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FIVE HYMNS 
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A Hymn To Sarasvati 
 

 

 O would mean nothing now, the Om of odes, 

  The oracle, the open mouth, the source 

  Is null and void, the nerves of verse too coarse 

 To strum the strings of their creating gods, 

  Who wait, abeyant, for what sings in spring 

 To augur through the leafless laurel tree 

  Of our unmagical imagining 

 In a sublime soul’s sense-drunk poetry. 

 

 An intellectual elite insists 

  That art is democratic, not divined, 

 A free-for-all of soulless solipsists, 

  Who set the flat-lined feelings of the mind 

 In cryptic crosswords, that a literary 

  Critic has to decode and deconstruct, 

  And only, if at all, think to conduct 

 Collected life at its most ordinary. 

 

 And so we see an English education 

  Too trite to teach a child how Shakespeare sounds, 

  The surge of meaning that the metre grounds, 

 The inner image and its invocation. 

  Museum glass seals safe the golden scales 

 That weigh the worth of what the world creates 

 And new work grins like gargoyles at the gates, 

  Like cheap gilt fakes in never-ending sales 

 That no one buys, so no one even tries 

 Or trusts the evidence of ears and eyes. 
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 The vanity of verse must learn to live, 

  A lesson from the alt. art music scene, 

 That all art is a gift, and gifts must give, 

  By harmonies and heartbeats, shine and sheen, 

 Which is Joanna Newsom’s genius, 

  The Yankee sprawl, the bardic rhapsodies 

  Of her extraordinary album Ys, 

 Like Whitman’s Sea Drift set by Delius, 

  Though poets, if you copy, I won’t carp, 

  But please, do not try this without a harp. 

 

 The image of the artist is intact, 

  Which is the window that an audience 

 Sees through, if any art is to attract, 

  An orchid of performance and pretence, 

 And an exciting energy, an awe 

  Of more ambition, a self-sense so strong 

 That it sedates the luck of fame, the laws 

  Of fate and sublimates a simple song. 

 

 To show a poet in the night’s black pane, 

  I need to buy new clothes from agnès b 

  Or Nicole Farhi, not, note, a beret, 

 Not a cravat, not, now, a cape and cane… 

  The wine-dark wonders, saturnine and sullen, 

 Between the syphilis of Scylla and 

 Consumption of Charybdis, at an end 

  Since psychotherapy and penicillin. 
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 To write, or read, is an ascetic act, 

  An insight, antisocial, out of life, 

 So it is an acceptance of the fact 

  To spurn a Bildungsroman’s stress and strife 

 And cultivate a contemplative calm 

  That is contemporary, conscious, clear, 

  That questions, in the chakras’ cosmic sphere, 

 What being human means we may become. 

 

 To be a poet means to pray, to praise 

  The naked muse, whose body of white light, 

  Through the skull’s lotus, is the book to write, 

 Whose mantra, as it murmurs through the maze, 

  A word thread, to the minotaural core 

 And sacrifices in a silent gasp, 

  Is the afflatus of a thousand more 

 In nerve and artery, in nave and apse, 

  The singing of the cells, a secret choir, 

  That is the modern meaning of inspire. 

 

 And out of it, like breath in winter air, 

  The dual nature of the universe 

  Is also the wave-nucleus of verse, 

 Metre and matter, actively aware, 

  A pulse of stars, like giant words in space, 

 That fills the night’s blue mouth, the world’s black hole, 

  A mountain stream, its frothy interlace, 

 That sounds the speaking pebbles of the soul. 
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A Hymn To Shiva 
 

 

 An avatar was born in Brittany 

  And all the nurses in the hospital, 

  Like the old shepherds at the stable’s stall, 

 Saw shine, an energy-epiphany, 

  An aura of intelligible light, 

 Swathing the baby, through the blanket’s blue, 

  A new year’s seed on that cold winter night 

 Of blackout, war, in 1942. 

 

 Her childhood chalked a circle of delight 

  In God’s green garden, devas dancing round her, 

 And when a speck of sadness soiled her sight, 

  Her future guru fissured space and found her. 

 She saw how India would be her home, 

  As clearly as she felt her former life, 

  The cord uncut by death’s obstetric knife, 

 Her soul’s state, softly bright, before the womb. 

 

 The West invented adolescence. She 

  Was too shy for the Sixties’ show of youth, 

  But she sipped wine in smoky café booths  

 And danced to jukebox jives and sheepishly 

  Was married, then a mother, then alone, 

 Working to earn a meagre miracle 

  Of money, stubborn to support her sons, 

 An obligation to an obstacle. 
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 But rivers rub out rocks, the two boys grew, 

  Outstanding in accountancy and law, 

 And when her nest was empty, she flew too 

  To India, Garuda-winged, and saw, 

 On tourist trips, the many sacred sites 

  Along the Ganges, its unearthly glow 

 Like phosphorus at dawn, the burning rites 

  On the black ghats, the ash of deathly snow. 

 

 To mother was her only social skill, 

  So she was a saint-mother of the streets, 

  Her pale skin’s perfume in the fly-foul heat 

 Like jasmine to the orphaned and the ill. 

  She sat, too, in a cave in Rishikesh, 

 Where she was taught by the stone’s incantations, 

 Magnetic after aeons’ meditations, 

  While astral milk and honey fed her flesh. 

 

 She prayed that Shiva show her the right way 

  To meet her childhood guru, when, by chance, 

 A chant that echoed from an ashram’s clay 

  Let her steps stray, and in that first fine glance, 

 Mother and guru met, stood still and stared, 

  The power of their thousand-lives-old trance 

  A thousand times the first love of romance, 

 Their role as Shiva-Shakti shown and shared. 
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 The guru, who had been a gifted boy 

  Who sat in snake-infested jungle temples, 

 Had become Brahman’s body, breathing joy, 

  Through his own sadhana, sublimely simple, 

 A self-schooled guru’s guru, in whose presence 

  Seekers and sadhus felt their fate at ease, 

 Whose teaching, in its taste, was their soul’s essence, 

  The end of their desire or their disease. 

 

 He told her that the world goes to the guru, 

  Therefore the guru should go to the world, 

 Not to be impolite, not to be poorer, 

  And she would be his flag, to be unfurled 

 In the March winds of Europe, on a tour 

  To bring, with his respect, an offering 

  Of dharma in the spirit of the spring, 

 Like new soil seeded by a breeze-blown spore. 

 

 I sit in a cold room in Conway Hall, 

  Its pre-war air of brisk and bold debate, 

 And watch the mother’s soft smile as she calls 

  The audience to stand in line and wait. 

 She cups my face, a warm world in her gaze, 

  And says to me, an ordinary man, 

  “Il faut continuer ton beau chemin.” 

 And I try not to fight against her phrase. 
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 I was a dull child, playing war and football, 

  No angels for my friends, no green-gold bliss, 

 In our suburban house no spectral footfall, 

  My great ambition was, still is, a kiss, 

 And I don’t live in Himalayan caves, 

  Although my former flat was damp and cold, 

 I am too European, still a slave 

  To city comforts, shops where life is sold. 

 

 But that is the diversity of dharma, 

  The purpose of a personality, 

  We are the beings we are born to be, 

 A so-called higher dharma would do harm, or 

  Simply not work, a cosmic that-is-that, 

 Which shows why individuality 

  Is, so the infinite is intricate, 

 We are new worlds, awake in dawn’s debris. 

 

 The work is here, in Western consciousness, 

  To shine a light, to show its shadow sphere, 

 To gut its guilt, to unmess its grey mess, 

  To see a world where angels will appear, 

 And since all destinies are different, 

  And souls are great or small, a simple state 

  Is worth a word of praise, to celebrate 

 A small soul and a small enlightenment. 
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A Hymn To Lakshmi 
 

 

 The white-haired soul of earth sinks through the stage, 

  Through a rock chasm in the fatal floor, 

  Too wise to wail, the fate she first foresaw, 

 And the old god, the artist of the age, 

  An English singer, runs to stop his son, 

 A burly boy, believable and brash, 

 Who snaps the social spear, the branch of ash 

  Torn from the tree before the ring was won. 

 

 Like Wordsworth on Westminster Bridge, I draw 

  My inspiration from the inspiration 

  Of an unearthly art, an evening ration, 

 That I might measure, of aesthetic awe 

  At Siegfried in the Bayreuth Festspielhaus, 

 Not in a sold-out seat, though, on my own, 

  A screen, electric-black, whose scenes arouse 

 The air, alert to reeds, the cellos’ moan. 

 

 A film is multiple, in time and space, 

  But opera, like all performing art, 

 Is an exclusive act, its only trace 

  In ticket stubs of those who played a part, 

 So it is a true treat to be its guest 

  In my own home, though it is an unreal 

  Experience, more a memorial, 

 Or a reworking, not so second-best, 

  Since, on a disc, despite its social nature, 

  An opera or film is literature. 
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 In Rilke’s Duino Elegies, he wrote 

  About the death of objects that were real, 

  The immanent, that had a force to feel, 

 A laral lustre, cottage, candle, coat, 

  And, like Athene through the skull of Zeus, 

 The new things, nameless and unnatural, 

 In quotes, in captions, the conceptual, 

  To be discarded after careless use. 

 

 A wild old moor is now a nature park, 

  A new house is designed from dot to dot, 

  A shiny apple on a shelf is not 

 An apple of the earth, the wormy dark, 

  Except in poetry, a wild old moor, 

 The wormy dark, the symbols still survive, 

 Essential, elemental in our lives, 

  Like sleeping wealth, the proud dreams of the poor. 

 

 I wander the smart terraces and squares 

  Of Islington and feel the impact of 

 A frieze, a flourish, the finesse and flair 

  That fizzes like a fine aperitif 

 In my awareness, though the white facades 

  In their own era were a wall of soot, 

  The streets were greased by carriage horses’ shit, 

 And attic cots too cold for worn-out maids, 

  But it is the survival of the best 

  That stamps it on the city’s palimpsest. 
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 The best, though, was still better than today, 

  No poet, no composer can compare 

 To Rilke, Wagner, in the sweet decay 

  Of the romantic era, whose despair, 

 A reverie of verse and violin, 

  Was shell-shocked in the trenches on the Marne, 

 Then buried in the rubble of Berlin 

  That only Strauss was still alive to mourn. 

 

 Is that the price of our prosperity? 

  A less artistic life, less animate, 

  More able to consume than to create, 

 A Faust-like pact of no posterity. 

  Who wants to try to lure the Lorelei 

 When works of art are cash commodities 

  And when the cost of living is too high 

 To rent a castle and write elegies? 

 

 But Rilke also wrote what we must do 

  To make a virtue of the virtual. 

 The self, the subject, must be real and true, 

  Like Roman fountains’ foamy ritual, 

 Their stone mouths spouting water to the world, 

  To culture comfort and convenience 

 To spill the soul, which is what great art would… 

  No, does, in Peter Brook’s pure mise en scènes 

 Or in Kieslowski’s films. The cause is clear, 

 Great art waits for great artists to appear. 
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A Hymn To Brahma 
 

 

 The twelfth year of the third millennium, 

  Which is five years from now, is when the world 

  Will shift its axis, like a toy top, whirled 

 To an enlightened equilibrium 

  By a great comet’s whip of gravity, 

 Which will cause chaos, buckling in birth 

  The planet’s plates, an ocean cavity 

 Cored out, a seventh continent on earth. 

 

 The shift will thaw the ice floes, so the sea 

  Will shrink the coastline, ports and paddy fields 

  Sinking, salt swamps, while new volcanoes, fuelled 

 By solar flares that warn the galaxy, 

  Spill lava slides, like huge slugs’ orange slime, 

 Whose smoke, while earthquakes’ spasms crack the crust, 

 Will carbonise, hot smog, a shroud of dust, 

  The black arm of the swastika of time. 

 

 And in the Andes, Alps and Himalayas, 

  A miracle of millions of souls, 

 Whose energy is astral white, whose prayers 

  Are sheaths of shining prana, whose new role 

 Will be to rule the earthly renaissance, 

  Will radiate a purity and peace, 

  A cosmic pharos, aiding the release  

 Of shoals of dying souls, the right response. 
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 And when the comet orbits out of sway, 

  The earth will realign, a second shift 

  Towards the sun, more subtle, a slow drift, 

 And more coherent, like a laser’s ray 

  Of light, whose finer frequency will bring 

 To conscious cells, the breathing biosphere, 

  A newly lucid social structuring, 

 Enshrined in an enlightened noösphere. 

 

 I was once told this by a woman who 

  Was a white shaman, who would gently give  

  Guidance, in groups and singly, sensitive 

 To what was helpful, what was true for you, 

  So what she said was easy to accept, 

 A therapeutic and transcendent song, 

  And I would trust her prophecy, except 

 That prophecies, predictably, are wrong. 

 

 The wisest teachers know what we are now 

  And how to be what we will always be, 

 But what the world will do, the wily Tao, 

  Outwits their glib apocalyptic glee, 

 So their disciples must delay the day, 

  The higher meaning of the hidden hour, 

 Or fantasise the fact of it and say 

  That prophecies have prophylactic powers. 
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 The worlds above the world are numbered nine, 

  According to the Areopagite, 

 Or seven, in the synthesised design 

  Of Theosophical degrees of light, 

 Or four, in Kabbalah, or five, the alams 

  That emanate in Sufi thought, or eight, 

 In Sant Mat’s yoga of the astral realms, 

  Or thirty-one, the Buddhist loka states. 

 

 The future is the faceless forest face 

  Of the nocturnal animal of life 

 That hides in trees and burrows, whose trail’s trace 

  Is baffled by a breeze, lost to a leaf. 

 In India, three temples only stand 

  To Brahma, the most silent of the gods, 

  Who simply is, his eyes’ slow-blinking lids 

 Outstaring time, its greediest gourmand. 

 

 Imagination is the human sense 

  That thinks like Brahma, in whose artefacts 

  The truth is not a fact but an effect, 

 An act of art, transcending transience 

  By transience, an endless break of day 

 In which the soul awakes, subjectively, 

  In hymns and sutras, since the only way 

 To know creation is creatively. 
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A Hymn To Krishna 
 

 

 Romantic love in European art 

  Is tragic, in the moonlight, flawed, ill-met 

  Till dawn, so Romeo and Juliet 

 Or Tristan and Isolde, heart in heart, 

  Are on an errand to a stone’s cold kiss 

 In willing the apotheosis of 

  An all-too transient transcendent bliss, 

 Since only death eternalises love. 

 

 And this romance is now the rationale 

  Of marriage, which is, in its social role, 

 Like asking wolves to prowl the city walls 

  So children may sleep safely, like control 

 By chaos, in the home, although, in truth, 

  Most marriages are merely weary friends 

 Who were romantic in their easy youth 

  And will be, with another, when it ends. 

 

 The real experience of love is rare, 

  Of Eros as a demiurgic god 

  Through whom the ego and the world are trod, 

 Like grapes, to wine, in whose internal roar 

  A star race sings, a Big Bang of the heart, 

 That sows, in tiny dragon’s teeth of light, 

  The soul, that was enshadowed and apart, 

 In a bare body, in the human night. 

 



 

17 

 I am still waiting till I meet my match, 

  Till lightning strikes twice, the Pascalian chance 

  Of equally reciprocal romance, 

 That one of Fabergé’s lost eggs might hatch  

  The golden fledgling of a French affair, 

 The first glance of a stranger, bold and bright, 

 Or an acquaintance, shy at second sight, 

  Under the skin, in white and subtle fire. 

 

 I am suspicious of the current cult 

  Of soul mates, whom we seek from life to life, 

 Since, true or not, a virgin in a vault 

  Was not a threat to Dante’s sturdy wife, 

 And either it is used as an excuse 

  To stay and be abused, by love’s deceit, 

 Or it is too confusing, too obtuse, 

  To show the status of the mates we meet. 

 

 And an affinity of soul is seen 

  Most simply when it is a single thread 

  Of non-love, like the film Three Colours Red, 

 The thread between the judge and Valentine, 

  And soul mates are like avatars, not one, 

 But major, minor, even temporary, 

  For, out of Brahman’s Ur -oblivion, 

 All souls are one, the family of faerie. 
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 A black glade, in the jungle of Vrindaban, 

  Was where a moonlit flute’s soft song was heard 

 That called the sleeping gopis to abandon 

  Their husbands, fathers, skipping like a herd 

 Of love-mad calves to meet the bright blue boy 

  And circle him in shadows, in a dance, 

  Through which, eyes shut, in their ecstatic trance, 

 The god was one in all, at play, in joy. 

 

 The era of the tragic loves is over, 

  Since death is not eternal any more, 

  Only a transit, of the conscious core, 

 Through the light’s limbo, to a new-born lover, 

  And transcendental bliss is trained to be 

 As stable as the sun, an element 

  Of daily life, by sadhana, the three 

 Erudite graces of enlightenment. 

 

 A new romantic era has begun, 

  When what was accidental, an ordeal, 

  Is rasa lila, sensual and real, 

 As joyful as a jungle by Gauguin, 

  And what was absent and inanimate, 

 The night’s black space, is breathing, soft, a blue 

  Breast’s pillow, brightly candled by the state 

 Of seeing love, when what it sees is you. 
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Conscience And Compassion 
 

 

 Her skin as white, exciting, as the snow 

 That children, star-shaped, fall on, her loose hair 

 As black as serpents in a shadow show, 

  I wished she was my last affair. 

 

 Though, since the seed of sin is the intent, 

 My grope, that she left wilting in the air, 

 Would grant me a flagrante to repent, 

  A failed, if not a full affair. 

 

 So when I saw my wife’s own guilt at God’s 

 Old grimace, when Maud met us unawares, 

 My conscience and compassion not at odds, 

  I smiled and said she was my last affair. 
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On One Knee 
 

 

 The gallant pose, when grooms propose 

  In courtly company, 

 The common rhyme that I compose 

  Rest only on one knee. 

 

 A symphony of skin and bone, 

  So sharp, so satiny, 

 As she stood on a ladder’s throne, 

  I leant towards her knee. 

 

 More florid than her heel or toes, 

  A peach-pink peony, 

 Less torrid than the rose that blows, 

  My nose was near her knee. 

 

 When Romeo was seeing stars 

  Astride a balcony, 

 When Cleopatra showed her scars 

  To startle Antony, 

 

 They called the corps céleste of love 

  And its cosmogony, 

 What is below, what is above, 

  A heaven in a knee. 

 

 My heart was knocking on the door 

  Of an epiphany, 

 As we sat on the boathouse floor, 

  My hand sat on her knee. 
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A Faithful Flirt 
 

 

  A tease, a test 

  Of blouse and breast 

 That tempts me on a train, 

  An artful eye, 

  A wrist, a thigh, 

 And, houp! I want my wife again. 

 

  A salesgirl’s skirt 

  That sells a shirt, 

 A wet neck’s pearls of rain, 

  A pavement glance, 

  A high heel dance, 

 And, houp! I want my wife again. 

 

  A marriage dies 

  That shuts its eyes 

 To the blind chance of lust, 

  A wedding vow 

  Is why, not how 

 A match must work, on trust. 
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A Proposal 
 

 

 A mistress must be sly, 

 Subjunctive, secondary, 

 Her love a lie, 

  And that is why, 

 Reader, I want to marry. 

 

 It is a simple vow, 

 Why wait or why be wary? 

 I want it now 

  And that is how, 

 Reader, I mean to marry. 

 

 The fog floats on the fen 

 In June or January, 

 At two or ten 

  And that is when, 

 Reader, I want to marry. 

 

 The town hall in the square 

 Is where a functionary 

 Asks pairs to swear 

  And that is where, 

 Reader, I want to marry. 

 

 An engineer will do, 

 An undersecretary, 

 A lawyer too 

  And that is who, 

 Reader, I want to marry. 

 



 

27 

 And Edmond is on cue, 

 Suitable, solitary, 

 A bloodless coup 

  And that is who, 

 Reader, I mean to marry. 
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A Lesson 
 

 

 They taught me that the wind 

  Is wanted by the sail, 

  And so on, secondhand and stale, 

 A summer school 

  Of seaside love, 

   That it is blind, 

    That it is fire, 

 But not the way they treated me, the rule, 

  The not-in-love 

   Are cruel by desire. 

 

 They taught me that the wave 

  Is wanted by the sand, 

  And so on, stale and secondhand, 

 A summer school 

  Of seaside love, 

   That it is brave, 

    As blithe as air, 

 But not the way they treated me, the rule, 

  The too-in-love 

   Are cruel by despair. 

 

 



 

29 

On The Moon 
 

 

 I love the city of the moon, 

 Its cratered slates, its coiffured trees, 

 The sudden scent of cinnamon 

 In shops of sullen expertise. 

 

 The streets of earth are dull by day, 

 Its glassy offices are full, 

 But on the moon all work is play, 

 The moon is always beautiful. 

 

 And it is called the café moon, 

 Where fashionable lovers meet, 

 And artists in the afternoon 

 Await the dusk, rouged and discreet. 

 

 The streets of earth are null at night, 

 The back-to-back in bed asleep, 

 But on the moon the nights are white 

 And dancers sweat in silk and crepe. 

 

 It is the artist’s angel hour, 

 Too late to act or sing or write, 

 When lovely moonlight licks the whore. 

 The moon is most the moon at night 

 

 And it is always opportune, 

 The dream that is the city’s drone, 

 So I am happy on the moon 

 To read a book and be alone. 
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A Shy Soul 
 

 

 I am too shy a soul, not blithe, not blonde, 

  I twitch, I tremble at the smallest tear, 

 Like water witching through a willow wand, 

  Though any soul, be it confused or clear, 

 Is as mysterious as Mélisande. 

 

 The idle hours, alone on holiday, 

  That echo in a chanson by Rimbaud, 

 I hate to waste in silly chat and play, 

  In acting to attract a brainless beau, 

 In the undreaming that shoos life away. 

 

 So, in the absence, I absorb the awe 

  In airy arabesques of leaf and fern 

 And the assault of waves that sculpts the shore, 

  Though the green sea, the grey sky are so stern 

 That they reject me for a whim, a flaw. 

 

 I want an instant in the infinite 

  That is as human as a hand to hold, 

 Whose green, whose grey are gentle eyes, whose wit 

  Will let the instant linger and be told 

 In the long evenings while we laugh at it. 

 

 And I will wait and trust the truth I feel, 

  Until I find my natural romance 

 In the eternal turning of the Wheel, 

  A carefully coincidental chance, 

 And see the secret ray of my ideal. 
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A Blue Silence 
 

 

 After an owl, 

 A nightingale, 

 A moony howl, 

 A screech, a wail, 

 

 Before the dawn, 

 A minute slow, 

 A choral yawn, 

 A chirp, a crow, 

 

 After a dream 

 In ancient sleep, 

 Its thread, its theme 

 Too dark, too deep, 

 

 Before the light 

 Of an idea, 

 The social sight 

 In the cornea, 

 

 We hear a hum 

 Of human air, 

 The secret sum 

 Of all we share, 

 

 We hear a beat 

 Of heart and heart, 

 Of souls that meet 

 And melt apart. 
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Pascal And Love 
 

 

 What do I want? A salon in Nevers, 

 Where we will cut and cuddle, cook and care, 

 Be comfortable and compatible, 

  Since true love is impossible. 

 

 Or an intelligent companion, 

 And I won’t be in love, won’t be alone, 

 But be improved, amused and sensible, 

  Since true love is impossible. 

 

 No, I will wait for Charles and be absurd, 

 My life deferred, my love, though, undeterred, 

 Fanning the flame in my heart’s crucible, 

  Since true love is what is impossible! 
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An Outside Affair 
 

 

 The grotto in the Luxembourg 

 Of lovers spied on by an ogre 

  Was anxious more than amorous, 

  Her boyfriend being ogreous. 

 

 The cemetery in Montmartre 

 Was daunting for a deeper matter, 

  And their apartment was, of course, 

  Like hope in hell, hors de concours. 

 

 The science park in La Villette 

 Was safe, almost suburban, yet… 

  And my apartment safer still, 

  If not, to her, a house of ill. 

 

 The autumn leaves in Montsouris 

 Were farewells falling from the trees, 

  And we were running out of year 

  And parks, which, rightly, was a fear. 

 

 The terrace of the Trocadero 

 Was more than us and less than zero, 

  So we waved wands, a tourist spell, 

  A weekend in a small hotel. 

 

 We travelled to the hotel Tim, 

 But what we saw was her and him, 

  And what she said was, you and me 

  Meant him and me, that’s it, I’m free. 
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To Ouessant 
 

 

 We walked, we talked on the wet sand, 

 I tried to trap her timid hand, 

  And Léna was the one 

  I loved already, so 

 I said that we would go to Ouessant. 

 

 We walked, we talked on the green cliff, 

 In the most intimate what-if, 

  And Margot was the one 

  I loved as a friend, though 

 I said that we would go to Ouessant. 

 

 We sailed, we sang in the wild bay, 

 Her lips as salty as the spray, 

  And Solène was the one 

  I wanted to love, so 

 I said that we would go to Ouessant. 

 

 I stare out of the office glass 

 And see how chance and choices pass, 

  And I will be the one 

  Who, if I ever go, 

 Will only go alone to Ouessant. 
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An Older Vintage 
 

 

 A wedding, so they say, should end a comic play, 

 But our beginning was a wedding day. 

 

 The wind ran down the Rhône, an auburn autumn sun 

 Shone as we drank the wine my vines had grown. 

 

 We were as gauche again as in our Yé-Yé teens, 

 Our wrinkles, our grey hair, our rude routines. 

 

 But we were not too wise to waste a compromise, 

 Before the dancing and the dark goodbyes. 

 

 And any song is sweeter in its sad reprise. 
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AN OLDER ACTRESS 
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1. 
 

 

 The sixty steps’ stone lips, scuffed smooth beneath the boots 

 Of smiling pimps and poets, to a droopy pout, 

 

 The creaky corkscrew shaft that tugged at her tight calves, 

 Its marbled years of paint, a quartz mine’s seamy cave, 

 

 Are clear, her souvenirs of being younger there, 

 A tiny top floor flat on Boulevard Voltaire, 

 

 The old oak furniture, the sloping attic walls, 

 The frogs’ song of the heatpipes, the mornings’ musty pall 

 

 And the long window’s sunlight that was all the wealth 

 That shone on her slow days, a stretch of feline stealth, 

 

 While she worked in a clothes shop, a crêperie, a crèche 

 To pay for her friends’ staging of scenes from Gilgamesh 

 

 And walked past Depardieu, in Empire frills and lace, 

 Though, in its editing, the film forgot her face, 

 

 And in her fantasy, the fine film of her heart, 

 She starred in the bright night sky and played the perfect part, 

 

 With all the actresses whose art is never shown, 

 Who wait, cast out by fate, who call their cut alone. 
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2. 
 

 

 The coffee cups were actors that his abstracted hand 

 Moved on the marble table, while his wire glasses panned 

 

 Up to her shy performance, mirrored in the lens 

 His eyes shot through, his watch between two Evians 

 

 As though he timed her feelings, the speed of light on skin, 

 The sun’s cloud-editing, and set her scene by scene 

 

 To see the only scene where she would not seem right, 

 But it was his own script he needed to rewrite 

 

 And his own character, imagined and ideal, 

 That she made sight and sound, a sense stain on the reel. 

 

 The fame of his film now is not for its auteur, 

 But for its earliest epiphany of her, 

 

 Her hair, like August hay, threshed wildly by the wind 

 That flecked her freckled skin with drops of light that screened 

 

 As our tears in her eyes, as natural as rain, 

 Her laughter, through the tears, like hiccups of champagne, 

 

 Her comical caprices, neurotic or naïve,  

 A virgin of the forest, too timid to believe 

 

 That what her role should be, in her white lunar dress, 

 Was Artemis in Paris, a roe deer of success. 
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3. 
 

 

 A firebird, film to film, like Isabelle Huppert, 

 Is always in the eye of what our dreams may dare, 

 

 And starlings fill the sky, a season on the screen, 

 A feather floats to earth, a carpet’s shimmied jeans, 

 

 But when an actress is a solitary wren 

 Who flits from mist to shadow, too menstrual for men, 

 

 She won’t be what is wanted when fashion follows fame 

 And so is only seen in her first film’s freeze frame, 

 

 As though directors, though, at heart, philanderers, 

 Accept a rule not to seduce another’s star, 

 

 And her auteur wrote roles, not for a single muse, 

 But serially, one per film, whom he would use, 

 

 Which meant the same slow days, in which to wish and wait, 

 To play the poorer parts of her frustrated fate. 

 

 But acting is an art that breathes, whose truth appears 

 Like summer lightning, not for money or careers, 

 

 And, unlike the ascetic sacrifice to write, 

 The sacrifice to act is a full appetite, 

 

 Which must imagine life in muscle, nerve and skin, 

 The id of entertainment in the heroine, 

 

 And to which she said no, a delicate defence 

 Against her art or for the art of diffidence. 
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4. 
 

 

 A scherzo of debate sang round the crowded table, 

 The left against the left, to show who was most able, 

 

 A wine stain on the cloth, the bird bones on the plates 

 Said solidarity, so any work should wait, 

 

 But, though he spoke, his eyes stayed slow and soft and still, 

 A deep brown of desire he offered to her will, 

 

 And he was not an artist, an actor or auteur, 

 So she was not a casting, not a competitor, 

 

 Which set her free to be an ordinary wife 

 Whose hobby was the hope of her great gift in life. 

 

 Whatever her regrets, she still feels she was right 

 And right to leave him too, on that wet April night, 

 

 To find a small apartment, an actress and her son, 

 Alone in archetypes, his muse, her only one. 

 

 She taught an acting class in Aubervilliers, 

 In a friend’s theatre, where children learnt to play, 

 

 And served in smaller roles, in films and on TV, 

 A sister of the star, a cute catastrophe. 
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5. 
 

 

 A collage of a nude that fills the salon wall, 

 A Reuge music box, a red enamel ball, 

 

 A vase’s porcelain, to which its flowers bow, 

 An inky scrawl of verse, gilt-framed, a golden bough, 

 

 Are the admirers’ gifts her white apartment wears, 

 A 17th grande dame, which has the same scuffed stairs 

 

 And a forbidden door, the garret of her son, 

 A student of philosophy at the Sorbonne. 

 

 She acts for young auteurs, the mother of their muse, 

 In costumes that are cut to age, if not amuse, 

 

 And off the screen is single, not starry in the eye 

 Of men who look in love at artless animae. 

 

 The contradiction is, the curse, the fatal flaw, 

 That what attracts a woman to a man is more 

 

 And what attracts a man, instinctively, is less, 

 Not older, taller, stronger, a powerless princess, 

 

 And yet what women want is awe, to be adored, 

 And men want to adore, to kneel, their feelings floored. 

 

 So she imagines films, of Cleopatra’s cure 

 Or Phaedra’s fantasy, whose muse would be mature, 

 

 A richer composition, a ripe romantic role, 

 And age would be an art through which she shows her soul. 

 



 

44 



 

45 

 

 

 

 

WILLIAM BLAKE AND 
THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 

NEW AGE 
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Nicolaus von Zinzendorf 
 

 

 A lover’s heart, not Luther’s intellect, 

 Was the attractive force in Fetter Lane’s 

 Rave nights of the Moravian elect, 

 The rule that what enlightens entertains. 

 

 The women praised the wound of birth and death 

 That was the secret symbol of their sect, 

 While the men prayed in one unbroken breath, 

 Like totem poles, eternally erect. 
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Emanuel Swedenborg 
 

 

 On Mercury, the spirits, unlike here, 

 Are savants of what is, not why or when, 

 On Venus, spirits are more calm and clear, 

 On Mars, the spirits are like ancient men. 

 

 The outer void is full of other earths 

 That we may see, on soul-to-soul safari, 

 By state, not space, beyond the body’s berth, 

 The humanoids in heaven’s seminary. 
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Dr Samuel Falk 
 

 

 The master of the Grand Egyptian Rite 

 Taught talismanic lore to dukes and princes, 

 A new world order of eternal light 

 Out of his study’s dusk of dust and incense. 

 

 His mastery was measured, a soul science, 

 Between the compass and the hexagram, 

 An alchemy of names, a sort of séance, 

 Whose meaning was a mystical I am. 
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Dr James Graham 
 

 

 The medicine of his magnetic bed 

 Was guaranteed, through its etheric flood, 

 To firm flaccidity, for less, instead, 

 So would to watch a goddess bathe in mud. 

 

 The goddess was a Covent Garden whore 

 Who splashed there with a smile and little else on 

 And whose flushed beauty was a foreign shore 

 That would attract the third eye of Lord Nelson. 
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The Antiquarians 
 

 

 A Greek god graced a white ox and a swan 

 And humanised a willow, pond and rose, 

 A world was woken from oblivion 

 By an Etruscan toe, a Roman nose, 

 

 And the imagination in the stone 

 Of London’s neo-classical new city 

 Was the same seed of sacred light that shone 

 In the lewd rites of the Illuminati . 

 

 



 

52 

The East Indies 
 

 

 The esoteric imports to the West 

 By the East Indies Trading Company’s 

 Merchants and missionaries fed a zest  

 For yoga in their English devotees. 

 

 The converts on the coerced continent 

 Added another avatar, agreed 

 Whatever and, as if by accident, 

 Converted Christianity’s crude creed. 
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Richard And Maria Cosway 
 

 

 While Richard painted porn for randy lords 

 And practised what he painted, with a touch 

 Of Tantra, as his reason and reward, 

 His high church of the cushion and the couch,  

 

 Maria starred at parties, private plays, 

 Trying a herbal zis, a healthy zat-o, 

 Until she ran off with, so scandal says, 

 Her favourite Italian castrato. 
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Le Chevalier D'Eon 
 

 

 A swordsman of flamboyant elegance, 

 Whose memoirs as a spy were a success, 

 (S)he wore, by order of the King of France, 

 In London’s liberté a lady’s dress. 

 

 A host of salons of hermetic chic, 

 Whose library was Alexandrian, 

 (S)he showed her friends the mystical physique 

 Of the hermaphroditic inner man. 
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Count Grabianka 
 

 

 A Kabbalistic Scrabble with the dead 

 Spelt an angelic word of revolution 

 Out for the Count, who read in what it said 

 His role, the reason and its resolution. 

 

 He met his English cohorts cloakily, 

 Under an alias, alerting them 

 That when the promised coup came, he would be 

 The King of Poland in Jerusalem. 
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Les Illuminés d'Avignon  
 

 

 A London workman walked to Avignon 

 To learn the rites of its cathartic cult 

 And naked, drugged, in darkness, with a nun, 

 Tasted the sweat of truth, its sacred salt. 

 

 The cult was run by Benedictine clergy 

 Whose moral code allowed their vows to vary, 

 Which meant their secret service was an orgy 

 In honour of the Virgin Goddess Mary. 
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Count Cagliostro 
 

 

 A séance of four children in a trance, 

 Around a bowl of crystal light, went wrong 

 When they saw apes instead of angels dance 

 And heard a howling like a witch’s song. 

 

 Or so he said, confessing in a cold 

 Black cell, in Rome, the sins they wished to try, 

 When, in a twist of torture, he was told 

 His pretty wife had been a papal spy. 
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William Blake 
 

 

 Blake was his own illuminated book, 

 His torso tingling in the sun, his skin 

 Like vellum, that the veins of verse that shook 

 His temples, their vast pulse, were written in. 

 

 A world religion is a work of art, 

 Like any vision that is veiled by words 

 Of the invisible. His own, apart, 

 Was no less absolute, no more absurd. 
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Catherine Blake 
 

 

 White sheets hung on a line were angels’ wings, 

 The wool that firelight waxed on her old loom 

 Was golden chains, while choirs were carolling 

 Like Christmas in her cathedralic womb. 

 

 An active wife is Shekinah or Shakti, 

 A world of worship for an artist-seer. 

 Who is the servant? Through the way of bhakti, 

 By kissing Kate, a goddess will appear. 
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Epilogue 
 

 

 Soul-poets, since the Renaissance, have found 

 A free faith in the pagan and profane, 

 So Yeats stood strong, on strange symbolic ground, 

 Amidst the Asiatic and arcane. 

 

 His high art, ordered by a haughty muse, 

 Needed a medium, his humble bride, 

 To write a template, as a rhyming ruse, 

 And tolerate his old priapic pride. 
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SONNETINAS 
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1. 
 

 

 I lie in a warm albumen of sleep, 

 In the white morning of the foetal soul, 

 And see a dream, its solar aureole, 

 Like my own blood smeared on a cover slip, 

 And what it means is magnified by light 

 To be the clear code of a rhyme to write. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2. 
 

 

 The world that is created on a stage 

 In atmospheric archetypes of breath 

 Out of black space, a hall, a hearth, a heath, 

 Is soon as ghostly as a golden age, 

 Only a wish, which will revive the play 

 In the applauding dawn of a new day. 
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3. 
 

 

 I see five shirts, a week’s work, on a line, 

 Still in the in-breath of the whitewashed sky 

 That chills the April air, as anodyne 

 As time in a straight line, a Sunday sigh, 

 Like the limp ghosts of those Cathari saints 

 Strung on a papal street to taunt and taint. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

4. 
 

 

 The earth will be a star of city light, 

 A soft white-yellow shimmering in space 

 Sleeplessly, speeding to affront the night 

 That a presumptuous planet shows its face, 

 Though in the ocean’s mirror, black and cold, 

 The stars will still see our true fate unfold. 
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5. 
 

 

 I see a certain type of tenderness 

 In the uncertain smile that tweaks her lips, 

 Moonlight on water, that two blinks eclipse, 

 That may mean more than friendship, or leave less, 

 If I am not too prudent, too polite, 

 To sing out to the star-lactating night. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

6. 
 

 

 I chant I love you twenty times, a mantra 

 Whose magic untimes twenty years too old 

 Or twenty years too young, a pestled antler 

 Whose potion is emotionally gold, 

 And out of it is granted what is true, 

 The love between two friends that is love too. 
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7. 
 

 

 A work-in-progress is a worthy life, 

 That isn’t statued stone, that wants, that waits, 

 A skein of sketches on the skin’s gold leaf, 

 That knows that freedom is an empty state 

 And what is real, by origin, a dream, 

 An ocean impulse in a mountain stream. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

8. 
 

 

 The prophet David, on a salt-ash flat, 

 Asks England to apocalypse and tea, 

 As he has heard, in Hastings, by the sea, 

 In purrs of perfect Coptic from his cat, 

 That fate is feline and, in such sly style, 

 The supernova of samadhi smiles. 
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9. 
 

 

 A hedonistic heat, as hard as hate, 

 Is in the air’s aridity that gnarls 

 The olive trees of Van Gogh’s art at Arles, 

 The squinting light, the soulless opiate 

 Of sunset, like the squirt of a syringe, 

 Red on the Roman ruins of Orange. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

10. 
 

 

 Watching the works of a once-worshipped god 

 Is like an artist’s catalogue, collating 

 The early, middle and late period, 

 From earthy innocence to fame and fêting, 

 The marble masterpiece that marked an age, 

 And the old magic in its last mirage. 
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11. 
 

 

 A full moon in the hollow of the throat, 

 Skin silver in the spiritual night, 

 Counts out the tides of tears, an antidote 

 To blood-stained sheets, like Keats’s eremite, 

 And calls the soul’s black wolf, the heart, to sing 

 A blissful hymn of the world’s suffering. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

12. 
 

 

 A dry drop of balsamic vinegar 

 Sticks to my teeshirt, like a spot of blood 

 A tiny arrow of the sight of her 

 Has tipped out of my heart, as though it should 

 Be shown, that what is silly and so small 

 Is still the same true love of all in all. 
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13. 
 

 

 To see a block-nosed peasant in his face, 

 After Arnaud’s haut bourgeois elegance, 

 So right in its restrained, refined romance, 

 Was to see how, despite a life’s long trace, 

 The body is imagined and the art 

 Of who we are is how we play the part. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

14. 
 

 

 The modern Michelangelo, for whom 

 A windswept face was landscape, a white ceiling 

 Torso, a formal architect of feeling, 

 Showed, a gull’s flurry in a glass door’s zoom, 

 That absence is, in art, an act of grace 

 And in his films the story is its space. 
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15. 
 

 

 In the dawn light, the namer of the names 

 Sang softly, the translucent woman-man, 

 A spell on Lucifer the Lutheran 

 And the grotesque man-woman died in flames, 

 While the child heard the echo in the cell, 

 I am your angel, I am Ismael. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

16. 
 

 

 Ich denke, in a bar on Bergmannstrasse, 

 Out of the August sun that burns Berlin, 

 And as a Sixties sixtysomething passes, 

 His white hair in a horse tail, tall and thin, 

 That when the Wall cracked, like a walnut shell, 

 The counter culture’s kernel cracked as well. 
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17. 
 

 

 The door of the hotel smiles horribly 

 Through its glass teeth, hello, to the glazed girl 

 Who blows a kiss, through neon lips, a curl 

 That the night porter imperceptibly 

 Copies, as she glides to the seventh floor, 

 The beer-red wood of the bored salesman’s door. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

18. 
 

 

 What Wagner’s meta-opera of love 

 Sees through, its worldly matter, isn’t young 

 (See Rõs leap to Jõs balcony above) 

 But more mature, its beauty, nobly sung, 

 Isn’t the body of a living god, 

 But its negation in a Liebestod. 
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19. 
 

 

 I think that love is realistic too. 

 Often, in eyes, what sparkles is the same, 

 Which is a cue to fall in love with you, 

 A big heart target and an easy aim, 

 That those who are outfaced by how they feel 

 Envy, the lonely love of their ideal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

20. 
 

 

 A sort of continental yin and yang, 

 Cancelling summer, spins its weather vane, 

 A soggy Arden, ruined by the rain, 

 Where hedgerows of hot blackberries should hang, 

 And, in the high res of the media,  

 Ashes of arson in Arcadia. 
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21. 
 

 

 Not Aids, nor any old or new disease, 

 Not a jihadi nor a John Doe war, 

 Not a white sachet and a vein’s blue squeeze, 

 Nor the soil-scratching of the shanty poor, 

 What is worse is, the world’s priority, 

 The panacea of prosperity. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

22. 
 

 

 A microcosmic music of the spheres 

 Is singing, on the axis of my spine, 

 A lux aeterna, singing in the sine 

 Waves that the tiny water moons of tears 

 Shine, on the brink of blinking, in my eyes, 

 Like Brahma or the blind god of surprise. 
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23. 
 

 

 I learn from my new friend what kissing means 

 In Portuguese, as she lies in the sea 

 That laps a thigh, a calf, their sandy sheen, 

 And listen as her body sings to me, 

 Like an adept in Ishtar’s random rite 

 Outpouring in an ocean of the night. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

24. 
 

 

 My goddess smiles, as mild as camomile, 

 An answer to the abstinence of art 

 In her aurora, haloing my heart, 

 That hums, like gut strings, why it is worthwhile 

 To be a poet, in this wordless state, 

 To butter sunshine on an empty plate. 
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Notes 
 
 

Five Hymns 
 
Sarasvati is the goddess of poetry and inspiration. 
 
Shiva is the god of spiritual practice, the yogi of yogis, the guru of 
gurus. 
 
Lakshmi is the goddess of prosperity. 
 
Brahma is the creator of the physical universe. 
 
Krishna is the divine lover, the god of love. 
 
 
 

Twelve Films By Eric Rohmer 
 
Conscience And Compassion 
The film is Ma nuit chez Maud (My Night At Maudõs). 
 
On One Knee  
The film is Le Genou de Claire (Claireõs Knee). 
 
A Faithful Flirt  
The film is L'Amour l'après-midi (Love In The Afternoon). 
 
A Proposal  
The film is Le Beau marriage (A Good Marriage). 
 
A Lesson  
The film is Pauline à la plage (Pauline On The Beach). 
 

On The Moon  
The film is Les Nuits de la pleine lune (Full Moon In Paris). 
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A Shy Soul  
The film is Le Rayon vert (The Green Ray). 
 
A Blue Silence  
The film is 4 aventures de Reinette et Mirabelle (Four Adventures Of 
Reinette And Mirabelle). 
 
Pascal And Love  
The film is Conte d'hiver (A Winterõs Tale). 
 
An Outside Affair  
The film is Les rendez-vous de Paris (Rendezvous In Paris). 
 
To Ouessant  
The film is Conte d'été (A Summerõs Tale). 
 
An Older Vintage  
The film is Conte d'automne (An Autumn Tale). 

 

 

 

William Blake And The Eighteenth Century New 
Age 
 

Nicolaus von Zinzendorf was a revivalist leader of the Moravian 

Brotherhood, whose London congregation worshipped in a chapel 

in Fetter Lane. 

 

Emanuel Swedenborg was a Swedish mystic whose prolific 

writings were widely studied in London, where he lived for many 

years. 

 

Dr Samuel Falk was a Jewish mystic, Mason and Kabbalist. 

 

Dr James Graham was a Scottish doctor whose Temple Of Health in 

central London offered a range of alternative therapies. One of his 

assistants was Emma Hart, who later became Lady Hamilton. 
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The Antiquarians were a group of aristocratic art collectors and 

scholars, including Lord Hamilton, who were interested in 

alternative spirituality in the classical religions. 

 

Richard Cosway was a commercially-successful portrait painter 

who taught and was friends with William Blake. Richard and his 

wife Maria were star socialites of their time. 

 

Le Chevalier D'Eon, Charles-Geneviève-Louis-Auguste-André-

Timothée Éon de Beaumont, was a French transvestite spy. 

 

Count Grabianka was a Polish Kabbalist visionary and prophet. 

 

Les Illuminés d'Avignon was a cult commune in the south of France, 

promoted by Count Grabianka. 

 

Count Cagliostro was a Mason and magus, who travelled round 

Europe as an emissary of Dr Falk. He was arrested by the 

Inquisition and died in a papal prison. 

 

Catherine Blake was William Blake’s wife. 

 

W. B. Yeats was a co-editor of the first critical edition of Blake’s 

complete works. 

 

 

 

Sonnetinas 

 

The prophet David, on a salt -ash flat,   

The prophet is David Tibet of Current 93. 

 

To see a block-nosed peasant in his face, 

The French actor Michel Serrault died on July 29th 2007. His films 

include Nelly et Monsieur Arnaud and Une hirondelle a fait le 

printemps (The Girl From Paris). 
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The modern Michelangelo, for whom 

The Italian director Michelangelo Antonioni died on July 30th 2007. 

 

In the daw n light, the namer of the names 

The Swedish director Ingmar Bergman died in the early morning 

on July 30th 2007. The scene is from Fanny And Alexander. 

 
The door of the hotel smiles horribly  
The first line is a translation of the first line of Apollinaire’s poem 
La porte (La porte de lõh¹tel sourit terriblement).  
 
 



 

 



 



 



 



 

 

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 

meditations and spiritual experiences. It ÐÚɯÈɯɁÕÌÞɯÚ×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. 

 



 

 

 


