................. 55 

The Choice Now .................................................................................... 55 

Goodness And Truth ............................................................................. 56 

Andromeda ............................................................................................. 56 

Fountain Of The Virgin ......................................................................... 57 

Merlin ...................................................................................................... 58 

Senex ........................................................................................................ 59 

A Baby’s Story ........................................................................................ 60 

Children .................................................................................................. 61 

Falling ...................................................................................................... 63 

Solstice Of The Century ........................................................................ 63 

Walls (Spring 1990) ................................................................................ 64 

God: A Sonnet ........................................................................................ 66 

Blake’s London ....................................................................................... 66 

Meeting.................................................................................................... 67 

Perceptions ............................................................................................. 70 

Conception And The Self ...................................................................... 71 

Spiritual Freedom And Spiritual Pleasure ......................................... 75 

Inner Passages ........................................................................................ 76 

Modern Mystics ..................................................................................... 79 

After Arcadia .......................................................................................... 80 

Beauty: A Dialogue With Plotinus ...................................................... 81 

Words ...................................................................................................... 87 

The Way To Make A Woman Fall In Love ......................................... 88 

Spirit Of The Age ................................................................................... 88 



The Second Commandment ................................................................ 89 

Dance Of The Three-Legged Goat ...................................................... 90 

The Origin Of Coconuts ....................................................................... 91 

The First Breath...................................................................................... 93 

Work ........................................................................................................ 94 

Sun And Moon ....................................................................................... 95 

A Double Echo ....................................................................................... 96 

Cold Beauty ............................................................................................ 96 

News For A Muse .................................................................................. 97 

Mistress To Marvell .............................................................................. 98 

Two Sutras .............................................................................................. 99 

Love And Psyche ................................................................................. 100 

Juno’s Daughter ................................................................................... 105 

Surface Gazing ..................................................................................... 106 

Death And Transcendence ................................................................. 107 

Numbers ............................................................................................... 108 

Darkness ............................................................................................... 109 

Fin De Siècle ......................................................................................... 111 

Love Without Meeting ........................................................................ 112 

An Eleusinian Elegy ............................................................................ 112 

Thoughts After The End Of Violence .................................................. 115 

On A Train ............................................................................................ 116 

Sex And The Species ........................................................................... 116 

A Poet .................................................................................................... 117 

Bonnard ................................................................................................ 119 

Learning From Perseus ....................................................................... 120 

Birth Crown .......................................................................................... 121 

Versions ................................................................................................ 122 

De quel rêve ......................................................................................... 124 

The First Of Love ................................................................................. 125 

Dream Of A Dancer ............................................................................ 126 

Lines On A Page .................................................................................. 127 



 



 

1 

 

Two Joggers 
 
 
 Somewhat less than gazelle-like, 
 Lumbering Jack and Jill, 
 On a carefully chosen route 
 – All downhill. 
 
 Bounce and chat and smile and frown 
 And pant and plod and spit, 
 Slap of thigh fat, splayed feet stumble 
 – Dropping fit. 
 
 
 
 

Freefall 
 
 
 Half-seeing, startled, distant, 
 a towering silence 
 drowns          noise, voice, 
 
 no bait of me on the hooks 
  we know each other by, 
 behind a solemn mask 
  child-happy, child-enthralled, 
 
 not watching my footing 
  on the stepping stones of thoughts, 
 watching the river 
  the deep glistening river 
  flowing through us, 
 
 senses float,          the air breathes, 
 space, stillness, night-brilliance 
 pour from the sieve of things. 
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A Photograph 
 
 
 You know, you can be two places at once: 
 At home and in my heart, 
 Not counting the photograph standing on 
 My shelf to play its part 
 
 Of permanence, brightness, a wry smile 
 Inciting me to love 
 The mad challenge of it, as if this time 
 Love wasn’t hard enough. 
 
 The future is the result of our dreams, 
 Whether or not we plan it, 
 Infinite wealth is stitched in each seam 
 Of our happy planet. 
 
 
 

A Raindrop 
 
 
 A sluicing autumn day, 
 Grey-green, people hasten, 
 Veiled, increased as strangers, 
 Petrol rainbows gleam. 
 
 
 

Detachment 
 
 
 The sage said: "True detachment 
 Is taught in the master’s school, 
 Unoverwhelmed enjoyment 
 – You call it the growth of cool." 
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Reflection 
 
 
Watching the night, a blue romantic, city solitary, 
Remembering three years ago his heart’s nativity. 
 
The rain repeats the tears in the reflection of his face, 
A tenderness instead of her, who is no one again. 
 
Along the black road yellow streetlamps shimmer in the rain. 
 
The solace of a sad song fills the musk of vagrant autumn, 
As he learns love is beautiful, but beauty isn’t love. 
 
 
 
 

Blue Nude 
 
 
 Blue nude 
  seeking refuge 
   in sex from love 
 conch belly swells 
  wet lips 
   a yelping gasp 
 
 Salt taste 
  from the ebb 
   private as the past 
 twisting white pearls 
  a smile 
   her solitude 
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Terrors 
 
 
 A spider 
  spins its sticky womb web 
 acceptable terror 
  for silly girls 
 joke housewives screaming in corners 
 
 The scarlet tuft 
  of a wool web 
 flutters on the razor wire 
 
 Cassandra in her torn robes 
  was terrifying 
  holy 
 society is sanity 
 
 The ship of women watched 
 a petrel caught in the gale 
  land on the weather deck 
  its wing smashed 
 
 It is madness 
  for a fox to ignore a pack of hounds 
  for flies to ignore a web 
 
 Is it madness 
  to live happily 
  or dream the collective nightmare 
 
 It is holy 
  to keep faith 
  in the nightmare’s dreamer 
 
 In an act of utter clarity 
  what threatens the mind 
 in a no man’s land 
  of cold mud 
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 sleepless nights 
  small fears 
 angry dawns 
  calling witness 
  to the great fear 
 
 Only the lonely go mad 
 communal round the campfire 
  safe in a circle 
 
 A spider 
  spins its white web 
  in the crook of a young birch 
 the dew is shaken from it 
 as a convoy leaves the base 
 
 

– 1985 
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From The Sharrowvale Martyrs  
 
 
 In darkness, chains, a convict brotherhood, 
 The maggot-, rat-infested, rancid hold, 
 Alien to the ocean, bonded close 
 In tribal ties of urine, sweat and blood. 
 They listened to the odd, dull clues of passage, 
 Metabolism of the crashing sea, 
 And peering through the gloom they told their tales, 
 Or spoke by silence, quarrelled on a look, 
 A word, a crust – performing every day 
 The same trick rituals to find escape 
 From madness and despair. 
 
 An unseen ocean lapped around them, coasts 
 Of jungle treetops, incense steam of rain, 
 The steep white sun, now brightly stripped of form, 
 Now blotted out by bruise-black thunderclouds, 
 The vast sky’s flat horizons, southern stars, 
 Becalmed days’ blue, warm winds, their jewelled wake, 
 The darting arcs, the silver filigree 
 Of dolphins, flying fish, the island chains, 
 Volcanoes snoring smoke, sheer coral reefs 
 And fertile keys –  by shipwreck, paradise. 
 
 As time dripped slowly from the salt-stained beam 
 Above his forehead, Tom Wright conjured up 
 The happy faces of his family: 
 The baby waking from a soundproof sleep, 
 Her dream of what? Her yawn almost a cry. 
 The arch intention on his daughter’s lips. 
 His son, snub nose and freckles, trying hard 
 To be a man, his solemn childish pride. 
 And Ellen, sad, a fierce efficiency 
 The only outlet for her feelings. Worse 
 Than widowed, him alive kept her alone. 
 His heart swelled at the simple daily joys 
 Of rising in the summer’s milky dawn, 
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 Of practising his trade, of homebrewed beers, 
 Of Sunday walks, and evenings by the fire, 
 His wife’s warm touch, his children growing up. 
 Were these temptations, then, or beatitudes 
 (The distant preacher might have worded it) 
 The treasures not of heaven but of hell, 
 Or heaven itself, caught helplessly on Earth? 
 He’d had a choice: his skills were in demand 
 – For how long no one knew, but safe as yet – 
 They’d hearth and home to satisfy a life, 
 And didn’t feast like kings, but ate their fill. 
 He’d risked this not from need, not for himself, 
 But for the future, for them all: the slaves 
 To new machines, the weavers left to starve, 
 The wretched town poor, hawking, grubbing scraps, 
 The country people robbed of common land. 
 Was he a fool? He’d brought the ones he loved 
 The fate he’d tried to fight for souls unknown, 
 Lost his own future. Duties near and grand 
 Like wrestlers threw each other in his heart: 
 Belief, his sense of right would keep him strong, 
 Regret inflict the hardest punishment. 
 The lords of England’s misrule had their prey, 
 Botany Bay was sighted from the mast. 
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From A Travellerõs Story 
 
 
“The Man of Nature stalks your Streets, your Hills where Forests Were. 
His Eyes are Fire, his Fingers Air, He Hears the Rings of Space, 
His Tongue is Water, Nostrils Earth; He Seeks but cannot Find 
The Orphan Child of Promise: Pity. He does not know Me. 
 
In Salon, Workshop, Church and Jail, the Man of Artefact 
Will Change the World by Force of Faith to his Imaginings. 
His Forehead is the Sun, his Hands are Lead, his Vision Ice, 
His Mouth is Mercury, his Nerves a Web of Fantasy, 
His Mind a Crystal Labyrinth, his Heart a Stream of Gold, 
His Loins are Clay, White Shafts of Moonlight Curdle in his Belly, 
His Feet are Iron drumming on an Iron Land. A Voice, 
Angelic, Impregnates his Actions. He does not know Me. 
 
I am Unwritten, I am Black, I am a Son of Woman, 
Daughter of Devil, Child of Other, Rainbow of the Soul. 
I am a Swallow from the Summer South, a Scarlet Dawn, 
The Purple Anvil of the Storm, a Flute that Calms the Sea. 
 
I Remember the Womb, the Passage: Planets, Realms, the Wind, 
The Twilight – Days veiled in a Mist, the Phosphorescent Night – 
The Blinding Light, the Naked Lovers on the Desert Plain, 
The Place of Rest, the Drink, the Duct, the Peacock rising Bright 
Out of the Phial’s Grimy Dregs, the Dragon in its Death Throes, 
Then Soul in Soul through Memory, the Blue enchanting Cave, 
The Tempting Green, the Yellow turning Hard as Fossil Rock. 
 
I am the Blameless Thief, the Bitter Truth, the Golden Dream 
You name a Nightmare; I am Fecund, Future, Merchandise, 
I am Spices, Silk and Incense, I set Free the Slaves. 
 
A Dolphin on an Empty Ocean maps a Hidden Coast; 
A Ship sets sail to bring back Gifts, to claim a Land by Words; 
A Lonely Sun Surrenders to a Night Abyss of Stars. 
 
I am the Crown that sits on Both the Heads of King and Queen, 
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I pass Between, they Fight for Me, I have no Final State, 
I am Substance, I am the Throne that Hides the Sovereign. 
 
The Copper lacking Verdigris Refuses Transmutation, 
It is still Stable, Premature; the Sealed Container gathers Dust; 
But what is neither Raw nor Ready bears in Painful Sorrow. 
The Union that I call Ripe is Known by Only Few, 
It is Fourfold, Stolen Treasure in a Hollow Tree. 
 
My Red Tents shimmer in the Desert, I live in Mountain Caves, 
In the Grey City’s Alleyways I gather Elements; 
I am Filthy, I am Poor, I am yet to be Born, 
I walk Unharmed through Pathless Forests, I am Outlawed Fear, 
I Roam the Sky, I Trade in Metals, I cast my Net in the Sea. 
 
I am the Pristine Marriage, the Cornerstone, the Mother Bird, 
I Watch Over the Children’s Congress, I am Wind and Rain, 
I Change Names, I Change Sex, Unfathomed, Polished, Many, Form, 
I am a Shadow on a Wall, I have no Human Face, 
I am the Stranger in your Heart, the Compound when it Boils: 
The Glass Jar Cracks, the Liquid Spills, the Process is Complete.” 
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St. Francis And The Birds 
 
 
 Black in the sun, like sentinels, 
 Gnarly olives’ silhouettes 
 Pondered either valley side, 
 One in shadow, one in light. 
 From the village a stony track 
 Climbed the first hill in its path 
 Then sloped down to the trestle bridge 
 Laid flat across the youthful stream. 
 A carter urged his straining team 
 The last pull to the further ridge. 
 This tiny, winding stream had formed 
 The rolling hills, the valley floor 
 Where trellised vineyards, citrus groves 
 Cast their flowers in the road 
 Of princely Spring’s yearly visit, 
 Walking unseen in their midst 
 – White and delicate beauty strewn  
 For the wisdom of its fruit. 
 Shadows crouched behind the trees 
 Made long bows towards the East, 
 The sun still fresh, its amber glare, 
 The orange blossom in the air 
 Seemed the fragrance of its rays, 
 Falling red on redder clay. 
 
 Francis ambled down the track 
 Slowly, stopping as if to catch 
 The valley in his hand: the view, 
 Its scents and sounds, the hunter’s clue 
 That in a second would appear 
 The holy fox, the holy deer. 
 He was ageing, an arid wind 
 Blowing wrinkles on his skin, 
 Ailing, seven plagues to fight, 
 An Egypt waiting for the flight. 
 His hair was white, his breathing heavy, 
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 His eyesight weak, his legs unsteady. 
 But he was free to roam alone 
 – Now his Order looked to others 
 As its leaders, legislators – 
 Free to see what could be known 
 Of the subtle nerves and links 
 His inner life revealed to him: 
 Glimpsing heaven’s hidden kingdom, 
 Real, sincere, unsummoned visions. 
 He came across a group of boys 
 In full assault of shrill child noise, 
 Throwing stones to hit a scarecrow 
 And, much worse, at grubbing sparrows 
 – Fluttering to and fro, confused, 
 From instinct threat to instinct food. 
 Francis, smiling, raised his voice: 
 “Don’t hurt those birds, they’re not your toys, 
 Find another game to play!” 
 They giggled at him, ran away. 
 
 “When we are boys, we’ll throw stones too!” 
 A sparrow twittered. “Who are you?” 
 “Where’s your plough?” “Your bag of seed 
 That you throw out for us to eat?” 
 They landed fearless at his feet. 
 Francis held his hands to bless them, 
 But other birds came flocking in, 
 Till a choir was gathering, 
 At peace together in his presence: 
 Finches, falcons, crows and gulls, 
 Larks – a halo wheeled above 
 Blithely singing – magpies, cuckoos, 
 Bidding to tell him scraps they knew. 
 “Drab my feathers, poor my needs, 
 A few grains as I go along 
 – But hear the sweetness of my song.” 
 “I watch the farmers till the fields.” 
 “My nest is hidden in a hedge, 
 Waiting for my chicks to fledge.” 
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 “The thrill of racing on the wind 
 High above the winter sea, 
 Skimming waves and stormy spray.” 
 “When the little boats come in, 
 The fishes’ guts are spilt for me 
 – I screech and dive and soar away.” 
 “In all innocence I steal 
 Bits of shiny finery 
 From manor house, from bishop’s palace, 
 Peasant hut and burdened packass. 
 In all innocence I see 
 Their chores and infidelities.” 
 “Twice as big and nothing like her, 
 I’m from nowhere, not my mother.” 
 “Turning, holding in the rare 
 Tension, brightness of the air, 
 Piercing vigil, perfect aim, 
 The force of speed, majestic drop, 
 Deadly, deathlike, hurtling stop, 
 Talons tearing through my prey.” 
 “From autumn frost to southern warmth 
 I travel when the first leaves fall.” 
 
 Francis answered to them all: 
 “All things you hurt, you’re hurting God, 
 From eagle to the coarsest clod, 
 For life is God and all that lives 
 In due degree is sensitive, 
 Has the rudiments of a self, 
 A mortal warp and mystic weft. 
 Nature, moist, creative, dark 
 – Buds and blossoms, storms and stars – 
 Is God’s gentle left hand, stark 
 Spirit – dry, inspiring, bright –  
 Is God’s signing hand, the right. 
 These the hands, but who can know 
 The mind and heart, the silent soul? 
 Let me confess: when I was young, 
 For holy glory to be wrung 
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 From weakness, I kept bullying 
 A lowly, patient, clumsy thing 
 Given me to succour, tend 
 – My beast of burden, body, friend. 
 Now here I am: too weak to sow 
 That glory where it needs to grow, 
 To my own monks my words are mute. 
 But in my soul a bird preens too, 
 At home in summer’s empty sky, 
 Hot with holy light, the fine 
 Sapphire of the coming season 
 – Joy and praise my wings of freedom. 
 For an old pauper, will you please 
 Bless his reluctant life of ease? 
 Go your myriad ways in peace. 
 Queen of heaven, Son of man, 
 Guide us through our native land.” 
 
 Filling the air, the birds took flight 
 To all quarters of the sky. 
 Francis strolled home in the twilight 
 To his supper and the fireside. 
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Ferdinand In Exile 
 
 
 Surrounded by the same sun-stippled sea, 
 Could two such islands, to their common witness 
 So unalike, contrast so painfully? 
 This cultivated, populous resort 
 Of pleasant exile has no real existence, 
 But that weird wilderness was all in all 
 – Its secret music mocks these mortal minstrels – 
 The wooden slavery of our dear reminiscence! 
 
 My foreign freedom here imprisons me 
 In sorrow, that a simple, fern-strewn cave 
 Than palace pomp would serve more honestly 
 – The wealth my host heaps on his honoured guest – 
 Who has no love to meet, no coy chess mate, 
 No grand or humble tasks, whose tiredness 
 Might soothingly enclose my ranging mind 
 To stroll the orchard’s paths when evening Venus shines. 
 
 What home is left me now? The mythic creature, 
 My distant heartland, daily fades: its towns, 
 Trees, rivers, hills forsake remembered features 
 For new, exclude, forget me. I can feel 
 Even my face becoming not my own: 
 A noble frown, a mask a mirror peels 
 To naked strangeness. Beast and baby howl 
 Inside me, reel, rejoicing, round my broken crown. 
 
 That twenty years of peace should end in this! 
 Of compromises, muddles, yes, mistakes, 
 A diverse fair unable to resist 
 The sacrificial war machine our neighbours, 
 We trusted, traded with, by stealth became 
 – Inhuman, armoured, rational invaders. 
 And you, love, whom a new respect attends, 
 Their hostage to abort ambitions of revenge. 
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 I wait, a reed to southern gusts of rumour, 
 In search of some gestation veining through 
 My wintry absence – burning, barren summer, 
 The sleepless heat of night – a subtle pulse 
 Loud in the void. A demon offers proof 
 Of our impossible reunion, 
 An angel utter loss. What can I do 
 But trust uncertainty, but wait, brimful of you? 
 
 Have you had word of me? I couldn’t bear 
 My intercepted letters to be gleaned 
 With sniggers, jeers, by sweaty hands. My prayers 
 Instead, at thought’s first fineness (as the gods, 
 In stillness, through the secrecy of sleep 
 Send sparks of contact down the lightning rod, 
 The spiritual spine, for dreams to find) 
 I pour to your most gentle, instantaneous mind. 
 
 And as your father fashioned by his art 
 From clash of captive spirit with the curse 
 Of grudging nature, so my fathomed heart 
 From its most silent depths, in harmony 
 Of soul and sense of love, puts forth a world 
 Of radiance more real than these sad leaves, 
 These ripening sad plums – sad August’s work – 
 And this sad island glistens, life’s green fire returns 
 
 As you, you, you: around me everywhere, 
 In evening’s fragrance, hum, the air’s caress, 
 The purple night. Inherent, always there, 
 Our multipresence: in the logs’ blue smoke, 
 The narrow window’s starlight, as you press 
 Against the cold glass – do you feel as close 
 To me? Does love shield you implacably, 
 Its spell, its flaming sword, its power of sanctity? 
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Mirandaõs Escape 
 
 
 From cloistered chambers in a tower 
 Fit for a queen in all but power, 
 Abandoning my loyal maids, 
 I set out on my escapade. 
 Disguised as man more Caliban 
 Than courtly, kindly Ferdinand, 
 In peasant cloth and cap of felt, 
 A queen no more, I stole myself 
 By moonlight down a smuggled rope 
 To earth, an alley where I groped 
 Through shadows to the postern gate, 
 Then ran through meadows, till, too late, 
 When I was wrapped in friendly night, 
 A soldier stumbled on my flight. 
 
 I foraged food, I hid in barns, 
 I cupped my hands in mountain tarns, 
 I moved by night and slept by day, 
 Alert as any forest prey, 
 Till in a quiet fishing port 
 I weighed against the troops’ reward 
 My human heart, and tipped the scales: 
 An old wayfarer set his sails 
 Across the gold-empurpled sea 
 To this green island, landed me, 
 And here I am, my muddy face, 
 My tangled hair, my warm embrace. 
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Divining 
 
 
 Translucent mind, the quick clear stream of thought 
 Spills shortlived, dripping jewels as it pours 
 From spring to source. 
 The thin stem trembles, bends: 
 Whatever you intend 
 Breathes out – your timbre, choice and chance of words – 
 Breathes in, turns image in me. Ripples send 
 The echoes of an unknown world 
 Against the sudden shore. 
 The island of a moment, thick with ferns, 
 Impenetrable, sanctuary, shields 
 A flock of threatened birds, that startled, skim 
 Their shadow script across the fields 
 Imaginings have ploughed. 
 A whirlpool catches wishes, sucks them down 
 Without a sound, 
 Perception is washed clean 
 By fresh perception. Taking root within 
 As threefold, given, pale white lilies swim. 
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Daughter Woman 
 
 
  No more a law than yours, as silent, strange, 
   The world I see is mine: the dark beholding 
  Of heart and mind, the phosphate-rich remains, 
   What’s known, the ashes of the fire of knowing 
   – The momentary touch of the divine – 
 A world of changing fates, of veins of gold to mine. 
 
  Belief like breath enchanted, blushing, chilled, 
   I dug from aunts your daring, fairy youth. 
  But you were mother now: your pregnant will 
   The current of the seasons, rain-ripped blooms, 
  Eggs, cubs surviving at your whim, your life 
 Devoured by my birth, a fecund, sexless wife 
 
  Whose perfect love rang falsely in my ears. 
   Against the backward tug your loneliness 
  Still has, my guilt, my own unspoken fears, 
   I built a childish fortress of success, 
  Your opposite, the future in my womb. 
 Our truths translate as lies, lies calcify as truths. 
 
  I shared my nakedness in quick embrace 
   With almost strangers, spilt in honest speech 
  Of moans and sighs my soul – enraged against 
   Your double teachings, equally a sheep 
  Of my own era, and, I see, as well 
 The actress, rebel, rival of your secret self. 
 
   Capricious men, some stayed as friends, 
   But tenderness and time can mend, 
 
   And one stayed more, and vowed as spouse 
   The awkward angel in his house. 
 
  I had a dream: a healer, ageless, bright, 
   In rainbow raiment, gold enfigured bowl 
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  In her left hand, a mirror in her right, 
   A crown of roses, skin like polished stone 
  – Black virgin mother – whispered warningly: 
 “Your firstborn will be free as only she can be.” 
 
  The truth of love is its ambivalence, 
   Its mixed emotions, its prospectors’ stream 
  – That patient sieving yields its silted gems –  
   Its spiral that recurs to be redeemed. 
  Unthinking, I snap right my daughter’s wrongs 
 – Whose voice is this I hear escaping on my tongue? 
 
 
 
 

The Genie 
 
 
 A genie wakens in a green glass jail 
 – Although ethereal, it’s magic slave’s 
 Will fails to force the stopper’s red wax seal – 
 Half-buried in a sand drift in a cave. 
 
 The stale air bellies with the genie’s vow 
 To shower gifts on who should set it free. 
 An old man sees the neck and scoops it out 
 – The match-like glow inside it makes him flee. 
 
 To these stern desert mountains time and change 
 Are trivial strangers, effete city boys, 
 The dry wind scours the crags, the herders scrounge 
 The same survival, seasoned griefs and joys. 
 
 A young man seeking fortune finds it now, 
 Too tempted by its pent-up potency, 
 But this millennium the genie vows 
 To wreak revenge on who dares set it free. 
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Who dares ascend the hidden pinnacle 
 
 Who dares ascend the hidden pinnacle 
 Of poetry, to disappear in clouds 
 And re-emerge in brightness, to look down 
 On fields of white, to sing the miracle 
 Of life, sun-gilded clarity of light, 
 The sapphire sky, the soft green land below, 
 Ascent, descent, the way the heart can grow 
 To know the depth by knowledge of the height? 
 
 Who dares explore what lurks and shifts and seems, 
 The inner truths intangible as air, 
 As real – as atoms abstract in a chair – 
 The teachings, transformations of a dream? 
 The strangeness of a rainbow to the blind 
 Is blitheness to the cool, deep psychic well 
 Of gods and ghosts, infinity and hell. 
 Who knows the limits of another mind? 
 
 
 

Who heard the ugly engine of our age 
 
 Who heard the ugly engine of our age 
 Splutter to life in someone quietly 
 Researching in the British Library, 
 Dream-fuelled, clank from one mind to encage 
 The future, nations, thought? Now, as before, 
 From Galilee to Galileo, time 
 Lets loose its chosen children to design 
 New worlds we never know we’re waiting for. 
 
 Once-sacred names of God sell soaps and cars, 
 Turn devil, witch. The passive wheel of stars 
 Retreats from all beginnings. Silence stirs 
 The least-expected next usurping heart. 
 The eggshell of a finite universe 
 Awaits the cracks of new chaotic birth. 
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Seasonal Poems 
 

Introduction  
 

 The seasons break down, grotesque lambs are born 
 On bitter fells, fish drown in poisoned rivers, 
 Forests, whole species perish, deserts spread, 
 And leaden rain, through sulphur yellow air, 
 Pelts down, freak storms destroy perverted crops. 
 
 The planet, in an isolation ward 
 Of insufficient knowledge, is a monkey 
 For our experiments. Our only body 
 We test to death – repeating on ourselves 
 The cancers, traumas nature has from us. 
 
 Can we remember anything at all? 
 The meadow that was there, that old stone house 
 From childhood, vanished now – sad, lonely, sick. 
 Can we, from inner nature, recreate 
 A healing power to purify the Earth? 
 
 

Winter  
 

 The Great Year wheels. Frost-feathered, shivering, bright, 
 Stars fill the holy night. A flurry sweeps 
 Newfallen flakes, ribs hidden fields, wild, white. 
 
 Heaven on Earth, a virgin birth of snow 
 Glistens. The world is healing, deep in sleep, 
 Dreaming: a threshold hung with mistletoe. 
 
 A whisper from the mountains slowly forms 
 For storytellers, casting fears as fates: 
 The ice, the wolf, the black chaotic storm. 
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 Prophetic, empty, silent, in the night 
 Of utmost darkness, nature germinates 
 The new year, latent in a seed of light. 
 
 

Spring 
 
 Green-tongued, a licking flame, the clear sap clouds, 
 Breathes buds, a shuddered stem, red, yellow, white, 
 Pink, lilac petals, silk soft, fluttering, roused 
 
 By heaven’s breezes, sensuous with their scent. 
 Birds, singing monks, enliven fine delights, 
 Geese hiss the holy fool’s bewilderment. 
 
 Fresh light, blue sky drips rainbows after squalls 
 Of thunder-fattened rain. Legs wobbly, bent, 
 Lambs learn to walk where apple blossom falls. 
  
 The child of dawn cries out, pure-toned, precise, 
 Naming new life. A watery heat ferments 
 To hatch the golden shell of paradise. 
 
 

Summer 
 
 Mother of pearl, the incandescent sky 
 Trembles in adoration of the fire 
 Burning its height, the universal eye 
 
 Drowning sight in a dazzling sea of seeing 
 Above creation. A breath of hot air spires 
 A body of dust, catching the light for being. 
 
 The flame-maned lion of the sun gives chase 
 To shadows, death-dark on the Earth, like deer. 
 The blinding glory, one, retains a trace 
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 Of forms, to fill the temple of the sky 
 – Each ray, each jewel in the atmosphere 
 A temple dancer pure light is coloured by. 
 
 

Autumn  
 
 The ears of grain are reaped, the orchards’ fruits 
 Shaken, in store. The fetes of harvest home 
 Beat drums, ring bells, pipe through the reeds of flutes. 
 
 The sacrament devotes the tithe’s tenth part, 
 Bees, senses, taste their finished honeycomb, 
 Bliss mellows to compassion in the heart. 
 
 New hay fills barns and mangers, stubble burns, 
 Night’s censer smokes the sunset’s saffron air, 
 Marsh mists release migrating flocks of birds. 
 
 Leaves fall, fox red, the shedding of the old. 
 A quiet glance in merging light lays bare 
 The angels’ inner palaces of gold. 
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The Peace Tree 
 
 
 Chimeric in the sun-bleached sky, 
 A dervish dance, the gaseous flare 
 Of blue-white salamander sprites, 
 St. Elmo’s fire splits the air. 
 
 The desert basin shimmers, pants, 
 A crazy-paving river bed, 
 Wind sculptures fringed by drifting fans 
 Of bone-white scree, ore bleeding red. 
 
 A peace tree stands in solitude, 
 Deep-rooted, age runes in its bark, 
 Its nested branches globing fruit, 
 Its leaves heraldic copper hearts. 
 
 Amongst the stones and sweated salts, 
 A ripe fruit falls. Its prickly rind 
 Bursts open. Dustworms slide across 
 To drill its pulp. Still, tense as mind, 
 
 A watching bird swoops from the tree, 
 Spears, swallows, soars – the shock’s upspring. 
 A nomad shields his eyes to see 
 Its swastika of sun-black wings. 
 

 



 

25 

 

Daystar 
 
 
A pale and naked moon explores the morning’s gentle blue, 
But Lucifer, the brightest star, still brings the day its light, 
And this is Venus, sex. I watch and wonder which is true, 
The fallen angel on the page or planet of clear skies 
That disappears from dawn to don a mystical disguise 
– A priestess on the threshold of the ever-unknown night. 
 
 
 
 

March Hares 
 
 
 Mad as March hares, we tumble on the turf, 
 Boisterous as the clouds I see about 
 You, tangled in your hair, a cirrus surf, 
 As you thud on my chest. My lungs cry out. 
 Blue as the sky, bright worlds, your eyes dilate 
 With glee or me. A moment’s lull. We hear 
 The sparrows’ intellectual debate. 
 You smear mud on my nose and scamper clear. 
 
 I catch you by a stream. Who’s stronger now? 
 Fear death by drowning, wild Ophelia! 
 No, neither wishes power – who knows how 
 Your face got muddy, mine got muddier? 
 Our madness grows quite sane, our scuffle still, 
 We stumble homewards up the wind-washed hill. 
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Three Theatre Poems 
 

Comedy 
 

 The holy ritual of comedy 
 Is Bacchanal, or Saturnalia 
 – The orgy, sweet misrule, natural disorder 
 That makes the order fruitful – kings are fools, 
 And women barefaced boys, and lovers blind, 
 And midnight is the madness of the moon. 
 Not moralising: moral. Nor good: beyond. 
 This theatre religion is pure pagan. 
 Pure impure: whole. Both sacred and profane  
 – It’s serpent’s tail – profane is sacred too, 
 Their stolen kisses one another’s wine. 
 The rite’s fertility still works today, 
 Makes fertile how we feel, think, dream, relate. 
 Its topsy-turvy truths, its bawdiness 
 Are holy still: the juices of delight 
 Still goose the flesh, anoint the heart’s soft breath 
 – Sensual is the holiness of joy. 
 
 

Tragedy 
 

 The holy ritual of tragedy 
 – The destiny of death that dooms the hero, 
 Spurned innocence, the bloody spectacle – 
 Is sacrifice, the rite that makes the crops grow, 
 Where mercy is as foolish as to spare 
 The wheat the scythe, the grapes their crimson press. 
 But sorrow teaches cruel children wisdom, 
 And helpless rage soon quietens to thought. 
 Philosophers and mirrors, open questions 
 Transform eternal meaning: violence 
 Has lost its holiness, the ritual 
 Is life’s deep dignity, transcendence now. 
 No longer foolish, noble as the hero, 
 Its music is the solemn song of pity, 
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 Breathing between each act, each word, each scene  
 – Whose silence is the holiness of peace. 
 
 

Metre 
 
 What power is pulsating in the metre 
 Beneath the pitch and rhythm of a play? 
 Is it the quiet tick of timelessness, 
 The calm continuum that tells the drama 
 That all beneath is order, harmony? 
 
 Nature’s inanimate corpse, absurdity 
 And alienation: fashionable truths 
 Are true, where truth is tested, in our hearts, 
 Until the fashion changes, and we see 
 As newfound, newfelt truth, a fresh reflection 
 – An integrated world, our living being, 
 Still full of sorrows, mysteries and strangeness, 
 But growing, purposeful, unbounded, free. 
 
 Then mind can think with feeling, heart can love 
 Not thoughtlessly, the body breed the spirit. 
 Each sadness has contentment visible 
 Around it, each uncertainty is safe 
 In peace, each moment, wholly present, breathes. 
 
 The metre is a sounding of our silence, 
 A trick that trips transcendence – at the point 
 Where stars and space fade in the dawn’s soft light, 
 Before the bare eternity of day. 
 But first light is creative too: the stage 
 Of scenic elements, imagined worlds, 
 A tragicomic trinity of life 
 Perceived in dregs of sweetness – at the point 
 Where words are physical, the knower known, 
 The audience performs, and all is play! 
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Songs From Snow 
 
 

 You need to sleep 
 And stay in bed 
 To see what’s deep 
 Inside your head 
 
 Its picture stream 
 Its secret shows 
 I’ll doze and dream 
 I’ll dream and doze 
 

t 
 

 The old wheel squeaks 
 The new thread spins 
 The cold walls creak 
 The icy wind 
  is winnowing the snow 
 
 The old roof leaks 
 The needle shines 
 And Jack Frost peeks 
 Through leafy rime 
  while storm ghosts dance and blow 
 
 Which child does wrong 
 To suffer this? 
 My work’s as long 
 As winter is 
  and doesn’t melt with spring 
 
 The old wheel creaks 
 The spun ball grows 
 And black mice squeak 
 The north wind blows 
  whistling, whips and sings 
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t 
 
 A handsome prince looked down a well 
 And down the well he fell 
 A clever girl should learn to tell 
 A handsome prince’s smell 
 
 Then she can tell he’s in the well 
 If he’s too shy to shout 
 And spell a price of wedding bells 
 Before she winds him out 
 

t 
 

OVEN: The baker’s gone to buy some flour 
 The bread’s done to a turn 
 She’ll be away another hour 
 She’s left her loaves to burn 
 
 From white to brown, from brown to black 
 I’ll soon be full of smoke 
 They’ll be on fire when she gets back 
 She’s left me here to choke 
 
 I know most ovens bite their tongues 
 And suffer silently 
 But hope says whisper, just this once 
 Please take these loaves from me 
 

t 
 

TREE: An apple’s sweeter than a pear 
 I’m sure that you agree 
 But I’ve got more than I can bear 
 I’ll be your scrumping tree 
 
 And blossom’s fresh and fair to wear 
 But fruit is such a strain 
 Please pick them, you who’re passing there 
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 Don’t wait for apple rain 
 

t 
 
 A silversmith makes silver 
 A snowsmith makes the snow 
 A jewellery of winter 
 The bare trees wear for show 
 
 Its filigree of sixes 
 Its finery of white 
 Like crystal when it freezes 
 Like moon dust in the night 
 

t 
 

 The moon has got a lover 
 She takes him in her arms 
 He covers her with shadows 
 And showers her with stars 
 
 The lover is her son too 
 Dying in her arms 
 His blood spills when it thunders 
 And feeds the fields we farm 
 
 The moon has got a lover 
 She takes him in her arms 
 He covers her with shadows 
 And showers her with stars 
 

t 
 

 The golden crowns of beggar kings 
 Will chain your soul in earthly rings 
 
 I’ll show you gold that sets you free 
 The golden chain of all you see 
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t 
 

 In winter women worship me 
 By shaking snowflakes from a tree 
 In summer lakes’ leaf-pictured green  
 My naked covens bathe unseen 
 
 My maiden name is Mother Snow 
 In circles strange your senses slow 
 Enjoy the dreams of my deep spell 
 My other name is Mother Hell 
 
 
 

A Macedonian Youth 
 

 Gordium  
 
 The temple’s neophytes, harlots, painted priests, 
 Horrorstruck, watched, 
 Beneath a peaceful sky, 
 The boy-king Alexander’s flashing sword 
 Slashing the ancient hieratic knot 
 That yoked the cart of the world. The axle turned 
 As smoothly as before. The hero triumphed 
 Beneath a peaceful sky. 
 

 Taxila, India  
 
 Safe on the burning rock 
 The naked saddhus laughed at Alexander 
 For conquering the world but not himself. 
 
 His era ends. A bright 
 Diamond of pure mind 
 Soon blunts the sword’s illusory, soft steel. 
 Survivors of ourselves, we laugh, we live, 
 Safe on the burning rock. 
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Body Of Light, Body Of Love 
 
 
 More real, more me than bones or brain 
 – Solidity’s strange transience – 
 The blueprint that renews again 
 Each cell as mine, intelligence 
 Is born of knowledge, born of light 
 The self’s self-knowing radiates. 
 Body of knowledge, body of light, 
 My self-perfecting, pristine state 
 Reflects the fate it liberates: 
 My human being, bare and bright. 
 

Pure knowledge is pure love. Pure mind 
 Contains eternal energy 
 Of all the universe, refined 
 To subtle truths. This truth is me: 
 Self-knowledge, infinite energy, love 
 Are in my self, my soul, my heart. 
 Infinite love, this body of 
 Pure feeling wakes. My life can start. 
 
 
 
 

Beauty Of Three Worlds 
 
 

 My body a bowl of infinite space 
 Swimming in soft, celestial light, 
 A crown of petals, a thousand rays, 
 In lotus seat, in lotus sight, 
 A golden gift of gentleness, 
 Given to give – this mine is Thine – 
 Inner beauty, the Absolute Self’s 
 Pure existence, shines in my mind. 
 



 

33 

 

Beauty sees beauty, beautiful seeing 
 – Even as simple as a smile, 
 Stranger to stranger – beauty of being, 
 Of truth, of love. And life’s sweet guile 
 Teaches us we are full, are whole, 
 The single heart’s eternal bliss, 
 To show us soul is also Soul: 
 The double beauty of a kiss. 
 
 
 
 
 

Disappointment 
 
 
 Dammed in my throat, dammed by their source, my tears 
 Are lumps. 
 A thundercloud of black emotion 
 Furrows my forehead – rage at, fear of, need. 
 I want to see the future. 
 Dry and blind 
 I huddle in myself. 
  
 Have faith, poor baby, 
 Unreasoning idealist, your needs 
 Poor life, the life you chose, could never meet. 
 Listen: it’s safe to play, 
 I’m here, I love you. 
 The deepest feelings bring the bliss that heals. 
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March 31st 1988 
 
 
 Because alone, 
 I write this poem, telling it how warm 
 The morning sunshine is, how some soft haze, 
 An aura of unborn leaves, a veil of knowledge, 
 Gauzes the trees. 
 These things should just be seen, 
 Spoken perhaps, and shared, not made a poem. 
 
 But I am alone, 
 I have used up everything 
 To make my plays, to build my poet’s world, 
 Rich world, that leaves me empty, hanging on 
 By hopes, until, until… An Orphic voice 
 To melt the rocks, to make the wild beasts cry, 
 A trumpet, made of bone, to break the walls 
 Of intellectual Jerichos. To show 
 My right to be. 
 
 And here, because alone, 
 I dream of love. The sunlight hits the trees. 
 A poet is the least poetic thing 
 In all the world, said Keats, a watching nothing. 
 This nothing still wants love, 
 Still wants to be poetic, to be seen. 
 How can a nothing, not seen, find love? It loves 
 Romantically. Unloved, it breaks its heart. 
 
 No, I don’t see a poet in the mirror, 
 Not words but face. My eyes, my lips, my skin. 
 
 And fate will soon make this self-pity seem 
 A foolish irony. I hope. But when? 
 I only hope, I wait, I write this poem, 
 Alone. 
         Who sees the sap becoming leaves? 
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Verses From A Play 
 

Spiritual Women  
 
1st WOMAN: Which means the soul is naturally holy. 

2nd WOMAN: Holy and natural, erotic too, 
  Holy by wholeness, pure by transformation. 

3rd WOMAN: In Latin, Anima est Sol et Luna. 

2nd WOMAN: The alchemists created it in matter, 
  Outer and inner matter, there’s no gap. 

1st WOMAN: The soul’s not separate? 

2nd WOMAN:        It moves more softly, 
  Not like the spirit’s mental holiness, 
  Its bright white light. 

3rd WOMAN:           Black Venus of the night. 

2nd WOMAN: It is eternal beauty, light of love. 

* 

1st WOMAN: We’re mental, physical and spiritual? 

2nd WOMAN: A little world: the sky, the earth and heaven. 

1st WOMAN: So where do feelings live? 

2nd WOMAN:           In mental people 
  Feelings are mental! 

1st WOMAN:             Intuition? Soul? 

2nd WOMAN: Are all and none, a hidden fourth between, 
  They’re not distinct, not this-not-that, their role 
  Is to connect, to harmonise, to blend. 

3rd WOMAN: And soul meets soul. We love. Our lives are holy. 

* 

1st WOMAN: What happens when the soul comes down to earth? 

3rd WOMAN: That’s “if” not “when”. How many of us live 
  Unborn, our souls – who we most truly are – 
  Still disincarnate, floating in our shadows? 
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2nd WOMAN: Soul is still soul. And earth is soul as well. 
  All elements, all senses too, express it. 
  Soul elements, soul senses. 

3rd WOMAN:              Benediction! 

* 

1st WOMAN: My body’s not a prison? 

2nd WOMAN:       By mistake, 
  That’s all, an intellectual mistake. 
  We’re whole, we’re warm, we’re free – the soul can breathe. 

3rd WOMAN: A blessing on the outcast in the heart. 

 
 

Cursèd Fame 
 
 I’m always in the public eye, 
 I can’t sneak out and not be missed, 
 The TV news says where and why, 
 It’s in the tabloids when I’m pissed. 
 
 

Stashit and Stashit,  advertising executives 
 
STASHIT: What makes an aristocrat a lord? 

STASHIT: His greatgrandfather’s bloodstained sword. 

STASHIT: Pillaging distant denominations 
  Paid for all their pious donations. 

STASHIT: What they called plunder, we call profit. 

STASHIT: Makes you civilised. 

STASHIT:            When there’s lots of it. 

STASHIT: Unscrupulous, impeccable,  
  Disgustingly respectable. 

STASHIT: We grab the cash, then fund the arts 
  – And win the liberal darlings’ hearts! 
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MAGGOT: So what’s this got to do with me? 

STASHIT: Our PR skills, we guarantee,  
  Will make a fishwife Lady Sea. 

STASHIT: The Devil’s in our clientele 
  – We’ve changed his brand name, hidden hell. 

STASHIT: We’ll do the same for you as well. 

MAGGOT: Hands off my brand name, stinky smells!  
  Stashit and Stashit, what a twosome,  
  Gangsters of gloss, all grease and gruesome! 

 
 

A Drinking Song  
 
PAUNCH: I like a glass of table wine. 

FUDGE: A glass of oak. 

FAWN:   A glass of pine. 

SKELETON: The varnish garnishes your tongue. 

SMUG: So gulp it down. 

IVY:    And sing a song. 

ALL:  Has anyone here been in love with a rat? 
  You fall in love, like that, like that. 
  O, mine was brainy, witty, pretty, 
  She knew her drains across the city. 
 

  My friends all scoffed, I didn’t listen, 
  We were saving for a house, 
  Then the sad day came, she winked and whistled 
  And left me for a mouse. 
 

  Has anyone here been in love with a flea? 
  You fall in love, like me, like me. 
  It certainly wasn’t easy fucking, 
  But sex with fleas is mainly sucking. 
 

  We got engaged, it was going strong, 
  I was waiting at the church, 
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  Then a shaggy sheepdog came along 
  And left me in the lurch. 
 
 

Love Poem 
 
 My heart is like an apple pierced with arrows, 
 And every dart is yours, and so am I. 
 O, let me tell the world your fairest features: 
 Your eyes are like two twin Pacific Oceans, 
 Your lips are like a tulip in the spring, 
 Your cheeks are like the snow one sunlit morning, 
 Your ears are like a dove’s soft folded wings. 
 
 
 

A Valediction  
 
 Elements from one to five, 
 When they’re in us, we’re alive, 
 When they scatter, scoot, depart, 
 What a shame, we fall apart. 
 
 Let the space between his ears 
 Head out to more lofty spheres, 
 Flames of lust will light the way, 
 Hot air fart his life away. 
 
 Liquid drips run through the door, 
 Smelly lumps drop on the floor. 
 The cure for this knows no magician, 
 He’ll have to try an electrician. 
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A Night At The Theatre  
 
MORALIST: In all my life I’ve never seen 
  Such putrid pornographic muck! 
  It makes me fume! It makes me green! 
  I’ll shut it out! I’ll hiss! I’ll duck! 
 
BUSINESSMAN: The profit margin’s much too tight, 
  Too risky for the likes of me, 
  The sky’s the limit if it’s right, 
  But if it’s not, the deep red sea! 
 
LUCIFER: Beelzebub, Mephisto, Nick: 
  Who needs them in this modern game? 
  Now devilment’s a human trick 
  – It’s good of you to take the blame! 
 
CRITIC: Farce after farce I’ve watched this week, 
  Not even one has made me laugh. 
  A good show’s worse – we hacks can’t sneak 
  Off home before the second half. 
 
SPECTATOR: Give me a simple, soapy plot, 
  This story’s too mercurial, 
  Too clever dick. I wish we’d got 
  These tickets for a musical. 
 
ACTOR: Don’t think we actors like this play, 
  And please don’t ask me what it means. 
  I just said “Yes” – I need the pay – 
  I’m in the bar between my scenes. 
 
SCHOLAR: If Goethe was alive today 
  He’d turn in his grave to see this show 
  – A travesty, we scholars say, 
  And we’re the only ones who know. 
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POET:  I’d always been the right wing sort 
  Until I had to rhyme “solution”, 
  I couldn’t stop, I never thought 
  – I’m recommending revolution! 
 
PESSIMIST: This isn’t funny, it’s full of gloom, 
  Despondency, doom, despair and sorrow, 
  It’s black as the wallpaper in my room. 
  The world will probably end tomorrow. 
 
BOYFRIEND: The theatre’s a splendid place 
  To take your darling on a date. 
  Ignore the play, dream off in space, 
  Hold hands, touch knees and wait, wait, wait! 
 
GIRLFRIEND: My fella likes his bit of art, 
  We get in free, an office perk. 
  I nod and smile and play my part 
  To get his spanner in my works. 
 
TOURIST: Is this the Andrew Lloyd Shakespeare show? 
  We’re tourists here, so we can’t tell. 
  The folks back home will want to know 
  – And tell us if it’s good as well. 
 
SOCIALIST: Dramatic dialectics call 
  For proletarian propositions, 
  A proper socialist creed. Now all 
  We need’s a decent Opposition. 
 
TORY:  So what if I’ve not seen it yet? 
  It stabs the nation in the back! 
  Prancing about in tights, I bet. 
  Rise up, ye patriots! Write! Attack! 
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3 Witches 
 
A WITCH: Round about the cauldron go, 
  Sausage rolls, crisps, peanuts throw, 
  Cheapest wine, flat lemonade, 
  Witches’ sangria is made. 

B WITCH: Bubble, bubble, Margaret Drabble. 

C WITCH: Doris Lessing. 

A WITCH:   Iris Murdoch. 

B WITCH: Filofax and cod fish finger, 
  Nosehair of an opera singer. 

C WITCH: Tongue of Marxist, dentist’s toe, 
  Sharon’s wedding video. 

A WITCH: When a pregnant girl skips by, 
  Skim the crust and let it dry. 

B WITCH: Tail of rabbit, horn of goat, 
  Kitten’s whiskers, old fur coat. 

C WITCH: Laxative, scourer, embrocation, 
  Artificial insemination. 

B WITCH: Yesterday’s half-eaten lunch. 

C WITCH: Frankenstein would like our punch. 

A WITCH: Here’s a batch we’ve brewed already. 

C WITCH: One swig makes your legs unsteady. 

B WITCH: Take a swig and shit for glory. 

A WITCH: That’s the way we make a Tory! 

 
 

A Mad Song 
 
 I wish I was a little bird, 
 A sparrow or a tit, 
 I’d fly away from cruel words, 
 Through prison bars I’d flit. 
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 I’d land upon a little cloud, 
 A lonely lump of white, 
 And perch and peck and chirp out loud 
 Except on Thursday nights. 
 
 

Lord Muckbrass and Lord Nose 
 

MUCKBRASS: We ride, we shoot, we know our family tree 

NOSE:  We stick to chums of proper pedigree. 

MUCKBRASS: Inbreeding, lisps and stutters, fancy balls. 

NOSE:  A public school to teach you bugger all. 

MUCKBRASS: We’re right, we’re white, we’re pro-South African. 

NOSE:  A dash of fascism becomes a man. 

 
 

A Ladiesõ Flower Song 
 
 Bluer than a pansy, always, always right, 
 All the red, red roses you have put to flight, 
 Braver than a poppy, never ever wrong, 
 Lily-livered lilies, you’ve taught to be strong. 
  
 Nosegays for our noses, posies for our poses, 
 You’re the pride and joy of good old English roses. 
 A laurel for a soldier, a shamrock for a joke, 
 You’re the hope and glory of all decent folk. 
 
 

A Wedding Song 
 
 O, your father’s downing wine, gin, whisky, sherry, beer, 
 And your mother’s made another Dead Sea with her tears, 
 But it can’t go wrong, 
 No, it won’t last long, 
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 If we just say cheese and cheers! 
 
(refrain) Yes, we’re grinning like gorillas, 
  Hearing conjugal advice: 
  “Is she a virgin? Quick, let’s grill her.” 
  “If you want to be happy, just be nice.” 
 
 Here come aunts and uncles nobody’s seen for years and years and years, 
 Say thank you for a fondue set, another one appears, 
 But it can’t go wrong, 
 No, it won’t last long, 
 If we just say cheese and cheers! 
 
 

An Italian Spin Doctorõs Sayings 
 
MAGGOT: Machiavelli? 

MACHIAVELLI:          Macho to my friends. 
* 

MACHIAVELLI: The rule of rulers is necessity, 
  Not what is right, but what will keep you strong. 

* 
  It’s better to be loved than to be hated 
  – When the people hate you, fear conspiracy! 

* 
  It’s better to be feared than to be loved 
  – Love is a fickle feeling, fear is faithful! 

* 
  Can he who never listens hear in time 
  The whisperings of danger on the wind? 

* 
  The ruler who is realistic rises, 
  The fool who is fanatical must fall. 
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3 Civil Servants, with impeccable sang -froid  
 
LEONORA: The harlot’s shriek, the marriage curse, 
  The country’s gone from bad to worse. 

ISABEL: The skinhead’s cry, the infant’s tear, 
  The mind-forged manacles of fear. 

CHRISTINA: The poor, the weak, the sick, the old 
  Punished for pitiless private gold. 

LEONORA: Nuclear families have had a meltdown. 

ISABEL: Nobody’s teaching tots to add or spell now. 

CHRISTINA: The sewage system’s going down the drain. 

LEONORA: The riot police are rioting again. 

ISABEL: Poll tax rebels are massing on the border. 

CHRISTINA: “Made in Britain” means it’s out of order. 

LEONORA: The post is always late. The traffic’s jammed. 

ISABEL: The inner cities are perfect, for the damned. 

CHRISTINA: As crime goes up and up, down goes detection. 

LEONORA: You can’t go out at night without protection. 

ISABEL: The hospitals would make the healthy sick. 

CHRISTINA: If Einstein went to school he’d come out thick. 

LEONORA: The young and old have both been made redundant. 

ISABEL: They laze in pubs. 

CHRISTINA:        Or at a tea and bun dance. 

LEONORA: If something isn’t done about it soon, 
  You won’t still be Prime Minister next June. 

 
 

Helen of Troy? 
 
 Was this the face that launched a thousand ships? 
 A sunburnt topless tart on valium! 
 



 

45 

 

A Classical Scene 
 
 Have a great time in Ancient Greece, 
 You sail off for the Golden Fleece, 
 Tie up the Minotaur with string, 
 Then hide inside the Wooden Thing. 
 
 Surfing on Aphrodite’s shell, 
 Gossiping with the ghosts of hell, 
 Then mate with swans and bulls and rivers 
 And serve a king his children’s livers. 
 
 Religious orgies all night long 
 – It’s more fun than the C of E – 
 Where oh where did it all go wrong? 
 I blame the permissive society! 
 
 

Heaven 
 
FAITH:  It’s nice up here, a lovely view 
  Of all the things you mortals do. 

HOPE:  We’re pure and good, but we can see 
  And have some fun vicariously. 

CHASTITY: Smirking at all you secret sinners, 
  Then back to heaven in time for dinner. 

FAITH: The moral of our story’s this: 
  If you wake up in heavenly bliss, 
  You never know who might be there. 

HOPE:  Don’t worry if it seems unfair. 

CHASTITY: We’ll give the bitch a taste of bliss divine 
  – Then let her see the special exit sign! 
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Black Goddess 
 
 
 Black Goddess, black 
 Because unknown, 
 Unknown because ignored, 
 "Venus am I, not common Venus, 
 No, Uranian Venus I, 
 I am the mother of my father, 
 I am holy night." 
 
 Mild moon, a sign of stars, 
 Stillness, a sense, a presence, 
 Black Venus, ministrant, firmamental, 
 Diffuse as dew, still sexual, 
 Celestial under the skin, 
 "Flesh of my flesh 
 The fruits of Earth 
 You eat." 
 
 Anima Mundi, 
 Whispered in thunder, 
 Moon-mother of the sun, 
 But cursed and scorned, Queen Whore, 
 Her statues smashed by drunken soldiers 
 From Babylon to Rome. 
 
 Goddess of harlots, goddess of scapegoats, 
 Worshipped by all that’s cursed and scorned, 
 By ugly gargoyles, clumsy goblins, 
 By leering hags and satyrs, 
 By our brute nakedness, 
 Blessing us, healing humankind 
 With kindness for our humanness, 
 With trust in holy life. 
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 "I am the black stone smoothed by hands 
 In a masculine oracle, 
 I am the idol who cups her breasts, 
 I am the number four. 
 I am the Shulamite, dark and comely, 
 I am Diotima, I am Sophia, 
 I am the Queen of Sheba, dancing, 
 Dancing, clacking my cloven hoof 
 Across the palace floor. 
 
 I am the midnight witch of heaven, 
 I am the monthly wine. 
 Am I the Mona Lisa too, 
 The painter’s sly self-portrait, 
 Or Kundry, changeling, strange seductress, 
 Giving the kiss of wisdom, 
 Seeking forgiveness for it? 
 Strangeness becomes me. 
 I am the future’s mystery, 
 The womb of intuition. 
 
 Devotion to me is called compassion, 
 Imperfect love of me can heal the world. 
 I am the humble, hidden wholeness, 
 I am an open window for the mind. 
 I am the bridge across which pleasure passes, 
 I am both truth and love. 
 
 I am the dignity of marriage, 
 I am the body of the soul, 
 I am the gentle light of shadows, 
 I am the eye’s acceptance." 
 
 The lightning flash that earths the night 
 Irradiates the heart. 
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 "I am presiding when you feel 
 The snake that slithers from the root, 
 The voice that speaks both yes and no, 
 The perpendicular breath. 
 
 I am presiding when you find 
 The garden of meeting, the garlanded door, 
 The red-robed woman’s virgin self, 
 The wise man’s playful child. 
 
 I bless you, 
 I bless you, 
 I bless you." 
 
 
 
 

Little Adam 
 
 
 Adam and Eve were brother and sister, 
 Mother was the tree, 
 Her breasts were two big globes of fruit 
 To eat and know and see. 
 
 But Father found out what they’d done 
 And jealousy scalded his eyes, 
 So now the children carry on 
 His fear of paradise. 
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Seeing 
 
 
 Our loves meet at the crossroads of our eyes, 
 Naked and tearful at this strange surprise. 
 
 “I am a lonely traveller,” one says, 
 “In search of a ghostly soul I waste my days.” 
 
 “That is my story too,” the other nods, 
 “How can we meet – like two one-and-only Gods?” 
 
 “That was our pride, because we were alone.” 
 And silently they gaze, are seen, are known 
 
 Uniquely, till, as messengers, they pass, 
 Still looking back to make the moment last. 
 
 So, unawares, they stumble on their goals 
 – The yours-and-mine of our incarnate souls. 
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Dramatis Personae 
 
 
 Until the prophet’s words can turn to tears, 
 He lingers in his wilderness, alone 
 With mental mirages, with childhood fears, 
 
 A desert canyon, bleached and dry as bone, 
 Teaching by emptiness his soul to see 
 The wisdom of Solomon, at Saturn’s throne. 
 
 Deep sleep, a fragment of eternity 
 – Fertilised by the bliss of pristine light – 
 Gives rise to dreams, to time, to memory, 
 
 Figments of fragments, strange as sister night, 
 The veins of silver in his psychic mine 
 – This desert blindness purifies his sight. 
 
 A sandstone rock, like some forgotten shrine, 
 Its dry eye gouged by winds, amidst the grey, 
 Bare red, is scarred by salts – an angel’s sign. 
 
 A rainbow child, the child of soul at play, 
 Twitches his hazel wand. But Saturn reigns, 
 Nothing is water, flesh is sterile clay, 
 
 The house is dark, the temple is profane. 
 Round the rock, though, like anchoritic daemons, 
 Six skinclad wildmen dance and chant for rain, 
 
 In bullcalf masks, with offerings of semen, 
 They worship cow-eyed Venus, muse of seers, 
 For sixteen months, by birth and fate’s agreement, 
 
 Until the prophet’s words can turn to tears 
 The frowning clouds that billow in the South, 
 Purple and pregnant, till at dusk appears 
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 The sphinx, the lion-woman, veiled and proud, 
 Enigma, anima. Her veils unwind 
 As sticky fig juice dribbles from her mouth. 
 
 His swollen eyes are kissed, his touch so blind 
 Is taught to see. Her love, her blessings snap 
 The hymen of his isolated mind. 
 
 Petals of pity fall at a thunderclap, 
 The hidden sap sprouts green, fruit buds on boughs 
 – His pagan face is part of Nature now, 
 Soft and serene – the desert of the gap 
 Blossoms as paradise. Sphinx-like, he hears 
 The roar of his words, the silence of his tears. 
 
 
 

Crucifixion And The Soul 
 
 
 Birth, and a crucifixion of the soul 
 On a reluctant cross of flesh and bone, 
 Hiding its hurt, its fear of being whole, 
 It learns the lie, cuts off, and is alone. 
 
 We blame the body, life, we long for death, 
 But crucifixion is the mind’s mistake, 
 Tensing itself against each unknown breath, 
 It makes its choice, to hang and brood and break. 
 
 This mortal cross, this body, is a tree 
 Waiting to blossom, for the sweetest fruits 
 – When the sap flows singing, tingling from its roots – 
 To ripen on its branches, to be free, 
 When the frightened soul feels safe at last, lets go 
 And lands, so soft, in the lap of life below. 
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The Gravity Of Life 
 
 
1st MAN: Man is an angel born without his wings, 
 Born here on Earth to find a way to heaven, 
 To free the spirit from its prison cell. 
 We have to make new wings – it can be done – 
 Wings of the mind, with white, immaculate feathers 
 Like rays of light. A pure and radiant being 
 Whose wings get finer and finer, bigger and bigger, 
 Till the body fades to dust, the spirit soars, 
 The Earth is just an astronaut’s blue ball 
 Floating in space, and infinite space is yours. 
 Then space itself dissolves, all distance, time, 
 Even the last faint loneliness of form, 
 And all there is, is pure infinity, 
 And you are infinite eternal Being. 
 Music of heaven plays and you are music, 
 Its saffron breezes ripple, rainbows glint 
 In diamond light, intelligences dance 
 In pristine harmony, in perfect bliss. 
 
2nd MAN: Man is an angel born without his wings? 
 Do angels shit, then? Shit, at least, exists. 
 Man is a beast! A stinking piece of meat, 
 A miserable, earthbound murderer. 
 Talk about spirit? Spirit is a cloud 
 That’s blown in from the sea, and then it rains, 
 It rains and we get wet and walk in mud 
 To nowhere. Nowhere! What’s the point of trying? 
 We’re rotten apples on a rotten tree, 
 Genetic failures every generation. 
 And if we’re not, society soon makes us. 
 Who’ll hold the social ladder while we climb it? 
 You get just high enough to break your neck, 
 It’s kicked out from the wall, and down you go. 
 We’re set an upper limit, in the gutter, 
 But kings and queens are in it with us too, 
 Down with the gutter rats. You’ll never change it, 
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 So drink to it! And while we’re drinking, dream. 
 You dream of wings, I’ll dream of revolutions 
 That never come, if onlys, might have beens, 
 Heavens of gold and haloes made of shit. 
 A drink and a dream. A drink and dream and drown. 
 
WOMAN: Man is an angel born without his wings? 
 Man is a beast? You men are all the same! 
 Denial of the body, of the spirit, 
 I don’t know which is worse – they both mean death. 
 And we’re alive, we’re full of life, and life 
 Is full and sweet. Why try to rise above it? 
 A woman knows the gravity of life. 
 That new life falls, is born, then breathes and grows, 
 That true contentment, happiness that lasts, 
 Settles like snow, falls softly in your heart. 
 We fall in love. And I, I must confess, 
 Am a fallen woman – a temple dancer too. 
 How can I tell you? 
 I think we spend our whole lives being born. 
 The body enters first, the senses follow, 
 A mind appears, an ego, then we wait, 
 Maybe for years, the hardest birth of all: 
 The hidden child, our inner self, our soul 
 Becomes incarnate, strong and clear enough 
 To live in freedom, unity and bliss. 
 It’s what we’ve fallen here from heaven for. 
 It’s what we’re human for. It seems to me, 
 That spirit must transform itself to soul, 
 That soul is both the spirit and the body, 
 That body is pure energy, that life 
 Is all of these and more, that a human life 
 Is the most precious gift there is. It’s yours. 
 Don’t waste it for a romance with the gutter, 
 Or a pristine heaven. Don’t transcend the body 
 – Embody the Transcendent here on Earth. 
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Lead 
 
 I lie in bed 
 Like lead 
 In monster muck 
 I’m stuck 
 A sleepy lump 
 Or hump 
 I can’t be me 
 Or free 
 Until what blocks 
 Unlocks 
 Until what’s trapped 
 Is tapped 
 Till all my fears 
 Show tears 
 Then I’ll be free 
 And me 
 I’ll be awake 
 And break 
 This little fate 
 To wait 
 I’ll have and hold 
 Like gold 
 A happy life 
 A wife 
 A play on stage 
 And page 
 And with these schemes 
 These dreams 
 This poem too 
 Like glue 
 Or lead 
 I lie in bed 
 Instead 
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The Hare And The Tortoise 
 
 
 Mind is a hare, as crazy, quick and clever, 
 Darting, dashing, in high, fantastic play 
 – It touches heaven, sees a bright forever, 
 Before a new thought scurries it away. 
 
 The body is a tortoise, slow and steady, 
 Transforming at its own devoted pace 
 – It knows that it will get there when it’s ready 
 And lets the free mind think it wins the race. 
 
 
 
 

The Choice Now 
 
 
  "The intellect of man is forced to choose 
     Perfection of the life, or of the work." 
                        ð Yeats: The Choice 
 
 The things that fell apart now draw together, 
 So what was perfect must become complete. 
 The busy mind that lets the body wither, 
 The heart that rages in the dark, soon cheat 
 The flight of truth their sacrifice would feather. 
 The only choice is all or nothing now 
 – A golden apple needs a golden bough. 
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Goodness And Truth 
 
 
 It’s better to be good than to be nice, 
 For nice is virtue painted over vice, 
 And nicer still means nastier inside, 
 But good is good, with nothing bad to hide. 
 
 It’s better to be truthful, though, than good, 
 To do what’s right, or what we feel we should. 
 Arjuna on the battlefield chose right: 
 When goodness said do nothing, truth said fight. 
 
 
 
 

Andromeda 
 
 
 I am the hero who, in my small boat, 
 Braving the storm, with shield and shining sword, 
 Severed through steely scales the sea snake’s throat 
 Like a midwife slicing an umbilical cord. 
 Dragon blood bubbles on the foaming waves, 
 Glistening in the sunlight of my mind, 
 The sea song echoes in the coral caves: 
 "Mother is dead." I step ashore and find 
 I am Andromeda, and still in chains. 
 I seek the key: the rigid king who reigns 
 Is melted from my muscles till they feel, 
 Till soul and senses glow, till nerves and veins 
 Taste what I see – erotic, truthful, real – 
 The magical marriage after the ordeal. 
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Fountain Of The Virgin 
 
 
 A fountain is a virgin, whose bright stream 
 Is self-replenishing, by flowing freely, 
 Raining upon itself eternally. 
 I found it in the centre of a garden 
 Of the philosophers, amidst red roses, 
 And drank its water, beautiful and pure. 
 This secret garden is the conscious body, 
 Where nature, art and science play together 
 In sensual harmony, whose fountain is 
 The radiant breath, the deep and cleansing song, 
 Whose spirit in the half-light of the flesh 
 Makes newfound senses stir. It’s said, the sun 
 Drowns in the fountain of Mercurius, 
 Ego releases in a bath of pleasure 
 And is transformed into a trinity 
 Of magical perception, one in all. 
 The plume of spray that feeds the pool below 
 Showers from heart and mouth and eyes and skin, 
 In laughter, tears, in shivers of delight. 
 The pool is life, the earth on which I stand, 
 Or my own earth, my lap, my root, my belly, 
 Where pleasure is created, Vedic Soma, 
 The milk and honey of the holy ones. 
 This is the taste of touch, the taste of kisses, 
 The moment of nakedness, when by its light 
 At the gateway of two gardens we can see, 
 Amidst red roses, crystalline with spray, 
 The fountain is the virgin of our love. 
 
 



 

58 

 

Merlin 
 
 Merlin is merry 
 Merlin is wise 
 His snow-white beard 
 His sparkling eyes 
 As sharp as truth 
 As sweet as dreams 
 Of midnight love 
 By forest streams 
 His manly breasts 
 His female phallus 
 Greener than gold 
 In Arthur’s palace 
 

 Merlin performs 
 Participates 
 Transforms himself 
 Through friendly fates 
 By being all 
 And magic wish 
 To hawk or dragon 
 Goat or fish 
 So fights the witch 
 And frees the boy 
 A game of sex 
 A war of joy 
 

 Merman and moonman 
 He floats and flies 
 He sees himself 
 Through upturned eyes 
 His round mouth speaks 
 And chimes and purrs 
 His lambent fire-breath 
 Softly stirs 
 The soul of nature 
 By its art 
 To bring creation 
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 From his heart 
 
 Then Merlin rides 
 A milk-white mare 
 To meet the stranger 
 Proudly bare 
 Who summons him 
 To her dark side 
 To worship her 
 As husband-bride 
 And as they dance 
 And gently play 
 The angels’ song 
 Makes asses bray 
 
 
 
 

Senex 
 
 
 Behind the angry man who grits his teeth 
 To stop each strange emotion springing out 
 – An old boy battling his mother-body – 
 The hateful senex lurks: the hidden will, 
 The spiritual father of the father, 
 Ruling by fear, sclerotic, rigid, cold. 
 
 Through slits of wizened eyes he peers and smiles, 
 A blank and barren rictus of contempt, 
 Or nervously he cackles for a moment 
 Before returning to his silent hate: 
 Hatred of sex and women, moon and water, 
 Horror of youth and heroes, stone and sickle. 
 
 The senex eats the son, for fear that he’ll castrate 
 – The son whose birth alone can free him from his fate. 
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A Babyõs Story 
 
 
 I’m three months young, on a yellow shawl 
 Of the evening sun’s last rays I lie, 
 Though knowing little, feeling all, 
 Soul soft, I quiver as I cry. 
 
 What does it mean? Not bath or bed, 
 This eerie bleat, nor soggy bum, 
 Nor stomach wailing to be fed, 
 Nor cry of heart till comfort comes. 
 
 No, not for hush-child words to drown, 
 Nor inbred tricks to steal astray, 
 This keening from the pliant crown 
 Through which the world still finds a way. 
 
 It is the history of pain 
 I feel in our humanity. 
 Stifle it, though, this shocking stain 
 On family normality. 
 
 Mother! Too false to understand, 
 Too terrorstruck to sympathise, 
 She snatches back her holding hands 
 As hateful wildness splays her eyes. 
 
 This is a feeling not to feel. 
 So check each new one as it starts, 
 And never hurt, and never heal 
 The lonely cry that haunts my heart. 
 



 

61 

 

Children 
 
 
 The baby was too dangerous, too fierce, 
 A curse of nature on their happy dream: 
 In fear and rage his coal-black eyes would pierce 
 From need to need, from child to child, his scream 
 Of helpless knowledge of their darkest truths, 
 His hateful hunger, all his strange uniqueness... 
 How easy, though, to stifle as you soothe, 
 How eerie the temptation of his weakness: 
 A perfect mother, neither loved nor lost, 
 To pay the price that their own childhood cost. 
 
 The sweat of rain hung heavy on the night, 
 A high wind thinned the clouds, the stars’ pale light 
 Shone on a fresh-dug gravepit, dark and deep, 
 Beyond the brooding shadow of their home. 
 Without a prayer, their baby, still alive, 
 Was buried in their garden, in the loam 
 Where strawberries would ripen, sweet and red. 
 But not by them. By instinct, to survive, 
 He crawled out there alone and dug the grave 
 With tiny hands, then sank into a sleep 
 So deep he dreamed their dream, and ran and played 
 And ate the strawberries his flesh had fed. 
 The baby, once so dangerous, so wild, 
 Had turned into an imitation child. 
 
 Mars in midheaven, nature in the earth, 
 And raw, rebellious sexuality 
 Convulsed a second, adolescent birth. 
 Confused, a stranger to his family, 
 He hid, a lonely star in his own room, 
 Wrote clumsy lyrics, fanned by teenage fire, 
 Learning imagination through desire. 
 Still stained by roots and soil from his cold womb, 
 He left home, with a sad, sepulchral air 
 Of fear that frightened, need that fought off care. 
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 What should he do? Perfect his poetry, 
 Monk-like, inspired by the intensity 
 Of loneliness? Let work become the child 
 And sacrifice it from his life? Or else 
 Marry a victim of the same sweet dream, 
 Deny the first child in the fathered child, 
 Stifle his scream by stifling its scream 
 – Frown in its mirror at his secret self – 
 Another link in the ancestral chain 
 Of need depriving need, of pain from pain? 
 
 Or, naked as the morning, face his fears, 
 His pain, the imperfections of the whole, 
 Enter the garden womb again, for years, 
 With tears for rain and starlight from his soul, 
 This time, though, consciously and not alone. 
 Healers and witnesses and his own mind 
 – As images emerge from the unknown – 
 Are with the child, accepting all he finds, 
 Peeling each membrane off the chrysalis, 
 Freeing the bright-winged butterfly of bliss. 
 
 Skin intimate in moonlight, silver treasure 
 In a dark church, the past at peace, two lovers 
 Open their hearts in oracles of touch, 
 Till every muscle memory brings pleasure, 
 Till their free flowing bodies, wise in wonder, 
 Thrill to the friction of each moment’s life. 
 Then lovers’ lips can taste like mother’s breast, 
 Sweetly, no flush of shame, no fumbled rush. 
 Child-mother, mother-child are husband, wife, 
 Whatever either is or needs or feels, 
 The other also is and gives and heals. 
 Then life is mother too: the cosmic night 
 They watch and feel connected to and blessed, 
 The crescent moon, their bodies’ sheath of light. 
 Then children, their genetic flesh, can be 
 Unique and other, needy, equal, free. 
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Falling 
 
 
 I used to fall in love against the law 
 Of gravity, a spiritual flight 
 On frightened wings, and soulblind eyes that saw 
 Through beauty into stratospheres of light. 
 
 Is that what love is? First sight certainty, 
 Reflecting to perfection an ideal. 
 Or is this love? To think and ask and see, 
 Not knowing, simply feeling something real. 
 
 And falling, to the ground, the present place 
 From where all truthful magic has to go. 
 No need to fly through solitudes of space 
 When starlight falls to earth like early snow. 
 
 
 
 

Solstice Of The Century 
 
 
 Darkness of holocaust and war, 
 Through desert, jungle, steppe, sea, sky, 
 Machine guns clatter, bombers roar 
 And millions of victims die. 
 
 Alone amidst the forest prey 
 A Vedic master sternly fights 
 Through ignorance to find a way 
 To lead the cold world to pure light. 
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Walls (Spring 1990) 
 
 
 The poison of a paranoid dictator’s 
 Seductive fantasies of safe revenge 
 – Annihilation of the innocent – 
 Made cultured Europe spew up wastes of hell, 
 Old cities burning, cold black swamps of blood 
 And factories of death, where stonefaced killers 
 Slaughtered whole peoples in a maelstrom of 
 Obedience, efficiency and evil 
 – A consummation of our ancient hates. 
 
 The war was won, and Europe split in two 
 – Its petrified division like a pain – 
 The flower of its future generation 
 Torn from the stem, the best killed by the worst. 
 Where was the next Picasso? Gassed at Auschwitz. 
 The new Stravinsky? Lost at Stalingrad. 
 The Yeats, the Rilke? Shot down on a raid. 
 
 Out of the ruins rose a gentler god, 
 Materialism, the ration-book religion, 
 And, as a psychic war memorial 
 – A shadow of the nightmare of the dead 
 From which we’ve yet to wake – the desolation 
 Of life behind a second, inner wall, 
 Grey as defeat, beyond which lies the soul, 
 The real imagination of the spirit. 
 
 So poets, painters did the best they could, 
 Making a virtue of the commonplace, 
 The unextraordinary – spade and shed – 
 A democratic dogma of description, 
 Or else pure paint, the word as abstract word, 
 An art of intellect and irony. 
 And what had once been their experience 
 – Genius, greatness, inspiration, truth – 
 Became mere concepts, feared, contaminated 
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 By shrieking leaders. 
 
                        One wall has been breached. 
 Now, artists, seekers, breach the inner wall, 
 Explore, discover, dare! Be infinite! 
 Meditate, dream, imagine, learn to play 
 The archetypal theatre of the body, 
 And dispossess the demagogic dead 
 Of the works of art they looted from the soul, 
 Restore them, purified, where they belong, 
 To radiate nobility and beauty. 
 
 Now, in our global neighbourhood of nations, 
 Advanced and atavistic, where all cultures, 
 All visions, all religions need to learn 
 The tolerance to live in peace together, 
 Show us a true democracy of spirit, 
 True unity through its diversity 
 – Only our own unique experience 
 Can know the universal Absolute. 
 
 Tell us the journey, show each strange perception 
 – A sudden glimpse of particles, the glow 
 Of consciousness at rest, new depths, new spaces, 
 Our human heavens, harmony and wholeness, 
 The golden cords of intimacy – sing 
 Romantic earth-enraptured healing songs! 
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God: A Sonnet 
 
 
 For years I’ve played a cool linguistic game 
 Of abstract, secular theology, 
 Defusing the Divine with subtle names 
 From Latin, Sanskrit, depth psychology. 
 But now, as though unveiled through drab dusk rain, 
 The crudest monosyllable of all 
 Appears before me: God. Grey, guttural, 
 Uncarved, like verbal granite, clean and plain, 
 No sect name daubed, no cosmic king or queen’s 
 Earthly appearances, no attributes 
 That anyone with half a brain refutes. 
 A wordless word. But I know what it means. 
 I shout it – Gu, O, Du – and dance a jig. 
 Such a small word to show me what’s so big! 
 
 
 

Blakeõs London 
 
 
Heat off the concrete, fumes of cars, the summer’s seething tourist tide 
– This is the London I call home, and yet, in more than name, 
This is the London still where Blake’s imagination prophesied. 
Its homelessness and shabbiness and squalor are the same, 
But more than that, the spilling soul learns fullness from the city, 
So full of all experience, of energy, emotion, sex, 
Flashes of beauty, playfulness, community and pity 
Like sunlight on its human stream, its crazy fashions to perplex 
Too serious ascetics to a true bewilderment! 
Impatience, sorrow, anger too, temptations to indulge/resist, 
All test how true the soul’s work is, how strong embodiment. 
One of its golden builders, then, or backstreet alchemist, 
I use its freedom, privacy to sense my inner bride, 
And write, grow, while a neighbour yells, a revving car thumps rap outside 
– Our overlapping souls are all the Londons that exist. 
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Meeting 
 
 
 For two human beings mysteriously 
  and unexpectedly to meet, 
 To stand face to face, completely still, 
  and through each otherness, 
   each lost unknowingness, 
 To learn attentive love, 
 To build, like Blake’s golden builders, 
  a sacred dwelling place 
   of listening and truth, 
 To celebrate in it a profanely playful, 
  ever-changing communion, 
   as innocent as brave, 
 An intimacy far deeper 
  than familiarity, 
 For two human beings to meet 
  and simply be themselves, 
   really willing to be loved, 
 For such a state of grace, such a miracle 
  to happen in this world, 
 What wonders must we accomplish, 
  what other miracles first? 
 Though only something so simple, 
  simple as Brahman itself, 
   could be so difficult for us. 
 
 What an intricacy of chances, 
  coincidental fates, 
 What transits of Venus or Saturn 
  initiate the moment 
   that passes in a nervous dream, unless, 
 Ready somehow, we wake 
  to our full loneliness? 
 Though how many doubtful, reluctant ghosts, 
  till the telling of their story sets them free, 
 Mutely deny our hearts, 
  to their own sorrow too? 
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 Fossilised strata of long-dead lives 
  our bodies need to break through, 
 A soldier’s panic, suspended in slaughter, 
  an eleventh century cleric’s 
   religious hatred of women, 
 A demon’s rejection of love. 
 
 And all these are the child, the bruised survivor 
  of the journey through giant land, 
 Whose makeshift suit of armour 
  we’ve grown too big to need 
   but still feel safe inside, 
 Whose battles we keep fighting 
  for fear of repetition. 
 Only the child can heal the child. How else 
  can we ever change the past 
   into eternity? 
 
 How many masks have to peel from the face 
  for true transparency? 
 All the layers of forbidden emotion, 
  the lineaments of ridiculed desire: 
 Now a permanent frown or ticking nerve, 
  a rigid cheek or jaw, 
 Or an anxious, sexless expression, 
  forlornly seeking erotic peace, 
   the redemption of the body. 
 
 What persuades a bitter mouth 
  to release its succulence, 
 Or the eyes’ opacity 
  to shine like pure, deep wells 
   of personality, 
 Or the choked and guilty voice 
  to cry at last and sing 
   its own original song? 
 
 In the sky invisible armies 
  of angels and demons fight, 
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 Swirling like clouds of smoke and light, 
  or the final spiritual battle 
   in the Ramayana, 
 And the Earth seems to feel the shock 
  of a sudden conjunction of feelings 
   like the tearing of a veil. 
 
 But the night itself is clear, the rising moon 
  icy and bright, 
   the dark streets phosphorescent, 
 And the glittering choir of stars, 
  like tears in the winter wind, 
   hums, too high to hear, 
 To the restless, growling city. 
 
 The truth is, no more miracles are needed 
  than these, that we are too, 
   for such a meeting, 
 Only more humble heartwork, 
  faith in our fruitfulness, 
 Till we feel for real 
  why love is right, 
   the simple paradox of unity. 
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Perceptions 

 
 My elbow cracks the table and I feel 
 I’ve hit a solid thing (materialism 
 Is such a painful fallacy!) when really 
 I’ve only elbowed particles and space, 
 Vibrating for convenience as form, 
 A probability of energy, 
 Or consciousness in its objective state. 
 

 They say that an enlightened human being 
 Can see, beneath the myth of surfaces, 
 The underlying absolute of life. 
 This isn’t true. Their seeing is non-seeing, 
 It doesn’t see a thing, it sees itself, 
 What was perception is experience. 
 The difference is that experience 
 Participates, is unified and real, 
 As myths are real, as worldly life is too. 
 I mean that there is nothing underlying 
 That isn’t surface too, no absolute 
 That isn’t all the relative as well, 
 By definition, by experience. 
 

 So when someone enlightened bangs a table 
 (Is clumsiness still possible? Discuss!) 
 What happens? Is the bump of bone on wood, 
 Which doesn’t really hurt, a human fact, 
 Or merely a magician’s clever trick, 
 A piece of stagecraft by infinity? 
 

 I think that absolute reality 
 Makes everything more real, but frees it too, 
 That nothing we can see of life already 
 Will disappear, but more, far more appears, 
 That consciousness in its subjective state, 
 My indestructible eternal being, 
 Becomes objective too, precipitates 
 Into existence to experience 
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 How all the world is also absolute. 
 
 Perhaps, then, when a fully conscious soul 
 Knocks on a table (accident or séance?) 
 Its purpose is to teach/re-teach this truth. 
 Or life is playful, telling with a smile 
 A cosmic joke we still can’t understand 
 – That tables have a sense of humour too. 
 
 
 
 

Conception And The Self 
 
 
 In a between-time’s dreamy distillation, 
 A dawn or dusk that is both hour and feeling, 
 Through intuition, body-memory, 
 Dimly, instinctively, can we remember 
 The moment of creation, our conception 
 Amidst our parents’ pleasure or distress, 
 The accident of egg and sperm, the instant 
 When our eternal being turned to flesh? 
 
 What value might it have? What happened when 
 Pure consciousness, conceived, became embodied, 
 May hold a key that helps us to unlock 
 Unconsciously our deep reluctance to 
 Open our bodies to that consciousness, 
 To freedom, bliss and immortality 
 – The ancient wisdom of the truth of life. 
 
 What happened? means Who are we? Soulless seeds, 
 The produce of our parents, nothing more? 
 We only know what we experience 
 – If this is our experience, it’s true – 
 Meat or machine, it doesn’t really matter, 
 The mind is merely biochemical, 
 Its heritage, if any, all genetic, 
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 Its function to read social stimuli. 
 An object-consciousness of thoughts and things, 
 A thing itself, with no sense of existence 
 Beyond this single span, brand-new, from nothing, 
 To nothing it returns. The story stops. 
 
 Or, second guess, when our somatic seed 
 – Following, say, a Sunday’s games in bed – 
 Was first created, germing in the womb, 
 The cosmic purpose, prescient as ever, 
 Precisely tuned, told our immortal soul 
 To parachute to Earth and take possession 
 Of a new suit of clothes, a vehicle 
 Which isn’t really ours – the opposite 
 Denial, not of spirit, but of body. 
 The fruit of this denial may well be 
 – As any Neo-Platonist will tell you – 
 Mental enlightenment, but this, though perfect, 
 Is abstract, it is incomplete and only 
 A blissful alienation from the body, 
 Free floating, out of touch with human life 
 – Not full enlightenment, not unity. 
 
 The body, though, our flesh of family, 
 Is also the expression of our self, 
 Our waking dream, the truth of who we are. 
 Which means our soul could not arrive politely 
 After the primal scene, to meet a stranger 
 – It took part in the shock of our conception, 
 The inner sexual act of egg and sperm, 
 Incestuously. And out of its collusion 
 Came something strange, with eyes just like our father, 
 Our mother’s nose, and in our nerves and bones 
 Patterns of all our former lives, the fruit 
 Of our eternal self’s pure omnipresence. 
 
 This also means the truly primal passage 
 Isn’t the journey out, from womb to world, 
 But more mysterious, the transformation 
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 Of absolute to foetus, soul to flesh 
 – The moment individuality 
 Became a personality, and found 
 A most familiar new home, and fell 
 Into an amniotic soup of fear, 
 Confusion and denial… Lucky soul! 
 Its deepest karma concretised, made real 
 Here in our life, to be released, as it 
 Could not be, say, on holiday in heaven, 
 The difficult but not impossible 
 – Though stranger things can happen, evolution 
 Produces Michelangelo and Mozart 
 From crude amphibians, eventually. 
 
 A quick glance in a mirror, though, soon shows 
 Another body than our baby birth, 
 Not one cell still the same, bone, heart or brain 
 – This too, too solid flesh dissolves, renews 
 In our own image, from some inner blueprint, 
 An ever-flowing river of reflection. 
 Even when we stop growing, we keep changing, 
 Self-replicating, cell by cell, exactly. 
 
 Where does this blueprint live? Not in the body, 
 Or it would soon be torn up and destroyed, 
 Lost in the dust of dead cells. Nor the mind, 
 Or else the mind could alter it at will. 
 It is a filter on the very edge 
 Of consciousness, a sort of stained-glass window 
 Through which eternal light can shine, or rather, 
 An all-too-human prism, full of flaws, 
 Through which pure energy, as though perversely, 
 Constantly recreates our limitations 
 – Each mole, each scar, a cramped, contorted body, 
 The confines of the mind. 
                             And yet, this filter, 
 Which is what really is conceived, I’m sure, 
 Like gold, can be transmuted, made eternal, 
 The way the blueprint changes for a scar, 



 

74 

 

 By working at the edge of consciousness 
 – Where consciousness is body, body conscious – 
 The virtual, the level of surrender, 
 Of archetypes and miracles and love. 
 Yes, love lives there too, as at every threshold, 
 When bristling awe, a moment of suspension 
 And separation, speechless and afraid, 
 Dissolves in union and through we go, 
 Over the rainbow bridge, from me to you, 
 From absolute to foetus, mind to body, 
 Then body-mind to absolute again 
 – A conscious being is conceived at last. 
 
 There, through the subtle paradox of twilight, 
 Our individual immortal self 
 Finds, in the form of its own timeless presence 
 And unity with all the universe, 
 The truth of its immaculate, genetic, 
 Karmic and still more curious conception 
 – And at that moment of experience 
 Crosses the final threshold into life. 
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Spiritual Freedom And Spiritual Pleasure 
 

 
 Had I been born in India, I think 
 How innocently I could meditate, 
 How anyone around would shrug or wink, 
 Should I begin to glow or levitate 
  – They’ve seen or heard it all before and know 
  It’s just a part of life’s great mystic show. 
 
 And I could see Mohammed, Buddha, Christ, 
 Quite happily, as my experience, 
 My  vision, with a term to categorise 
 Its mode and tone, its subtle psychic sense 
  – An open mind to all celestial beings, 
  To goddesses and gods, to simply seeing. 
 
 But here I am in England, holding tight 
 Against this synaesthetic sense of wonder, 
 My teeth clenched, stomach clamped in reflex fight, 
 Frightened of helpless, premature surrender. 
  What would I be? A threat to Western thought? 
  Or Mystic Lite, a freak for tabloid sport? 
 

 This is the fruit of rigid dogmatism 
 – An angry Father threatening damnation – 
 Suspicion, fear, constricted egotism 
 Stopping me on the brink of incarnation. 
  When every inner state must fit a creed, 
  The spirit’s faculties are atrophied. 
 

 The Jewish prophet authorised by Paul 
 For Roman purposes, the living myth 
 – Divine nativity within the soul – 
 Spawned too the medieval monolith, 
  Fanatical and cruel, putrid, blind, 
  That terrorised the European mind, 
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 Murdered us too. I feel the black moraine 
 Of karmic or genetic memory, 
 Taut in each cell, of real and earthly pain 
 We suffered for each harmless heresy 
  – Witches, Cathars, philosophers and pagans, 
  Tortured and burnt by pious human satans. 
 

 The truth is, no religion is elect, 
 In God’s eyes all are equal, all are ways, 
 No petty spite of time or tribe rejects, 
 No jealousy or wrath pollutes pure grace. 
  This universe so vast, this world so small, 
  The Absolute is welcome to us all. 
 

 I think this, but instinctively still tense 
 In panic, till, by patient healing art, 
 Free thought is also free experience, 
 Till love’s acceptance melts my willing heart 
     – Then ecstasies, nymphs, angels, come what may, 
  Self is the truth, the moment is its play. 
 
 
 

Inner Passages 
 
 
 Weird fossils petrified in fist-tense muscles 
 Strain, ache. To gasp, gulp, scream. Choke. Silence. Strain? 
 Fear of annihilation. 
                         Soul’s Salome 
 Brutally breaks her dance. The prophet’s prison, 
 The cistern lid shuts, dead tears’ salt sclerosis.  
 Never the seventh veil, the great illusion, 
 Our debt of faith. 
                 In the primeval belly, 
 A terror trapdoor, iron box of rage, 
 The safe familiarity of pain, 
 Not freedom. 
         Please. The mother-moment. No. 
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 Remember. What if? No. 
                                     To sleep, to dream... 
 
 What is now is what was. The past dissolves, 
 Tendons untwist, bones melt, deep psychic seeds 
 Are burnt by psychic flames, the path is safe 
 – Shankara’s snake, old rope in morning light. 
 
 To laugh with life. Compassionately. Well? 
 
 More magic. Box and trapdoor turn to props, 
 The zany spangled helper smiles (surprise!) 
 But there’s a way, of course, a map and method, 
 Secret and simple, innocent as riddles, 
 Patient and slow. 
     The single trick is truth, 
 Its sudden touch, electric naked love 
 That knows, profoundly knows, and then the yes, 
 The resonating yes in every cell. 
 
 The Goddess is the darkness, velvet-soft, 
 Radiant. Rage is worship. Fear has built 
 A sturdy temple. Lilac petals carpet 
 The hidden corner.  
                             Wild priestesses call her, 
 A warm breeze ebbs and flows through empty windows, 
 The ugly gnomes grunt happily. Her world. 
 
 Am I a man now? Wise immortal Adam 
 Worshipping Eve. The fourfold female-male, 
 Quietly dancing, hero of surrender, 
 A golden-thighed philosopher of satyrs 
 – Seraphic, lion-laughing, lotus flower – 
 A porous cup that holds the infinite, 
 Flavours it, earth-rich. 
                             Vulva-like, the soul, 
 Alone in darkness, waits, a subtle vigil 
 Of blindness learning trust, to sense the breath 
 Of long-lost birth-release, to feel the bliss 
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 Of love’s lightwaves across the Absolute, 
 Willingly waits. To wear the white light’s raiment 
 – Shadows that stain the aura washed away – 
 A shining child-bride of inflooding Goddess. 
 
 Ecstatic beauty contemplates the night, 
 Self-knowledge, light through space, a pleasure-ocean, 
 Created by... for... 
                        Modest as a thought, 
 An inner icon, never even stirring 
 The true self-absorption of the mystery 
 – One of the thousand presences that bless us 
 To be the minds of life, as parents watch 
 Children outgrow them, not expecting worship 
 But freedom, new, all-loving generation, 
 Briefly incarnate. 
                   On the edge of knowing, 
 What’s possible must fall into the void, 
 Become a state. 
              But can it? Is the end 
 A tragic heroism to be proud of, 
 The failure of the seeker? 
                                  Or the truth 
 Made somehow bearable, like Dante’s vision 
 Of suffering as cosmic comedy. 
 Not only ours – that soon becomes the past – 
 But all the troubles of our tortured world. 
 
 No, we discover its duality, 
 The dying pain of pure, eternal beings, 
 And love it – love’s compassion, love’s delight – 
 Love it all. 
             Cold October’s fading days, 
 Fermenting, muddy leaves. Eat, sleep, see friends, 
 Walk on the hillside, wait. 
                    The sacred image 
 Passes as we pass through, the silent likeness 
 – Blue Goddess of the universal heart, 
 The dark-truth, golden-glowing Goddess Mâ. 
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Modern Mystics 
 

I. 
 
 We modern mystics chase the ancient goal 
 Of freedom with sophisticated souls, 
 Hoping for timeless pleasure, boundless grace 
 In cars and offices, at concerts, plays. 
 But each enlightened being is unique, 
 And what we are we bring to what we seek, 
 Hamlet and Faust, cold science, burning heart, 
 The romance of the mind, the broken art 
 Of the brutal century we also bring 
 – Then bliss, we hear a choir of angels sing, 
 See spiritual Nature, smell a thought – 
 Subtle and complex may be what we’ve brought, 
 Far less, though, than the simple mystery 
 Of wholeness: holiness and history. 
 But still, it means we’ve lost the will to damn, 
 And gained a true religious state: "I am". 
 

II. 
 
 Seekers like us, which turning should we take 
 To make the eggshell of the ego break 
 And hatch us into universal being? 
 Does city life prevent the spirit seeing 
 Reality, the omnipresent light? 
 Is fasting or renunciation right 
 For us, to give up Mozart, live in caves, 
 Ignore the news and meditate on graves? 
 Must we perfect ascetic self-control, 
 Or is control what stops us being whole? 
 It seems to me, our path to unity 
 Is through devotion to duality. 
 Our other may be God or Absolute 
 – Wise women tired of men may choose this route – 
 Or just as paradoxical, unknown, 
 But closer, human: heartbeats not our own, 
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 Dreams behind quick-winged eyelids. Do we dare 
 Surrender to an intimate stranger’s care, 
 Care too? When true devotion flows both ways, 
 A worship of equals, tender touch, pure gaze 
 Set our souls free, heal all we’re frightened of 
 – The floodgates of infinity are love. 
 
 
 

After Arcadia 
 

I. 
 
 The orderly perfection of pure light 
 Presents, for human eyes, in star-rich space 
 A temple of Apollo, calm and right, 
 Where constellations wheel in destined duty 
 – Life’s truth, on this vast scale, is simple grace, 
 And I feel infinite to see such beauty. 
 

II. 
 
 Dark lightning of a Dionysian fire 
 Strikes me: the heart’s free will, the old surprise, 
 Impossible, implacable, the undesired desire... 
 Transforming truth breaks through where no star shone, 
 A human, soul-rich beauty, eyes to eyes, 
 Shatters the temple of the moment gone. 
 

III. 
 
 Thunderclouds storm the sky, cold rain in May 
 Batters the sleeping flowers to the soil, 
 Then stops. Who knows which feelings root, which stay? 
 I’m happy, though, more holy mystery 
 In clouds, heart, rain than sang from cosmic coil 
 – A moment is greater than eternity. 
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IV. 
 
 Even at night, the infinite is light, 
 But shadows steal like strangers through the day, 
 Our partners. Choose. Which sacrifice? Which rite? 
 Safety of sacred science or pure chance, 
 Heartfall, as every moment slips away, 
 Renews unknown, and, possibly, may dance. 
 
 
 

Beauty: A Dialogue With Plotinus 
 
 
PLOTINUS: Beauty, like any faith, has form and formless, 
  The highest, most sublime and most exclusive, 
  And crude folk-worship, amulets and idols 
  – Icons amidst the ugliness of Earth. 

ME:  The lyric of a line, the symmetry 
  Of cheeks and chin. 

PLOTINUS:                          The virtue of a saint? 

ME:  Not any more. 

PLOTINUS:                  But art and sex don’t change. 

ME:  Beauty embarrasses artists too now. 

PLOTINUS:                                                 Good! 

ME:  Why do you say that? 

PLOTINUS:                                   If it means those madmen 
  Leave it in peace. 

ME:                   And stop expressing it? 

PLOTINUS: The inexpressible! That’s why they’re mad, 
  They copy it in impure forms and fail. 
  Better to leave the world and live in beauty 
 – The liberated spirit swims in bliss. 
  Tell me: why waste your life with pen or paint, 
  When you can seek, and find, your perfect beauty? 
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ME:  By love? 

PLOTINUS:             The highest love. The love of truth. 

ME:  Not human love? 

PLOTINUS:                          A love of shadows! No, 
  Devotion to the moment of release, 
  The love of freedom. 

ME:                               Whose religion is this? 

PLOTINUS: The priests of beauty are philosophers. 

ME:  An academic discipline of logic? 

PLOTINUS: The logic of the soul is pure delight! 
  Philosophers are lovers. 

ME:                                       Vice versa? 

PLOTINUS: We’re the best lovers, lovers of the best! 

ME:  Where is this perfect beauty? 

PLOTINUS:                                      Everywhere 
  And nowhere! It’s the true reality. 
  Listen. We need to find the perfect being. 
  The perfect being must have perfect beauty. 

ME:  How do we do that? 

PLOTINUS:                               Close our earthly eyes, 
  Awaken pristine vision, see the soul. 
  The soul is beautiful, but look beyond, 
  Beauty of pure intelligence. Beyond… 

ME:  Beyond the heart? 

PLOTINUS:                            Beyond the sweetest sense, 
  Divine perfection, uncreated beauty, 
  The primal, transcendental Absolute. 

ME:  An ecstasy of silence. 

PLOTINUS:                                   Shrine of mind, 
  The inner sanctum of eternity. 

ME:  What world-creating radiance we bring 
  When we return to breathing! 
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PLOTINUS:                                             Why return? 

ME:  To share it. 

PLOTINUS:                  What’s already universal? 
 Our lives the faintest traceries upon it... 
 Stay where the light shines brightest! 

ME:                                            Safe at source, 
  No grey of rain, no strangeness in the night, 
  Or feelings ghosting through us. Is this freedom? 

PLOTINUS: Our birth from death. 

ME:                          From all the cares of life? 

PLOTINUS: Eternal contemplation of perfection. 

ME:  But human beauty... 

PLOTINUS:                         Is a contradiction! 

ME:  Sometimes the unmiraculous is lovely. 

PLOTINUS: Beauty is heartless. 

ME:                          Perfect beauty too? 

PLOTINUS: Consider someone beautiful. What causes 
  Their vague, ascetic sense of self-betrayal, 
  The petulance that praising them ignores them? 

ME:  They feel their beauty isn’t theirs. 

PLOTINUS:                                                     They’re right. 
  It’s a disguise their lives are lost behind. 

ME:  Despite the power it gives them? 

PLOTINUS:                               Still its victims. 

ME:  But they might be philosophers like us. 

PLOTINUS: Wise images? Unlikely. 

ME:                                    Yes, of course, 
  Philosophers are always ugly. 

PLOTINUS:                                               No! 
  Though we’re no longer objects of desire, 
  The self-absorption of the soul in beauty 
  Makes it pure subject. 
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ME:                      Masks of cold perfection 
  Alienate the witness like the wearer, 
  It’s true. But there are other beauties too 
 – A childlike gravity before replying, 
  A soft smile’s bathing gaze, a gentleness. 

PLOTINUS: Tiny reflections, blurred and brief as teardrops, 
  Of the oceanic light of perfect being. 

ME:  A teardrop, cinematic with emotion, 
  Or an extraordinary empty ocean… 

PLOTINUS: An easy choice. What dies or what’s eternal? 

ME:  Is an eternal flower more beautiful 
  Than one that fades? 

PLOTINUS:                                It will be soon. 

ME:                                              But now? 
  Or rather, not more beautiful, more precious, 
  More lovely to the heart. 

PLOTINUS:                             But not the soul. 
  Eternal beauty is the soul’s own nature, 
  Therefore more precious. 

ME:                              Than a mystery? 
  Maybe I don’t mean beauty, I mean love 
  – Though love, intrinsically, is beautiful. 

PLOTINUS: Love is a child of beauty. 

ME:                           Not entirely. 
  There’s love of beauty and more human love. 

PLOTINUS: Love of what isn’t beautiful? 

ME:                           That’s right. 
  Beauty inspires a solitary love, 
  A self-love of the soul – its dazzled vision 
  And dark obsession, its poetic truth – 
  But not the simple love that meets and shares. 

PLOTINUS: Reciprocated love? Don’t be absurd! 

ME:  It’s possible. 

PLOTINUS:                   Do you love someone? 
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ME:                                          Yes. 

PLOTINUS: A golden chain that links us to the gods 
  Breaks when we fall in love. 

ME:                                  You’re optimistic! 

PLOTINUS: Tell me about him. 

ME:                        Her. 

PLOTINUS:                       A woman? 

ME:                                  Yes. 

PLOTINUS: You moderns... 

ME:                        Disapproval? 

PLOTINUS:                                   Pure aesthetics. 

ME:  A perfect likeness for the soul to love? 

PLOTINUS: Without a womb to complicate the issue. 

ME:  Loving another means a love of other. 

PLOTINUS: Other than soul? That’s soulless. 

ME:                                      Other souls. 

PLOTINUS: Does she love you? Well? 

ME:                            No. 

PLOTINUS:                                  Your Beatrice! 

ME:  The dead read Dante? 

PLOTINUS:                                   I see timeless beauty.  
  She’s beautiful? 

ME:         What really floods the heart 
  Isn’t her beauty, her intelligence 
 – The moments of love’s truest tenderness 
 Are sweet surprises of what’s ordinary, 
  What’s clumsy, quirky, shy or wrong. For me, 
  Not perfect beauty, but its imperfections 
  Open the soul to overflowing love. 

PLOTINUS: Tell me: would you still praise these imperfections 
  If beauty hadn’t made you fall in love? 
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ME:  The siren shock of beauty awes us, scares us 
  – What lights our love are qualities of feeling. 

PLOTINUS: They’re also beautiful. 

ME:                   But they’re alive, 
 To be related to, not contemplated. 

PLOTINUS: The soul can only contemplate perfection 
  By self-perfection. That’s why it’s worthwhile, 
  Why love of beauty is a way to freedom 
  – It purifies the soul’s intrinsic state. 

ME:  I still think humble love is more profound 
  Than even the most transcendental wonder, 
 Not love of likeness, whole love, soul surrender 
  To what’s mysterious, unknowable, 
  The unpredictability of life. 
  A moment dances! Is it logical 
  To say the Absolute excludes the world? 
  It’s full of all its earthly opposites 
  – What’s fallible and fades, our needs and passions, 
  The intimate as well as infinite – 
  It’s freedom of another sort, a way 
  To unconditional, unbounded love. 

PLOTINUS: Do you know anyone for whom this works? 

ME:  I don’t know anyone set free by beauty. 

PLOTINUS: Beauty is fire. 

ME:                      A heat that leads to heaven? 

PLOTINUS: I watched a swallow fly across a flame, 
  Scorching its wings. Another swallow soared 
  High in the summer sky, danced in its light, 
 The iridescent ether of the sun. 

ME:  Love is like water. When a little stream 
  Reaches the sea, the tides of every ocean, 
  On every coast throughout the world, rise higher. 

PLOTINUS: Water and fire: opposing elements. 
  Are love and beauty? 
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ME:                              Call the soul a spring: 
  Its source is beauty, love its fountaining. 

 
 
 
 

Words 
 
 
 Words are easy. Watch them play, 
 When love, the paradisal fall 
 From heart to truth, encodes the day 
 – Tricks of poetry, that’s all. 
 
 Easy writing, paper passion, 
 Easy saying, breeze of breath, 
 "I love", "I promise", Paris fashions 
 Catwalked for a little death. 
 
 Still, these are my witnesses 
 When my life writes to your heart 
 – If I act worse or give you less, 
 Have I really learnt my part? 
 
  “I’ll be honest, caring, clear, 
  Love despite wanting, trust despite fear.” 
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The Way To Make A Woman Fall In Love 
 
 
 The way to make a woman fall in love 
 Is not to write her poems, give her flowers 
 Or whisper praises – softness, skin and doves – 
 No weekends of romance in country towers, 
 Exotic holidays on bone-white beaches, 
 Don’t pluck her evening stars like tree-ripe peaches. 
 
 The way to make a woman fall in love 
 Is to be gentle, modest, thoughtful, kind 
 And handsome, tall, broad-shouldered, hand in glove 
 With famous people, have a brilliant mind 
 (But not eccentric), power, servants, wealth, 
 A suntan, sexual prowess, perfect health. 
 
 The way to make a woman fall in love, 
 If this still doesn’t work, is climb a mountain 
 Higher than Everest, on your own, above 
 The final snowfield, find a secret fountain 
 And bring her its elixir in a cup 
 – It gives her time to make her own mind up. 
 
 
 

Spirit Of The Age 
 
 
 The builders’ rock of wisdom shows in stone 
 A solid fact of God, a silent throne, 
 
 Its stained glass saints shine holy history, 
 Rose rays turn sunlight into mystery, 
 
 Echoes like haloes hum from arches, vaults, 
 The ceremony of the chant exalts, 
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 The soul is purified by stone and song, 
 The heart feels beautiful, the spirit strong, 
 
 And priests inflict the punishments of hell 
 On heretics in hallowed blood-dank cells, 
 
 The rites of nature – harvest, pleasure, birth – 
 Are burnt in terror from the blackened Earth. 
 
 
 

The Second Commandment 
 
 
 His parents’ farm was next to ours, 
 Between the beanfield and the corn, 
 After school, after work, we played for hours, 
 He was my best friend, till that dawn. 
 
 Once, when the spring storms filled the river, 
 We were playing chase, I slipped in the mud, 
 I fell in, like an Olympic swimmer 
 His father fished me from the flood. 
 
 My sister used to babysit 
 When they went drinking up the hill, 
 They called us both their favourites, 
 Brought us back cakes and pastries, till 
 
 They crashed in, dragged us from our beds 
 – I run, guns hit, they think I’m dead – 
 My sister, raped with kitchen knives, 
 An axe hacks off my father’s head, 
 Petrol, my mother, still alive... 
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Dance Of The Three-Legged Goat 
 

I. 
 
 Empty temple of the rite 
 Blood like wine from golden throat 
 
 Stars and planets, earth and night 
 Quartered haunch of fiery goat 
 

II. 
 
 Sharp the sacrificial knife 
 Atoning primal guilt by crime 
 

Flame red smoke of dying life 
 Turning on the spit of time 
 

III. 
 
 Leaping proudly, horns ablaze 
 Like a blade’s edge, quick hooves prance 
 
 Above the golden void of space 
 Immortal goat’s three-legged dance 
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The Origin Of Coconuts 
 
 
 Tell me why, on breezeless days, 
 Fish watch belly dancers sway 
 – Tendrils of turquoise anemones – 
 Why the sky mirror of the sea’s 
 Cobalt glass is cracked by waves? 
 Search the deepest coral caves, 
 From hips and breasts the ripples reel, 
 Love Woman rocks with Giant Eel. 
 But ocean caves are cold and black, 
 Love Woman watches Eel go slack. 
 "I’ll fetch some food," she says and dives 
 To siren sex from earthly lives. 
 Over the reefs, across the sand, 
 Through every village in the land, 
 Love Woman shakes her breasts and sings, 
 "Men! Look what your good luck brings! 
 My lips are soft, my fingers please, 
 I tease and nuzzle, stroke and squeeze, 
 My purple passage waits to clench, 
 Wet fire for your hot juice to quench. 
 Arise and come with me! Who dares 
 Pluck the white petals from my hair? 
 Sea Woman, Eel Lover, calls you now!" 
 She waits like a milk-aching cow, 
 But Long Pole, Big Balls, Holds His Drink, 
 Handsome and Wrestler shake and shrink, 
 "If Giant Eel finds us alone 
 He’ll crush the marrow from our bones." 
 Not one lover, not one man, 
 Till the fearless Bullcalf clan. 
 Good Mother calls, "Love Woman, wait, 
 My son, Strong Pelvis, is your mate." 
 A quick kiss thanks his mother’s blessing 
 And the hero starts undressing, 
 "Woman, I’ll be your midnight slave, 
 On land or sea, on Big Eel’s grave." 
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 Into his leaf-soft hut they run, 
 To sow new stars and stop the sun. 
 They melt their souls, make bitter sweet, 
 Make poison berries safe to eat 
 – No white of waves, no break of breath, 
 The ocean lies as calm as death – 
 Thirteen nights they never sleep, 
 Till holy wooden totems weep 
 The envy of inhuman gods, 
 Till purple, black and bursting clouds 
 Mountain the sky. The sour sea seethes, 
 Giant Eel, dripping pearl shell wreaths 
 Of green slime, rises like a rock, 
 "Am I the ocean’s laughingstock? 
 Sardines snigger, dolphins grin, 
 I see sharks sneer behind their fins. 
 Field or flame, I’ll drown dry life, 
 Thief of earth, I want my wife!” 
 The fury of his phallus quakes, 
 A tidal wave begins to break. 
 Strong Pelvis springs up fearlessly 
 And jerks his joystick at the sea. 
 The wave ebbs, Giant Eel shakes more, 
 The wave roars closer to the shore. 
 Phallus to phallus for the prize, 
 Is the contest swung by size? 
 Whose magic wand casts stronger spells? 
 Only an echo in a shell 
 And newly naked miles of sand. 
 Strong Pelvis strides out, knife in hand, 
 To Big Eel, stranded in the mud, 
 And slits his throat and drinks his blood. 
 Now watch the tide wash Eel away 
 – Triumphant lovers want to play – 
 But all that lives grows from the dead, 
 Good Mother plants the severed head 
 – Next morning, full of awe, they see 
 A brown-beard fruit, a tall new tree 
 And drink its sweet milk, shred its meat. 
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 Its hollow shells they use to beat, 
 As dusk falls, by the glow of torches, 
 The sacred Worship Of The Horses. 
 But tell me why, on breezeless days, 
 Fish still watch belly dancers sway? 
 Who’s hiding in the coral caves, 
 Cracking the glass in silver waves? 
 Love Woman’s daughter tries to find 
 The brother Eel she left behind. 
 
 
 

The First Breath 
 

1. 
 
 Between the waters and the air 
 Broods prophetic violence, 
 Wet clay, strong thumbs, scissors tear 
 Screaming soul from source to sense. 
 
 Black panic at the root of mind, 
 Chaotic fear, chaotic rage, 
 A fiery, violating wind 
 Scalds Eve’s breath in Adam’s cage. 
 

2. 
 
 Primeval pulse of blood food slows, 
 The rhythm of world spirit starts, 
 Chthonic navel, soul roots grow, 
 New lungs, like wings, lift up the heart. 
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Work 
 
 
 A working life, no days to dream, between 

The trivial importance of the office 
And weary warmth, the womb of entropy, 
Bathing in streams of light, screen to the screen, 
Or any Lethe of the mind’s defences. 
No time to wait for timelessness, to face, 
In the blind burrow of initiation, 
The gentle, terrible shattering of gnosis. 
Since childhood, we’ve lost subtlety of senses, 
Power to see – though still our falling loves, 
In pale films, naked in our eyes, lay bare 
Their secret moments of illumination – 
The shimmering soul world. Angels, like white wolves 
Prowling the purple forest, light the air, 
Colossal fiery beings orbit space, 
Grey ghosts, of other sources than the grave, 
Electric spirits, elemental forces 
Quiver like cosmic nerves in living skin, 
A spectral web of energy and causes. 
Animate Nature breathes out, a new wave 
Of soul materialising ripples in 
– A world as blue and soft as memory. 

 
 When we were younger, our ideals were easy, 

Safe in the future, now they stand like stone 
Statues of gods, cold shadows on our faces. 
Ideals grow older too, slow down, turn real 
– That’s when the work begins, a transformation 
To what may not be possible. Like asses 
Waiting to eat the roses of black Isis, 
We sit in stubborn hours of meditation, 
That top and tail our office hours for years. 
The weight of light, the baby sleep of growing, 
A new and delicate intensity 
– All need a city asceticism, till 
The life we sacrifice, the space to heal, 
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Needs healing too. The loneliness of freeing 
The soul to love, the ligaments of fear 
That tense against the sacred Juggernaut 
– The dark momentum of the cosmic will – 
Quickening in us. Till old instincts trust 
What we know we don’t know. A wiser wonder, 
The fire to burn the vision to the bone, 
Austere desire, profane humility 
To be the new and now of self-surrender. 
Hot tears fall, lotus petals of white light 
Dazzling seeing, flooding heart and throat, 
The mind’s designs dissolving in unknowing 
– The spiritual dream world, Earth’s dark heaven, 
The solid matter of illusion, lost – 
We wake from waking, silent, empty. Even 
The inner self is starburst, infinite, 
Drowned in superexistence, beingless being. 

 
 
 
 

Sun And Moon 
 
 
 To love and not be loved, 
 When one soul burns and one reflects its light, 
 Means, if the wisdom of worship is believed, 
 Mystical marriage, the poet’s perfect prize 
 – A love that’s pure and infinite, and dies 
 Amidst the distant scintillance of night. 
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A Double Echo 
 
 
 A double echo of I love you 
 Curtains our room, instead of space-drunk stars, 
 The intense immensity new love must live through, 
 Map-reading in the country of the skin 
 – Wood, water, cabin, clearing, path and print, 
 The distant drumbeats of an unknown heart. 
 
 
 
 

Cold Beauty 
 
 
 Divine and lovely Artemis, 
 Afraid of her own nakedness, 
 Bathed secretly in forest pools 
 As cold as she was beautiful. 
 
 But Acteon caught sight as she 
 Was squatting by a rock to pee 
 – No longer man for this, but beast, 
 The dogs of rage tore heart from breast. 
 
 If she’d been human she’d have known 
 Such holiness can still be shown, 
 And simple needs are all it takes 
 To splash into the sun-warmed lake. 
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News For A Muse 
 
 
 Your smile, 
 Saying goodbye in enigmatic style, 
 Has changed, it has become a half-wild tree 
 Of autumn apples, sunset’s russet rays, 
 Twitter and flit of sparrows on a spree, 
 A garden’s slow abandonment by day. 
 
 Two words 
 I can’t remember if I really heard 
 Have stirred the dead. The huntress, stag and moon, 
 The platonist, his principle proved true, 
 The pregnant soul, her oil lamp lit too soon, 
 Love lost. Each legend subtly changed by you. 
 
 Your shyness, 
 Finding in elegance a hiding brightness, 
 Has aged unjustly, swan-like neck’s soft curve 
 Tight as a crow’s claws, diamantine bones 
 Arid and knobbly. Why? Because it serves 
 A poem. A power greater than your own. 
 
 I write 
 Whichever words, like wind-blown seeds, take root 
 – The amorality of inspiration – 
 Since Yeats immortalised in every flaw 
 A Helen from the dust of his frustration, 
 A stronger beauty strikes each age’s awe. 
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Mistress To Marvell 
 
 
 Coyness, my arse! The cocky cheek! 
 If I had just an inch a week, 
 You’d still not get the time of day, 
 So don’t call me a marvellous lay! 
 Compilers of anthologies, 
 I’d like a few apologies 
 – You’ve kept me coy, to make a sale, 
 A tit and a half, on Marvell’s scale. 
 And as for you now, Captain Wonder, 
 It’s time your mistress stole your thunder. 
 But first let’s criticise your verse, 
 Then rhyme back to sublime from worse. 
 While I’m in Delhi, you’re in Hull? 
 Go back to school and learn to spell! 
 Then vegetable love? Dear Molly! 
 A French courgette? A plump white cauli? 
 What do you mean? A field of rape? 
 A sturdy carrot – useful shape – 
 Or a limp lettuce? Or a weed? 
 What’s next? Oh yes, you claim you’d need 
 Four hundred years to praise my tits 
 And thousands more for other bits! 
 My soothsayer says that means you’re thinking 
 About my death, my coffin sinking 
 – He bets you like to fantasise 
 How worms will slide between my thighs! 
 If what the street girls say is true, 
 Those worms are better men than you… 
 So, since next day we may be dead, 
 Why not hoist skirts and fall in bed? 
 Stop there! Perhaps a slight assumption, 
 A preening, pricked-up prig’s presumption? 
 "She fancies me." Truth is, vain heart, 
 I’d rather kiss a vicar’s fart! 
 If you still think poetic twirls 
 Will wet the knees of all good girls, 
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 Before you make your sex appeals, 
 Try asking what the woman feels. 
 Disgust’s no crime, you mother’s son, 
 Next time you see me, watch me run! 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Two Sutras 
 

1. 
 
 the devil in the dogma 
 loss of faith 
 apocalypse 
 

2. 
 
 describe the taste of knowing 
 empty sense 
 enlightenment 
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Love And Psyche 
 
 
 Naked nightfall, 
 A sweet song of anticipation, 
 Oil of geranium 
 Scenting my skin 
 Soft from the ritual bath. 
 
 The secret chamber’s inner door is locked. 
 Come soon, come soon, 
 Sacred stranger. 
 
 Winged serpents wait for worship in the world womb, 
 Animal deities 
 Haunting the holy forest of the flesh. 
 The room’s cocoon 
 Silkens slowly. 
 
 I lie in wait, white skin, 
 Sepulchral white, the marble walls, white clouds 
 I watch dissolve to blue 
 Through the empty window. 
 
 Suddenly lonely,  
 Fear and desire entwining, first-time lovers, 
 A heart-loud silence, 
 Waiting. 
 
 In the twilight, time is visible, 
 A delicate darkening, slow dusk smoke 
 Blurring the brink of things. 
 My skin floats, lilac-grey, a silver sheen 
 As evanescent as the evening, 
 Voided in all. 
 
 A frail breeze drops, 
 The heat of earth 
 Rises like heavy incense 
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 To aphroditic night. 
 
 Come now, dream lover, now. 
 
 A hermit’s cave, dark as ripe plums, 
 Only a tingling juice of sweat, 
 Even my bed, my body 
 Invisible, wilderness, 
 A virgin bride, dream-pregnant, 
 Drowned in the dark, night’s womb blood, then the touch... 
 
 Fumbling, finding, 
 Fingers like spiders 
 Tracing my face, a web of images 
 His sightless mind can see. 
 
 Fingers like whispers 
 Murmuring up my spine 
 Into my hair, then giggling down the bone, 
 Down to the cleft, the root, the cheeks, 
 Circling, sculpting, cupping. 
 
 Tense forearms, brooding on shoulders’ wings, 
 Knees, hips explore like cruder hands, 
 Moisture of lips, wet muscle of the tongue, 
 Warm breath gives touch to words, lapping my ear 
 Like sea songs in a shell. 
 
 One eight-limbed body, night in motion, 
 Only the finest silhouette 
 Silvered by starlight, only heat and weight 
 And softness, moth, snail, mole, 
 Mushrooms and truffles, sticky pearls of dew. 
 
 Moue of my vulva froths its pleasure, 
 Myrrh of the Mother Goddess 
 Anointing the phallus hot against my thigh, 
 Twitching like hazel, nudging, nodding, 
 Tangled in damp coiled hair, 
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 Then pulled down, gripped, slid in. 
 
 Slowly towards the womb, 
 It pushes, pausing, 
 Eerie in wonder, quivers, pushes deeper, 
 The dreamlike tread of an adept 
 Barefoot into the oracle. 
 
 Ankles hook, arms hoop closer, 
 The moon rings of a new planet, 
 Our meteoric body, locked in orbit, 
 Tilts on its axis, trembles, finds a rhythm 
 Stronger than heartbeats. 
 
 Blackness, the ancient waters of the night 
 Surge through me, burst the hymen of my skin, 
 Sweet tang from every pore, the spit of kisses, 
 Bristle of tiny secrets, liquid needles 
 Darting like rain through grass. 
 
 Torrential love floods through my heart, lungs, throat, 
 Back arched, legs kicking, every nerve end singing 
 Its own exquisite note, 
 A wild ecstatic noise. 
 The seventh spasm judders, crests, streams out. 
 
 Our comet falls through space, 
 Flops on the humid bed, 
 Echoes of echoes, flickers of pulsation, 
 The chaos of creation dies away. 
 
 We lie, sprawled bodies blindly dreaming, 
 Senses saturated, 
 Fat with fulfilled desire. 
 In a meadow lush with scent 
 Steeped from crushed petals, 
 Like two defeated titans. 
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 Thoughts in the distance, breath on windless water, 
 A wash of wistful feelings 
 Like rose oil in a clear stream of quiescence 
 I drift through, drawn impossibly to 
 The immaculate moment 
 Wombed in my swollen heart 
 When dark devotion 
 Generates light. 
 
 Sleeplessly slow, each static second 
 As loud as a screech owl. Tense from lying still, 
 I listen, the noise chamber of the night, 
 Halcyon breathing, dream sighs of the stranger 
 In the saturnine hour. 
 
 Alone outside the sanctum 
 Of sleep, a sense of fate as strong as fear, 
 My heart’s new seed, 
 Helplessly growing, breaks its virgin vow. 
 I shine the light of love on love. 
 
 Its light lights light, ignites an incandescence, 
 My staring eyes, dark-sensitised, 
 Blinded by seeing, sun cells spinning, 
 A diamond-bright infinity. 
 
 The pure rays are an aureole of snakes 
 Dancing. Stone still, I learn a new revealing, 
 Air seeing sunlight, vision from the heart. 
 The veiling radiance becomes transparent. 
 
 Night is as nude now as an April morning, 
 The faintest phosphorescent stars 
 A miracle, visible 
 In the mild blue, the midnight daylight. 
 
 I gaze at love, a god, an absolute, 
 As beautiful as petals on a snowdrop, 
 Sleeping serenely, 
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 An elemental essence 
 Welcoming, tenderly, its timid witness 
 Into eternity. 
 
 My heart, like a colossal sleeping bird 
 Caged behind ribs, 
 Awakes, spreads heavy wings, 
 Beating against my breasts, 
 That fight back with a new ferocity, 
 Lactating love. 
 
 Tears fill my eyes, a rainbow in the iris 
 Against the storm cloud of emotion, 
 The struggle, that humbles my heart, 
 Till it opens, overpowered, offering 
 Its luminous self-sacrifice. 
 
 Life-giving love 
 Radiates from me, sheathing its sleeping source 
 In burning brightness 
 Like a white altar flame 
 That spits a spark of scalding oil 
 Lighting the paper prayers, the dust and rushes 
 Of my dry sanctity, an immolation 
 Blazing at midnight in an empty temple. 
 
 Blackness, a blast of thunder 
 Roars round the hollow chamber. 
 A wisp of a ghost drains from the window. 
 The daydream of light is eclipsed. 
 
 Desolate night, wolf wild, 
 Dark as a charcoal pit in a cold forest, 
 A victim on a mountain crag, 
 Alone. 
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Junoõs Daughter 
 
 
 Juno’s daughter asked to be 
 Spared mention in mythology, 
 No wheat-eared altar, wild-eyed song, 
 No muse of inadvertent wrong. 
 
 A silk ship sailed her far from fame, 
 Where people prayed, same gods, new names, 
 To live a fate-free, lucky life 
 As a skilled seamstress and a wife. 
 
 One night, in love’s post-coital daze, 
 Her husband saw her being blaze, 
 Root-terrified to learn that he 
 Had married a divinity. 
 
 Her secret spoilt? An honest man 
 Honours his wife as best he can. 
 Such sanctity, for all he knew, 
 True nature of all women too. 
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Surface Gazing 
 
 
 The street is still, a hillside slide’s smooth grey 
 Sloping from me to milk clouds’ modest sky 
 – Iconostasis of the last red ray – 
 Parked cars, a string of pearls I count thoughts by, 
 Imagining. 
     A happiness of light 
 Narrows my eyes. Glass, metal, stone and slate 
 Shine, an exquisite jewelling of sight, 
 Street and sky, intimate and animate. 
 
 Like Keats’ Cortez, a witness to an ocean 
 Through the adventure of an accident, 
 I gaze, in my in-love kind of devotion, 
 At the bright surface of enlightenment. 
 
 Sleek on my cheeks, surprised by tenderness, 
 A dusk breeze blinds my eyes and blows a kiss. 
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Death And Transcendence 
 
 
 My parents’ friends, the mother of a friend, 
 Are dying, in their sixties, cancer’s wards, 
 Too soon. 
               Survivors fill their funerals, 
 And halves of wedded pairs patch up new wholes, 
 Buying a microwave and meals for one, 
 Or taking classes in calligraphy 
 And Spanish. 
                    Adult colleges should offer 
 Courses in death. It is the most important 
 Knowledge. The test of what we know of life, 
 The test of valid happiness and pleasure, 
 The test of twenty years of church and praying. 
 
 I’ve listened to a vicar’s homily 
 Devoid of any savour of undying. 
 Despite his faith, his job, he’s never known 
 The great experience. 
                      The last are first. 
 As undevout as adolescents, we 
 Who, out of curiosity or need, 
 Have stumbled on a spiritual practice 
 And meditate, have tasted our transcendence 
 – Even an intimation animates us – 
 A consciousness beyond mortality, 
 The self as an Elysian field of light. 
 Then, death, where is thy sting? 
                                     The suffering 
 Of dying. And the loss. The breach of habit. 
 
 Sense of a soul, immersed in forest green, 
 Intensely present, easier to see 
 Free from the body. Or a moment’s arc, 
 Smiling and well. 
                           We watch them on their way. 
 Maybe a visionary intuition 
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 One quiet afternoon, or shaking us 
 Awake at midnight, trancing us to share 
 Their floating subtlety. Or simply we 
 Feel them still with us. 
                                  Till the second loss. 
 The final parting. After death, rebirth. 
 The transubstantiation of the soul 
 To new life in a spiritual sphere, 
 Or a new human womb. 
                       New child, new mother, 
 New wife or husband, lifetime after lifetime, 
 Adding new strands, new filigree of feeling 
 – Like nerves awakening from anaesthetic 
 In unimaginable arms and legs – 
 We fill what is already love with love. 
 
 Specific tenderness. Is that our gift? 
 The absolution of the Absolute. 
 The sum of it, of all our loves, all his, 
 All hers, illuminates our lives from loss. 
 We feel the bond, the tug of otherness, 
 Its timeless all in all, in all around us, 
 As intimate as any single soul 
 – The universal unity of life. 
 
 

Numbers 
 
 

1 is love 
2 is fear 

3 is creation 
4 is the world 
5 is woman 

6 is man 
7 is spirit 

8 is infinity 
9 is poetry 

10 is completeness 
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Darkness 
 

I. 
 
 A sudden winter, midnight in November, 
 My breath speaks ghosts, grey frost sheets shroud still cars 
 Frozen in sleep. Cloud clear, wing lights like Venus 
 Rising, a romantic jet’s trajectory. 
 
 As whitely bright as disincarnate life, 
 Tiny stars, dancing in the cold, are calmed 
 By time’s black distance to a filigree, 
 Shot silver on the indigo of space, 
 Which we embroider as Greek gods and heroes, 
 A sacred navigation for our lives. 
 
 Stars are infernos. Cataclysms of 
 Creation. They are immolating angels, 
 From whose hot guts, whose demiurgic fire, 
 Violence spews the elements of Eden, 
 Our bonemeal, in a blast’s diaspora. 
 They are the burning hearts of quiet planets, 
 Where light’s descendants witness light by light. 
 
 Though the bright mystery of life is good, 
 Good in its gift, its grandeur, in its goal 
 – The omnipresence of intelligence, 
 That organises frost fur, atoms, stars, 
 That tends to living beings – bright burns black, 
 The fuel of its force. Dark gravities, 
 Atlas-like, hold the world. A solid moment 
 In an exploding universe. The beauty 
 Of bodies in a maelstrom of electrons. 
 Our balancing illusion’s civilised cities 
 On a volcano’s pockmarked crust. A dull 
 Star bastard, whose chaotic harmonies 
 Hum to the roar, the Sturm und Drang of space 
 – The radiant destruction of creation. 
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II. 
 
 The animated cosmos is 
 The huge physique of consciousness, 
 So scientist Patanjali 
 Says in his sutras, to be free, 
 Not only must we meditate, 
 The next step is to incarnate 
 Occult powers of the earth 
 – Weigh the risk with what it’s worth – 
 Stronger laws of subtle spheres, 
 To walk through walls, to disappear, 
 To float, to fly, to see through time, 
 To stop the Sisyphean mime. 
 
 These powers are a paradox 
 – Golden keys or golden locks? 
 They are the secret in the story 
 Of a guru’s greed for glory, 
 Hitler’s tilted swastika, 
 The empire of America, 
 And anything that’s wrong or real 
 – They are the forces in the steel 
 Scaffold, the girders of the world – 
 Mud is theirs, for orphans curled 
 In a wet shelter shocked by war, 
 Thin soup, cold rice, survival’s claw 
 Clinging to flesh against the fate 
 The same crude powers perpetrate. 
 
 But an ascetic fire of thought 
 Only adds more drought to drought, 
 Spiritual abdication, 
 Not the living liberation 
 Temptations in the desert bring 
 – Dust’s rain-startled blossoming – 
 Soul libido, saint-strange bliss, 
 The heart weight of unboundedness. 
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 What wants to rise learns how to fall, 
 The morning after a miracle, 
 Rooting, back to birth, revealing 
 Brute absurdities of feeling 
 – Old cathedral craftsmen knew 
 A gothic arch needs gargoyles too – 
 Buried, beneath the self, unless 
 Touched at last by tenderness, 
 Body love, that shows the soul 
 What is humble, what is whole 
 – Garlanding the donkey cart 
 That bears the goddess of the heart – 
 Until we feel what’s real is right, 
 The light of life is also night. 
 
 
 

Fin De Siècle 
 
 
 A silver age of the aesthetic soul, 
 An aviary of artists, sang its last 
 At Passchendaele, in Ypres’ muddy holes 
 – A blood-stained ghost, our lost romantic past. 
 
 Its horse-piss streets, its sooty tenements, 
 Its silly kings, its warships’ whip-tough crews 
 Sweating the wealth from slower continents 
 – A wild-rose garden for its men of muse. 
 
 Fin de siècle is in bloom again, 
 The same lush scent of doom and decadence, 
 Aquarian arcana, slick disdain 
 – Its pale-poor petals, though, the difference. 
 
 Imagination, wired in by invention, 
 Is weaker, though the ways to it are clearer 
 – A quick flick fills the screen for our attention – 
 Our souls are stranger, India is nearer. 
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Love Without Meeting 
 
 
 Love without a time to meet 
 Waits in, timeless and complete, 
 Love without a neck to kiss 
 Knows its own intrinsic bliss. 
 
 Love with no one in its eyes 
 Loves the autumn streets, the sky’s 
 Black batik, a thoughtful face, 
 London’s little human race. 
 
 Love with no one in its heart 
 Loves its own heart’s weakest part, 
 Learns its virgin mystery 
 – Goddess of its odyssey. 
 
 Love like this, its skin alive 
 Like raw honey in a hive, 
 Free to flow, from sense to song, 
 Isn’t left alone for long. 
 
 
 

An Eleusinian Elegy 
 

I. 
 
 God sun, god blue, god river, rooted gods, 
 Autumn god, rock god, golden goddess fields… 
 So they saw, black Demeter’s devotees 
 – A swarm of chaff dust through the choking air – 
 From Athens to Eleusis. 
     Nine day rite, 
 Three threes, its final phase, the moon’s dark state, 
 The death wait in the grotto. 
           Crude as pigs 
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 Squealing before the sacrifice, the yells 
 Remembered, ritual irreverence 
 Mocking them from the roadside. 
        Then the fasting, 
 Feasting, the sacred theatre, the thousand 
 Candles, cold sitting, mourning goddess loss. 
 
 Her grief prepared them. Seeing, soft as shadow, 
 The never-spoken secrets in the baskets. 
 
 A scent of burning, then their torch-starred stare, 
 The birth of pale Persephone from her 
 Earth underworld. Their awe-thrilled whisper stilled. 
 
 In the bronze light, beyond idea or image, 
 A small reality of revelation 
 In a white hand held high. 
        An ear of corn. 
 

II. 
 
 A television documentary, 
 A guided tour on holiday, this poem… 
 What can we see? A beauty of the past. 
 A poetry of clouds. Here in the city, 
 Park autumn, like a miniature New England 
 From last night’s film, its brown-red blaze, or high 
 Surprises in a street of cheap new shops 
 – Old trades, cornices, friezes, drainpipe beasts – 
 Or streaming faces, tourists’ wonderment, 
 A lost love in the low sun’s yellow west. 
 
 We meditate. Behind dark eyes we see 
 The soul’s soft light, intense ephemera 
 – The intimations of imagination – 
 Whose afterglow intoxicates our eyes 
 Opening on the same closed concrete world, 
 Not us, not gods, not one all-sacred being. 
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 An ear of corn is strange and sentimental 
 To supplicants who eat from supermarkets. 
 What can we see? So close, so clear, so real. 
 Only our own face, raw and human, in 
 A meditative mirror of Narcissus 
 – That isn’t also bread, seed, season, goddess. 
 
 Things have to bring divinity to us. 
 We see when we believe, but we believe 
 What we can see. 
       Persephone is free 
 To choose. Stay still, chthonic, and prolong 
 Our spiritual winter, or else crack 
 Its crust and blossom light, a core of warm 
 Compassion. 
          Spring comes from the underworld. 
 
 We see her budding in our shoots of pleasure, 
 We see her in our suffering and grieve, 
 Our dying daughter, our eternal mother. 
 A barley grain, an atom universe 
 Alive and personal, the same as us. 
 
 Only an accident reveals it now, 
 Uniquely, in our loud and complex lives, 
 The temple silence of experience, 
 More mystery is more reality. 
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Thoughts After The End Of Violence 
 

1. 
 

 Connected, mind to mind, 
 A file intrudes onscreen, 
 Encoded, undefined 
 – Who sees it is unseen. 
 
 No distance, no defence, 
 The space seems safe and pure 
 – A target audience – 
 No contact is secure. 
 
 The script, the secret scroll 
 That shows what we can see, 
 Is logic and control 
 – The strange earth sets us free. 
 

2. 
 

 Reflections shooting light 
 Like bullets to the brain, 
 The mind makes sense of sight 
 – We censor to be sane. 
 
 The impact in the eye 
 Stings instincts to react, 
 A random reflex why 
 We fight what we attract. 
 
 The saint and the insane, 
 In one unblinking sight, 
 See dying, blood and pain 
 And blinding, deathless light. 
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On A Train 
 
 
 A woman with an April smile, 
 Lime eyes, lush hair like hay on fire, 
 Asks me her seat… Across the aisle. 
 I can’t conspire. 
 
 More fate when we reserved, I might 
 Be gazing at a living face, 
 Not its reflection in the night’s 
 Poetic space. 
 
 
 

Sex And The Species 
 
 
 When we want sex we don’t feel sad 
 Or mate like martyrs for the race, 
 We play for pleasure, grope for grace, 
 To see what ecstasy can add. 
 
 Though why we do so is the same, 
 Why we evolve, from it to I 
 – What we desire is not to die – 
 To spill ourselves, in species, name 
 
 Or state, to feel enlightenment, 
 The soul of sexuality, 
 Transcending its duality, 
 Till what transcends is immanent. 
 
 Till what was separate, sublime, 
 Is heart and whole, in breath and kiss, 
 And sadness is a poignant bliss 
 Like rain, a tendering of time. 
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A Poet 
 

I. 
 

 Birth blind and ancient, on the folding sand 
  I celebrate the metre of the sea, 
 Its tide from Troy. A wine spill down my hand 
 Is warm blood. Shell shards scratch my oar-spread thighs 
  Like ship masts swamped by storm waves. Solstice-long 
   The sun’s oil pours on me, 
 Anointed by Apollo, till my eyes 
  Burn gold, his old male oracle of song. 
 

II. 
 

 Nurse now, not muse, she whispers how the spring 
  Is prince of petals in the richer streets 
 And rural orchards. Solace blossoming, 
 She dusts the desk where I was left alone 
  In love, an empty life, needing to write, 
   And pleats the blood-brown sheets 
 To grieve her guilt, whose soul was my unknown, 
  Whose smile unsealed me to eternal light. 
 

III. 
 

 I tell the table, wittily, they say, 
  Why I still write, despite my wealth, my fame, 
 My wife, pig-pink and prim, to whose dismay 
 A ghost of beauty, greedy as a child, 
  Tugs my moustache. We toast our host’s old wine, 
   The future of my name. 
 I have tamed words that once were weird and wild 
  – A politician of the polished line. 
 

IV. 
 

 The essence of the art is in the act, 
  A cane or cape, in contrast to the flock, 
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 Be image, a pure opposite to fact. 
 I sip an absinthe in the same café, 
  Till my insistent inkwork disinters 
   The mystery I mock, 
 My mask speaks, in a Sophoclean play, 
  Ascetic metaphysics’ stony verse. 
 

V. 
 

 At nightfall, when the lecture halls are empty, 
  I mutter my new poems – books outside – 
 To the neurotic, novice, narcoleptic. 
 They’re curious, "Please! What is inspiration?" 
  I am a cuddly bear, I smile and sign 
   My Good Parnassus Guide, 
 Then on to post-grad pub immoderation 
  – That blonde girl from the front row will be mine. 
 

VI. 
 

 My yoga is a new romantic art: 
  I see through such a vast and porous sense 
 That it metabolises in my heart 
 Like taste, in an elixir of creation 
  So sweet, I feel the bright milk of a mother 
   Feeding me, so intense, 
 Rooting what’s real in my imagination, 
  The world and I melt into one another. 
 

 A room, a road, a rock, a rose, a river, 
  All are alive in me, intrinsic things 
 As much mine as my lungs or brain or liver. 
 I plant their names like seeds in paper earth, 
  A pattern, pristine as the purr of space, 
   Whose inter-echoing 
 Brings words to time, old tales told by a hearth, 
  A city lyric’s miracle of grace. 
 



 

119 

 

Bonnard 
 
 
 A soul-soaked seeing 
 Spilling sweet love, a sun-splashed space, his wife 
 Statueing as she washes. 
     
 An iridescence in his eyes, like tears, 
 Transient, trembling, melts 
 The brittle metal of the edge of things. 
 
 Colours are sweets, a primrose, pink or blue, 
 A lucent jug, a wall’s mosaic, a white 
 Table’s slat canvas. 
 
       June’s soft opulence 
 Bleeding, blending, a distant hill’s 
 Pigments are perfumes. 
      Sap-mist from leaves breathing 
 An intimate amazement of the earth. 
 
 An old man’s face, 
 Frail as a paper lantern, pale as rice, 
 Empties. 
  A timeless memory, fresh love 
 Ripples, refracts. 
 
 Orange-enamoured flesh floats in a bath, 
 Warm as the heart, in life’s last paradise. 
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Learning From Perseus 
 
 
 I stare intently at my pain 
 Till all my muscles set in stone 
 
 No gentle gravity of rain 
 White sky 
     What’s known is not outgrown 
 
 I seek oblique re-(m)othering 
 In mind-fragmented consciousness 
 
 A shield of steel’s cold visioning 
 But no surprise for bliss to bless 
 
 Medusa’s murder 
      Rock-toothed sea 
 
 The way to fight is not to feel 
 Gorgon or dragon enmity 
 
 Only Andromeda can heal 
 
 I shake 
           A pelvic Pegasus 
 Surges to sunlight 
       Ghosts of glass 
 In palaces of offices 
 The accidental moments pass 
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Birth Crown 
 
 
 Not thorns 
    A lonely god’s mortality 
 Denying life by mortifying it 
 
 Not gold 
   A halo round reality 
 Denying life by glorifying it 
 
 Black flesh 
      A shock of muscles sucking tight 
 Welcomes the womb king 
       World and world response 
 The instinct in the adult 
             Wrong from right 
 Anxiety is timeless 
       Fear is once 
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Versions 
 
 
 When meditating, we are worshipping 
 The amber goddess of reality 
 – To know and feel it is a secret spring 
 That waters life in worldly sanctity. 
 

t 
 
 La méditation est une dévotion 
 A la déesse danseuse de la douce vie réelle 
 – Qui sait cela jouit de ses émotions, 
 De ce délice divin qu’elle donne à ses fidèles. 
 

t 
 
 A gust of soul, the sapling of my spine 
 Shakes, male and female sexual delight, 
 A child and world emotion, a pure line 
 From heart to poem. Bright tears brim my sight. 
 

t 
 
 Un vent de l’âme secoue tel un jeune arbre mon dos 
 – C’est la jouissance mâle et femelle réunies, 
 L’émotion du monde, le coeur d’où le pur mot 
 Surgit, c’est un poème tremblant de larmes qui brillent. 
 

t 
 
 The first emotions of a wordless child, 
 Mothering god, condense a consciousness, 
 An island in a white lake, slowly filled 
 By mud, a lily miracle will bless. 
 

t 
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 Le sentiment immense de l’enfant sur son monde 
 – Dans ce petit silence il est une mère de dieu – 
 Est revenu en force, une conscience si grande 
 Qu’elle rend ma vie mentale en vide du merveilleux. 
 

t 
 
 And voices, from the babel of the brain 
 In its bone tower, speak. One language, mine. 
 
 And jaw, an oyster of outdated pain, 
 Opens. A cloudy pearl, a poem, shines. 
 

t 
 
 Et, dans une salle en os, une conférence de voix 
 Qui se disputent mille fois par une issue à moi. 
  
 Et, dure comme une vieille huître, la mâchoire lâche prise, 
 Une perle brille sur la langue, poème de catalyse. 
 

t 
 
 The art of seeing is an act of being, 
 Not waiting for a daydream to arrive 
 Or still repeating what is unrepeating, 
 Just seeing what’s incessantly alive. 
 

t 
 
 Or l’art de regarder est l’acte aussi de vivre 
 – Sans ni rêves de demain, de tout n’importe quoi, 
 Ni passée poursuivi, que personne ne peut suivre – 
 Le seul instant qui vit autant que je le vois. 
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De quel rêve 
 
 
 Ce bon poète était l’élève 
 D’une belle religion de rêves 
 Qui voyait des chemins de roses 
 Dans des jardins de fer. 
     Qui ose 
 En ce moment ainsi songer? 
 C’est la science, qui sait, qui fait 
 Ce monde de rêve, parfait et pur, 
 Où le mystère et la nature 
 Ne sont que des mots poétiques 
 Et nous… 
    Ou bien qu’on revendique, 
 A l’heure de yoga et de Jung, 
 Le jeune esprit de l’éternel, 
 Du soi qui n’a ni nom ni langue 
 – Lui sait le goût qui mange la mangue – 
 La science rêve du virtuel, 
 A nous l’imaginaire réel. 
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The First Of Love 
 
 
  I whisper through the distance to your dreams 
  And your reply, as certain as it seems, 
 
  Shines, behind eyes shut soft against the night, 
  A perfectly-remembered pearl of light, 
 
  Smiling, so beautiful, whom I don’t know 
  By world or name… 
          No, soul and sight are prime 
 
  Lenses of being, so, let shadows show, 
  Let touches tell as tenderness, let time, 
 
  The clumsy moments of a meeting, prove 
  The luminous intelligence of love. 
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Dream Of A Dancer 
 
 
 As I hold up your image to the light, 
 A jewel of your beauty stars my sight, 
 
 Beyond the bare photography of seeing, 
 The winter sun of skin, my fingers skiing 
 
 Down silver slopes of sculpted slenderness, 
 A crescent moon, warmed by the dawn’s array. 
 
 I leave it to my beating heart to say: 
 
 Beyond the first transcending’s empty seed, 
 The spiritual white of La Sylphide, 
 
 A cobalt core of soul and tenderness 
 
 That pulls, so word of lore would have it be, 
 The world’s own pirouette of gravity, 
 
 That weighs, bears, breathes, that rises to suffuse 
 Blind light with feeling, my blank flesh with fire, 
 
 That opens, its still secret, to inspire, 
 An earthly and extraordinary muse. 
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Lines On A Page 
 
 
 A mouth is a vagina when it names 
 

t 
 

 a dew of brightness from a summer shower 
 the city is lapidary 
   its stones 
 burn dry  
             an ingot of an office tower 
 is eye gold as the late sun leaves its throne 
 

t 
 

Songfall  
 
 Softer than breathing, like a falling song, 
 A meditation to where we belong. 
 

t 
 

 An Indian ascetic knows 
 The bliss of immortality 
 
 A European artist shows 
 The grandeur of mortality 
 

t 
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Divine Com(edy) 
 
 If Dante were contemporary, he 
 Would write a fan site, beatrice.com, 
 Where anyone who searched for her would come 
 To browse the latest news and gallery 
 And fantasise their way to paradise 
 Through the angelic eye of the alone, 
 A beauty rarely glimpsed and never known, 
 Whose diadem is their own soul’s surprise. 
 
 Perhaps when Beatrice is older, she 
 Will read it, to remind her of her youth, 
 An intimate illusion of the truth, 
 Till she accepts the image she will be. 
 
 If seeing beauty educates the soul, 
 Does being beauty teach it to be whole? 
 

t 
 

The Goddess of Eden 
 
 She asks the man to fight the snake 
 While angels sleep and lovers wake 
 

t 
 

 The myth of waiting is to outlove love 
 

t 
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Mulholland Drive  
 
 oceanic chrome 
  a Cortez gaze 
 
 the sunset’s psychedelic smog 
 an acid trip of purple haze 
 
 a star list in the sky’s black log 
 
 a second sea of night 
         its plan 
 of lights 
            a neon Mondrian 
 

t 
 

 my kisses are invisible 
 pearls on your skin 
     do they make sense 
 of love 
          in its intangible 
 sublime 
            supreme indifference 
 your lips 
               the pale bulbs of your breasts’ 
 soft spread 
                  against my breath-ribbed chest 
 

t 
 

 Though life is new and doesn’t copy me, 
 I squint cartoons of what I want to be. 
 

t 
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 Are you the moon? You aren’t the full, 
 Though you are also beautiful. 
 
 You aren’t the new, though you brood too, 
 Its dark soul-cycle deep in you. 
 
 You are the third night’s arc, so slender, 
 A soft discretion your eyes tender. 
 

t 
 

 A poem is a thing, a pure translation 
 

t 
 
A Taoist sage is lost and laughing in a landscape that he is 
 
The quick black brushstrokes speak of spaces, slowness, silences 
 

t 
 

 The wind brings rainy violins, 
 A window music while I write, 
 As though I meet my heroine 
 And we escape into the night. 
 
 
 





 

 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 

TWO NARRATIVE POEMS 

 

 ÕËÙÌÞɯ2ÛÈÕÐÓÈÕËɀÚɯTwo Narrative Poems (2009) are original stories, 

written in classical metre. A Human Disguise is a spiritual comedy 

set in ancient India. Compassion is a ghost story set in medieval 

Japan. 

 



 

 

 

 

POEMS (2007) 

 

 ÕËÙÌÞɯ2ÛÈÕÐÓÈÕËɀÚɯPoems (2007) continues the style of his New 

Poems (2006) and Collected Poems (1982-2004). The poems are 

written in classical metre, in the romantic tradition of English 

poetry. They include Five Hymns (dedicated to five gods and 

goddesses representing different elements of contemporary culture 

and spirituality), Twelve Films By Eric Rohmer, An Older Actress (a 

narrative poem in alexandrine couplets about a French actress and 

her film career), William Blake And The Eighteenth Century New Age 

and Sonnetinas (a miscellaneous sequence of sonnet-like 

miniatures).  

 

 

NEW POEMS (2006) 

 

The poems in Andrew Staniland’s New Poems (2006) are poems 
about contemporary spiritual experience, written in classical metre, 
in the romantic tradition of English poetry. They include a series of 
odes and a sequence of short poems which give the collection its 
title. 

 



 

 

 

 

THE BEAUTY OF PSYCHE 

 

Andrew Staniland’s prose-poem novel The Beauty Of Psyche (2005) 
is a retelling of the Greek myth of Cupid and Psyche as a novel 
about imagination. The characters are played by actors, against a 
backdrop of paintings, models and sets. The story at times becomes 
a series of paintings and sculptures in an exhibition. And many of 
the references to people, films, theatre and other myths may or may 
not be imaginary too. 

 

 

 

 

THE WEIGHT OF LIGHT 

 

 ÕËÙÌÞɯ2ÛÈÕÐÓÈÕËɀÚɯ×ÙÖÚÌ-poem novel The Weight Of Light (2004) is 

a lyrical description of the inner life and spiritual practice  of 

Delphine, a Frenchwoman living in London. It  is set entirely in her 

apartment, like a camera recording the poetry of her daily life, her 

ÔÌËÐÛÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÜÈÓɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌÚȭɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯÈɯɁÕÌÞɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÜÈÓÐÛàɂɯ

novel that is both literary and an honest description of a 

contemporary spiritual life.  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

COLLECTED POEMS (1982-2004) 

 

The poems collected here, from 1982 to 2004, are in the romantic 
tradition of English poetry and are written, almost all, in classical 
metre. They explore contemporary spiritual and psychotherapeutic 
experience. 

 

 

 

 

 

THREE NARRATIVE POEMS 

 

The three narrative poems collected here use classical blank verse 
and contemporary cinematic narrative techniques to tell their 
stories. 

White Russian (1995) is a lyrical description of a young Russian 
woman’s life in London. 

A Child Of God (1996) is a comic study of a New Age guru and his 
small band of devotees. 

A European Master (1997) is a debate about contemporary aesthetic 
values between a French actress and an East European film 
director. 

 



 

 

 

 

FOUR PLAYS 

 

The Temple Of The Goddess (1992) is a verse tragedy set in pre-
classical Greece. A matriarchal bronze age state is invaded by a 
patriarchal iron age army. 

The Playwright (1993) is a drama about resurgent nationalism in 
post-communist Eastern Europe. 

Mornings In The Life Of A Theatre Critic (1993) is a London theatre 
comedy. 

The Valley Of Stones (1994) is a tragedy of survival and defiance in a 
refugee camp. 

 



 

 

 

 

 


