
 

BOHEMIA 

2004 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TO LONDON 

POETICA 

ALICE 

SOUTH COAST 

DRAGONSONGS 

WEST COUNTRY 

 

TO LONDON 
 

THIS IS MY CONTREE 

Good Morning Great Britain 

           Still great, still Britain 

               The sun is shining, 10:45 AM 

                 £296.26 pence in my pocket 

Time to bet it all on black & hit the road again 

 

       But if time is a mere scratch & life is nothing 

  & nothing that occurs is of the slightest importance 

 

         From Aberdeen to Birmingham, Arundel & Deal 

          From Dullis Hill to Rotherham, Bristol & Peel  

           From Inverness to Liverpool, Leeds & Palmer’s Green 

            From Lewisham to Padiham & all the pubs between 

           From Badminton to Twickenham & Barton-in-the Beans 

 

                    From mud, thro blood to the green fields beyond  

 

                       This is my time,  

                                           This is my rhyme,  



                                                                   This is my contree 

 

DRUID STONE DRIVE 

 

Sun slipping slow & low now 

Enchanting valleys etch’d by Autumn 

Over the Teviot, Ewes, Esk & Eden 

Cumberland’s Volcano husks surround 

   

                                      Sun blesses Souther fell 

             Phantom army astride her eastern side  

              The fata morgana of spectral Rhegium  

 

Sun setting, red glow spreading 

Saddleback, Hellvellyn & other such lords 

Such stuff to inspire regnant poets of old 

Before quaint Keswick the road sharply climbs  

 

                                      Sun slips beneath mountains 

                              All round an amphitheatre of giants 

                                 Lit by the magic of old Castlerigg  

 

 

 

 

 

A TASTE OF HONEY 

        

Where the roman road made a ford over Eamont 

Beneath the piny Beacon live the people of Penrith 

Lovely little market town lapping gin the lakes 

& best amateur dramatics in Cumbria 

  

Man! I had never even acted before 

But Wined, dined & lauded for my shade of skin 

A sailor’s suit a single mother & a mixed race child! 

The impermanent electricity of performance 

Adrenalin nerves, literally shit myself 

As did my co-star, the guy gay who knitted 

 

Then, at the end, when all the board-treading done 

Applause still ringing round a now empty theatre 

I took to the stage & swept through a scene 

                 Invisible actress & a tear in the eye… 

 

 

 

 



 

 

LANCASHIRE 

 

There is one thing you should know about the Pennines 

That is, simply, there is a right side & a wrong side 

Lancashire = right side & Yorkshire = wrong side 

 

Poet Country Mountains crowd the pitmurk to my right    

Then Preston, Blackburn, Accrington & Burnley, 

Along Accy Road down the hill to the bus station 

Two pound First Day ticket, West Yorkshire my domain 

Behind a terraced town Pendle climbs resplendent 

Such a cool peak men have named it three times 

The Celtic ‘penn’, Anglo-Saxon ‘dilh’ & the local ‘hill’ 

One last glance at the urban grey as to my right 

Midst Hurstwood Spenser’s ghost still lingers in the leaves          

Then comes classy Cliviger, road cleaves thro the Moors 

Dramatic slopes fashioning rugged theatres for rugged souls 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

YORKSHIRE 

 

Ower t’ills up Northways stormclouds thump on drain  

Trundling thro Todmorden & all her narrow villages 

Totta’s ancient boundary betwixt red rose & white 

Into the hippy haven tween the hills at Hebden Bridge 

Heart of the hip valley where the wylde rose grows 

& on to Mytholmroyd, birthplace of laurel Hughes 

& on to Halifax to catch a bus for dirty Leeds 

 

Leaves are scatter’d on the road at Odsal Top as by me 

 Bradford’s wide bowl passes as we inch into Stanningley 

One year for Pudsey C I played chess here quite excitedly 

Then on into Armley & her park a perfect place  

For poets to sigh & muse romantic reason 

Nut memories now, as memory breeds 

Conflicting reminiscences of days squander’d in Leeds 

                                                             

 

 

 



 

 

BRUM 

 

England unravels & the crooked spire 

Of Chesterfield passes as to the heart 

Of Derby we go thro Burton-on-Trent 

& rows of terrible industry 

 

Of a monotone midlands mumbles by 

Concrete tower blocks environ 

Aulden hearths of Beorma’s people 

Entering the jungle of Birmingham 

 

See the verve of Victoria Square 

Symphony Hall & the cool quayside 

The another Brum surrounding 

Cars & concrete & broken glass 

 

Then on to Edgebaston & the MAC  

Rare Oasis in this cultural wilderness 

 

 

 

 

100 Miles 

 

Leaving the Nam, high rise after high rise 

                      100 miles to go to the next big smoke 

 

Outside the countryside that inspired the Shire 

Phantasy adventures of a halfling Tolkien 

 

Sat with Colombians on the Silverlink South 

Coke barons, businessmen, probably both 

 

BIRMINGHAM INTERNATIONAL  

The Colombians head for home 

 

Coventry & the dull red rows of Rugby 

Milton Keynes & Watford Junction 

 

We enter some terrifying & yet terrific vastness 

Two hundred & fifty square miles of concrete, parks & cars 

 

Wembley, Queens Park, Paddington, Oxford Circus 

Suck’d deep into the capital with an electric roar 

 



* Birming-nam 

 

 

 

BACK IN LONDON 

 

So this is London still, a half-life past 

Since first I fled here fourteen years ago 

Sensing this soul his young foal far surpass'd 

For then I lusted for seraglio 

All vice & virtues then were mine, & known 

All England's faces, snowflake different, 

& now another of set of sonnets flown! 

Am I too late this river to repent? 

 

But knowing not the towers of Tashkent 

Nor writing haiku through a Nippon night 

Sat underground assuming new intent 

Through White City, out into the sunlight, 

I find myself on roads ne’er walk'd before 

What tides shall take me forth? & to what shore? 

 

 

 

 

 

NOW THAT I AM TWENTY EIGHT 

 
Now the landlords shouted, "Sup up!" at some jam night down Camden 

Time has come for me to sum up some cool stuff which I have done; 

I have had a hundred ladies, & some of 'em together, 

Played football round the counties proudly for my Lancashire, 

I have done what’s necessary, composed poesy every day 

Trudged through muddy Glastonbury off my nut to see Brown play, 

I have master'd Fare Evasion, troubadour'd through all my crimes 

(Except for one ‘boitelle du vin’ they reported in the Times),* 

I have cream'd my pants at Wembley, been a champion at chess, 

Dodg’d workplace prison misery, nigh six years now free from stress, 

I have writ a wicked album, formed a company of kings, 

Chased romantic ghosts through Belgium, these & many other things, 

For I'm flush with understanding all the Rubicons of fate, 

With a spirit so demanding now that I am Twenty Eight. 

 

* September 15th 2000 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

DOROTHY ROAD 

 

There’s no gas, electricity or water in my bohemian paradise 

Section Six in the window of a four hundred grand caravan 

Five grand or six months for anyone who tries to get me out 

Decorated by wicked paintings some artist left in the attic 

Furnished by street rummages & the local Oasis shop 

I mean, I transported my fuckin’ bed in pieces on the busses 

Cookery on a calor gas stove - paper plates & plastic cutlery 

No brain-rotting TV - just Classic FM on a cheap shower radio 

Snap & crackle of an open fire fuell’d by wood from the skips 

Exercise a home-made hockey pitch in a room downstairs 

Tesco’s toilets, job centre phones, Battersea library’s internet 

Britain’s largest sports screen at Clapham’s old Grand Cinema 

Tuesday’s pay-what-you-like theatre at the Latchmere & BAC 

& for washing a wicked swimming pool with a slack front 

desk. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BRIXTON HILL 

 

Down in Brixton, hustle, bustle, vibes & muscle 

I’m offered a travel card & weed within moments 

Carribean scent tickles saliva trachts 

As I saunter South past the prison 

& the petrified policemen  

To the arty-farty King of Sardinia 

An old pub taken over by even older hippies 

Urban refuge for madmen & rejects 

Cellar once full of the old booze taps 

Now bristling with music gear, I join a jam 

& someone double drops me with a wink 

I’m soon coming up, with my mojo full rolling 

The greatest rock n roll since Hendrix came to town 

     With a bag full of uppers, downers & all overs 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

JAMMIN 

 

                          Most people get into bands 

  For three very simple Rock ‘n’Roll reasons 

            To get fame, to get laid & to get rich 

                                           Bob Geldof  

 

 

An audience steadily surrounds the stage 

We everybody pillin,’ best band since the Roses 

Lights so bright we couldn’t see the crowd 

Blasted thro tunes, back to front, top to bottom 

Letting the vibe’s crème de la crème take over 

Like Vietnam veterans fighting side-by-side 

Moments on stage like you’d never believe 

Psychic conversations & electric orgasms 

Of a rock n roll nirvana… & then it was over 

The birds came over as we merged with the crowd 

‚Best band I’ve seen in six months‛ said Desiree 

& roll’d up spliffs for me & all the boys 

Everyone’s high on the drugs & the music 

Like rough-cut diamonds we shine with the stars 

 

Desiree 

 

            Clear passage through the crumpet 

       Bead of sweat glistening in electric light 

  Giveaway movement at the corner of her mouth 

 

                                          We’ll see, Desiree! 

I go to say hi… 

                         She says hi back 

 

We wait for the moment I’ll be forced to fuck it up 

 

A joke, 

             She smiles, 

                               I touch her hand, 

                                                          She touches mine, 

                                                      First impressions fly by 

                                                 If they did we never noticed 

                        Forced to find each other in a flurrying of love. 

 

                               

 

 



 

ONE NIGHT STAND 

 

Pocahontas, The Marquise de Pompadour 

Sarah Bernhardt, Emma Hamilton, Vivien Leigh 

Desiree, you’re Cameran Diaz in my mind 

 

With volcano pits for eyes I follow my lady 

Chit chat, a cheeky half, taxi up to Vauxhall 

I play at the DJ, buzzing on classics 

 

I am dragged upstairs & I am shagged upstairs 

My ecstasy goggles beginning to slip 

I made my excuses & found the morning sun 

 

In the distance the Wheel slowly revolving 

While garbage-can tramps hum vague music  

Unable to mention something so abstract as time 

 

& now I feel Ginsberg & Keruac at either shoulder 

                               Asking was I a seraph or a man 

 

 

 

 

POETICA 
 

I 

I have scaled the slopes of Parnassus peak, 

Rode bare back upon the last Pegasi, 

Disturb’d the dusts of Cassandra’s antique, 

Chaunted her scrolls my soul to deify, 

& the Muses be my guide…Ah! but I, 

Feel vain endeavours have lain low my heart 

Despondent by the Isles of Misery, 

For am I now the victim of mine art, 

Another broken fool to poetry? 

Tho’ still thy juice tastes lily sweet to me, 

Like sailing on a lake of mountain air, 

Into my soul the fires of Xanthe flow free 

To where mind-music strips the passions bare - 

So be it, I shall roam, where e’er, my muse, where e’er. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

II 

I sense a great upheaval of the heart 

To that lost time when Titans ruled the skies, 

To find the mystic numbers of an art 

I shall not defend, nor apologise 

As grandeur within me revivifies, 

While the mists are clear & the tempers hot 

Of poetry I sing, sung by those few 

Who claim’d the laurel’d crown as their life’s lot, 

Wide-eyed drinkers of th’elysian dew, 

Bound in one fancy for these dreamers who 

Shall trip unfetter’d on the ships of song, 

Sail’d down the centuries by such a crew 

That, tho’ restricted by my native tongue, 

I issue these paeans to please this happy throng. 

 

 

III 

How I remember that first night she came 

To me on the silk of a milken moon, 

Singing in silence the song of my name 

Entwin’d with a destiny…all too soon 

Had the truth flutter’d from fain youth’s cocoon, 

Thoughts laurel’d feathers unfetter’d & free 

Waken’d by the Nemean’s dying croon… 

I read a little modern poetry, 

Noticed a distinct absence of technique 

Or feeling as felt by the noble Greek. 

Lethe’s stagnant glasswort had strangl’d her rose 

‚Art is vitreous!‛ her sweet voice didst speak, 

‚Go to the gardens where purity grows 

For thine art is sacred, my son ye must compose.‛ 

 

 

 

 

 



IV 

The heighten’d awareness of life & sound, 

Twin focus of energies light & space, 

Then a more refin’d moment gathers round, 

Calms the cortex, with a deft touch of grace, 

They settle in that sweet, especial place 

Where scything thought is flung thro’ Earths vast sky 

As tho’ twere some star of wonder falling 

From celestial places, sanctify 

The melodious mystique enthralling, 

Erupting ignean til the cooling 

Juice settles & sets in the chosen mould, 

In the hands of a master’s fashioning 

Trinkets are gloss’d with a Gordian gold, 

What was ethereal now feels brazen & bold. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

V 

Poets in youth plunge wildly into gloom 

Drawn by some celestial musician, 

The heavenissh chink of the catacomb 

Fortifies, destroying indecision, 

Whereby th’inner lights increase sensation 

Chambers of dead poet’s dust & their wine, 

Are avenues wander’d til decision 

To carve his own chamber, crop his own vine 

For future poets years along the line, 

Wings of the daedalian butterfly 

Subtil-toned, mood-varied & flexible, 

Theirs is the fairest portion of Babel, 

Each generation hears her multiply 

Til she shall supersede all speech & steal the sky. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



VI 

But why worship this sacred, sov’ran art? 

Tho’ idleness her manna’s nursemaid be, 

There constant beats a tendon of the heart 

Maintaining self-train’d sensibility 

With exercise, theatre & study, 

Scenic foreign tours, sea & mountain air, 

Lonesome walks & conversazione 

& settling with the masters for to read 

Each cache containing the verse of ages 

And in my soul was planted that fair seed. 

I was mine own task master…in stages 

The self-flagellation of the sages, 

The remedy of the minds malady, 

Form’d, from scatter’d parchments, those first pages. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VII 

First come the poems of a shorter length, 

In which all thoughts & imagery condense, 

Training & maintaining his style & strength, 

The artist’s bread & butter utterance; 

Lyrics meld him to melodious sense, 

Ballads & limericks when leisure lite, 

Sonnets, the sublime moment’s monuments, 

Haiku to develop the mind’s insight, 

& when maturity soothes temp’rament 

Ye must attempt to muse somewhat longer, 

Th’ages idiomatic document 

Bound in streaming sequences of stanza; 

Spenser’s splendour, bonhomous Ottova, 

Odes, Heroic couplets, blank verse, theatre… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

VIII 

In ancyent days of soft idyllia 

Would cherub pipe bucolic drift & sail 

Oer snowy eutopias of flower 

To Arcadia’s ever verdant vale, 

But war! tis a brutal wasting disease, 

But oft heroic as the soldiers soul, 

E’er since Albion battl’d Hercules 

Upon the ancyent bridge that leads to Gaul 

Have poets heeded murder’s fanfare’s call, 

While tranquil haunts of the heart lie vaulted, 

The love of a woman her supple fee… 

She sets my soft lids soaring, exalted 

Tward those bowers of swooning poetry, 

Oh inspirations, & these but a few 

Of varied energies that poet’s pens flow thro’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IX 

Poetry is…the mind’s palatial hall, 

Sublime preserver of man’s rare action, 

Some daguerreotype of primal soul, 

Deep as chess & vibrant as her dragon, 

Bestest way of whistling bestest diction, 

Pigmenter of imagine’s consulate, 

A perfumed doll, lonely & protean, 

Whose priests possess the arcane factor X 

To be tapp’d so to poetise the dream, 

The merest placing of a circumflex 

Reveals a portal to the mystic stream 

Compos’d wild hurricane or wish-wash cream, 

Upon the page thus for the soul to see… 

There, my friends, before thee lies truth & truth only. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

X 

Poetry is not just the printed page, 

As pappus not the whole dandelion, 

But a complex plant at it’s final stage, 

The culmination of cultivation, 

The poet-gard’ner’s tangible vision 

Waters with words his mean idea’s seed, 

Then prunes & plucks & cleans of centipede - 

For thorough should be mankind’s first instructor, 

Knowledge’s epicentre, truth’s sergeant, 

Art’s arbiter, global legislator, 

Her impulse’s living embodiment, 

Preserver & critic of heaven sent 

Fellows whom, tho oft curs’d with poverty, 

Will die & leave the world a wealth of poetry. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XI 

Only a wish wish’d by her mighty shrine 

Will wake the fever of Calliope 

To infiltrate the being as each line 

Builds the fortress-palaces of posey, 

Buttress’d in a technical majesty, 

Long maintain’d with Herculean labour 

(Tho’ head heavy & curs’d with lethargy), 

My first foray thro’ epic poetry 

Was blest with such sense of occasion, 

Mingl’d with the histrionic duty 

To ocean vast my thoughts fast channels ran, 

Great work carv’d of ego & opinion… 

Blind ambitions benificient élan 

Avouch’d mine avowal, & made the boy a man 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

XII 

When the powerful minds of men emerge 

And dropsies of absinthe numb the cortex 

He progresses to the rarely trod verge, 

Eying the treasures the love priest protects 

In glittering troves, what should he steal next? 

A whisper, ‚The all encompassing eye…‛ 

Thus, growing godlike, writings now codex, 

His pearly rhymes climb the cerebral sky, 

Vast circumf’rence ranges, all prospects to supply. 

Former forages field innate power, 

Intuition matures to precedence, 

Mastery attain’d oer scent & flower, 

Voice’s erudite accent’s conveyance 

Convokes understanding & artful obeyance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII 

I contemplate modern society 

From the silent sanctuary of a cell, 

See visions of th’ancyent hierarchy 

Mixt up with money’s guile & serpent spell, 

Pity indeed the poets know but scorn, 

Pierean waters waters stagnant grown 

& Hototogisu flaunt their vespers 

While machiavellian publishers, 

Caught by the materialistic quest, 

Hath stray’d from the path, intern’d interest, 

Abandon’d us to inferior wit 

In smoky backrooms, toilet wall wordfest, 

On the underground & the internet 

With the mysomousi & the bastard poet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

XIV 

I swann’d a mellow stroll down fancy’s lane, 

Obedient to all my hearts content, 

These diachronic numbers numb’d my brain 

As round my thoughts a diadem was sent, 

Consum’d by conjunctivitalic eyes 

I built this little work, duty’s treatise, 

So ryse & ryse ye singers of England, 

Renaissance’s epiphany shall vent 

Her new respect as each besotted hand 

Shall build on foundations of stone, not sand, 

If I, a simple lad from Lancashire, 

Can bare the embrace of that buxom band 

Then others too!..so thro’ I say adieu 

To sir Spenser’s stanza & thee my dear reader. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ALICE 
 

POET’S LOVE  

 

There is a time, as love & lyric fuse, 

& poets pass a moment with their muse, 

When soft, erotic melodies are aired, 

A special sense of tender feelings shared - 

& so, my love, what words have come to me? 

As from our soul I form'd sweet poetry 

Bouyant as a heart-beat grows enraptured 

Swollen on delightful fancies captured; 

Cacaphony of blisses that did spark, 

Divinity of kisses in the dark 

O! days amazing, days tumultuous, 

When Cupid spray’d his love all over us, 

Those moments loving poets must record 

                  For memory by poetry restor'd. 

 

 

 

 



 

MEETING ALICE 

 

Twas a quintessential English evening 

All about town & the capital's core, 

On my arm a wonderful flutterling 

Perfectly amenable to the tour. 

 

We met in a wine-bar off Trafalgar 

To delve within a cosy eaterie, 

Then took our places at the theatre 

With Dame Christie & her twee company. 

 

So the night brimm'd a goblet romantic 

& our spirits they sparkl'd as the stars, 

Dabbling with the gentle alcoholic, 

Floating, flirting, thro' my favourite bars... 

 

Then to the chiming of the Big Ben Bells 

We caught the last train down to Tunbridge Wells 

 

 

 

 

 

 A CURIOUS TOUR OF FRANCE 

 

The triumphant train jump from dreary Calais  

Our spacious rooms & balcony above Albert   

Took a minute to traverse the grave-peppered land  

It took three brutal months of murder once to take,  

Playing marbles with the little rusting, shrapnel balls  

Glorious weather paints the plains of Northern France 

The old city of Amiens & golden Boulogne   

Ice creams on the beach & laughing at the locals... 

 

At last! Our final train jump back to Calais 

Pincer attack approaching & the toilets locked,  

Fern crouch'd in a luggage space, covered by her coat,  

At one point I thought we'd blown it for I was using schoolboy  

Nous & -ons (for we) rather then Je & -e (for I)  

Luckily the lady assumed I was your typical Englishman  

Sold me a single ticket, & when the coast was clear   

We giggled all the way back home to Blighty 

 

 

 

 



 

 

DOVER  

 

Out of the hazy sea rose those famous white cliffs, 

Merging with the white band on the horizon 

 

England's first castle stands watch above the straight 

Sea-cat reaches the quayside ten minutes before I set off 

Allowing for time zones I had in fact travelled backwards 

 

Passport control is a breeze, one luminous-vested border guy  

Does not take too kindly to me claiming political asylum  

I pretend to be Moldovan - the gag gets them every time.  

 

Scruffy tobacco smugglers walk the quaint streets of Dover 

 

I find a tea-shop full of nattering old dears,  

Sip slowly on a pot of aromatic Earl Grey  

Quintessential flavour of a refined English day.  

 

I caught a clanking train out of town  

The British Isles spread majestically before me.  

 

 

Kent 

 

We enter’d England by the milky cliffs 

Rising round Dover, from the shores of France 

Our ferry had traversed the Gallic trench 

That Ceasar & the Conqueror once forced 

A thousand & a thousand years ago 

A now a castle stands aloof in state 

Linking the British with the outer world 

From thither Kentish garden golden grew, 

Relique of Anglo-Saxon Andreadswald 

Peopl’d by leopard-leaping Eurostars, 

The rugged gulls of Margate & Ramsgate, 

Rampant deer at the grand park of Auld Knole 

Rochester’s castle, Canterbury’s charm 

& tenderness return’d to Tunbridge Wells. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Alice 

 
It all began when I broke the famous old rule,  

‘Never sleep with your house-mate.’  

A few years ago we were sharing a flat together 

One day I came home to find her all naked & blonde in my bed,  

That first night I found out she snored like a chainsaw  

Before you knew it I had moved out, 

But I always enjoyed her company (until she fell asleep)  

& looked forward to seeing her again as the train pulled into Tonbridge  

Not a particularly pretty nor welcoming place 

In stark contrast to her sister six kilometers down the road  

The picturesque town of Royal Tunbridge Wells 

Whose delightful Georgian charm I shall be glad always to have tasted.  

Rare poetic paradise, surrounded by gorgeous forests 

Where great formations of rock thrust out of fertyle ground.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE CRICKET MATCH 

 

We decide to take tea at Linden Park cricket club, 

Flank'd by inspiring, neolithic sandstone formations, 

Where young Aleister Crowley summon'd his Sumerians 

Washing down our salad with a bottle of pimms 

To the flash of willow & the dull thud of the bat hitting ball. 

& made exciting love in the verdant woods, 

With leaves & twigs stuck in our messy mullets 

We entered the town at the delightful Pantiles 

The Wells is a funky little place, rich as hell 

Laden with great little pubs full of coke kids & cityites 

Even Big Issue sellers are better dressed than me 

So we pause in a pub converted from an old theatre, 

Then swagger'd off arm-in-arm to her pad, 

On the class-reeking curve of Calverly. 

 

 

 

 



 

CALVERLY 

 

I stroll the pleasant-peopl'd promenade, 

Bask in each canopied facade 

  

A certain elegance claims the crescent 

Like pimms, poetry & pheasant 

 

For here dwells a simple serenity 

Binding her calm community 

 

Yonder, in old Decimus Burton’s park, 

Sun-scouts of Spring waken the lark, 

 

The sweet vernal grass & the wild primrose, 

Such stuff for the watching windows. 

 

Gracious nature constructs a spacious wreath, 

Am I far from the swarthy heath? 

 

Shall I return with the lush blooms of May 

& the roads they seem so far away. 

 

 

 

 

ROYAL TUNBRIDGE WELLS 

 

I fell upon the spa as morning dew 

A Pegasus amid the hippogriffs 

Heralded arrival with awesome riffs 

Aggravating the local well-to-do 

In poet gestation, frolicking through 

Visits from dibble & dumb-dog bailiffs, 

Spent vernal season with merlot & spliffs 

Relentlessly studying World War Two. 

 

But a few June days shy of twenty-five 

The standard time for poets to retire, 

Genuine epic ‘gan to compose, 

My confidence in poetry alive 

& history too! empyrean fire 

Made phantom flames about each silver rose. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

DUNORLAN PARK 

 

Expectancy breathes in the milding air, 

The flocks have returned, the trees show the bud, 

Along the River Teise a poet strides, 

Spies in the fields flocks of mothering sheep 

Clustering the new born lambs with soft cries, 

Who stare at the poet in nervous fear, 

Nearby two drakes are fighting for a mate, 

This spinning vortex of quack & feather, 

A nipping, splashing duel of two love-lorn 

Birds, fighting from instinct & not training; 

 

Watching them wear each other down a third 

Drake, nestled in the shades of a willow, 

Waits for her signal to join the melee 

For sure it is his seed that shall succeed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fuck-Buddies 

 

I'm woken by the smell of cooking eggs  

& Alice's pink, towelling dressing gown 

‚You’re not going to work are you babe?" 

                                      ‚Well…"   

                                                   ‚Gimme the phone!" 

The time had come for a couple of fuck-buddies to hit the road. 

We drove down through England’s verdant garden  

To medievil Rye, fascinating cobbl'd place,  

I cannot recall such a marvellous collection  

Of quaint, old buildings in such a large area 

We spent the afternoon having a good old potter,  

From bookshop to pub, Oxfam shop to restaurant.  

& the two miles or so to the windy coast 

Centuries ago she was a famous Cinque ports, 

Feeding England's navy in times of national crisis.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

CAMPING 

 

A few miles west of Winchelsea Fern found  

A perfectly poetic spot called Fairlight, 

Perched atop a cliff, private beach below us  

Grey-green channel stretching out to France  

Behind us the lovely down country  

To our right a forested coastal hill  

Dotted with extravagant looking houses,  

Homes of the wealthy, or famous elite,  

Like Paul Macartney’s crazy second daughter, 

Soon in 'man’ mode I whipped up a fair campsite,  

Found a large pallet & with a few ninja moves  

Broke it into firewood, cook'd a veritable feast  

Wash'd down with wine & the romantic sunset 

Making love like lions on the tall cliff's edge. 

 

 

 

 

 

SPLIFFS & CLIFFS 

 

Waking al fresco to the sounds of the sea  

We broke camp & carried on our tour,  

Thro Hastings to the village of Pevensey Bay, 

By whose wide waters the Conqueror first landed, 

Then next port of call was an elegant Eastbourne  

Nestled beneath the climb up to Beachy Head 

Now, the cliffs are high here, very, very high  

I handled my vertigo slightly better this time  

& chill'd awhile several meters from the edge 

Near a sign by the roadside from the Samaritans  

Offering phone numbers to the wannabe suicides 

& over a burnt-out mini of some cheeky joy-ride  

Remembering the climax of the mod-anthemic  

Quadraphenia, picturing the moped's flight... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



LEAVING ALICE 

 

As bakeries stock sugar-coated treats 

Like danishes, cakes, stroodles, tarts & pies 

I skipt on clouds to see thy brimming sweets 

& taste the apples spinning in thine eyes 

You are the dairy cream of an eclair 

& like fine berries of a bramble bush 

As honey dew the gold locks of thy hair 

& with rose milk your soft cheeks are aflush 

You are an hour spent bathing in the sun 

& yet another swimming in the sea 

But in warm rays the blazing skin grows numb 

& in the waves its texture vexes me 

For ecstasy should be a fleeting touch 

But candy children often eat too much.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SOUTH COAST 
 

GREATEST FADER OF THE WESTERN ISLES 

 

I first learned how to Fade at sweet sixteen 

Top of the M1, dirty Leeds in the rain 

‚Fuck that!‛ I thought & hopped on a train 

I aint ever looked back (or paid) since  

 

I stayed in one place once - didn’t like it much 

When bodies have freedom the mind follows suit 

Flush’d clean by flashing scenery, riding the rails 

 

Thorsten Veben said, 

                                  ‚He with sufficient means to live  

              Without gainful employment is a gentleman!‛ 

 

Some may call me thief but I, I am a sportsman 

   Hooked on the adrenalin rush of reaching destinations 

 

Until I got caught! Yes caught! on the Lewes to Brightonline   
& I was so angry at myself I spent the whole day jumping trains  

Getting off at every station shaking my head in sheer disgust! 

 



Simple Common Sense 

 

They say there is only one certainty in life 

& that’s death - but, man, that’s bullshit 

For life only counts when you leave the downy nest 

& face the big, bad world upon yer own - 

 

Where ya win friends & ya lose friends 

You gain trust, you use trust, you abuse trust, 

Ya make money, ya take money or ya fake money 

You laugh & cry & piss & shit & all that shit. 

 

Where are you now as you read these leaping lines 

Faces lit up, watching fireworks dance & crackle, 

I bet the sky still stretches endlessly above you, 

While below a great gravity pins you to the floor 

 

So life is for the living & death is for the dead 

Live it while yer living - make love, make war, make bread! 

 

 

 

 

 

Goodwood House 

 

I'm on another train heading due west, 

Past Shoreham-by-sea's strange docklands 

&, where Policemen still ride pretty bicycles,  

Worthing’s Old-fogeys slowly bored to death. 

 

Later I witness a South Coast Pearl 

Arundel rises, grand Poseidon of the sea 

Ancestral seat of the Earl Marshal of England  

 

I give Gyles Smithington-Smythe a call,  

What the devil are you doing back in old blighty,  

Pricilla will have an absolute fit, you cad 

 

‚Just having a little soiree round the isles, darling 

‚Whizzo! What luck… it's the motor show today  

We can crack upon some of the good stuff  

           & be suitably pissed for the cricket 

 

 

 

 

 



 BOGNOR REGIS 

 

I pass thro Bognor’s perfectly tacky attractions  

past the whelks & half-tanned beached whales 

The crazy golf, & the cockney concentration camp 

That is Butlins, complete with millenium dome, 

 

I reach the charming flat village of Felpham 

Gyles had bought William Blake's old cottage 

Imgining his spirit would help his own paintings -  

I found his stuff remains as wish-wash as ever.  

 

Gyles chops out a line of Peruvian flake 

Clad as ever in some strange Eastern regalia, 

Wine bottles in hand we hit his yellow mustang. 

 

We chat about the old days as we hit the Bognor plain, 

Wide expanse of flatten'd fields, framed by sea & down,  

We spot the glorious spire of Cisseceastre cathedral 

 

 

 

 

 

Festival of Speed 

 

The Ascot of Motor Racing is in full swing 

Cars of every era jostle for public attention  

Gyles parks his Mustang with the 50’s grand prix cars,  

Steam carriages, land-speeds & crazy little soap boxes.  

 

After pimms & revs we meet the Duke of Richmond  

Beneath Goodwood House a cricket match in progress 

Knocking back the champers as Gyles bowls his leg-spin 

Sixty-year old Spitfres flying low above the crease 

 

I soon found myself romping naked with Priscilla  

As aristocratic blood breeds sexual deviants  

I squirm as the croquet mallet makes an appearance.  

 

Giggling & wiggling she leaves to find more prey 

These fucking people own our country, I thought,  

Tied to the old oak bed-post with a silken, ermine scarf.  

 

 

 

 

 



Play up Pompey 

 

We enter Hampshire by the way of Havant 

Bedhampton & the Arlington marshes,  

Seasounds & occasional scatterings of birds, 

A single walker & a couple of fishermen  

Portsmouth is an island, a small channel 

Seperates her from the British mainland    

Despite her local lary lads with their constant 'mush' 

She's an unofficial gem of the islands 

A funky bohemia of great fish ‘n’ chips, 

The the sunsoak'd idyll of Southsea shore 

Where at the fifty-pee bookstore on Albert Road 

I pick up a slick little green volume  

Keats’ delicious poems of 1820 

A suitable tome for my poetic meanderings 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SOUTHSEA 

 

It's the last ever gig of the funk-ass Mambo Juice 

Thirty-strong, multi-national drumming collective  

As the last deafening bass-line comes to a close 

They pull out their ear-plugs & hug like old amigos 

Then a black-lipp’d mosh-pit blonde throws a party   

& I find myself raving with twenty Goths,  

& grooving on pills I play a set of classics 

Got off with one of the blonde goths in the bath 

But when she went home to get her stash of weed 

I got off her her mate - it was a terrible faux pas 

Apparently I had broken some sacred goth code or something,  

& my tunes were actually 'fuckin shite man!' 

‚What do you mean you don’t like Betty Boo!‛ 

I shouted as three punks threw me out into the morning 

 

 

 

 

                  

 

 

 

 



 Winchester 

 

I pull into the Anglo-Saxon capital. 

Do a 360 degree spin of admiration; 

Georgian townshouses, great stately buildings 

The very ancient & very beautiful cathedral 

His right hand grasps a cross-hilted sword  

The granite pedestal bears just one word -  

 AELFRED  - glorious King of Wessex 

 

Sat neath a tree on the level green by the cathedral 

Reading thro the priceless Ode to Autumn 

Tis moments like these the traveler enjoys most,  

A quiet hour amidst all the swirl of journeying,  

By a couple of wine-sipping radiant beauties  

To flick an occasional furtive glance toward,  

Flirting lightly in the warm morning glow  

 

 

 

 

 

 

2004 

 

England! forest of the sex-obsess'd West, 

Still tax'd to the hilt, still chilly, still stress'd, 

Moaning through wintertime’s epic bummer, 

Willing on another Big Brother summer, 

X-Factors have fifteen minutes of Fame, 

& every song still sounds the fucking same, 

& everyone’s chain'd to their mobile phone 

With their hard-slaved wage in a weekend blown; 

Four pills for a tenner & ten for twenty  

Three quid for a beer, pints of milk forty pee   

& Tony Blair putting on a sycophantic front 

For George Bush (is that another name for cunt?) 

Who’s dragged us off to war, some 51st state 

But still, my friends, still Britain, still great 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

                       Stonehenge 

 

Past the heavenly upthrust of Salisbury Cathedral  

To those famous druid stones of antiquity 

Where Feathers is a classic old-school hippy  

He'd seen the Stones play dodgy pub gigs  

The Doors free-jamming on Venice Beach,  

The first Stonehenge free festival in 1974 

The Battle of the Beanfield ten years later 

Out came his tipi, free food & soon old friends  

Were touching, entwining their painted bodies  

& after an extremely strong dose of peyote 

I join'd in with all the hippyfied festivity 

On an intergalactic mission, at light speed,  

Thro the electrical machinery of my mind 

Not knowing that my soul-mate was abroad 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MIDSUMMER MOMENT 

 

As dawn's first flush dragg'd me from my trip  

I found myself dancing inside the stones,  

with wizards, stonekissers, minstrels & shamen 

All drumming, shouts, clapping & chanting  

I was goin' wild to the symposium of beats 

As a great rush of gold rose in the distance,  

beaming fertile light thru monolithic arches  

To one tumultuous roar of thundering wonder. 

Stonehenge was alive in all its ancyent glory 

Astronomically structured for catching the sun  

Atop one of the stones I saw a lovely Scots lass  

dancing like fireflies, egging on the crowd  

completely naked but for some paint markings  

daubed over her, may I say, fantastic figure 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT 

 

Being virgin to Eros & his sighs 

     Spectral seconds attend the growing soul 

Hearing a lute-string’d, aether-breathing call 

     I look into her lustful, starry eyes... 

 

....Like songbirds witnessing the world's first dawn 

        Or proud parents cooing the babe's first yawn 

     Like virgins witness to the breast exposed 

       Or an exploring of the always closed... 

 

...Like mountain men & archipelagos 

       Or young sweethearts sniffing a first red rose 

     Like money men glimpsing a glint of gold 

        Or distant kin returning to the fold... 

 

          ...Like Muslims when they first met Mahomet 

                     My soul this moment never must forget. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SOUL MATES 

 
As seventy percent of road accidents are caused by particularly pretty pedestrians 

I first saw Glenda driving in the other direction along the duel carriageway of life 

& almost fainted, realising the next turn off was not for another twenty miles 

& noting by the time I got there & set off chasing her vapour's sexy stream  

She would be long gone forever... as for every maharaja theres a maharajaraja 

& the key to winning women's hearts is to feed them exiting slices of melodrama 

Risking incarceration, skipping three lanes, smashing thro the central reservation 

Some Copernicus shocking the world with avant garde theories of geocentricity  

I follow her for fifty vibrant miles of traffic, where by some fabulous coincidence, 

She arrived in my county, my town, my district, my street, my building, my door 

Some cosmic puzzle kept kicking in as I parked my car right up her exhaust 

Joining that ravishing neckline I considered spending many lifetimes with her 

"Can I help?" I’d asked. "I had a dream," she’d said, "That destiny awaits me here!" 

"How do you take your tea?" I asked & led her thro my door. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GLENDA’S KISS 

 

What is more beautiful than Paris in the Spring? 

More lovely than the thrill the morning chorus brings 

Dancing, perchance, beyond life's most precious thing 

Sweeter than sensual, fairer than faerie rings, 

Deeper than heart sublime, tender than all of this 

I fade & pass the time til Glenda & her kiss. 

 

Ah! Glenda & her kiss, the taste still lingers long 

Moments of perfect bliss, of lips & teeth & tongue 

With all the world aswirl as spirit centres meet 

When wooing in the woods, how can life seem so sweet 

Complete, & in my mind, behind the half-closed eye, 

                        Calm waters as I find forever passes by 

 

When sun & moon eclipse, when sunflowers petal, 

When graced by Glenda's lips, what is more beautiful? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DRAGONSONGS 
 

Their lord will they praise 

Their speech will they keep 

Their land they will lose 

Except wild Wales 

                                    Talisein - propechy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

INVOCATION 

 
High on the crown of Cadair, grand remnant of giant's chair 

A poet has spend a night if Awen he will bear 

 

As Anwynn’s hounds, with fiendish howl bring terror to the eye 

Only the bards, being brave men those strange lights could defy 

 

& thus there comes the promising,  the telling of old tayles 

This soaring throng of Dragonsongs must celebrate wild Wales. 

 

Britannia is a triple realm the Western seas bestride 

The Ocean Lord scabbards his sword & won her for a bride. 

 

Three races prosper neath her gaze three nations & three crowns 

Three parishers of Britishers from palaces to towns. 

 

The Gaelic cheiftans brave the North, the Saxons seize the South, 

& in the West the Celts carress'd her mountains mouth-to-mouth. 

 

All thro her proud & native heart an ancyent bloodline flows 

Where leek & law grew long before the thistle & the rose. 

 

 

 

 

The Battle of Chester 

 
Men fought a battle long ago Aslant Pendragon skies; 

Two armies met in weather wet Black crows crowding the skies 

 

Dawn’s glory shone, the Saxons rose with sword & spear & shield, 

Across the plain, in driving rain, the Welshmen block’d the field. 

 

Two armies stood there paralyzed, three bees buzzed on the hush 

With startling cry & swords held high mass’d men made angry rush 

 

As flash-on-flash the weapons clash behind the crashing fray 

With smoke & bells the druid spells melt minds to disarray 

 

King Selyf led them from the front, this day held Britain’s fate 

Twas life & death, with striving breath, he held the Cymric gate 

 

Kings & princes, fathers & sons, all mingled for the fray 

Death dips & darts, for many hearts this was their final day 

 

King Selyf died neath blasted tree, the Saxon bloodlust chills 

The Welshmen sigh, drop shields & fly forever to the hills 

 

 

 



The Ballad of Owen Glendower 

 

Owynus,  

Dei gratia Princes Walliae 

 

                                    (i) 

  

          Ocean Gods & River Kings - Lords of Streams 

        The warbling thrushling sings 

         Of famous saints’ beginnings 

                  Offers falcon flutterings 

 

        Harps, skylarks & poetry - winter’s eve 

                  Believers prophesy 

             The messiah’s destiny 

     Drive the Saxons to the sea 

 

             Owen of Glen of Dee water - mid pine, 

                     Gwynned in his father, 

        Mother Deheubarth’s daughter, 

Sweet lamb brought to the slaughter 

 

              From Rhyll to Patagonia, Swansea, Mold & Bala 

     Welsh psyche sewn together, men remember Glendower! 

 

 

                     (ii) 

 
Great Owen of the Glen of Dee burns battle in his eye 

‚Our destiny to set Wales free!‛ he rais’d his dragon high 

 

Hearts melt as spring thaws mountain snows men eager for the fray 

Camps of heroes, lamps & longbows hill march both night & day  

 

Bright retinues the news do seize marching from the harsh North 

‚The Welsh disease bring to its knees!‛ commands Henry the Fourth 

 

Bolingbroke stepp’d up for to blight ‘those wylde bare-foot ‘rascals,’ 

That day & night they shunn’d the fight, hid in the running hills 

 

Owen rode trails his shepherds knew, the foe bled ambush dry 

Electric blue his wizards drew great storms across the sky 

 

A sodden monarch leaves behind the winds & rains & hails 

Leaves spies to find the rebel kind & men to mind the vales 

 

Re-awakened is the dragon, comets blaze starry skies 

With Henry gone North Wales is won by combat & surprise 

 

 

 



 

(iii) 

 

Upon the banks of old Dyfi men heard Owen Glendower 

While we battle for liberty the English fight for power! 

 

They storm a fine fortress that stands high-bluffed over singing sea 

Whose noble, tall turret commands all the coast of Ardudwy 

 

On he rode to Sycarth so fair Iolo Goch came calling 

Words of sweet awen to declare Glyndwr’s divine calling 

 

Upon Harlech's tall battlement flags of dragons flutter free  

Summoning his first parliament & envoys from over sea 

 

A second Aberffraw hath pass’d in this heavenly domain 

As envoys come on thick & fast from Italy, France & Spain 

 

Golden gifts from the King of France, gilt-edged casque, cuirass & sword 

Princes & Kings shall share a stance against common foes abroad 

 

As from the soil of goodly bed there grows a lovely flower 

The crown is placed upon his head resplendent in its power 

 

 

 

 

 

6 PWYLL MELYN 

 
Being an account of the Battle of Pwyll Melyn & the events leading up to it, 

beginning with King Henry IV giving his son control of the army, its subsequent 

raising of the siege of Usk Castle & the pursuit to Pwyll Melyn. There Owen 

Glendower faced the English with his army & received a total & bloody defeat of 

his forces as his brother Tudur fell in the bloodshed The battle marks the high 

water mark of the rebellion 

 

Prince Hal has pierced the hills of Gwent 

& on a peak pitched his white tent 

Across the vale the Welsh stood proud 

With lusty vigor well endowed 

Knowing it would be brave to die 

The flower of Glendower fly 

But battle´torn by Henry’s skills 

They scatter madly for the hill. 

 

Crying black tears & shy of force 

Owen placed Tudur on his horse  

Consumed by grief & distracted 

He feeleth not the arrowhead 

& gallops up a briary steep 

A second Catraeth his to weep 



 

 

7 Harlech Hall 

 

The Halls are filled with fragrant spring 

The empire shrinking hill-by-hill 

Henry closes closer still 

 

The Halls echo with shout & cry 

Battle brought to the castle walls 

Godless wounded haunt the halls 

 

The Halls are growing wan & dark  

No faggots left for precious heat 

No water & naught to eat 

 

The Halls are fill’d with English arms 

Henry receives the surrender 

‚Where is Owen Glendower?‛ 

 

‚His Halls are now the wide spaces 

  Between the grandeur of our peaks,‛ 

    

 

 

 

                      

8 LEGEND 

 

England rampant everywhere - Owen goes 

         To Snowdon’s lofty lair 

       Lot his loyal kinsmen share 

    Th’auld lands of Esyllt the fair 

       Where white eagles rise on air 

 

 Amid the clean Llewellyn light - swift stags leap 

        The steeps all aspect white 

        Tho the icy harsh winds bite 

        Thro the pity of their plight  

        Still they carried on the fight 

 

        His dragon helm is polisht still - fine tayles 

        Wales basks with freedom's will 

                 Banners fly from hill to hill 

                 Dragonhearts to ever thrill 

 

 

 



Tudor Rose 
 

Being an account of the life of Henry Tudur & his quest to end the Wars of the 

Roses. Therin he is crown'd King of England & Wales, founding a dynasty that 

will eventually merge with the crown of Scotland, tuniting the British Isles. 

 

   Cambrian bards proclaim the cause - upsprung 

Their young Lancaster rose 

Locking horns with Yorkist boars 

 

North & South true welshmen wing - loyal arms 

                               A royal gathering  

                     Show fealty to their king 

 

On Bosworth Field stood babes-in-arms - blood's guests 

                 From forests, guilds & farms 

           Shining trumpets broke the calms 

 

King Richard is consumed by rage - horse-thrown 

                    Dawn of the Tudur age 

 Swordpoints pierce his helmets cage 

         

& so the Welsh shall crown their king - great quest 

                       Westminster’s realizing 

 

INDUSTRY 

                                                   

From Kowloon Bay to awesome Cape Horn gales 

     The seas are teeming with the Swansea sails 

             That Copperopolis pots, & nails            

                     

Coal drives great wheels of steaming enginery 

         From Merthyr Tydffil to the Taff Valley 

                  Canals carve bargeways to the sea - impress'd 

                Josiah Guest builds his first factory 

 

More common folk of Wales breathe Merthyr's air 

                          This prosp’rous ‘paradise’ more lion's lair 

                  Industrial unrest the proud chests wear 

                      Life gladly lost for reform full & fair. 

 

Locomotion glides on its steely skates 

Bares coal to where little Cardiff awaits; 

"This town shall soon be number'd with the greats!" 

 

 

 

 

 



                                     DIASPORA 

 

                     Arise Britannia, Queen of Albion 

              How proudly does thy spirit sit upon 

               The majestic back of Cymric dragon 

              

Steering her dragon-flight Britannia flew 

Oer oceans vast until at last she drew 

To Britain's continent of convict hue 

South Walia ready to start anew 

As thro the townships Cymric customs grew 

                         

            She swept across the blue Pacifica 

                  To the rugged tip of Argentina 

            A place that men named Patagonia 

   Six hundred Welsh folk cluster'd together 

                                 Contented agriculture - bellies fed  

               They spread thro the Andean area 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                WORLD WAR 

 

     Britannia scents the smoke of global fire 

    When peace becomes the people's pariah 

 More bloodshed to protect Britain's empire 

        As young men of Welsh villages entire 

                            Toss'd on the brutal pyre - Europa's hope 

Gropes blindly forward thro the jagged wire. 

 

Step forward the member for Caenarvon 

            Joining the allied arms in unison 

                    Driving back the bested hun - blasted earth 

Behind, the birth of modern Europe won                

       

    Bombs burn the vibrant heart of Swansea out 

          But crying with vengeant, accented shout 

                       The Welsh advance in stoic pout - blood thick 

                 Of victory the British have no doubt. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

                   THE WELSH TONGUE 

                    

   Welsh essence fades with ever passing time 

    Bards deem their song's enfeeblement a crime 

        Restore the sacred metres of their rhyme 

   Whose eistedfodd grows hearts of leafy lime  

 

            Awakening their native melody 

Now harpers play & bards say poetry, 

                         Fair Llangollen's victory - songs well sung 

               By a young Luciano Pavarotti 

 

              Now all about is rising to the sky 

The tongue of Wales, bard throated lullaby 

                   Ressuscitated, refusing to die, 

Carves her proud niche in television's eye 

                           Whitchurch to Dolgellau - sublime profit 

           As Britannia's bilingual songbirds fly 

 

 

 

 

 

                        DEVOLUTION 

 

          Britannia rests her steed upon Snowdon 

                A pretty seething region looks upon 

        Plaid Cymru flows thro each polling station 

                              Merionydd & Carnaervon - quenching thirst 

     First members sent to bench with the nation 

             

   The dragonsteed is steer'd toward the sea 

            Oer Brecon Beacons to a great city 

  How Cardiff has prosper'd for her country 

          Behold her proud national assembley 

                               

                      The pride of Wales still ringing in her ears 

              Britannia sheds a sea of happy tears 

Her oldest prince still young despite the years 

               Partner in all her fortune & her fears 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



WEST COUNTRY 
 

 

BRITISH ISLES 

 

Did you ever take these bright isles in a tour,  

The pride of Scotland slake on Hampden’s awesome roar  

& did you ever stun the herd of Wicklow deer  

Or strike a mountain run on Snowdon sloping sheer?  

 

& have you spent a night with Haggis Burns & song 

Or watch’d a ravensflight from battle cairns at King 

& have you seen the sun oer Glencoe’s savagery 

Or seen Portmeirion in total privacy 

 

Did you cook breakfast upon old Boney’s nose 

Looking down on Belfast & all those terraced rows 

& have you ever stood atop the Isle of Man 

With weather fine & good, &  Britain like a fan  

 

To an Englishman with liberty your native land a tinge 

Of Earth’s many colours, but first your Celtic fringe! 

 

 

  THE PAST 

 

  Now long before ye strangers cast a light 

  Upon this page, if time may wash away 

  Poetical remembrances of lands, 

  While Britannia does yet call me a son, 

  & fills my lungs with aerial expanse, 

  While past is murder'd by our modern ways 

  There still remains a world of reliquery, 

  Like the home bakeries of Leith & Leeds, 

  Our ancyent laws, our long-remember'd songs, 

  With these in mind we leave our lives behind 

  & bardic harps shall conjure teeming worlds, 

  Transforming ghosts of old to flesh & bone, 

  Until the world is cover'd by the waves 

  & then beyond, mankind may reach the stars… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

WESSEX 

 

Passing this solemn Glastonbury Tor 

Our journey enters ancient Avalon 

Where once the House of Wessex held the land 

& Arthur built immortal Camelot 

Born as he was in Tintagel castle 

Sat still alive atop a thriving town 

How many more now serve the Celtic West 

Of Cornish coves & Devonian moors 

From Torquay & Saint Michaels tidal mount 

To Newquay & her sunswept Tolcairne beach 

From Minehead & her holiday resort  

To Quantox Hills where Wordsworth made his rhymes,  

& saw an Ancyent Mariner set sail 

As Coleridge gazed across the waves to Wales 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CAMBRIA 

 

We enter’d Wales along its southern shore 

Pass’d many breezy towns of prime bereft 

Like Newport, Port Talbert, Haverfordwest, 

Until we saw Saint David’s ancient spires 

& met the Irish ocean with a smile 

The coast curl’d north, ghostly Aberystwyth 

Aberdovey’s dream, Harlech’s stoic keep 

Dolgellau’s mellow stream, fair Machynlleth, 

Portmerions bejewell’d masonry 

Delayed our days, for this is wondrous Wales, 

A David to the Saxon Goliath, 

But prouder than each English heart I know 

& as we stood upon Glendower’s keep, 

Ahead Cymru’s grey passes consume sky 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

ODE : To Team GB upon winning nine gold                    

                  Medals at the Athens Olympics 2004 

  

I bid to proclaim loud the laurell’d names 

Albion’s nine! Children of Apollo! 

Who little thought, as Athens won her Games, 

What honour cheering victory could bestow 

In history & song, 

Muse sing the hymnal nemean, 

Gather’d no mortal throng of our modern Briton 

 

Britannia! Queen of heroes & of toil 

Sat proudly in the company of nations 

That came to Hellas & her sacred soil 

To sup & cheer in great celebrations 

Nine muses duly sing 

Songs mighty in her praise 

To lead us on to Beijing in but fourteen hundred days 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kelly Holmes - Winner of the women’s 1,500 & 800m footrace 

Jason Gardener  

Darren Campbell  

Marlon Devonish 

Mark Lewis-Francis  -  Winners of the men’s 4x100m foot race 

Bradley Wiggins  

Chris Hoy   - Winners of the men’s cycle race 

Leslie Law - Winner of the horsemanship trial 

Steve Williams  

James Cracknell  

Ed Coode  

Matthew Pinsent  - Winners of the men’s rowing race 

Shirley Robertson  

Sarah Webb  

Sarah Ayton  -  Winners of the women’s sailing race 

Ben Ainslie  -  Winner of the men’s sailing race 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

GWYNEDD 

 

We tackl’d Snowdon from the low Rhyd Ddu 

Infinite furlongs from her summit view;  

The little cluster that is Liverpool 

& many mountain masses minds enjewel,  

The twinkle of the distant river Dee, 

The rising lion of Aran Fawwdwy, 

The quaint domain of old Dolgellau grey, 

The epic sweep that keeps Cardigan Bay, 

Dinas Emrys & her sleeping dragon, 

Castles at Flint, Harlech & Caernarvon, 

The isle adjacent to th’adjacent isle 

& yonder Wicklow’s shadowy defile - 

The British Isles have wrapt us all around, 

Though in the heavens we still touch her ground.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE PRESENT 

 

This is the Modern World, a world where cars 

Career down country lanes that once were still, 

Where man has sent equipment to the stars 

& split the atom many men to kill. 

 

Since the Assyrian sixty seconds 

All hands worship the watch, money needs time, 

I see & feel tis not too deep to delve 

Before we would prefer wealth to a friend. 

 

Now men play god & we gods must accept 

The secret of creation has been found 

Strange string of DNA that must astound 

Divinity’s inherited concept. 

 

        & even re-incarnation is at hand 

In cryrogenic vaults near Samarkand. 

 

 

 

 



 

          ANTHEM FOR BLOOMING YOUTH 

  

              Son, come let me tell you something  

                          Of life & her mysteries 

                First you have to be drunk in Dublin  

                        To see the planet as it is 

              & to see the man that you are, son, 

                   Go wander alone with the fells, 

              Help sail a fine ship cross the ocean,  

                  Or sing to your soul in the cells 

   

         Son, come let me tell you something  

                 For life always comes with a twist, 

              You have to make time for your women, 

                 Because women are why we exist, 

                  So, son why the hell are you waiting  

                       Whisk her to Dublin & get piss’d 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IRELAND 

 

From Holyhead the British Isles recede 

Before another spreads horizon wide 

& soon we have entered the Dublin pale 

Divided by the sluggish Liffy flow 

Refreshment lifts us from the temple bar 

To spend a day fording the bloody Boyne 

Then back to Dublin & its green beyond 

Through Bray into the gloomy Wicklow Hills 

To spend a week at gorgeous Glendaloch 

Then gallop west through Galway’s savage peaks 

& scale the heights some human mountain goat, 

To pace the ancient battle cairns of Cong 

To brave the fierce, grievous Atlantic spray 

Camp’d on the shore one epic, starry night 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

             Requiem 

 

Alas! these days are fading fast, 

This flesh of mine not meant to last 

Some years beyond a century 

Full burthen'd with mortality 

 

How many days may I recall 

Before the moonrise & her fall 

How many trees shall I see grow 

From seedling breeze to nesting crow 

 

Trajectories aimed low & high 

Still watch the toss fall from the sky 

& in the fall we see ourselves we see 

Succumbing to our misery 

 

This is the curse of life my friend 

It’s shadows haunt us til the end 

 

 

 

 

THE FUTURE 

 

Rise, Sylvermane, above this spinning globe 

Whose o-zone thins oer soul’s ten billion 

Whose excess from sunbed to disco strobe 

Drains wattage by the meta-trillion. 

 

Twelve tribes greet the Age of Aquarius, 

New leader born, chief of deepest Bhutan, 

Sending lost peoples on an exodus, 

Fetching the true Menorah back to man. 

 

For man’s minute stasis is found a cure 

Warp sciences the guts of space unbars 

First thrustfall near Tyrian cynosure 

The slow, fertile opening of the stars. 

 

For this must be the destiny of man 

His only hope a stellar caravan 

 

 



 

 

 

CONNEMARA 

 

O knightly lights of heaven, star on star  

You never shone so beauteous, we are  

The work, perhaps, of some astral being  

Or am I him now I am the all-seeing  

Acolyte of the lost art of the skies  

Painting Orion & the Geminis  

Musing upon those long, eternal days  

Soar shooting stars, trailblazing my amaze  

Mixt with the phantom llumin'd Milky Way  

I saw, I swear, the Seraphim at play  

Dancing between the planetary kings  

Lord Jupiter & Saturn's eerie rings  

Venus is beaming streaming dreams of love  

    Sweetheart come hither, thither the above 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE DISCOVERY OF SEDNA 

 
Composed upon the occasion of the discovery of the tenth planet of our solar system, March 

2004. It is three times further away than Pluto & was named Sedna, after the famous sea-goddess 

of the Eskimos   
 

 

Sir, have you ever gone beyond the icy Quaoar  

Or paused at Ixion, core of an ancyent star,  

& did you scan the skies from lovely Varuna  

Or set your naked eyes on sanguineous Sedna?  

 

Sir, come with us & spin upon this scarlet sphere,  

Through head of tiny pin watch our vast sun appear,  

Here ye shall find no guide, nor shall ye hear a sound,  

From Sedna’s swirling side a rocky moon slips round…  

 

Sir, watch the goddess sit, voluptuous & fair,  

Beloved Enuit, with starfish dappled hair,  

Whom by her husband cruel purged of her vanities,  

Now sits she as the jewel of the infinities…  

 

For an Englishman with liberty must face the stretch of space 

Continuous, alone, & vanish without trace…  

 



 

BELFAST 

 

Upon Cave Hill I climb’d & took repast 

Ulster’s voyeur, perch’d high over Belfast 

The yards where the Titanic came to be  

The arm of Scotland reaching cross the sea 

The mural hues of Shanklin & the Falls 

The most majestic of our city halls 

Where flies the flag that cross’d the bloody Boyne 

Soon strewn upon the roads of the Ardoyne 

Decent folk forgetting recent troubles 

Rising from the riots & the rubbles 

An age of balaclavas & kneecaps 

That at a moments notice may relapse 

But since good men brokered the ‘Good Friday’ 

                    The IRA shall shed no blood today 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 


