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THE  

SETTENTRIAD 

 

 

 

THE LOST POEM 

 

I found an old poem I’d written today 

It had turned up in Livy's Early History of Rome 

I'd packed it to study on my mission round the Med 

Where trawling about the fading lanes of Venice 

Every time I touch’d the book the sheet fell out the pages 

Constantly reminding me that I should make it safe 

It would only take a second, but I never took the time... 

 

Later on I was dining upon the deck of my hotel boat 

& as I turn’d a page the seabreeze blew out my poem 

Time was standing still but the paper started     F 

                                                                                      A 

                                                                                         L 

          To slip thro the narrowest of cracks tween the L boards 

           To be found one day in the distant future           I        

            By somebody breaking up the hold for scrap     N 

             But now, at last my poem had a proper end!       G 

 

 



 

SALVATORE QUASIMODO 

 

Nitroglycerine & siliceous sand 

Mix accidental, vast a fortune spann'd! 

Dynamite forging tunnels & bridges 

Soon deity on blood-splattered ridges, 

Nobel’s conscience dictates heroic will, 

His legacy shall save his conscience still, 

Each year his rich estate awards a prize 

To those with distant vistas in their eyes. 

 

Thus, from Modica to this grave of graves, 

La Cimitero Monumentale, 

A rare poet led a laureate life 

Conjuring lyrics to rival Dante 

 Gems of a tongue, both praiseful & bitter, 

For this unique, incomparable land! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MODERN ARTS 

  

Where Juliet heard her true love’s call 

& the tragic poisons of its fall 

I feel a part of a greater whole 

Some born in plenty, some on the dole, 

 

Man loves to taste true divinity 

Fill up hearts with fear & poetry 

Sooth senses with sensibility 

Or the poignant flush of phantasie 

  

Michaelangelo’s magic on Earth, 

Gallupi, Allegri – blend in birth, 

Pavarotti’s songs of mood & mirth 

Alas, today, who praises real worth 

 

           Yet all is paling on a poet’s page 

Playstations & e-mailing drains the age 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ADRIATICA 

 

Serene afternoon... the streets of Rab are quiet, the stones  

I step on as smooth as silk – the sky cloudless, deep azure,  

Collar turned up I begin an ascent, the terrain  

A plethora of white, jagged, quartz-like stone. 

 

Half-way up the yellow, flower-trumpet dotted peak 

I gaze back on an island, evergreen forest-realm  

Silky-still lagoons, snow-capp'd mainland mountains 

& Rab’s marble township jutting out like luxury liner.  

 

My ears strain for noise, relieved by buzzing fly, 

& bleeting phalanx of sheep, led by rustic Croat  

Whose rocks usher stray ewes & lamb back to the flock. 

  

As the sheep disappear I resume my scrambling climb 

Up this lizard-strewn gully to the stony summit, & feel 

Some mighty wind thundering across a thousand islands. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PARADISE OF EXILES 

 

Did your pallet taste sepia’s sable sheen 

Or spread green pesto paste on bread like margerine 

& steep Collodi climb to read Pinnochio 

Or see day set sublime oer Pontevecchio 

 

Did you Lord Byron rais’d through old Venetian lanes 

Or fond yourself amazed by Pompeii’s strange remains 

& did you ever take the waters of Trieste 

Or swim Averno’s lake without a moments rest 

 

Did you cheer the riffs as Ligabue rocks 

Walk Cinque Terran cliffs, or bought Le Scale box 

& did you deck the sails round Ponza’s pirate isle 

Or study Tuscan tayles in Dante’s sweet new style 

 

To a sonneteer with liberty Italy has it all, 

No finer place on earth there is to forge a poet’s soul! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Ciano 

 

How the fluctuating fortunes of war  

Can be embodied in a single soul,  

A prince addresses emperors no more,  

Condemn’d to wallow in Verona’s hole;   

His insistence on toppling Il Duce 

 By death sentence his treachery shall pay 

 

So he put a pen to paper  

& he started to confess  

How his idol & Herr Hitler  

Plunged the world into this mess…  

Smuggled out by his sweet Edda,  

Tuck’d in her peasants dress,  

The truth salvaged for all posterity,  

She enter’d Switzerland so secretly. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MUSSOLINI 

 

As paths of glory lead but to the grave, 

On haunted men hist'ry the heavy load, 

Beside the beauty of the Como wave 

Rough partisans blockade the convoy road; 

Suspicions rise amid the gen'ralry, 

Luftwaffe uniform’d, ‛Uffa! Mussolini!‛ 

 

Hard driven from the Alpine pile 

He was strung up at a spot 

Where hungry subjects could revile 

The corpse as it did rot... 

 

She stept into Loreto square 

Next to a cursing nun, 

Her angry stare turn'd to a glare, 

She aim'd a stranger's gun 

& shot that bastard man five times,  

once for each murder'd son. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PUO PARLARE INGLESI? 

 

Per la giovanne D’Italia 

 perche parlonno bene l’inglesi 
  

In aulden times, when men would leave the realm, 

Growing with the spirit of adventure, 

The seeker of the unknown at the helm, 

Defiant of hardships yet to endure 

  

They would cry, ‘England!’ to a soaring sky, 

Bid Albion’s angels keep them from harm, 

Erewhile the shores recede, the sea mews fly, 

& all is taken with an ancyent calm. 

  

For he that keeps his contree in his heart 

When those flock’d about him flaunt another, 

Tho huge, intrepid distances apart 

Twyx Europe's fastnesses & Africa, 

  

Shall find a certain solace in the sound 

Of hearing English stood on foreign ground. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

THE ESSENCE OF INK 

 

Composed on a tour of the Aurora Pen Factory, Turin 

 

If blood be the concourse of our lives, 

Then ink must be the very breath of men, 

For at the time it pours down from a pen, 

The sublime spirit of the soul survives 

& erudite futurity derives 

All that we glean both topical & ken, 

Yes! praise sweet ink & praise the moments when 

Love letters cement husbandry & wives. 

 

Come flow, black gold, key to society, 

From accounts of Phoenician merchantry 

To prophet-preaching on the desert scrolls 

Through Caxton to this fledgling century, 

Record the goings-on of history, 

So many moments & so many souls.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GLENDA : An E-Mail 

 

We are the music of the finches green 

We are twa pussies purring by the fire 

We are the fragrance of a vernal scene 

We are twa frogs full-throated with desire 

 

We are the thistle of your bonnie land 

We are twa rabbits sprinting cross the glen 

We are the seaweed wash’d up on the sand 

We are twa badgers snuggled in their den 

 

We are morning in the Tuscan Enclaves 

We are night on the sea of Araby 

We are twa birds gliding on the white waves 

For we are one in nature, you & me 

 

So spread your wings & hurry home to me 

             I’ll meet you o the shores of Sicily! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                        
 

 

ROSSONERO 

 

I sat as a San Siro partisan* 

Not Inter's cuckoo, dismissing intrigue 

What missile shot thro the Champion's League, 

Claiming glory each man an artisan, 

Some Scythian Chief, some Nazi Kapitan, 

Who now have launch'd another bold blitzkreig 

Upon defenders flailing with intrigue, 

Whose goal-bound ball's gliding catamaran 

Becomes a cataclysmic catalyst 

As all aroar &, all the more, upryst - 

The famous family of Lombardy 

Pays homage to their heroes on the park 

& tho the skies above the stars are dark 

In floods of light I'll write my poetry. 

 

* set: 229 fila: 4 posto: 73 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SPEAKING ITALIAN 

 

Are eight years really flown since last I heard 

This beautiful la lingua on every side 

& now, to my astonishment & pride 

My mind still conjures up many a word 

 

As we pull’d into the stazione 

& Milan’s grand piazza reappears 

Meeting a man approaching middle-years 

I show’d him my tours direzione 

 

& in a flash of fluency discern’d 

The islands of Croatia are sublime 

So, as to mine art’s cradle I return’d 

Far from, ‚A beer, thank-you & what’s the time?‛ 

 

I caught a bus & dusting down my verbs 

Came home, my heart sprinkling its happy herbs 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TUSCIAD  

 

ON ARRIVAL IN TUSCANY 

 

 Breathing the serried warmth of Italy  

So many seasons since we shared the dream  

Fortess of our poetic trinity! 

 

I left Trieste, flew to the Pisan scheme  

Of Byron & the Shelleys' golden age  

When life & liberty lived to extreme  

 

Then Lucca rose in Rajastani rage  

I left those walls that shook my vertigo  

Left for a place to free my pregnant page  

 

Finding my mind, lost on Monte Carlo,  

With Monte Serra & the setting sun  

Beneath the spell of Del Cerrugllio,  

 

A moment of the sublime world was won -  

The last full flush of youth's swift rush begun. 

  

 

 



 

 

VALLOMBROSSA 

 

D rawn to Florence I found myself alone, 

A rch-festival, Savonorola’s fame 

N umb’d parch’d senses, searching for quietude 

T here came to me a lane & little church - 

E scaping to the reign of Beatrix 

A n apparition clad in priestly robes 

L ed us to Vallombrossa’s skiey pines 

I nstinctive, as when the Sacred Poet, 

G od-adoring, mused to the abbey-bells, 

H oping for glory, & since those soft strolls 

I talians forever taste his tongue 

E ’er tingling in his song-like harmony, 

R oseate, or rising to royal pitch 

I n sermons of Savonorolan flame! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CAMPALDINO  

 
Across the sheer Consuma Pass the Papal Guelfs did steer  

To permeate the Poppi plain, the Ghibellines appear  

Noble Swabian lineage with rival war ensigns  

Amplified by Catenaian Alps & spangling Apennines  

The sun had risen muggy on Saint Barnabas's day,  

Where over Verna Francis of Assisi’s hands did pray,  

Dante Alighieri, far beyond his metaphors,  

Stood in the first line of the Guelfs, the fearless Feditors,  

& faced the charging enemy & yes he was afraid  

But Appollo-protected many mortal parries made  

As now the Pavesari wrap around the fading foe  

Who drop their shields & flee the field, splashing thro the Arno,  

The Guelfs did claim a victory & furthermore the pride  

"Come Dante," said Boccacio, "Let us to Florence ride!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                         FARFALLA 
 

                                                                        *                           * 

                                                                           *                    *     

                                                                              *               *  

                                         skoenlapper                    *       *                   nipwisipwis  

                                    liblikas             farasha            titli           mariposa         dimago         

                               burabiro             sommerflue      mot'l       petalou'da           paruparo       

                              pi sugnya   butterfly   uvevane   kupu    lupelupe    vlinder  pulelehua   

                              papillon                 lilldeh             popti            peplim             papalotl     

                                    txipilota          choochoo         lepke         perhonen       luvivane  

                                  prajapathi               papilio        flutur        bimbilo          kupukupu  

                          peperuda                huitzil               fuf lao             bembe              gorgoleta  

                      borboleta           kakupo                       tauriuö                 kelebek            babochka  

                  woo deep       zanimo     fithrildi             parpar           fluturi     kipepeo       bayboum  

                 serurubele              bulubulu                     metulj                ramarama                mpornboli 

                     hevavahkema                     fefe-fefe      pepeo     pili-pala                     schmetterling   

                             pillango       marlimarlirni            oguyo             shavishavi        parvaneh  

                                     sommerfugl                            fjril                              samanalaya     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CASALINO 

 

More tranquil than the murmour of a rose,  

The piazzas of Pratovecchia,  

Bethlehem-twinned, harbour a sweet repose,  

Calm cluster shepherds call Casalino - 

Here Dante mused upon his fifth canto,  

For Paulo & Francesca tears did pour,  

Mixing with the streamlings of the Arno,  

Flowing to ev’ry Italian shore -  

A place to set poesia in store,  

Where sacred sisters break the ancyent bread,  

There, summoned by the grunting of wild boar  

Into a place where feet have seldom tread,  

Not life nor history shall help mine art,  

Just fragrant music of the valley-heart.  

 
Pui tranquilo del mormorio della rosa, la piazza di Pratovecchia, Betlemme-

gemellare, rifugio una villagio dolce, amosso calmo il pastori chiamato 

Casalino -  Ecco Dante meditato il suo cante cinque, Lacrime versate per 

Paulo & Francesco, Mescolato con il fiumicello giovane del’Arno, Scorando a 

tutta la riva d’Italia – Un posto per consevara la poesia, Dove les suore sacreto 

spezzanno il pane antico, La, convoco presso il gruniri dei chingialo selvaggi, 

Dentro un bosco dove un piede ha calpestato raramente, Non vita ne storia 

auiteranno la mia arte, Solo musica fragrante del cuore delal valle. 

 

 

 



GRAN 

 

As Dante found himself in some dark wood 

My soul has been tormented since ye died 

But holding back time's tears, my weary flood! 

I waited for your light to be my guide. 

 

As Virgil took step with the Tuscan bard 

Thro Hell’s inferno to the face Divine 

I travell’d far & tho the way was charr’d 

I climb’d a peak & waited for a sign. 

 

About, the bells of church & cattle sound, 

 As I pursue the dry bed of a stream 

My sad heart breaks! An ickle trickle found 

Lit by the leafy sunbeam-dappl’d gleam. 

 

These highest headwaters of the Arno 

Scatter'd her ashes in the flashing flow, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

          TUSCAN TOUR 

 

City of Flowers  

Over sea of orange rooves  

Rises Domo's isle 

 

Pinnochio land  

Neath Old Collodi castle  

Snake steep, cobbled streets  

 

Bagnia di Lucca  

If Prometheus unbound  

Gods would garden here  

 

Beautiful Barga  

Valley gloom falls in a flash  

When peaks sunder suns 

 

  From the tops of Tuscan trees 

     Verdant vistas everywhere. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

VAGABONDO 

 

Solo, sono stato viaggio,  

Dalle complessite senza vita,  

Di villagio a villagio,  

Panarami di vista a vista - 

Oh! sospiri del Viarregio,  

Oh! scheletro catta di Calcata, 

Solo, sono stato viaggio,  

Dalle complessite senza vita. 

 

Stelle quando sono campaggio, 

Pensiero sulla passagio, 

Oh! isola balerno di Ponza, 

Oh! piazza confortolvelmente, 

Oh! bellaza di Portovenere, 

Oh! Non complicato mezza-vita! 

 

Alone, I went wandering, from complexities without life, from 

village to village, panorama from view to view - O! sighs of 

Viareggio, O! skeletal cats of Calcata, Alone, I went wandering, 

from complexities without life. Stars when I am camping, thoughts 

upon the path, O! whale-island of Ponza, O! comfortable city-

squares, O! beauty of Portovenere, O! uncomplicated half-life! 

 

 

 

A REPLY TO DANTE 

 

I reckon it was not love that you saw 

But manifested images of soul 

For when a muse first to her care dost call 

The bard, then rise dreams, vivacious & raw. 

 

From vixen Beatrix such pictures draw, 

That blazing heart, thine art set to install, 

That weeping man, emotion’s pensive squall - 

Then rave about these as is natural law. 

 

Back when you ask’d us you were but a boy 

Basking in your quattordici versi, 

Probing excitedly for life’s answers. 

 

In such love unrequited you found joy 

Indulging in a world of phantasy 

Not the sweet realness of romances. 

 

In the first sonnet in his Vita Vuova, Dante Alighieri asks his 

fellow poets to explain the dream he had in which he saw his 

beloved Beatrix. His request was granted in the sonnet-form by 

many of his contemporaries, including Cavalcanti.   

 

 



 

THE 14th CODEX 

 

By quatorzain I took the Tuscan trail, 

Cathedral of pastel sonnemancy 

Some modern Anthony of Padua 

Offers libations to Petrarchismo 

Caskets of organic & aesthetic 

Concentric & with concentrated thought - 

As candles flicker brighter than the moon 

When sun has set, then I shall now impress 

Upon mine art the fusion of two souls - 

Linkless corona of a thinker’s song 

Unlock & conquer secret mysteries 

As did Dan Brown with his Da Vinci code 

& galactic grew from terrestrial - 

Soon sonneteers shall praise the cancer cure. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SONNETRY 

 

Sicilian mother, Tuscan nursemaid 

English college tutor 

 

What makes a sonnet? 

Form, feeling, fever 

 

Subject, shape, matter, diction 

Generic feelings dictate 

 

Upon conquering poetic feeling 

Master myriad forms 

 

Poesis restless travel generates 

Channel into sequanzas 

 

Fourteen stanzas sequanzas make 

Fourteen sequanzas grander 

 

Fourteen forms & feelings 

Master sequanzas carve 

 

 

 

 



 

MEMOIRS  
 

I was an eight-year-old Burnley boy when I wrote my first lines 

& the next lot did not come until Carlisle College ten years later 

So full of song I went to Barnsley & left a budding poetaster 

Perused Byron beneath pines in the pleasant parks of Portsmouth 

Then, traversing the continent to the protestant cemetary in Rome, 

Found the silver rose one glorious sunset above Portovenere 

 & returned a dedicated spirit to the ancyent art of poetry 

Exploration of my nation followed, all corners of England’s garden 

Pluck’d a second silver rose on the hoary heights of Hellvellyn 

 & found myself directed by the driving lights of Clio & Calliope 

Who open’d up the sonneverse of grand sequanza galaxies 

Those clusters of sequanzas each made up of fourteen stars    

Epiphany paving the way for exhibitionisms of epic sonnetry 

Afore tripping off to Tuscany, here to crown these youthful years 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ABOVE PORTOVENERE 

          

                          ...cosi tra questa 

       Immensita s'annega il pensier mio: 

E il naufragar me dolce in questo mare 

                                                                  Giacomo Leopardi 

 

O sacred summit has it been so long 

Since last we prosper'd high on clifftop tall 

The sea's papparazi pleasing our song 

   Lush lullaby, 

                       How years on swift wings fall 

       Now only slender pockets of our rhyme 

           Truth-honouring the passages of time 

 

Looking back on this lovely life we chose 

When poetic rennaissance did renew 

These esoterics of the silver rose 

     O blushing sigh! 

                                 Toward this place we drew 

                  Thro all my twenties, as I linger here 

          The zephyrs of youth's musings dissapear. 

 

 

 

 



 

ON THE VERGE OF THIRTY 

 

I'm strollin' tall on the verge o' thirty, 

Still feelin' fine, still foxy, still flirty, 

Losin' weight on mi tour of Italy, 

Stick that up yer middle-age spread! 

 

I was gonna write a look-at-me sonnet 

About the things I've done since I was twenty-five 

But sack that! Shelley had died by now 

Mi best mate's got married at the same age 

& Dante had barely finished his Vita Nuova! 

 

       So a new life it is & the past is past... 

 

               'Cos I'm still thinkin' o' sonnets  

                         & I'm still drinkin' mi wine 

                             Give me life & get me on it,   

                                Now that I am twenty-nine! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

UPPER HELL 
 

DANTE 

 

& then I awoke…. 

                                My pillow the wing of the Last Pegeasi 

      Around me grew the pathless shadows of life's dark wood 

 

Three Beasts block my way 

Leopard blocks the path clad in light revealing lingerie 

      Lion fills my ears with fear, roaring modern cacophony 

        She-wolf eyes my rucksack daring to rid me of money  

 

            At the point of defeat I heard a human voice, 

                                                           

                  "Are you a ghost or are you flesh & blood? 

 

"I am the shade of Virgilus of Rome, 

           Poet to Augustus & the false & lying gods!" 

  

"You must take another road & if you follow I will guide you, 

The place eternal waits, where shrieking ancyents wail for second death 

      Then he set out & I came on behind him 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                         DOUBTS 

 

As day departed from the darkling air, 

From the conflict & the pity of the way 

                                                                   I drew back fearful 

                           

               'O courteous Florentine, whose fame endures eternal,  

            My faith is in question, am I not fit for this, is going folly?" 

                         

         "Refrain from pain,                                          

                                       Did not Aeneas visit Hades in the flesh 

                                  & I myself walk the same, seven centuries ago,   

      A lady call'd to me, eyes shining brighter than the stars 

    Her angelic tones lull’d me to guide her wayward grandson 

 

My courage was returning as those sweet little flowers, 

Closed by the chill of night, stem-stand for morning sun, 

                                                           & I began as one set free. 

 

        So stepping forth we entered on the deep & savage way 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HELL 

 

THRO ME THE WAY INTO THE WOEFUL CITY 

THRO ME THE WAY TO THE ETERNAL PAIN 

THRO ME THE WAY AMONG THE LOST PEOPLE 

ABANDON ALL HOPE THOSE THAT ENTER HERE 

 

     Holding breath I enter a starless gloom,   

  Sounds like whirlwind-eddying sand surround my head, 

 

Clapping hands *  Screams of anguish  

   Haunted sighs  *   Lamentations    

         Loud Wailings  *   Strange Tongues 

 Horrible Lingua  *  Words of Pain   

   

The poet saw me shrink back from those angry tones & said 

  

"Welcome to the Inferno!" 

 

So breathing deeply & holding my breath  

I stepp'd into the land that men call Limbo 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



FERRYMAN 

 

Behind a shifting banner I saw so many people,  

A train of wretched shades who miss'd their mark  

Neither rebel nor god-fearing, but for themselves 

Driven out of heaven, unwelcome in hell 

History makes no record for they never were alive 

 

Then I saw a great crowd by a black & loathsome river 

& a demon on a hovercraft with eyes of burning coal  

"This is the Acheron," said the poet, "& that is Charon! 

Father of the livid marsh, watcher of its river crossing!" 

 

Souls, like leaves of autumn, ping into his craft 

Driven on by divine justice, until the tree drew bare 

& as a new crowd gathers while the pilot sped away 

A red blaze shone, dark wind struck up, my senses overcome, 

I shudder & fall like one seized with sudden sleep  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FIRST CIRCLE 

 

Heavy thunder awakens me 

Rested eyes survey the Valley of Pain 

Deep & dark & blanketed in vapours 

The poet turns to me, painted death-pale with pity 

"Let us descend into the blind world down there..." 

 

& so we stepped into that abysmal place 

Serpent-realms girdling the infernal world 

Where countless wailings rise, & sighs forever tremble 

Where swell vast crowds of men, women & little children 

 

                                      The Poet turns to me with sad, sad eyes, 

 

"These did not sin, they have merit enough, 

But were born before the harrowing of hell 

Faith's gateway by them never meant to know 

& so are lost..." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                          

 

 

 

 

 



 

PAGAN PARK 

 

A blazing light shone beyond that forest of thronging spirits     

& we went thither to a noble castle set apart; 

Seven walls of intelligence protected from immorality 

A gentle stream of eloquence stood watch over the dark 

Guarding a gallant tribe, gazes of grand authority 

Observe us as we drift there, men like the dashing Aeneas, 

Ceasar, Cicero, souls of science & philosophy; 

               Aristotle, Plato... 

                                       then turned back to their playstations 

              Apart from an old man who came over to greet us 

             His name was Homer, & we talked of poetry & how 

         His essence had adapted thro thirty seven centuries, 

    Our noble school of eagle-song, & when the converse done 

We pursued a sloping drawbridge to a place where no light shines. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                SECOND CIRCLE 

 

                                                      Here Minos stands gaurd 

                                                Horrible, snarling, Judge of the Dead 

                  

Encircled by his spiral tail his sinners are hurl'd below 

To a place of muted light where a restless, hellish storm 

Blows them hither, thither, upward, downward,  

Lamenting & blaspheming the great Power of our God 

      

                              "Who are these condem'd & helpless souls?" 

 

"These are the carnal sinners that forever reap LUST’S whirlwind 

                                    Of a life subjected to their heart's desires 

      No hope of rest or comfort from the lust which drives their souls" 

 

Thro battling winds long line of shades pass like hungry cranes,  

                                         

"When you abandon yourself to a love that is nothing but love  

                                         You are in hell already!" 

                    

         Then Dante turned & led me further thro the shrieking gloom 

 

                                                                   

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                            THIRD CIRCLE 

 

Three-headed Cerberus perceives us 

Bares bloody fangs, fierce & hideous 

Grovelling in the sunken mire  

About the Great Worm of Hades 

 

"Stand back," said the Tuscan, "I shall take care of him." 

 

My master throws handfuls of dirt into three ravenous gullets 

Calming the devouring Beast, 

 

                              Who mumbling lets us pass to a pitiful place, 

Upon this place falls an eternal, cursed rain 

Unceasing measure, cold & heavy hail, foul water, snow 

 Fallen souls lie hungry & helpless in the mud 

 

"These know a strange & loathsome penalty, 

Flesh-loving fools, far from luxurious banquetry,     

Yielded their souls to food without spiritual motive!‛ 

 

Then we went round that curving road, lost in conversation 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PLUTO 

 

We came on Pluto at a point the path fell steep  

                     

"Pape Satan, Pape Satan, Aleppe!" 

 

     Clucking monotone warning from the old god of Hades,  

The baron of Zeus, Lord of the Grecian underworld,  

Who once lost his kingdom to the arch-villain's armies, 

Not forced into lowly lieutenant-hood 

 

"Pape Satan, Pape Satan, Aleppe!" 

 

Tho a shadow of his former majesty 

 His bloated visage strikes my soul with fear 

 

"Pape Satan, Pape Satan, Aleppe!" 

 

My Master rants,       

           "Silence accursed wolf, our journey has been willed on high!" 

     & as wind-swollen sails fall in a heap when tall masts snap 

                                                                         The cruel beast fell 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

FOURTH CIRCLE 

 

Passing beyond the whimpering God of Wealth,                                         

We follow the serpentine tail 

Scampering down the dismal slope  

 To where fresh toils founder & pain is newborn 

  

God's justice flings these sinners into wild tormenting whirlpools 

Jostling & jousting & duelling with sharp credit cards 

 

"Who are these souls that pierce my heart?"  

I asked my master of the Perfect Word 

 

"They are the hoarders & squanderers of Avarice, 

Who embroil'd their lives worshipping material existance, 

Now all the gold that ever was beneath the moon  

Will never grant them rest!" 

 

We left that circle & its endless scuffle 

To walk on ever deeper thro the flame 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NETHER HELL 

 

We descend to a greater wretchedness 

  Enter marshy STYX beside a gloomy stream,  

                                                 Gurgling Purple,  

                                                     

                                               This circle’s inhabitants are the Angry 

Smiting each other in the sucking slime 

Head, hand & breast 

 

Virgil turns to me & sings, 

‚These signal wings will sweep us deeper through the grand malign‛ 

 

  Phylegyas crosses this dismal hollow in a dirty, little boat 

    Single silent oarsmen guides us down a stagnant channel… 

        

                      Defiant Fallen angels mount approaching iron walls 

                      Our poet pipes a ballad of Christ’s harrowing of hell  

            Whose memory demands those demons let us pass this day 

 

& thus we found unhappy Dis, woeful satanic stronghold 

                                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

DIS 

 

From tower’s top three blood-stain’d furies wail’d 

                                    Tesiphore, Alecto & Megaera 

   Naked-breasted, Hydra-hair’d, black tongues rasping 

                 ‚Summon Medusa to turn these fools to stone!‛ 

 

               ‚Turn thy back,‛ said Dante, ‚& shut thine eyes 

         Should the gorgon show herself & trap us here forever!‛ 

 

Covering our eyes we hurried on til they were safe to open 

                              Before a flamey plain full of pain & torment 

                    Dire lamentations rising from a host of open tombs 

 

‚Who are those buried in those funerary chests?‛ 

 

‚They are the self-deluding, messianic, arch-heretics  

Tardisesque their followers are buried deep beside them‛ 

 

Seeing immortal anguish on their writhing faces 

I asked my master to avail me of the opportunity 

To show me some examples of this betrayal of faith 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CULTS 

 

On our way to the centre of the sinful circles 

We paus’d in Dis where dwell the anti-messiahs 

 

Dante recogniz’d the Cathars of Provence 

But I, more astute to the modern age,  

Acknowledged three ‘messiahs’, buried close together. 

 

Shoko Ashara, First Disciple of Aum, 

David Koresh, Grandmaster Dravidian, 

& the heathen, bearded Charlie Manson 

 

‚These fools,‛ said Dante, ‚Are destined to return 

To this dark place come the Last & Divine Judgement 

In the valley of Jeheshaphet at the end of mortal time - 

God may be forgiving but this sin beyond redemption, 

Now let us leave this acrid place,‛ 

                                                      & I follow’d him wiser 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

AT THE EDGE OF THE PIT 

 

Further into the morning star’s domain 

We found a second Vijiyanagar 

Scatter’d massive mountains of red & ruin’d rocks  

 

One was thus inscribed, 

                                      ‘I hold pope Urban II 

                Whom Adolfus Hitler drew from the straight path’ 

 

Paus’d Dante, ‚Soon we shall be among the darkest depths of evil 

                        Come let us rest awhile beside this unbelieving pope.‛ 

 

                             ‚What circle awaits us?‛ asked I tremblingly 

 

‚Soon we shall be among the violent, 

        Those to their neighbours, those to themselves & those to God.‛    

 

 

 

Our spirits scent-adjusted to the vile stench of the devil 

We drew a breath of evil air & puked into the Pit 

Gunk tumbling down a cliff face, three terraces divided 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE LEGENDS OF ROME 

 

Death of Remus 

 

The brothers are soon burning with the urge 

To build a prosp'rous city of their own 

Certain Quirini join the questing surge 

With cattle trains & tools to hack the stone; 

Choosing the hills their father called their home 

Should they name it a Remo or a Rome? 

 

Each settled on his own hill-side 

Waiting word from Mercury 

Oer Remulus six vultures glide 

Giving priority 

But not long aft, above the Palatine 

Twelve vultures fly, cries Remulus, "A sign!" 

 

Inveighing quickly, lickers bickering flame 

Til Romulus drew his scimitar & won eternal fame! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

REPUBLICA 

 

Of Rome, renown & immaculate soul 

Bright through the mists embalming purple time 

Round Tarquinus Superbus in his prime 

Grand temples grew, so sewers, too the wall, 

As dynasties rise up so they shall fall! 

Corrupted kingship consider'd base crime 

& as we venture further through my rhyme 

Rome's powers in the hands of one & all. 

 

Above the census nests a white eagle 

Lusting meat she follows men to battle 

Lake Regillus fatigues the Latin League 

 

Clutching warm shanks, her fluffy young to raise, 

She returns to the city of intrigue 

No finer perch to pass her mortal days. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(from)  

THE TWELVE TABLES 

 

The Tarpeian Rock awaits 

Spellcraft aggresively pursued 

 

Thirty days debtor's respite 

Else slavery sold 

 

Between plebian & patrician 

Marriage strictly forbidden 

 

Murdering deform'd children mercifully 

Every father's right 

 

Club to death mercilessly 

Slanderers & crop stealers 

 

Distribute increasing punishment accordingly 

Patrician, plebian, slaves  

 

Justice decrees two killers; 

Accidental & intentional 

 

 

 

 



 

CORINTH 

 

With the Western Meditteranean 

Enraptured at the lilt of Latin tongue, 

 Golden eagles survey the Aegean 

& the old league of Grecia beating strong; 

These classic lands 

Proclaim'd a sister shore 

As one the senate stands  

& votes for conq'ring war. 

 

Tho swollen on philosophie 

& pregnant with the arts, 

The legions see brutality 

Best way to break men's hearts - 

When none would live to wave away  

Their wives in slavish carts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IMPERIUM 

 

Rome, allied with the old Acheaen league 

Took fields elysian thro bold intrigue 

& ending Carthago's vitality 

Her eagles sail to raze that great city 

& others fly thro wild Cisalpine Gaul 

The Alps now form the borders & the wall 

Where from the rooftops of Rome's vast demense 

An even richer empire can be seen 

There's Dacia & Abbyssinia 

The precious palaces of Parthia 

There's Petra & the steppes of Arabie 

Aegyptus & the salt of Galilee 

These ever fertile verdant leagues of Gaul 

Beyond whose shores strange mist-swept isles enthrall... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

ALESIA 

 

Revolting Vercingetorix 

Celtic chieftanship allies, 

Imperils this imperatrix - 

From whose traps this eagle flies 

To flap its wings & soon the Styx 

Surrounds the royal rise - 

Delivering vermillion checkmate, 

How swiftly turn the swelling tides of fate. 

 

The onerous cast from the walls, 

Died innocent each child, 

The fortress falls, the gore-dress'd Gauls 

With Rome art reconcil'd, 

Their captain knelt ‘neath Ceasar, 

Upon whom the gods hath smiled. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

EMPEROR 

 

A ugustus! the rever'd first son of Rome 

U nder whose feet the kings of nations kneel 

G azed on the global map his scribes reveal 

U nknowing of the world beyond the foam 

S weet Bacchentes stroke mane with gem-laid comb, 

T hank Saturn for the timeless season wheel 

U pon whose spin empiric thoughts grow real 

S ommer sojurns soothe each citizen's home 

 

C easar would have been proud of ye, his child, 

E gypt & both the doors of Janus closed 

A ge of contenment settles on the Earth. 

S educed by coin thy soldiers reconciled 

A bsorb'd those senators ye once opposed 

R ejoicing in the glory of thy birth, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

               LATIN LITERATI 

 

Come praise the Roman Vates & their song 

Numidian Bacchentes pour their wine 

Through midnight meetings of the mother tongue 

                At fev’rish pitch, 

                                              Erotic in recline 

            Ovid slowly unpeels his satin glove 

          Musing ‘til morning on his Latin love 

 

Horace prefers the art of poetry 

The weight of empire burns his lyric mind 

As life, mythology & history 

Entwined full rich, 

                              That night Virgil designed 

                        An epic in the image of Homer 

                         Enough to impress Alexandria 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(famous writers) 

ON THE ARMS OF ROME 

 

Acquisition nothing without preservation 

Usefulness & improvement - Aristotle 

 

Energy, Speed, Resolution, Foresight 

Envelop excellent generals - Cicero 

 

Victors ally strategic anticipation 

With invincible persistence - Plutarch 

 

Donning your enemies disguise 

Detects treasonable sympathies - Frontinus 

 

As sparks begin conflagaration 

Destroy potential subversives - Rufus 

 

When enemies become profitable 

Deem them assets - Xenophon 

 

When deeds are decided 

Words rattle needlessly - Aristotle 

 

 

 



 

 

THE ART OF LOVE 

(from Ovid) 

 

Children of cupid note down thy name; 

Best you believe all women may be won, 

Promise her presents to charm her armour,       

Wear rose-fashion'd clothes like men of milieu, 

Be aware of your hair & trim thy chin, 

Say her face is fair, her eyes are like skies, 

Blood warm’d by wine fair spirits flame & flow, 

Lust multiplies with each draught that we drink, 

Choose not for certain if thy day is drunk 

For wine gilds women with looks & laughter, 

Speak & with speed, for Venus loves the brave, 

& females forced e’en to their true desires, 

Then comes the kiss & when passion express’d 

There leaves but little rusing for the rest... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

9 AD 

 

Thro the Teutoburger Wald went the arms of Varius  

Arminius of the Cherusci made his excuses 

& soon a ghoulish baritas surrounds the sons of Mars 

Chaunting for Lord Tuisto & Odin amidst the stars 

The chiefs fighting for victory, companions for their chief 

They set out all for slaughter, no quarter & no relief 

A black storm rages all around the javelins & spears 

The fallen Goths are carried off to dry the widow tears 

Three days of carnage rampant in the dark & marshy wood 

The roman gen’ral cuts his throat & gurgles on the blood 

Some men cast off their armour & await the lethal blow 

Only a lucky few would safely reach the Rhine’s wide flow 

         The news reaches Augustus, flying thro grieving 

regions; 

                  ‚O Quintillius Varius, give me back my legions!‛ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

THE FORUM 

 

Good Roman minds yclad in Grecian dress 

Fabulous explorers of the psyche! 

Push back the bounds of physical prowess 

Tame calculus & tend astronomy 

Frame body politic & poetry 

History & the handling of the legions 

The sexual treasures of an orgy 

The study of man & distant regions 

Philosophy, the arts & multitude religions 

& see its populace upon parade 

Where marble forums meld the empire’s trade 

Hispanic olive oil by the bottle, 

Dacian iron, Arab slaves, Tamil jade, 

Filling the merchant carts who for Ostia made. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE NAZARENE 

 

Gethsemene 

Judas rope 

Archmagus 

Sadly maintain the scandalised Sanhedrim 

Leaning their wills upon the Roman whim 

The Pilate’s orders murder the son of Him 

To Calvary 

A Crucifix 

Sanguinus 

Human sin 

Son of god 

Devils day 

Pious fires 

Epiphanies 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

NERO 

 

How mighty is the music of an art 

To those that play, Nero assumes the throne 

Setting a space in Rome to sit apart 

Palace of gold where pleasure makes ye moan 

& eunochs act the lover or the page, 

A fire is lit, rips thro the city's rooves 

The emporer just fiddles on his stage 

Until woken by hot-clattering hooves, 

"My lord!" old servant urges him, "My lord 

You are to be kill'd, by Jupiter flee!" 

"I shall not," & so falling on his sword 

He utters, "What an artist dies in me!" 

His death, dark cave, passing without a friend,   

           Marks the beginning of an empire's end. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SICILIAD  

 

BELOW SCOPELLO 

 

To become, to belong, bohemian, 

So many miles my smitten songsmith sent, 

Striving for prospects paradesean 

In an immortal moment's monument - 

 

Time carves us this vista Tyhrennean, 

Tranquilo corner of a continent, 

To become, to belong, bohemian, 

So many miles my smitten songsmith sent. 

 

This rocky cove, this tower, this mountain, 

Blend in an often prophesied fusion, 

               Sweet Sicily!   

                                    Sat silent & content, 

Recently have my dreams increasing seen 

Visions of places I had never been 

Where I should sit a songsmith & invent 

 

 

 

 

 



 

SICILIAN SCHOOL 

 

S icily! orange-fresh Sicilia, 

I n Frederick the Second's timeless time 

C astellos court the Magna Curia 

I nspiring young nobility to rhyme 

L ocal, to the King of Sardinia, 

I nternalizing scenery sublime, 

A ll in a soft-stone precious sonetta 

N ear god their mellow, mellifluous rhyme. 

 

S onnet! puritan storm of poetry 

C arv'd from the syntax of a shepherd song  

H appily driving sensibility 

O ver verses, hurrying minds along  

O r losing us amid the mystery 

L entini, Inghilfredi, lift among. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ERICE 

 

Italia d'oro 

Paradiso di pensiero esiliato 

Regina di poesia  

 

Sicilia sublime 

Cuore di oceano antico  

Cucina di cultura 

 

Animata Trapani 

Smeraldo del Mediterraneo 

Delizia dei pescatori 

 

Magnifiche Egadi; 

Farfalla Favignana 

Pigro Levanzo 

 

Le onde riflettono il sole 

Marettimo risplende in estensione 

 
Golden Italy, paradise of exiled thought, queen of poetry  

Sublime Sicily, heart of ancient ocean, cauldron of culture 

Busy Trapani, emerald of the Mediterranean, Fishermen’s delight 

Magnificent Egadi, butterfly Favignana, lazy Levanzo 

Waves reflect the sun, Marettimo spread splendid 



THE BATTLE OF THE EGADI (241 BC) 

                 

Tween Trapani & fair farfallan isle 

The fleets of Rome & Carthage meet at last, 

The captain of an age the day would prove 

& as the tides of battle ebb & flow 

A shepherd hears their furious phrenzie 

Come nightfall leads his flock toward the shore 

The dead’s crude stench uprisen with the sun 

Heart-wrenching was! A sorry scene of war, 

Who is conquer'd, who is the conqueror 

He could not tell, a sanguine sea bestrawn 

With floating corpses, men condemn'd to die 

In hopeless sacrifice, this crimson cove 

Would never wash the bloodshed from its rocks, 

Like rich red wine adance white, cotton sheets. 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                           ONE DAY IN DECEMBER (2006) 

                                            
Seventy bullets... 

                  The school run stops, pandemonium in Palestein 

                          Gaza City gunmen slay three young brothers 

                      Their high-ranking father inform'd by telephone 

 

Seventy bullets.... 

                            Applerow motors, Glasgow, broad daylight 

                          Two gangster gadgies clad in calf-length coats 

                                 Screech off to Gorbals in a light blue Mazda 

 

Seventy bullets... 

                            Pinochet meets his maker, Santiago sun sets 

                                Tear-gas canisters disperse jubilant crowds 

                                  Acrimonious orphans mourn only injustice 

 

                     Word from the world shatters my long sabbatical 

                  Unnaccustom'd to its images, like a baby with a gun 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

THE SEA 

 

The sea is a canvas horizon frames 

Colours adjusted by aerial cloud, 

From dark, stormy lead thro red solar flames 

To pleasant pastels heavenish endow'd. 

 

The sea is a life-line for those that farm 

Net-dredging from lean runs to purple patch  

When sneezing sepia cast out an arm 

Over the dying comrades of the catch 

 

The sea is a liquid field of battle 

Waves rising to a howling hurricane 

Fishermen fight the shaking sail-rattle 

 Neath flashing lightning & phosperant rain 

 

Here, mankind, truly finds tranquility 

On a sea heaving to infinity. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MEMORIUM TO THE PASSAGE OF TIME 

 

Shelley has somehow made my library 

& instantly I muse back to that time, 

Far from these heady days in Sicily, 

When Tuscany enthubulised my rhyme, 

 

Remembering that perfect Pisan clime 

When Kapitano drank thro our brief fling 

By Arno side, & as I sang sublime  

He pluck'd our lira like a beggar-king, 

 

 I pass'd those sweet siestas composing 

Pretences of dining with Byron's crew, 

Now summer rises from the finest spring 

& nine years on those dreams I had seem true, 

 

Wintering in Sicily's hinterland, 

A palace & a pen on either hand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

SHELLEYAN MAXIMS 

 

Study one’s heart's inscriptions 

Before religious dogma 

 

Wives spend loveliest seasons 

Keeping up appearances 

 

How many dissapointing marriages 

Linger until death 

 

Men reered on roots 

Spurn cruel bloodsport 

 

Murder, robbery, tyranny, bigotry 

Fuell'd by liquor 

 

Diets of pure water 

Dowse human misadventure 

 

Flesh & fermented beverages 

Slow, certain poisons 

 

 

 

 

 

GLENDA 

          

you         are 

poetic     clever 

sensual-amusing 

sweet-sassy-sharing 

warmhearted-caring 

adorable-decadent 

funny-joyloving 

inspirational 

kittencute 

o baby 

I love 

you 

so 

! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

WHAT BLEEDS FOR FIVE DAYS & DOES NOT DIE?  

 

"Varium et mutabile semper" 

                                                 Virgil 

 
She moans about her hormones every second week in four 

Goes clattering the cutlery & slamming every door 

Like when we went to Sicily & found a paradise 

But she was full of PMT & said, "It's not THAT nice," 

But women are man's reason, so when swings the pendulum 

Put on your safety helmet for the fireworks to come - 

She sulks & yells, her belly swells, her paranoia grows, 

Now fear the snarling werewolf where you once could smell a rose, 

Cos' women synch up to the moon, thats just the way things are,  

So never say "irrational," or let her drive the car, 

Or ever bring up Dublin, by the whiffy Liffy shore 

When all you needed was a spliff & she just wanted war, 
& if you feel frustrated in a very vocal war 
Letting your lady win will just infuriate her more 

 

Then when the fun is over, son, there's one thing you should do - 

Embrace your woman, kiss her lips & whisper, "I love you!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Over Verdura 

 

Radiant sunset 

From Punta Granitola 

Eastward scythes the shore 

 

By pinkening rink 

Sciacca to Ribena 

English reminiscences 

 

Quartet of islands - 

From a gloomy sea of dusk 

Twinkling streets arise 

 

Caltabelotta, 

Gallinaro heap'd behind, 

Stack'd against the crags 

 

Now beautiful tramonta 

With one moments western sweep  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

THE GRAND TOUR CONTINUED  

 

Ascending Aetna Linguaglossa shrank 

From five-year-flow fresh Astralagus grow 

Their fathers, further up the northern flank, 

     Stand with stripp'd birch, 

                                               Mist blankets sloping snow, 

                                  Feet, round circlet of seven cinder hills, 

                               Defy these fierce & fresh midwinter chills 

                                       

Salubrious Sartorious behind 

Crossing scenes from Saturn centuries cool 

This Chestnut of a Hundred Horses find 

                 Natural church, 

                                            Lord of life renewel 

    Long 'fore old Homer walk'd the Trojan shore  

   Ye thrust a happy sapling through earth's floor. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MARZEMI SUNRISE 

 

As all the sky grew lighter at the change, 

With pastel arms, from rich & vivid heart 

Emboldening & merging with god's art, 

The peachy dawn reach'd round the 'risons' range, 

As milk-white sea caressess waves to shore, 

Which kisses rock, bows gracefully, takes leave, 

Where rising from the lands of make-believe, 

             The red, all-seeing eye that I adore. 

 

Though you are far away in outer space, 

All other images crumble to dust, 

Filling with feelings more than love or lust 

My humble soul enters that special place 

Of two spirits conjoind by nature's hand, 

     One omnipresent, one a grain of sand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SICILIAN PROVERBS 

 

When cats are away then dances the mouse  

Even best friends can leave you in the lurch 

Children & chickens will churn up the house  

 

The deeper you hide, the harder you search  

Spread your feet as far out as the cover 

Better a thief than to blaspheme in church 

 

Each son shines beautiful to his mother 

Befriend the lame, soon same ye afflicted 

The shoemaker is the barefoot walker 

 

Marital arguments rush into bed 

What the young desire the elderly need 

The fresh dead teach us how a tear to shed 

 

They stand still who will ne'er on fashion feed 

Those who make meat refrain from stealing's greed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SICILIANO PROVERBE 

 

Quanno l'atto nun 'e li surci abballono 

Lu megghiu amico ti fa lu boia 

Ogni figghui pari beddu a mamma so 

 

Cui dintra tu melti, fora ti caccia  

Stinnicchia lu peri quanto lu linzolu teni 

Cu pratica lu zopu all annu zuppichia 

 

Megghui arrubari chi santiari 

Sciarri di maritu, durano finu a lu lettu 

Lu mortu 'n signa a chianciri 

 

Lu mastra chi si servi camina scausu 

Picciotti e gaddini allor danu la casa 

Giovini uzziusu vecchiu bisugnusu 

  

Cui fa carni, nun fa robba 

Cu fa beni per usanza nenti vali epocu avanza 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The  

Maltiad 

 
 

 

MERCIFUL MALTA 

 

In ancyent times when men were barely young 

& yet the hymns of Homeros weresung 

Grew legends of green islands in the sea 

Blessed by the goddesses fertility 

From fishy bays to fields of breezy corn 

Finding their fading pastures waste & worn 

A pagan tribe glimpse land from Sicily 

& sailing south achieve prosperity - 

The isles of Malta from Europa shorn. 

 

There man grows strong as his lady 

Looks lovelier & leaner 

All them singing ever keener 

“Alla maghna, uliedi,  

U Malta hanina!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Maltese Proverbs 

 

If lamps contain oil 

Our sick recover 

 

Holy fathers' confessional ears 

Our island’s dirtiest 

 

Having estates at Buleben 

Commands global respect 

 

As Malta accepts corn 

Impoverishment needs alms 

 

Those who 'never' fart 

Emit them silently 

 

Never cook succulent sauce  

Before catching calamari 

 

When liars escape dripstones 

By waterspouts ensared 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

THE MALTESE TONGUE  

 

 

Since the butterflies of Babel settl'd upon men's tongues 

They’ve spread their wings, pass fluttering tho his poetry & song 

 

Semetic wings first found Malta three thousand years ago 

& gather’d native nectar there wherever flowers grow 

 

Til flew the Grecian flutterwings across the sliding seas 

& found our native butterfly aflutter on the breeze 

 

As destiny had fated them they mated with the local 

& soon the Maltese butterfly splash'd with a Grecian vocal 

 

Now from fair, floral Araby flew beautiful butterflies 

& impress’d the local fauna with their colors & their size 

 

From catterpillar, chrysalis, from chrysalis, imago, 

Then hatch'd the furry butterfly, dialectic Arabo! 

 

This is the firm foundation stone Modern Maltese founded on 

               Stewing like a rabbit casserole in a cauldron lexicon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Seige of Malta 

 

Launch'd forward with a single-minded goal 

The Sultan's arm reach'd for the Maltese thorn 

Beaching his high renown upon the stone 

& waited for the day when she would fall, 

Waited as thousands fought & gave their all, 

Brave Saracens, each one a soldier born 

Baring the Crescent of the Golden Horn 

To plant them on Saint Elmo's carnage-wall. 

 

But not for nothing is a native rais'd 

On sacred soil soak'd in ancestral blood 

By Christ's Knights Maltese fought on every side 

Facing furious battle full unphazed 

Til on the batter'd ramparts freemen stood 

Cursing that fleeing fleet with tearful pride. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

I 

 

The Peacock of the world rose from his throne 

Wishing our land-lock'd sea a Turkish pond, 

"The fish of Malta is the stepping stone 

To Sicily & to the world beyond, 

That obscure rock 

Insults us & our queen, 

Then from their viper-dock we drive the Nazarene. 

 

My finest force I shall employ, 

These sons of dogs ever destroy, 

Tho they earn'd my clemency 

When I was young & full of joy 

& allow'd them their honour after Rhodes - 

No longer shall we suffer their marauds. 

 

 

Istanbul 

1564 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

II 

 

Grave news flies to Grandmaster De Valette 

The day of armageddon clamours near, 

Yet from the fray his faith shall never fret, 

To him the infidel inspires no fear; 

"Prepare the walls, 

Cancel every corso!" 

The clang of cannoballs rang thro Saint Angelo. 

 

Across the world the summons sent 

"Brave knights fly back to the Convent 

& fight beside our brethren!" 

Soon many-a-foreign accent 

With one voice sang, "Amen," 

As men, determined to die on Malta, 

Renewed their vows at the Sacred Altar. 

 

 

Birgu 

May  

1565 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

III 

 

Begins the thunderstorm of fire 

Oer a starry, sandstone fort, 

Best bombadeers of an empire 

Such brutal destruction wrought 

So much, defenders, doom & dire, 

The safer shore now sought - 

"Impossible!" the Sacred Council sigh, 

"Go back to battle & for Malta die." 

 

The Janissaries run amok 

All thro the Knight's headquaters, 

Tward Armageddon tick'd the clock, 

Mothers, sons & daughters 

Rush'd forth to join the menfolk in the fight, 

Yoked to the swords of Rhodes, each one a knight. 

 

Birgu 

August 2nd 

1565 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IV 

 

One hundred days of daily hearing, "When?" 

Sicily's Viceroy sends vital relief, 

Below Mellieha disembarks his men, 

Mustapha stroked his beard in disbelief; 

"How many ride?" 

"Nigh twenty thousand sire, 

Combing the countryside!" 

 "The army may retire." 

 

Come dawn t church bells ringing, 

Folk stepp'd outside the wall, 

Some dance, some sing, some tear-shedding 

On bleeding knees did fall, 

As all about black bodies burst, 

 Cursed by the murd'rous maul. 

 

Birgu 

September 8th 

1565 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

V 

 

Dispirited once brave Turks are, 

Heads ashamed with dying’s fear, 

As galloping down from Naxxar 

Swerves the fresh-faced Chevalier, 

Men from Mdina & Mgarr 

Now on his flank appear, 

Enough to finalise his rising doubt, 

Cohesion turns to rabble turns to rout. 

 

Some with his friends, some limping lone, 

Crawl to the coastal crack, 

Shelves of sandstone bare blood & bone, 

Christ-sword plunged in their back, 

The Turks plunging for safety  

Hear a shrill, "...& dont come back!" 

 

Saint Paul's Bay 

September 8th 

1565 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VALETTA 

 

The troubadors descended from the ben, 

With them was human artistry allied, 

Singing of arms & empires & the men 

Whom battles fought & emperors defied; 

How Christendom 

Triumph'd oer the Crescent - 

From Europe's old kingdoms gold-gratitudes were sent. 

 

Auberges of Auvergne & France, 

Aragon & Germany 

Castille, Portugal & Provence 

Offer their fortunes finance 

This fortified city, 

Join'd forever with its founding father, 

'Humillima Civitas Valettae.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

FIGHTING FRANCE 

 
Of all the famous episodes that frame the Maltese story 

The days that she defied the French most timeless in her glory 

For in the garden of the world she's but a little flower 

But as goliath faced the sling she struck a superpower 

Landing at Marsaxlokk, Gozo, San Julians, Saint Pauls, 

Soon one-by-one the island's forts to the French invader falls. 

Soon our people were inflicted with all the Gaulish manners, 

They made us wear the strange cockade & bow before their banners 

& so began the legend-time when the peaceful Maltese folk 

Pick'd up their pitchforks, wiped their brows & prepared to shred the yoke 

For each was proud & proud to die upon the soil of Malta 

So they could freely plough the fields & worship at the altar 

"The Maltese rise, are you Maltese," that lion-hearts did roar, 

& wherever they found Frenchmen chased them bloodied from the shore 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The  

Maltese Cross 

 

"To honour her brave people I award the George Cross to the 

Island Fortress of Malta to bear witmess to a Heroism & Devotion 

that will long be famous in history.' 

 

King George VI 

 

(i) 

 

The Maltese met Il Duce's rage 

Determin'd on liberty, 

Prisoners in an island-cage 

They dug themselves to safety, 

A second neolithic age 

For faith's first family 

Living life in a limestone catacomb, 

Prayer & candles lighting up the gloom. 

 

Fighting for their little contree 

They help'd a global cause, 

Tween Italy & Tripoli 

Attack'd the Axis stores 

With submarines & wellingtons  

& all the wrack of wars. 

 

 

 

 



 

(ii) 

 

There was no spring in Malta, forty-two, 

For what grows on an active volcano? 

When fresh water was but the dusty dew 

Blown in by the sense-seizing Sirrocco; 

No food to spare, 

When pets gaurded by guns, 

When just the prickly pear  

replaced the sunken tonnes, 

  

Ships slip into the Grand Harbour 

Towing vital tanker, 

All of Malta knew Maria 

Saved them & did thank her, 

As refuel'd submarines scented  

An Axis ship & sank her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE MALTESE FALCONS 
 

We are the Maltese Falcons & we fly across the sea, 

Every one of us an island like our very own country, 

We hovered over Barbary like a desert caravan 

Fending off the dark sahara from Gibralta to Sudan! 

 

Making nests in many nations further on we Falcons flew 

Some found old Constantinople some found Smyrna, some Corfu, 

From the Statue of Liberty, Detroit & San Francisco 

We spread across America yon the vast Atlantic flow! 

 

There the Maltese Falcons blossom in the land of Kangaroos 

With hunting much more bountiful than fields of Gozo Shrews, 

For wherever we Falcons roam cross the globe's eternal spin 

We seem to find good hunting grounds feeding us & all our kin, 

 

Yet though we nest on many peaks from Java to the Balkans, 

Each one of us is proud to sing, "We are the Maltese Falcons!" 

 

 

 

 

 
 


