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Epigram 
 

1. 

 

 A climate of chaotic days, 

 Autumn and April in August, weighs 

 

 Against a city’s sudden fear 

 Of what is next and what is near 

 

2. 

 

 Our lives are a defiant act 

 In spite of death’s unfailing fact 

 

 Though men deny it, that is why 

 They wage a war and want to die 
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The Goddess And The Unicorn 
 

1. 

 

 The goddess shows the unicorn a face 

  No animal has had a mind to see, 

 His soul face, milder by her mirror’s grace, 

 His beard, his horn, his baffled gaze that blinks, 

  “Am I born in the goddess?” Milk from grass, 

   The beast, the meat of me, 

 The mortal is divine, or so he thinks, 

  A baby in her egg of oval glass. 

 

2. 

 

 Unvirginal, untrue, the goddess is 

  The taste of beauty we taste when she eats 

 A dish of delicate pâtisseries, 

 The hot spice wine of unrequited love, 

  The honey of the sun in morning light. 

   Her alchemy is sweet, 

 Her creatures, lion, leopard, deer and dove, 

  Sit, free from fear, in her sense of delight. 

 

3. 

 

 The garden where the unicorn will dance, 

  Her red field, is a tapestry of May 

 With all the flowers of the fields of France 

 Sewn in its soil, where flags of fleurs-de-lis 

  Symbolise sensual song, the poetry 

   Her long white fingers play 

 On a harmonium, eternally, 

  The dancing beast’s still partner, the earth’s tree. 
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4. 

 

 The goddess, seeing as she sleeps, prefers 

  A petal, for its perfume, to a leaf, 

 A fragrant dream where all she feels is hers. 

 Her witch-thin nose is twitching at the scent 

  Of a carnation stolen from the stem 

   By her heart’s flower thief, 

 An ape on a gold chain is innocent, 

  A puppy, like a lover, lifts her hem.  

 

5. 

 

 A fabled goat-horse child, the unicorn 

  Is pride and proof, no miracle is pure. 

 The goddess grips the red head of his horn, 

 Like a live maypole, magical and wise, 

  The worshipped worshipping an older art 

   Of animal allure, 

 Whose horn, once dead, is powdered as a prize 

  By deft apothecaries of the heart. 

 

6. 

 

 The goddess hands her pearl strings to a maid 

  Who seeds the oyster of an iron chest. 

 Her throat is bare above the blue brocade 

 That oceans from her breasts, her eyes are clear, 

  Her smile, astringent as an early moon, 

   A question and a quest, 

 Whispering whitely, “A mon seul désir...” 

  Her spirit-skin will be unearthly soon. 
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Song Of The Cybersoulmates 
 

 

HE: The yeses always tell me no, 

 But she’s a maybe, so she might, 

 I like her weight, her age, her height, 

 Her fuzzy photo. Love, let’s go! 

 

SHE: Are you salaried? Are you sane? 

 I only meet my minimum 

 – I’m not your baby, not your mum – 

 I want the prick without the pain. 

 

HE: That’s me! The most romantic man, 

 Sensitive to the tip of, well… 

 One email and my heart can tell, 

 My first glance is a five-year plan. 

 

SHE: I’m thinking small, a slow-to-start, 

 A decent friend who lets me feel, 

 I’m not a dreamer, I like real, 

 I don’t believe in instant hearts. 

 

HE: A first-night fling is fine by me, 

 That’s what I tried to say before, 

 Beyond is breakfast and a bore 

 – It’s really great that you agree. 

 

SHE: At last! An honest repartee 

 – I hope we’re building something strong, 

 That’s serious, that lasts lifelong – 

 I’m sick of the soliloquy. 
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HE: I don’t like football, cars or beer, 

 I’d rather play with model trains, 

 I love my job, designing drains, 

 My crises have been calm for years. 

 

SHE: Let’s meet! See if we’re who we seem, 

 In a small café, cups of tea 

 With a safe crowd, CCTV 

 And an armed SWAT surveillance team. 

 

HE: Hello, I’m not the he, I’m she, 

 His nosy wife, the naughty fairy 

 – I thought you were his secretary – 

 His password was too easy, me. 

 

SHE: You sound nice too. I’m ninety-three, 

 But more broad-minded than you think, 

 I’ll drive you to a bar, we’ll drink 

 To love’s perverse perplexity. 
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A Sales Analysis Of Contemporary Poetry 
 

 

 O widow of the muses! A wet squib 

 Amidst the multimedia display, 

 Though laptops supersede the inky nib, 

 Now no one reads what no one wants to say. 

 

 A book of verse was music to the eye, 

 The Ipod of polite Victorians, 

 When only angels’ airwaves scored the sky 

 And silence was stentorian. 

 

 Then radio and records stole the ear 

 Of time from verse, the surrogate of song 

 No longer songlike, modernism’s fear 

 Of music. And a new aesthetic wrong 

 

 Ruled metre, meaning, magic and romance 

 Out, but we read a poem for one thing 

 – If music must remember how to dance, 

 I say, a poem dies that doesn’t sing. 
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A Beauty Like Deneuve 
 

 

 She is, if not a woman, a beauty like Deneuve, 

 The same intelligence and elegance and verve. 

 

 She is, if not a mother, a mistress of creation, 

 A muse of melancholy, a more mature elation. 

 

 A goddess of the white imaginary night, 

 Her lime trees dripping rain, her fields of stone and light, 

 

 Her bridge of art and artist, her romantic river, 

 She is her continent’s great inspiration-giver. 

 

 The whore of Babylon, on earth, was Babylon, 

 A queen of hanging gardens, a warm religion. 

 

 My Ishtar isn’t myth, her monuments, her style 

 Are cultured by the worldly cult of la belle ville. 

 

 



 

10 

 

Sonnet 
 

 

 He feels the fat of his maturity, 

 His clumsy muscles, that were strong and sure, 

 And wonders, was he wrong to be so pure, 

 When all the earth, in its impurity, 

 Is gained by grains in consciousness, like salt 

 In water, by the subtle seeds of sense 

 That empathise in all experience, 

 The veins of ore that glisten through a fault? 

 The gurus who sell godheads like IKEA, 

 A technical transcendence, miss the mess 

 That heals the heart. Their hollow holiness 

 Is the lost paradise of an idea. 

 His flesh, that fed the hunger of his youth, 

 Is his amused acceptance of the truth. 
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Sonnet 
 

 

 He feels the fat of his maturity 

 And sees her smiling at him, slim and sure, 

 Telling him, it is love that isn’t pure, 

 A pearl, an oyster shell’s impurity. 

 She is so young, a seed of love, like salt 

 In water, is an absolute, a sense 

 That permeates the heart’s experience, 

 A feeling free from future, free from fault. 

 The thirtysomethings plan it like IKEA, 

 A salary, a baby, not the mess 

 That is the real romantic holiness 

 Of love, that is their only good idea, 

 Their twenty-forty vision of the truth. 

 They worship and are wise, his age, her youth. 
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A Songbird 
 

 

 A poem, paper, see 

 A songbird on a tree 

 

 A white branch, birch or pine, 

 Not metaphor, not mine 

 

 Black letters, bitter grounds, 

 A skeleton of sounds 

 

 Egyptian phoenix, hear, 

 A songbird will appear 

 

 Its beat of heart and wings, 

 Alive, all nature sings 

 

 A stormy echoing, 

 An amber evening 

 

 A heat haze, humming night, 

 All harmony is light 

 

 A seeing in the dark, 

 A nightingale, a lark 

 

 The sleeping lines of words 

 Like tiny sky-scratched birds 

 

 Awaken on the page 

 An omen of the age 

 

 A swansong of the past 

 When book and poem last 
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The Seven Ages Of Enlightenment 
 

 

 We are an audience, we watch a stage 

  Where gods and gurus mask a mystery 

 That is our own soul’s show, from age to age, 

 And only an invisible fourth wall 

  Of ignorance inhibits our intent 

   To be the scene we see, 

 As modern masters of a miracle, 

  The seven actors of enlightenment. 

 

 Our English Arden is a forest stage 

  As pastoral and pure as any grove 

 Where a serene Upanishadic sage 

 Would teach the truth – the jingle of a stream 

  Like ankle bells, a mat of jungle green – 

   By sublimating love 

 And still luxuriate in Brahma’s dream, 

  The beautiful illusion of the scene. 

 

 In its lush exile, tall girls dress as boys 

  To find true love, philosophers are clowns 

 And wrestlers write, a poetry of poise 

 – We act it, we imagine it, to test 

  If what, in India, is practical, 

   A snake of light that crowns, 

 Is also, in the energetic West, 

  As powerful as paradoxical. 
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 The first age of enlightenment is bliss, 

  A baby in a bath, an empty mind 

That brand-name brahmins boast is all it is, 

 But life evolves beyond life, in the way 

  Orlando now seems more androgynous 

   Than cross-dressed Rosalind, 

 The novel and the film inflect the play, 

  Until all art is by Anonymous. 

 

 The second actor is an acolyte 

  Who learns the seven levels of creation, 

 The intricate intelligence of light, 

 That the third, in a more romantic role, 

  Worships, the Arden sprites that shine in it 

   Like light’s imagination, 

 A tenderness between transparent souls, 

  An intimacy in the infinite. 

 

 The fourth, his shield of light, his sword of love, 

  Is a kshatriya, a conqueror, 

 Who wakes the world, who makes the mountains move, 

 Who founds a faith, who leads a lineage, 

  Who is a comet of the Great Rebirth, 

   A star, a cosmic core, 

 Whose gravity, in this ungainly age, 

  Brings balance to the axis of the earth. 
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 The oracle, the fifth, is the wise word 

  That whispers to the world, like a great wind, 

 The law of truth an exiled woodland lord 

 Obeys, though it amuses the ascetic, 

  The sixth, a hermit in a hollow tree, 

   Who shows his naked mind, 

 Alone, unruly, unapologetic, 

  The state of nature when the soul is free. 

 

 The seventh actor, out of character, 

  Offers an epilogue, a final bow 

 And exits, from the authored theatre 

 Of time, to more than mere oblivion, 

  A sans-sense silence that is so sublime 

   It plays to no one now, 

 The state of being when the soul is one, 

  The atman, out of Arden, in its prime. 
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Two Paintings 
 

1. 

 

 Picasso turned a canvas to the wall. 

 

 “It is the same, if no one ever sees it, 

 It will still change the world.” 

 

              He was the world. 

 

2. 

 

 The earth in paint is air in word and soul. 

 

 A seeing breath, once whispered by a poet, 

 A poem is a witness to the world. 

 

3. 

 

 To save the model’s soul, so no one saw it, 

 La Belle Noiseuse was buried in a wall. 

 

 A soul is worth more than an artist’s world. 

 

4. 

 

 An incantation by a secret poet, 

 The world is a stone echo of the soul. 

 

 A poem is a witness to the wild. 
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To Shannon 
 

 

 You were my first love, twenty years ago, 

 Though unrequited, a dream that woke my heart, 

 Like Dante’s Beatrice, a feeling so 

 Sublime it is the source of all my art 

 And any sensitivity. 

              I write 

 The title and even after all these years 

 A small sun of your aura still appears, 

 A streetlamp in the autumn’s damp brown night. 

 

 It was a summer’s day when we first met, 

 At lunchtime, in a healthy hip café 

 Friends took me to, where you, for student pay, 

 Were waitressing. 

          That first sight I forget, 

 Those first few words, but on the sunny street 

 My heart had a new spirit, a new beat. 

 

 I sat to meditate. As if by grace, 

 A stem of golden light grew up my spine 

 And flowered, like a lily, as your face. 

 

 I fell in love with you, your smile, your shine, 

 As golden as your hair, your freckled skin, 

 Slim limbs as sweet-toned as a violin. 

 

 I fell in love without you, though, too soon 

 To find a common feeling to attune. 
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 I wandered through Vancouver, light as light, 

 Waiting to see you, waiting for a chance 

 To chase a wispy genie of romance 

 – An evening too June-long to end as night, 

 As magical as an Icelandic Edda. 

 

 In Afterlife, the film by Kore-Eda, 

 The characters must choose a memory, 

 A moment for their new immemory 

 – That moment is, for me, I always say, 

 At sunset on a cliff in Thunder Bay. 

 

 In London, where an ocean blurred my gaze, 

 A continent of time, you were more rare 

 – I met your multipresence in the air, 

 I saw you in the sunlight’s double rays. 

 

 My heart was haloed by a blissful beauty, 

 My dreams were visions, radiant and real, 

 That had a simple secret to reveal, 

 To love you was a spiritual duty. 

 

 I wrote a sheaf of poems, pleas and prayers, 

 Until, like Prospero, I snapped the staff 

 – Only Reflection and A Photograph 

 Were salvaged from the book I buried there. 

 

 I shut the shutters, now the night is black, 

 And choose a CD, Noahõs Ark or Takk. 

 

 I’m not nostalgic, I like new songs now, 

 But I’m the same, still single, who knows how 

 – The taste of lonely love has left its trace. 
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 I loved the sidereal feminine, 

 Outloving like a Rilke heroine, 

 Who learns, through love of what is absent space, 

 To love the presence of the infinite. 

 

 I look online and find you. I invite 

 An answer, through the site that lists your name, 

 And wait. 

       For what? At best, a new befriending 

 Of who you are today, perhaps the same 

 Or not. At least, this late, a better ending 

 Than nothing, to be happy if I knew 

 Your ever-after has been happy too. 

 

 If not, this poem is the truthful art 

 That twenty years ago I tried to write, 

 That says that any feeling frees the heart 

 And any love is universal light. 
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A Vision Of Animus Mundi  
 

 

 I see a sign of animus mundi, 

 Like a black cloud that shrouds the earth’s blue pearl, 

 An enemy of anima mundi, 

 An anti-soul of evil, whose death whorl 

 Is coded in the world like DNA 

 – I see it slump in three states of decay. 

 

 Good is the root of evil, an ideal 

 That twists into the ideology 

 Of a cold intellect, as stern as steel, 

 That asks no answer, no apology 

 – I see the ideal, love, degenerate 

 To evil in its highest state of hate. 

 

 The highest state of evil is alert, 

 An electricity from mind to mind, 

 The second state is static and inert, 

 A dying dragon, deaf and dumb and blind 

 – I see an empty edifice of State 

 That crushes what it exists to create. 

 

 The second state is order’s bloated corpse, 

 A scaffold built of bone, as stiff as lime, 

 The lowest state is chaos and collapse, 

 An underworld whose currency is crime 

 – I see an empire’s dregs, a prostitute 

 Sold to a soldier, drugs, a bloodied boot. 
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 I see a dragon’s lifespan, breathing flame, 

 Then burying its belly on its hoard, 

 Like Fafner in his cave, then old and lame, 

 Thrashing its toxic tail against the world 

 – The dragon eats its tail in its last breath, 

 The greed of evil brings the grace of death. 
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Oil 
 

 

 A well of hate, as black as oil, 

 Has geysered from the desert soil, 

 Where two faiths fight for one God’s shrine, 

 For fifty years in Palestine. 

 

 A new well strikes the Arab soil 

 And gluts the world, a crude blood-oil 

 That fuels suicide attacks 

 For two men’s folly in Iraq. 
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Desert Song 
 

 

 The sands of Egypt and Iraq 

 Bury Babylon’s palaces, 

 The works of pharaoh, sultan, sheikh, 

 Like Shelley’s Ozymandias. 

 

 A hermit sits outside a cave, 

 Staring the sun blind, scorn for scorn 

 – The desert is an empire’s grave 

 And where a fiery faith is born. 
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The Song The Sun Would Sing 
 

 

 This is the song the sun would sing 

 To the bright buds of dawn, 

 If all the earth was listening 

 And a new world was born. 

 

 This is the song the moon would sing 

 On the blue bed of night, 

 If only love was listening 

 To her divine delight. 

 

 This is the song the stars would sing 

 To the black gods of space, 

 If our strange souls were listening 

 And trembled at their trace. 
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The Song The Sun Would Sing 
(Commentary) 

 

 

 This is the song the sun would sing 

 To the bright buds of dawn, 

 If all the earth was listening 

 And a new world was born. 

 

   Since sunlight is the simple state 

   Of the soul’s own self-seeing light, 

   We see it when we concentrate 

   On a ray of coherent sight. 

 

 This is the song the moon would sing 

 On the blue bed of night, 

 If only love was listening 

 To her divine delight. 

 

   Since moonlight is the subtle state 

   Of the soul’s ghostly mirroring, 

   We see it when we consecrate 

   Our hearts to holy mothering. 

 

 This is the song the stars would sing 

 To the black gods of space, 

 If our strange souls were listening 

 And trembled at their trace. 

 

   Since starlight is the secret state 

   Of the soul’s open element, 

   We see it when we congregate 

   In an all-souls’ enlightenment. 

 



 

26 

 

A Rainbow 
 

 

 A rainbow was a goddess, trailing gloss, 

  When Iris trod a path from earth to sky, 

 A courier through clouds, until the loss 

 That Keats lamented, science and its prose 

  Seeing the myth as mathematical, 

   Until a purer eye, 

 A new poetic seeing, sees, so close, 

  A human rainbow is as magical. 

 

 A radiance in uncreated space, 

  The white light of the soul, its ray of being, 

 Shines through a raindrop of the finest trace 

 Of feelings, to refract in human form 

  An elemental spectrum that is whole, 

   Unknowable, self-seeing, 

 Whose flesh and blood are watery and warm, 

  Whose body is a rainbow of the soul. 

 

 The red ray is as rich as Tuscan clay 

  Smearing a terraced hillside’s heavy thighs, 

 A Titian sunset on a summer’s day. 

It is the chakra in the root, the tail, 

  That is the animal oblivion 

   Where old gods totemise, 

 Like the last titans in the lifeless vale 

  Where Saturn waited for Hyperion. 
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 The orange ray is sensitive, the source 

  Of sexual compassion, of the care 

 That cultivates an artistry of hours 

 In a neat townhouse, where a poet writes 

  About a poet, images awake, 

   Sensing the sickly air 

 In a drab room in Rome, where words took flight 

  Like muscular swans, wings splashing, from a lake. 

 

 The armour of ambition stamps its steel, 

  In the insignia of a fiery ram, 

 On the raw weight and worth of an ideal. 

 The solar plexus is the yellow ray 

  That is the simple sun of earthly sight, 

   A shadowless I am 

 Denying death, an endless dreamless day, 

  Defining what is real and what is right. 

 

 The heart ray is the green the western ocean 

  Winks, when it smiles at sunset, to reveal 

 The true intelligence of an emotion. 

 It is the planetary purity 

  Of Venus in the evening air, above 

   Her corporeal veil, 

 Showing the world her old authority, 

  A lilac-scented breeze, her breath of love. 
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 The blue ray is the throat, the lyre of speech 

  That poets play, in praise or prophecy, 

 To win the muses’ prize, their golden peach, 

 The style of Hermes, classical and clear, 

  Or Orpheus, the wild romantic song 

   That woke Eurydice, 

 Though Hermes was too wise to interfere, 

  When Orpheus, impulsively, was wrong. 

 

 The third eye, in the indigo of night, 

  Sees spectres of another time and space. 

 It is the dark ray of unearthly sight, 

 As elegant as moonlight, like the poet 

  Imagining La Belle Dame Sans Merci 

   Wearing the waxy lace 

 His candle dripped, or hearing her light foot’s flit, 

  A silver owl that ghosted through a glass tree. 

 

 The crown ray is effulgent, violet, 

  Glinting like starlight on new mountain snow, 

 Through which the soul is born, inviolate, 

 Through which a seeress rises to receive 

  A wisdom ray from higher frequencies, 

   Through which a lightning flow 

 Of gods embodies owls, swans, flowers, leaves, 

  Rivers and rainbows, earth’s epiphanies. 
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 I see the sun’s rays glittering, their glare 

  On a black cloud, a blue space slowly clearing, 

 A prism of fresh raindrops in the air. 

 A rainbow sees a rainbow, a new awe 

  Through intimacy, in whose aureole 

   The self is all-appearing, 

 Seeing the meaning that the Greeks once saw, 

  A rainbow as a goddess of the soul. 
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The Guru And The Poet 
 

 

 A friend insists I read a book of verse 

 By guru A, to rate his genius 

 – I read it and admit, while wishing worse, 

 That what he writes is sui generis – 

 The guru and his words are wise and true, 

 But what a poem must do, his don’t do. 

 

 I think of Li Po drinking to the moon 

 And drowning in the river’s wet embrace, 

 Who, when he wrote, would set the Tao in tune, 

 Seduce the blushing moon to her true face, 

 Or Yeats’ envy of his friend AE 

 Who was the mystic Yeats would never be. 

 

 Yeats was the poet AE never was, 

 As though the two are antithetical 

 And, separated from a single cause, 

 The book or body bears the miracle, 

 Whose energy is either world-creating, 

 Aesthetic or ascetic, world-negating. 

 

 A mystic sings a silent song of seeing, 

 As indescribable as any dream, 

 A secret super-sense, a leap of being 

 To a more star-like state, a brighter beam 

 – A poem is an empty explanation, 

 An afterword, as trite as a translation. 
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 A poet is a demiurge, whose words 

 Are worlds, beyond the craft of their creator, 

 Whose instincts are as innocent as birds 

 Or beasts, whose blood and breath are wind and water 

 – A poem is alive if it is new, 

 So poets know less than their poems do. 

 

 But then I think of those great poet-saints, 

 Like Rumi, whose sublime soul-shattered love, 

 Its cosmos of crescendos and complaints, 

 Only the purest poetry could prove, 

 Or calm Kabir, whose spirit was so free, 

 Three faiths were altared in his artistry. 

 

 They were great saints because they were great poets, 

 Creating a new path to God on earth 

 By their great gift, to see and share and show it 

 In words of worldly and enduring worth 

 – They were the pure silk of a written scroll, 

 Whose greatest poems were their working souls. 
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Fragments 
 

1. 

 

 I see the sparks of inspiration 

 That are embedded in creation, 

 The instants of eternal time 

 That breathe a rhythm and a rhyme… 

 

2. 

 

 When words seep through my sleepy mind 

 In bed, half-dreamed and half-divined, 

 Or when I lift the window sash 

 – The scent of autumn, wet wood ash, 

 As acrid as an aftershave – 

 The cold glass streams along the stave 

 And scrawny foxes cross the lawn 

 Like fire gods in the foggy dawn. 

 

 I feel it when a shower splash 

 Startles my skin, a five-sense flash, 

 Or when my morning meditation 

 Enlightens my imagination 

 By its rhetorical technique 

 And the excited silence speaks… 
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A Torso Of Apollo 
 

 

 The statue that was sculpted from the stone 

 In awe, but boldly, showed the great god’s head, 

 Whose solar eyes, anthropomorphic, shone 

 On Greece, whose long limbs terrified by tread. 

 

 But what was classical was still corrupt, 

 When modern gods installed their monolith 

 The answer to Apollo was abrupt, 

 A broken statue of artistic myth. 

 

 We see it now. The statue seems complete, 

 A concentrated artefact of grace, 

 More godly, in its muscle, in its meat, 

 As though the torso gains more force in space, 

 

 Or all that we are capable of seeing, 

 Not being seen or touched, is the brute being. 
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A Dream 
 

 

 A Tantric teacher from Tibet 

 Sat in a café sipping tea, 

 He was a monk who liked to bet 

 So we bet what my life would be 

 

 If I would write about the rite 

 Of summer solstice in the woods 

 When night is nearest to the light 

 And nature grants the earth its gods. 

 

 I sold my Sony flat screen for 

 A one-way to Saint Petersburg, 

 By plane, by train, an old green door, 

 A plank across a black peat bog 

 

 To a great grove of Ovid’s oaks, 

 Though their superb sun-ancestry 

 Was sulphured by the sickly smoke 

 Of a rust-raddled factory. 

 

 I saw three women in a glade, 

 Whose nudity amazed the air, 

 Whose henna hieroglyphs, whose braids 

 Of leaf and blossom blessed my stare. 

 

 They tossed their garlands in a stream 

 And watched in wonder, witnessing 

 The spray’s steam in the sun’s hot beam, 

 A corps above their ballet’s ring. 
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 The youngest studied medicine 

 And posed for porn to pay her fees, 

 Her name was Naiad or Nadine, 

 Whichever paid the most to please. 

 

 The second, Anastasia 

 Or Arethusa, strode the stage 

 In mythical fantasias 

 As true or tragic as her age. 

 

 The oldest was a wise masseuse 

 Who healed by pebble, crystal, flame 

 And acted as a body-muse 

 To businessmen who guessed her name. 

 

 The white night’s twilight, luminous 

 As lustral linen, graced the grove, 

 The June air was libidinous, 

 The grass and sharp twigs dreamed of love. 

 

 The women leapt a living fire 

 Of fragrant fresh-cut wood to bring 

 The hot blood of their heart’s desire 

 To bear in their imagining. 

 

 The youngest, called Ivana now, 

 Summoned the moon god to her side, 

 Then shifted shape to a white cow 

 As she disdained his phallic pride. 

 

 The actress, in her greatest role, 

 Danced for the goat god, rude and ripe, 

 Until his finger found the hole, 

 A clump of reeds the wind would pipe. 
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 The old masseuse was more astute 

 And told the thunder god to stroke 

 Her thighs, her calves, her toes, the roots 

 That earthed her as a three-worlds’ oak. 

 

 The dawn’s burst dipped the sun in dew, 

 A new-born baby in the sky, 

 Where the three women, human, blue, 

 Floated like teardrops in the eye. 

 

 The forest was a London street 

 On a frost-feathered winter’s day, 

 A morning march of trees on feet, 

 White breath like birds that flew away. 

 

 The Tantric teacher, in his chair, 

 Was female, like Tiresias, 

 When I awoke and smelt the air, 

 The odour of a curious 

 

 Re-goddessing in my cold room, 

 And heard, as soft as the stream’s steam, 

 A hum that echoed from the Om, 

 The pious poem of a dream. 
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To Vashti Bunyan 
 

1. 

 

 A shy song and a simple rhyme 

 Are late to fame and fate 

 

 But fashion dies by fashion’s date 

 A space is free in time 

 

2. 

 

 Devendra and Joanna know 

 That what we dream is real 

 

 The old Aquarian ideal 

 Of thirty years ago 

 

3. 

 

 Its gentle generation sings 

 A sadder song today 

 

 That is still faithful to the fay 

 Of our lookaftering 

 

 



 

38 

 

A New Poem 
 

 

 The winter sun is whitened by a wash 

  Of fog that makes the light phenomenal 

 On a long lilac cloud beyond the marsh. 

 I squelch through muddy meadows, breathing sky, 

  Watching the wood smoke wisping from a barge, 

   The gulls, the black canal, 

 Till a transliteration in my eye 

  Sees words, the sparks of a poetic charge. 

 

 I like high-concept poems, meeting cute, 

  Ovid and Wicca, the Upanishads 

 And As You Like It, artful and acute. 

 I think a poem should speak out, be specific, 

  Be musical, the memory is sweeter 

   With what the right rhyme adds, 

 And be coherent, the beat is beatific, 

  The living line, the body of the metre. 

 

 The Vedic hymns all had three dedications, 

  Their poet, or the open mouth, their god, 

 Or the experience of inspiration, 

 And their metre, or the measure of those moments, 

  The echo of eternity in words. 

   I wonder if an ode 

 Is whispering its outline in the omens 

  Of barge and water, the white whirl of birds. 
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 The rest is trust, a rhyming dictionary, 

  Google and bluff, a slow search for the sense, 

 The supple sentence, virile and visionary. 

 The sun sinks south-west, cooling, the bare sky 

  Impatiently awaits its constellations 

   Like a blank page, and since 

 The marsh is mine, I watch a heron fly 

  And scrawl a line, a weightless word’s elation. 
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Age And Beauty 
 

 

 The girl who cuts my hair is like a cherry tree, 

 Her pink cheeks, purple lip gloss, topknot topiary. 

 

 The gap is greater now I’m grey and getting older, 

 Between the beautiful and the bemused beholder, 

 

 Which is against the rules of non-duality 

 – The more I meditate, the more she should be me! 
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Reincarnations 
 

 

 I wake, a rigid jaw, the aftershock 

 Of a raw dream state, fists up, fighting tight, 

 An image, like a double time-zone clock, 

 Imprinted on the eyelids of the night 

 – The trauma of my birth, of my first breath, 

 And my last life’s abrupt and angry death. 

 

 Is it imaginary memory? 

 A tense wait, in a musty moonlit room, 

 In Nazi France, in 1943, 

 Sends shards of sense, a woollen coat’s rough comb, 

 A cotton dress, its polka dots, the door... 

 I am too frightened to remember more. 

 

 I have heard women call on Cleopatra, 

 Like a star witness, all the only one, 

 And men recall a more heroic chapter 

 When they were Caesar or Napoleon 

 – The fancy dress of fantasy’s what if, 

 But not what is the lesson in a life? 

 

 The rationing in Rome’s theology, 

 One life per soul, wears a hair shirt instead, 

 The rationalist’s ideology, 

 One life, no soul, stands naked to the dead 

 – The question, as all poets will agree, 

 Is which of these writes better poetry? 
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 The Buddha sat beneath the Bodhi tree, 

 Remembering his death-dismembered lives 

 – A string of single egos is set free 

 And an unending stream of soul survives – 

 Through more and more enlightened incarnations, 

 The fruit of our forgetful generations. 

 

 The first time we are human, we conform 

 To rules, we need a regular routine, 

 A written role, we wear a uniform 

 Of who we are, a monk or a marine. 

 An old soul, like an old tree, is more gnarled, 

 A complicated creature of the world. 

 

 An old soul isn’t an enlightened soul 

 – Experience is not how we evolve – 

 We are more conscious, more content, more whole, 

 By living lightly, by a lucid love 

 – Life is less random, which means we won’t win 

 A lottery, in dharma’s discipline. 

 

 A Spanish boy a scientist regresses 

 Speaks Sanskrit and explains Brahmanic lore, 

 Another boy in Delhi recognises 

 The parents of the child he was before 

 – Their son died suddenly, when doctors check, 

 The wound is now a birthmark on his neck. 
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 Yeats wrote it, golden-tongued Pythagoras, 

 The great Greek guru, taught three mysteries 

 In singing schools’ ascetic agoras, 

 Three measurements, of a song’s symmetries, 

 Of the numeric nature of creation 

 And of the cycle of reincarnation. 

 

 I watch the night, its big eyes blink, a play 

 Of shadows in the match glow of the past 

 That flickers as its moment dies away 

 Till only an odd nerve of fear still lasts 

 – The winter night, in its solsticial prime, 

 Is the eternal end-state of all time. 

 

 I think the truth is, life is infinite, 

 No soul is new, no death a trumpet call, 

 But what an image is that we intuit, 

 Our own or other, is unknowable 

 – A dream of life, a memory of birth, 

 The breathing of the esoteric earth. 
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TWO 

 

 

 

February – May 2006 
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 Helen In Egypt 
 

1. 

 

 The sea-stare of the beauty on the beach 

 Suffers the wind that salts her streaming hair 

 Like seaweed in the subtle evening air 

 And what she sees is what her soul would teach. 

 

2. 

 

 Shipwrecked in Egypt, Asia’s western shore, 

 She is the white-skinned wife, the Spartan queen, 

 On a peninsula of peace, between 

 A war of conquest and a civil war. 

 

3. 

 

 Seeing her silks, her soul, brushstroked in oils, 

 She is a vain Victorian vivante, 

 Whose wealth of wonder is her only want, 

 Flaunting the fashions of an empire’s spoils. 

 

4. 

 

 Starred by a snapshot after a Nile cruise, 

 She is a new child of the feminine, 

 Still as a Sufi in the world’s wild spin, 

 A poet’s daughter and a poet’s muse. 
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An Empire Of Enlightenment 
 

 

 When the young guru first flew to the West, 

  He was a simple guest in strangers’ homes, 

 Who told tales of his zaniness and zest, 

  His flower fights and basso bathtub Oms. 

 His teaching, of a clear and conscious soul, 

  Shone through their doubtful mental cumulus, 

  His early meetings were miraculous, 

 Enlightenment was the new rock and roll. 

 

 Excitement spread the spark from soul to soul, 

  City to city, country after country, 

 Seekers and sceptics crowded to enrol 

  In hired halls, crushing petals at his entry, 

 The power of his presence, its pure light, 

 Instilled a wise and wonderful delight. 

 

 Survival in the monetary West 

  Meant money, though, a modern institution 

  Whose character, whose human constitution, 

 Was Western, unenlightened, a true test 

  If only he had tested it and taught it, 

 But it was granted status, by his laws, 

  As always right, a bribe to those who bought it, 

 A faith to those who fetishised its flaws. 
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 Enlightenment is also disillusion, 

  A trudge of disappointed devotees, 

 Who sought society, if not seclusion, 

  Children, careers, the thousand things that please, 

 And fashion flits, fire-walking, vision-goals 

 Sold better to consumers of the soul, 

  Till now, as ancient Athens once defined 

  What matters more, the muscles or the mind, 

 Fitness yoga is the new rock and roll. 

 

 The guru, too old now to roam the globe, 

  Sits in his castle compound on the Rhine, 

 Snapping a frayed thread on his golden robe, 

  While a breeze blows the flow charts that align 

 A Vedic reign in banners on the wall, 

 And broods on his bright empire’s rise and fall. 

 

 Will the next guru learn a lighter way, 

  By internet, from India, a free 

  Fractal of followers, a teaching tree, 

 A new tradition of eternal play? 

  The test of any wisdom’s truth and worth 

  Is its transcendence of the powers of earth. 
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Botticelliõs Primavera  
 

 

 The garden’s goddess, belly full 

 As a maternal quarter moon, 

 Stops, by her slender hand, the fall 

 Of love, whose season is too soon. 

 

 The shy spring, in her flower dress, 

 Scatters white daisies on the lawn, 

 Free from the wind god’s crude caress, 

 She is as deathless as the dawn. 

 

 The graces, like the gunas, dance 

 In their sheer shirts, a ring of art, 

 Whose self-creating state, whose trance, 

 Is a rose trellis round the heart. 

 

 A poet in a crimson cloak 

 Is ogling the graces’ rite 

 And cutting verses in an oak 

 That it is virtue not to write. 
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For R 
 

 

 Though it is said great poets should be dead, 

 Scholarship shows they were, in fact, alive 

 When writing what is still revered and read 

 While today’s poets struggle to survive 

 Even the low esteem of friends and wives. 

 

 The omens, when a poet drowns at sea, 

 Are very good, in bed and coughing blood, 

 The diagnosis, immortality, 

 By pills or gas or bullets in a wood, 

 The howl, that rhymes, is heard and understood, 

 

 And those old poets famed forever young, 

 Though they waxed critical, a logorrhoea 

 When the last juice of opium was wrung, 

 Who sailed to Africa to profiteer 

 And waned, insane, from gout or gonorrhoea. 

 

 But poetry is also plentiful, 

 In good heart and good health, in a long life 

 That celebrates a blithe and beautiful 

 Sobriety, whose marital motif 

 Is one long love song to a lovely wife. 

 

 A calm eye sees the truth, a calm hand writes 

 The cultivated creativity 

 That only an ars longa can recite 

 – That other poet of longevity 

 Rhymed it, a rich horn and a laurel tree. 
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A Sofa Stylite 
 

 

 My soul is solar in my sight, 

 Too bright to see the light of day, 

 So I sit tight, I wait and write, 

 A sofa stylite, shut away. 

 

 We work our world by breath or bone, 

 Its secret stone, its singing tree, 

 A thousand Atlases alone, 

 A thousand Hermes winging free. 
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Group 4, The Ten Biggest, Number 8, 
Adulthood  

 

 

 a soul space 

            pink akasha 

         art appears 

 a mind eye 

         white as albumen 

               the seer 

 

 a dream sphere 

      crescent hearts 

        the earth emits 

 a word form 

           lily-rose 

            the opposites 

 

 a line dance 

           yellow tendrils 

           colours call 

 a thought gene 

     sutra spirals 

             one in all 
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Rue DõOrmesson 
 

 

 His fingers trace the stone façade of the hotel, 

 And a skew-raftered room, the heatpipes’ stuffy smell, 

 

 The lamp’s fluorescent leer, her hair that snapped its pin, 

 Her spit on his dry lips, her freckled, fawny skin, 

 

 The dawn’s cat’s-eye of slates, her quote of Baudelaire 

 Still living there, a whisper in the absent air, 

 

 Are a slight seismic shift in his stride down the street, 

 As a wet wind envelops him in its soiled sheet. 
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A Song Of The Soul 
 

1. 

 

 I see, in an imaginal idea, 

 The strata of subliminal sophia, 

 

 The singing silence of initiation 

 That calls from contemplation to creation, 

 

 The seeds of sense, the subtle elements 

 Of the aesthetic earth’s exquisite scent, 

 

 And the interstices, where light coheres, 

 Between the holy and the human spheres, 

 

 Where souls, in a pre-natal state, await 

 The impulse of a foetus and a fate, 

 

 Like curlews in the wind, the cries of birth 

 They want, in eerie echoes of the earth, 

 

 Where devas float, angelic agents of 

 The intricacies of a cosmic love 

 

 That attributes a spirit to a soul, 

 A moment, music, its etheric pole, 

 

 Where souls, occluded by a death, a life, 

 See ghosts of a still-living child or wife, 

 

 Until a dying of identity 

 Sets free the infinite Ur-entity, 

 



 

56 

 

 To be absorbed by the eternal aeon 

 And start a new soul cycle’s emanation. 

 

2. 

 

 I think about the awe in artistry 

 And the perverse prose of its poetry, 

 

 Tarkovsky’s films, his oil paint images 

 Of flooded tiles and muddy collages, 

 

 The stained walls, the starred mirrors, that display 

 The splendour of transcendence by decay, 

 

 How slowly, in a dream, to Bach’s true notes, 

 The witch, the mother, everywoman floats, 

 

 Or Gainsbourg when he wrote Amours Des Feintes, 

 Although his heart, the organ, was defunct, 

 

 His heart, the love, was still as full of Jane 

 As a Chartres window in its stronger stain, 

 

 As if the innocence of inspiration 

 Is more so in the depths of desperation, 

 

 And art is made of bricks of a strange straw, 

 To build a masterpiece of worldly awe. 

 

3. 

 

 I feel the first splash, raindrops in my hair, 

 A smell of thundery ions in the air, 
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 As I walk faster through the lakeside park, 

 Where turtles bask on a drowned log’s black bark 

 

 And moorhens rustle reeds, and the storm spills 

 The sky, a watercolourist, whose skill 

 

 Soaks feelings in the flowers’ deeper dye 

 And shines the leaves a green that shocks the eye, 

 

 And I imbibe the April aquarelle 

 That drips on my wet lips, as my sight swells, 

 

 Not full of tears, or of imagining, 

 But the real rain’s astonishment of spring. 
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Arjuna And The Apsara 
 

 

APSARA: Pale prince, so still in storm and snow, 

 My yoni is a cave of fire, 

 My breasts are gifts, their fountains flow 

 The milk and honey you desire. 

 

ARJUNA: I sit in my ascetic state, 

 My skill will be a sacred score, 

 My aim is calm, no love, no hate, 

 My lingam is a lance of war. 

 

APSARA: My lips are red and wet with wine, 

 My tongue will sing your skin’s soft song, 

 By Indra’s order, prince, be mine, 

 And what is weak will prove you strong. 

 

ARJUNA: I shut my eyes. I am a man 

 And you are stardust in the sky, 

 Still shining when my race began, 

 Too far, too fine to touch my thigh. 

 

APSARA: An astral sprite is free to find 

 A lover in the human sphere, 

 Since love is why the spheres all wind, 

 And my heart’s wound is your heart’s spear. 

 

ARJUNA: The stars are mothers of my race, 

 So a son’s love is all I feel, 

 I bow to you, your gorgeous grace, 

 In the black space of the great wheel. 
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APSARA: A woman from a world so bright 

 Is still a woman, prince, perverse 

 To spurn my heat, then praise my light, 

 Such spite will be a sexless curse. 

 

ARJUNA: My dainty dance, my flustered face, 

 Kohl-eyed and rouged, my blushes, my tears, 

 My sari from a worm’s red lace 

 Will arm me in the thirteenth year. 
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A New Poetry 
 

 

1. 
 

 

 A fine light fountains through my fontanelle, 

 Bathing me in a Blakean delight, 

 My sight is taste and touch, my hearing smell, 

 Like colours spinning till the wheel is white. 

 

 Shimmering, auraing, in sympathy, 

 The world is an extraordinary whole 

 Of me, and what my streaming eyes half-see 

 Is a new poetry of heart and soul. 
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2. 
 

 

 My soul’s intrinsic body is a sphere 

 That loving arms will circumnavigate, 

 Though waiting for my other to appear 

 Is to ignore my own enlightened state. 

 

 This bright sphere, spilling sweet, is more than mine, 

 So it is, in its essence, an embrace 

 Of every soul, enlightened or divine, 

 Like starlight kissed by every star in space. 
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3. 
 

 

 A tight-necked terror of enlightenment, 

 Compacted by the shocks of birth and death, 

 Screamed an unanswerable argument 

 That strangled, silenced my eternal breath. 

 

 The antidote to terror is a trust 

 That won’t be willed, that waits, that finds a fault 

 In the tense carapace, that cracks the crust 

 Like seedlings springing from the earth’s cold vault. 
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4. 
 

 

 The eye of seeing sees what isn’t here, 

 Ephemerally, what is always there, 

 When the poetic paradox is clear, 

 A weird light in the normal morning air. 

 

 The eye of seeing sees what isn’t seen 

 By spatial sight, the eye above the eyes 

 That sees by soul sight, suddenly serene, 

 That is oracular and otherwise. 
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5. 
 

 

 My old heart beat a drum of storm and stress, 

 Frantically, though it tried not to appear so, 

 It was alone, dramatic in distress, 

 A nineteenth century romantic hero. 

 

 What measured its intensity was weight, 

 A heavy-heartedness, in an equation 

 Of effort and exhaustion, to create 

 The crude simplicity of an emotion. 
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6. 
 

 

 My new heart is a more Mozartian 

 Melody, a free flow of feelings, filling 

 The moment, like the rainbow art in an 

 Eternal eye, a new tear always spilling. 

 

 The faculty of worship is the valve 

 Of its compassion, flooding through the veins 

 To feel a world emotion, to evolve 

 To earthly wonder on its purest plane. 
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7. 
 

 

 A way to worship, in my modern mind, 

 That knows too much to know who to believe 

 And sees too much to see who hides behind, 

 Is a contemporary courtly love. 

 

 The troubadours sang round the wrath of Rome, 

 Their lady was a goddess in disguise, 

 So I sing now, my altar in my home, 

 My goddess in a dream of deep blue eyes. 
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8. 
 

 

 I am awake when I am deep in sleep, 

 A silent witness of its secret state, 

 Like a soft peach in syrup, set to steep 

 In the sweet soma of its worldless weight. 

 

 The astral night is bright, a bed of light, 

 As though creation is in constant birth, 

 A white womb of the world, the infinite 

 And its aubade, a new breath of the earth. 
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9. 
 

 

 I watch the fates of sleep in their quick work, 

 The sightless sewing of a silver seam, 

 Like moonlight warping on a loom, a quirk 

 Of night, the quiet chaos of a dream. 

 

 A new scenario, as odd as id, 

 Connects the intellect to sense and soul, 

 The wonder work of Wyrd, that faith forbids, 

 The witch’s secret prophecy to Saul. 
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10. 
 

 

 Minor misfortunes may be miracles 

 In small steps, when, by serendipity, 

 A ball’s-up, like a big bang, starts a ball 

 Rolling, by bad luck or stupidity. 

 

 I go the wrong way, spaced, off my mind’s map, 

 And find a better buy, all things in place, 

 And feel the flow, the absence of a gap, 

 As if an angel had accomplished grace. 
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11. 
 

 

 The magus of imagination sees 

 The soul’s astrology, the seventh sense 

 Of art, whose media are matrices 

 That form the faerie of experience. 

 

 The winter gods are waiting, white as stars, 

 To warm the world and be warmed, when the in- 

 Finite, first, in the finite, spring-like, stirs, 

 Unearthing the eternal feminine. 
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12. 
 

 

 I sit and meditate in the bright slide 

 Of a May morning, breathing the sun’s scent 

 Like lilacs through the window, open wide 

 To welcome spring and its enlightenment. 

 

 What was transcendent has become transparent, 

 A simple state, unshadowed, sun and soul, 

 The absolute at ease in the apparent 

 And happy to be humble to be whole. 
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Notes 
 

The Goddess And The Unicorn was inspired by the 

medieval tapestries of La Dame A La Licorne in the Musée de Cluny 

in Paris. The six tapestries show the five senses and free will or 

freedom from the senses. The pictures in the poem, though, are 

slightly different to the tapestries. 

 

The Seven Ages Of Enlightenment uses as a template 

the “seven ages of man” speech from As You Like It, Act 2, Scene 7. 

It also refers to Orlando, the novel by Virginia Woolf and the film 

by Sally Potter. 

 

A Torso Of Apollo is a variation on the subject of a sonnet by 

Rilke, Archaischer Torso Apollos. 

 

To Vashti Bunyan is dedicated to the singer-songwriter, 

whose first album, Just Another Diamond Day, originally released in 

1970, was finally followed by a second album, Lookaftering, in 2005. 

Devendra Banhart and Joanna Newsom are new-folk acolytes of 

hers. 

 

For R is for the American poet Richard Wilbur, in the style of his 

poem For C. That other poet is Yeats in A Prayer For My Daughter. 

 

Group 4, The Ten Biggest, Number 8, Adulthood  is 

the title of a painting by the Swedish spiritualist painter Hilma af 

Klint. The poem also includes elements from her other paintings. 

 

Arjuna And The Apsara is based on a story in the 

Mahabharata, shown in Peter Brook’s film, which has echoes of 

Keats’ La Belle Dame Sans Merci. 

 



 



 

 

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. 

 



 

 

 


