
SONNETS 
FROM  

THE SILVER ROSE 
 

 

 

 

THE WELCOMING 

 

These are occasions twyx two kindred minds , 

Whose love of poesia absolute 

Brings those to rapture s that in numbers finds  

A marching drummer & a  lilting lute  

 

To thee I leave my sonnetries in trust , 

Dear reader, as in these I am alive, 

3ÏÖɀ most of them may join me in the dust  

I hope, perhaps, a handful will survive  

 

For who reads Blake & Milton line -on-line? 

But still  I build a budding Parthenon, 

Being this private pilgrimage of mine  

Before by scourging time  ȿÛÐÚɯÙÜÉÉÓÌ-gone 

 

For thoɀ my soul in this no longer grows 

While we share this still lives t he Silver Rose. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

POETICA 

 

I have scaled the slopes of Parnassus peak, 

Rode bare back upon the last Pegasi, 

#ÐÚÛÜÙÉɀËɯÛÏÌɯËÜÚÛÚɯÖÍɯ"ÈÚÚÈÕËÙÈɀÚɯÈÕÛÐØÜÌȮ 

Chaunted her scrolls my soul to deify,  

ȫɯÛÏÌɯ,ÜÚÌÚɯÉÌɯÔàɯÎÜÐËÌȱ ÏȵɯÉÜÛɯ(Ȯ 

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?  

3ÏÖɀɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÛÏàɯÑÜÐÊÌɯÛÈÚÛÌÚɯÓÐÓàɯÚÞÌÌÛɯÛo 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 - 

2ÖɯÉÌɯÐÛȮɯ(ɯÚÏÈÓÓɯÙÖÈÔȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÌɀÌÙȮɯÔàɯÔÜÚÌȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÌɀÌÙȭ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

INVOCATION 

 

This is a moment magical to me 

As timelin es breach the psyche & converge 

Upon a pregnant page of poetry 

When from the void two sister -shapes emerge. 

 

"Twin muses thou art an azure-tinged star, 

Brightest beacon of Heaven's ministry, 

I call thee to sweeten me & unbar 

Psyche’s causeway unto empirity. 

 

With thy sacred mead & lushly hush'd words 

These are tranquil harmonies when we meet, 

As tho’ loves melodie by lovers sung. 

 

To me! O power of chaunting songbirds, 

Of such subtil utterance, spangl'd sweet, 

My minds audience marvels as tho' young." 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

MANIFESTO 

 

I am the Silver Rose & in these words confide 

Tis better to have lived than to have died 

& in this life of highlights that we lead  

Preserve them in the poets where poets store their mead 

 

& when their talent turns to focus on the times  

& pat tern snow with measure, mood & rhymes  

Stone-jowell'd Gods must guarantee just dues 

O compact curious that is the bardic muse 

 

A bard must praise his land for in him this land lives  

Praise all the best poesis that she gives 

Ere epochfall, as Cornwall lost its tongue 

 

For then, & only then, shall we these words exhume 

Like finding lost papyrus in a tomb  

Where Orpheus had left a mourning song  

 

 

 

 

 

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  

           %ÙÖÔɯ(ÕÝÌÙÕÌÚÚɯÛÖɯ+ÐÝÌÙ×ÖÖÓȮɯ+ÌÌËÚɯȫɯ/ÈÓÔÌÙɀÚɯ&ÙÌÌÕ 

            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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



BRITISH ISLES 
 

Did you ever take these bright isles in a tour,  

3ÏÌɯ×ÙÐËÌɯÖÍɯ2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɯÚÓÈÒÌɯÖÕɯ'ÈÔ×ËÌÕɀÚɯÈÞÌÚÖÔÌɯÙÖÈÙɯ 

& 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  

.ÙɯÞÈÛÊÏɀËɯÈɯÙÈÝÌÕÚÍÓÐÎÏÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÉÈÛÛÓÌɯÊÈÐÙÕÚ at Kong 

ȫɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÕɯÖÌÙɯ&ÓÌÕÊÖÌɀÚɯÚÈÝÈÎÌÙà 

Or seen Portmeirion in total privacy  

 

& dÐËɯàÖÜɯÊÖÖÒɯÉÙÌÈÒÍÈÚÛɯÜ×ÖÕɯÖÓËɯ!ÖÕÌàɀÚɯÕÖÚÌ 

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  

     .Íɯ$ÈÙÛÏɀÚɯÔÈÕàɯÊÖÓÖÜÙÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯàÖÜÙɯ"ÌÓÛÐÊɯÍÙÐÕÎÌȵ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CAMBRIA 

 

(ɯÌÕÛÌÙɀËɯ6ÈÓÌÚɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÐÛÚ southern shore 

/ÈÚÚɀËɯÔÈÕàɯÉÙÌÌáàɯÛÖÞÕÚɯÖÍɯ×ÙÐÔÌɯÉÌÙÌÍÛ 

Like Newport, Port Talbert, Haverfordwest,  

4ÕÛÐÓɯ(ɯÚÈÞɯ2ÈÐÕÛɯ#ÈÝÐËɀÚɯÈÕÊÐÌÕÛɯÚ×ÐÙÌÚ 

& met the Irish ocean with a smile  

3ÏÌɯÊÖÈÚÛɯÊÜÙÓɀËɯÕÖÙÛÏȮɯÎÏÖÚÛÓàɯ ÉÌÙàÚÛÞàÛÏ 

 ÉÌÙËÖÝÌàɀÚɯËÙÌÈÔȮɯ'ÈÙÓÌÊÏɀÚɯÚÛÖÐÊɯÒeep 

#ÖÓÎÌÓÓÈÜɀÚɯÔÌÓÓÖÞɯÚÛÙÌÈÔȮɯÍÈÐÙɯ,ÈÊÏàÕÓÓÌÛÏȮ 

PortmeÙÐÖÕÚɯÉÌÑÌÞÌÓÓɀËɯÔÈÚÖÕÙà 

Delayed my days, for this is wondrous Wales,  

A David to the Saxon Goliath,  

But prouder than each English heart I know  

& as I stood upon Glendowerɀs keep, 

 ÏÌÈËɯ"àÔÙÜɀÚɯÎÙÌàɯ×ÈÚses consume sky 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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  

 

3ÏÌɯ'ÈÓÓÚɯÈÙÌɯÍÐÓÓɀËɯÞÐÛÏɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÈÙÔÚ 

Henry receives the surrender 

ɁWhere is Owen Glendower?‛ 

 

‚His Halls are now the wide spaces 

  Between the grandeur of our peaks,‛ 

    

 

 

 

 

 

GWYNEDD 

 

(ɯÛÈÊÒÓɀËɯ2ÕÖÞËÖÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÞɯ1ÏàËɯ#ËÜ 

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 domai n of old Dolgellau grey,  

The epic sweep that keeps Cardigan Bay, 

Dinas Emrys & her sleeping dragon, 

Castles at Flint, Harlech & Caernarvon, 

3ÏÌɯÐÚÓÌɯÈËÑÈÊÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏɀÈËÑÈÊÌÕÛɯÐÚÓÌ 

ȫɯàÖÕËÌÙɯ6ÐÊÒÓÖÞɀÚɯÚÏÈËÖÞàɯËÌÍÐÓÌɯ- 

The British Isles have wrapt me all around , 

Though in the heavens I still touch her ground.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



EIRE 

 

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 B0ar 

Through Bray into the gloomy Wicklow Hills  

To spend a week at gorgeous Glendaloch 

Then gallop west through Galwayɀs savage peaks 

To brave the fierce, grievous Atlantic spray  

& scale the heights some human mountain goat, 

To pace the ancient battle cairns of Cong 

Then back to Dublin, cross the bloody Boyne 

ȫɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯ!ÌÓÍÈÚÛɀÚɯ×ÈÚÚÐÖÕÈÛÌɯËÐÝÐËÌÚ 

Where Scotland twinkles cross a Celtic Sea 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

CALEDON 

  

Sing the sonnets of a nation, 

Famous in her rightful station,  

First mistress of Britannia's face, 

Where Pictish clansman merge in race 

With Viking, Angle, Celt & Scot,  

Forever kept in tangl'd knot,  

That such a spangl'd nation fills  

Beyond the three-prong'd Eildon hills,  

Thro Stirling & beyond Orkney,  

There is a stretch of endless sea, 

Where only Shetland parts the wave; 

!ÙÈÝÌɯÔÌÕɯÕÈÔɀËɯÛÏÌÌɯ2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÉÙÈÝÌȮ 

Of ancyent race & noble kind, 

More than a place, a state of mind! 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  

BURNS SUPPER 

 

Of poesy & her best of men 

I sing, a name that maist must ken 

It's notes still sound through street & glen  

 From fame's flaught horn  

What years are flown, twelve score & ten 

Since Burns was born * 

 

So merry friends, lets raise a toast 

& praise oor sacred bardies ghost 

Whose spirit here our hearts must toast 

Friends let us stand 

& drain your glasses for oor hosÛȱ 

3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÞÍàɯÎÙÈÕË 

 

%ÖÙɯ1ÈÉɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÓÈËËÐÌɯÓÖÝÌËɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛ 

In all Scotland 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

PAISLEY 

 
(ɀÔɯÊÙÐÕÎÐÕÎɯÌÝÌÙàɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɯÚÌÌ a proper Paisley tie 

(ɀËɯÑÜÚÛɯ×Ö××ɀËɯÏÜÕÎÙàɯÐÕÛÖɯ&ÙÌÎÎÚɯÈɯÏÖÛÛÐÚÏɯ×ÐÌɯÛÖɯÉÜà 

ȫɯÊÏÖÚÌɯÈɯÚÛÌÈÒɯȫɯÒÐËÕÌàɯÖÍÍÌÙɀËɯÜ×ɯÍÖÙɯÕÐÕÌÛàɯ×ÌÌ 

I took  ÛÏÌɯ×ÐÌȮɯÚÏÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÈÕÎÌɯȫɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁIt’s ninety three.‛ 

(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁLove, that’s false advertising,‛ walking out the door,  

But never mess with Weegie BIrds for they are all hard-core 

& leaping from her hum -drum she pursued me down the street  

Looking as if an earthquake were shaking a slab of meat 

ȫɯ×ÈÕÛÐÕÎɯÕÖÞɯÉÌÚÐËÌɯÔÌɯÚØÜÌÌáɀËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÚÛÐÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÔàɯÏÈÕËÚ 

2ÔÜÎÎÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÈÛÐÚÍÈÊÛÐÖÕɯÈÛɯÏÌÙɯ×ÌÛÛàɯÑÖÉÚÞÖÙÛÏɀÚɯÚÛÈÕË 

& turns her tail in triumph, as back to her shop she skips  

You could have balanced ninety three bridies on those big hips 

3ÏÌÕɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÖÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÓÌÍÛȮɯÔàɯÚÒÐÕɯÈÓÓɯÉÙÜÐÚɀËɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÐÕÊÌ 

(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɀËɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÙÈÐÕɯÖÜÛɯɬ aint ever been back since!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
SKYE 

  

As Kestrels surf the mountain -fringed spaces  

Roads twist between saturnine gargants, 

Romantic mounds of monstrous magma, 

Marvelous munroes of aulden minstrel -song, 

Lost in the moment, eyes keen to the skies, 

Hard traveling unravels, sailing above us  

Silver-fire mists of the sylvan alpine rise,  

& beyond, entering the stunning scope 

Of another planet, another Jupiter, 

Sodden expanse of treeless waste, 

But beautiful land, stupendous Cuillin hills,  

Seats of Titans, where thrusting solar shafts  

Induce startling notions of timelessness -  

Here there is no time, only milky flowing water falls. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

SCOTTICISMS  

  
Blooter®d ² very intoxicated  

Clanjamfrie ɬ collection 

Clishmaclaver - incessant chatter or gossip 

Collieshangle ɬ riotous dispute  

Fizzenless - feeble 
Foggy bummer ² bumble bee 

Gaberlunzie - wandering beggar  
Kelteri ng - undulating  

Mapamound - map of the world  

Paramuddle - blood supply  

Ramfeezled ɬ exhausted 

Rumgunshoch - rough 

Skinnymalink - thin person/animal  

Stammygaster ɬ astonishment 

  

  

  

 

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

 BALNAKIEL 

 

Eurasia, Eurasia, from tip to toe 

Men may wander thee forever in vain  

From the sensuous sierras of Spain 

To the towers of spangling Tokyo  

They have stumbl'd thro'  Siberian snow 

To the jungles where the Ganga parts plain  

Enough to send a troubadour  insane 

For Shangri-La a myth most never know.  

  

Yet here lie the shores of Arabia 

& the fjords of the Skull -helms of old 

Here, an angel-ÛÏÙÖÕÌɀË high Himalaya  

& a castle of Prince Leopold 

For here be defining Eurasia, 

Reminding us with weathers manifold.  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT 

 

Being virgin to Eros & hi s sighs 

     Spectral seconds attend the growing soul 

Hearing a lute-ÚÛÙÐÕÎɀËȮɯÈÌÛÏÌÙ-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 ret urning to the fold...  

 

          ...Like Muslims when they first met Mahomet  

                     My soul this moment never must forget.  

 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

NORTHERN SUNSET 

 

As times have swung again to strike the road 

My eldritch muses glean a glint of gold  

Perhaps a mile away, perhaps abroad, 

Shall I be searching still when I am old?  

 

1How gorgeous is the red sun as she sits 

Upon the haunch of Hoy, the Pentland Firth  

As glass tonight, no epic pitch of wits  

Twyx oceans girdling all this happy earth  

 

A bannock moon hangs over John O Groats 

& Dunnet Head summons us to a path 

That leads down from this pinnacle of sorts  

Along the sea-bashed coast to wylde Cape Wrath 

 

            Where I shall seek out rosaries once more  

          Tomorrow, yon the dreich Duncansby bore  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THIS IS MY EPOCH 

 

I was sat by my tent 

Half -dreaming, playing with my hair  

Staring at the air 

& there, legs crossed 

I found Homer  

Or rather he found me 

"ÓÖÚÌɯàÖÜÙɯÌàÌÚȮɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȫɯÚÌÌȱ 

 

We surveyed a range of great mountains 

As each was en era 

Each era had a summit 

& there the greatest poems peered out 

On fellow eras & local slopes below 

& I, striding  this boiling lava flow  

Thou ÜÕÊÖÖÓɀËɯÝÖÓÊÈÕÖɯÖÍɯÔàɯÛÐÔÌÚ 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

GRAMPIANS  

  

The sun has set as steer & stereo 

Accompany the roads to Samarkand 

& I sing back, renewed lothario 

Opens a page & pulls a pen to hand 

Enough light is there in this lovely glow  

+ÐÎÏÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÜÕÛÈÐÕÚɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÓÈÕÚÔÈÕɀÚɯÓÈÕË 

2ÖÔÌɯÚÛÖÐÊɯÚÓÌ×ÛȮɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÈ××ɀËɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÓÖÊÒÚɯÖÍɯÚÕÖÞ 

!ÌÐÕÎɯÈɯÙÌÎÐÖÕɯÈÕÊàÌÕÛɯÌÈÎÓÌÚɯÚ×ÈÕÕɀËȮ 

The muse now omnipresent as we go 

/ÈÚÛɯ(ÕÝÌÙÕÌÚÚɯȫɯ/ÌÙÛÏɯÈÚɯ×ÈÛÏÚɯÞÌÙÌɯ×ÓÈÕÕɀË 

Soon moon-diffusing clouds pale lights bestow  

On epic structures looming gloom & grand  

ȫɯÌÕÛÌÙÐÕÎɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÚÌØÜÈÕáÈɀÚɯÍÓÖÞ 

6ÌɯÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯ%ÖÙÛÏɯÍÖÙɯ0ÜÌÌÕÚÍÌÙÙàɀÚɯÍÈÐÙɯÚÛÙÈÕËȭ 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

EAST BANK 
  
I felt at home five minutes after my arrival in Edinburgh  

                                                                  Charles de Gaulle 

  

I found myself alive off Easter Road  

A warm, spring sun lighting this little room  

My long muse -lust has left me to afford 

  

Dust particles danced from the shadow-gloom  

ȫɯÙÖÜÚÌËɯÔÌɯÐÕÛÖɯ1ÌÌÒÐÌɀÚɯÚÞÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÚÛÙÌÌÛÚ 

Some orphan up an open New Town flume  

  

As in me love of sonnetry repeats 

I find a spot three hundred steps away  

That like a catalyst my life comp letes 

  

For, now, out in the bright spark of the day  

Between these tombs of Binnie, Baird & Burck 

I roam East Bank where serendips may play 

  

& know this is a place where I could work  



          %ÖÙɯÚÐÓÌÕÛɯÚ×ÈÊÌÚɯÈÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÒÈÙɀÚɯÒÐÙÒ   
  

 

 

 

 

LOCHEND PARK 
  
But Isna embro a glorious city?  

Sae clear the air, yonner you see  

A man & a woman stammin on the top o A rthur ɀs seat 

                                                                          James Hogg 

  

6ÏÐÓÌɯ ÙÛÏÜÙɀÚɯÚÌÈÛɯÛÖÞÌÙÚɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÐÝÌ 

Close by its feet three water bodies wait 

Til the weather turns once more aggressive 

Frost Giants marching from their Arctic plate 

Reclaiming all these lochs they lost of late. 

  

Til then Lochend in lazy lollop lies  

Geese, mallards, gulls & pigeons vie for crumbs  

Beside the mute swans & the mild magpies  

As hippies on the grass beat djembe drums 

& picnicking couples suck juicy plums  

  

View  in these rocks the ravages of time 

& tectonic seabeds ÐÕÕÜÔɀÙÈÉÓÌ 

Before ÔÈÕÒÐÕËɀÚɯÊÈ×ÈÊÐÛàɯÛÖɯÙÏàÔÌ 

"ÖÜÓËɯÊÈ×ÛÜÙÌɯÛÐÔÌɀÚɯ×ÈÚÚÈÎÌɯÐÕ a bubble 

  

  

 

CRAIGENTINNY CASTLE 
  
Cauld whisper o the sea 

That haunted aince this marish place 

3ÌÓÓÚɯÖɀɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÙ×ÚÌ-licht eldritch race  

On Craigentinnie lea 

                                   Lewis Spence 

  

Twas on a night in nineteen forty -two  

A birthda y bash was held for boys & girls  

A castle full of costumes, cakes & curls 

None ÒÕÖÞÐÕÎɯ&ÖÌÙÐÕÎɀÚɯ+ÜÍÛÞÈÍÍÌɯÕÌÈÙɯÍÓÌÞ 

That with a blast their innocence out -blew  

As flying glass amang the panic hurl s 

& smoke & flame in dire commingling swirl s - 

    How many dreams of cherubim there slew? 

  

The aftermath saw bodies on the grass 

!ÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕÎÌÓɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÌÔɀÙÈÓËɯËÙÌÚÚ 

Only her singe-ÚÛÐÊÏɀËɯÏÌÔɯÞÈÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÍÖÜÕË 

  

& now, if ye a night should ever pass  

Beneath this roof, then ye shall know duress 



For still she lingers, singing satan-sound. 

  
 

 

THE DALRIADA 
  
Edinburgh's a great placeɬ there's so much magic in the streets 

                                                                                 Dave Navvaro 

  

 ÚÛÙÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàɯÓÐÔÐÛÚȮɯ×ÌÕÕɀËɯÉàɯÞÈÝÌ 

ȫɯ+ÖÛÏÐÈÕɀÚ God-Country rolling East  

A palace stands which Linus would play proud  

  

‚Come in! Come in, you’re all very welcome 

     To the three o clock session, bring a drum 

          Guitar, pipes or violins, sing a song 

               
8ÖÜɯÞÖÜÓËɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯËoing this for years  

Or at least since the Home Guard had moved in 

Singing shanties as they saved the railings: 

 

But no! Mere years ago a man & wife 

With music in their blood bought up the place  

& brought together local troubadours  

With an increasingly ambi ent audienceȱ 

  

                 ȱ(ÕɯÈÓÓɯÔàɯËÈàÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÍÌÓÛɯÚÖɯÍÙÌÌ. 

  

  

 

 
  

HALF HANGIT MAGGIE 
  
Each is indubitably & absolutely Edinburgh.  

Each is proudly & consciously different from the rest.  

                                                         Moray Maclaren 

  

Their Maggie was dead 

Hung thro crass infanticide  

Grassmarket behind 

They carried hame her coffin 

  

Thirsty from the weight  

 ÛɯÛÏÌɯ2ÏÌÌ×ɀÚɯ'ÌÐËɯ(ÕÕɯÛÏÌàɯ×ÈÜÚÌ 

Whiskey, powsodie  

& a quick game of skittles 

  

Coffin creaks open 

Hand, forearm, shoulder ɬ ɁMAGGIE!‛ 

‚My god…‛ ‚I’M ALIVE!‛ 

All Musselburgh elated  

  

So she had to be set free, 



Ancyent double jeopardy!  

  

  

 

  

SCOTTISH POETRY LIBRARY 
  

It is hard to think of a better symbol of the kind of searching, 

dynamic nation the new Scotland may yet become 

                                                       Catherine Lockerbie 

  

As pleasure makes us read & reading makes us know 

& knowing makes us sing, & singing makes us grow  

ȿ3ÐÚɯÉÌÚÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÛɯÐÕɯÚÛÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÓÐØÜÈÙàɯÖÍɯÚÖÕÎ 

A merry house of books which we can march among 

To cherish & sustain our ancient heritage 

As Homer heard the tales of Menalean rage 

  

#ÖÞÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÖÕɯ"ÙÐÊÏÛÖÕɀÚɯ"ÓÖÚÌɯÈɯÕÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯÚÖÜÓɯÐÚɯÒÌ×Û 

3ÏÌɯÚÜÙÎÌɯ,ÈÊ#ÐÈÙÔÐËɯÚÜÙÍɀËȮɯÛÏÌɯËÐÙÎÌÚɯ#ÜÕÉÈÙɯÞÌ×Û 

3ÏÙÖɯ2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɀÚɯÓÖÝÌɯÖÍɯÈÙÛɯȫɯ&ÜÓbenkian gift  

An avalanche of books available for sift  

Come pile a table high, as shelf-by-shelf we comb 

To find that special verse or take those verses home 

  

(ÍɯÌÝÌÙɯ×ÈÚÚÐÕÎɯÉàȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÜÕËÌÙɯ×ÖÌÚàɀÚɯÚ×ÌÓÓȮ 

Come nestle in this fane where kindred spirits dwel l!  

Come pause & swoon & sigh 

  

 

 

 

CANONGATE KIRK 
  

The church came to the Canongate before the houses  

                                                      Ronald Selby Wright 

  

There is something celestial about this place 

Voila la Cite Sainte, assise a ÓɀÖÊÊÐËÌÕÛ 

The high, white -ÞÈÚÏɀËɯÞÈÓÓÚɯȫɯÞÖÖËÞÖÙÒɯÖÍɯÚÒà-blue 

 ɯÓÈɯÛÌÙÙÈɯÓÈɯÛÌÙÙÈȮɯÓɀÈÓÔÈɯÈÓɯÊÐÌÓÖȮ 

Whence, from the piano one, turns to face the pews 

 ÕɯÖÙÎÈÕɯÍÙÖÔɯ%ÙÖÉÌÕÐÜÚɯÏÈÚɯÚÛÈÙÛÓɀËɯÚÖÜÓ 

‚DEUS MAGNUS DOMINUS,‛ long, alien pipes 

Twinkle as a student commences time with god  

Conversing with divinity in sweep & swell  

  

Now, under heraldrix of Castle Governors  

& banners ablaze with regimental honours  

I take a sneaky seat upon the royal pew 

%ÈÙɯÊÖÔÍÐÌÙɯÈɯ×ÌÙÊÏɯÛÏÈÕɯ'ÌÙɯ'ÐÎÏÕÌÚÚɀÚɯÓÖÖȮ 

Sat swooning to the music of my native land!  

  

  



 

 

 

 

 

THE WORLD’S END MURDERS 
  

I am of the view that the evidence taken at its highest in context of a 

whole is neutral as to whether or not he was involved in acting with 

force or violence against the girls 

                                      Judge Lord Clark 

   
3ÏÌàɀËɯÉÖÛÏɯÉÌÌÕɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËÚɯÛÖɯÈɯÎÜÐËɯÕÌÌÛɯÖÖÛ 

On the ran-dan-ËÈÕȮɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɀɯÙÌÌÒÐÕȮɀɯÒÐÚÚÐÕɀɯÉÖàÚȮ 

‘Ms Eadie’ ȫɯȿMs Scott’, the coroner wrote down  

!ÖÛÏɯÉÖÜÕËɯȫɯÎÈÎÎɀËȮɯÉÖÛÏɯÙÈ×ÌËɯȫɯÉÈÛÛÌÙɀËȮɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÓɀËɯÉÖÛÏ 

Thro dread & dolour dire their nightmares did unfold  

ɁWe give them leave to die that may no longer live!‛ 

0ÜÖÛÌËɯÚÜ××ÖÚɀËɯȿÊÖÕÚÌÕÚÜÈÓɀɯ ÕÎÜÚɯ2ÐÕÊÓÈÐÙ 

'ÐÚɯÚÐÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËȮɯ&ÖÙËÖÕɯ'ÈÔÐÓÛÖÕȮɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌÙÌ 

%ÖÙɯÉÖÛÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚÌÔÌÕɯÚ×ÜÕÒɀËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÞÌÌɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÐÕÌɀÚɯÊÖÈÛ 

Before, ÐÕɯÍÐÌÓËÚɯÕÌÈÙɯ'ÈËËÐÕÎÛÖÕȮɯÉÖÛÏɯÉÖËÐÌÚɯËÜÔ×ɀËȭ 

  

$ÔÉÙÖɀɯÍÙÖáÌɯ×ÈÙÈÓàáÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯ8ÖÙÒÚÏÐÙÌɀÚɯ1Ð××ÌÙ-daze 

          ȫɯÐÛÚɯÔÖÚÛɯÍÈÔÖÜÚɯ×ÜÉɯÏÜÙÓɀËɯËÖÞÕɯÛÖɯÐÕÍÈÔàȮ 

                (ÛɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÏÐÙÛàɯàÌÈÙÚɯÛÖɯÔÈÛÊÏɯ2ÐÕÊÓÈÐÙɀÚɯ#- Ȯ 

6ÏÖɯÚÓÐ××ɀËɯÑÜÚÛÐÊÌɯÉàɯÉÓÈÔÐÕÎɯ&ÖÙËÖÕɀs guilty corpse! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE DRUMMER BOY 
  

The people were not as willing to live sweet & clean as other nations, 

but delighted in stench & nastiness 

                                                    Daniel Defoe 

  

If ye should ever sit awhile in Hunter ɀÚɯ2ØÜÈÙÌ 

Please choose the dead of night, when nobody is there 

With Whistle Binkies shut & taxis gone to sleep  

Then ye might hear a drumming coming from the deep  

  

A tunnel they had found up at the Castle keep  

A hole so small & round, sized for a chimney sweep 

& so a boy was sent into that dark, dank hole 

A-drumming as he went down at a snail -pace crawl 

ȿRat-a-tat! Rat-a-tat!ɀɯÛÏÌàɯÍÖÓÓÖÞɀËɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯËÖÞÕ 

 ÓÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÙÖàÈÓɯÙÖÈËɯÛÏÙÖɯ1ÌÌÒÐÌɀÚɯÓÐÚÛɀÕÐÕÎɯÛÖÞÕ 

4ÕÛÐÓɯÉÌÕÌÈÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ3ÙÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÙÜÔÔÐÕÎɯÊÌÈÚɀËɯÐÛÚɯÚÏÖÞ, 

ɁA wretched soul,‛ ÛÏÌàɯØÖÜËȮɯɁCome death & rid his woe!‛ 

  

But still with straining ears, these many years ahence, 

          One hears the 'rat-tat-tat' ÖÍɯÚÏÈÛÛÌÙɀËɯÐÕÕÖÊÌÕÊÌȵ 

  



  

  

 

 

GOOGLE HOLLY GREIG 
  

As a city, Edinburgh is a two -faced bitch 

                                            Quintin Jardine 

  
4×ɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ,ÌÙÊÈÛɯ"ÙÖÚÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÖÕÊÌɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÐËÌÕɀÚɯÛÌÌÛÏɯËÐËɯÚÔÐÓÌ 

 ɯ×ÖÊÒÌÛɯÖÍɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÊÏÌÚÛɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÌËÖ×ÏÐÓÌ 

Friends, readjust from things ye ken, this is a tayle quite vile  

  

Tho little Holly  ÏÈÕËÐÊÈ××ɀËɯÏÌÙɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÊÈÓÓɀËɯÏÌÙɯØÜÌÌÕ 

 ÓÈÚɯÏÌÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯ×ÐÔ×ɀËɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÔ×ÚɯÖÍɯ ÉÌÙËÌÌÕ 

Each high in social circles, an elitist limosine  

  

3ÏÌàɯÙÈ×ɀËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌÌɯÞÈÐÍɯÚÌÕÚÌÓÌÚÚɯÌÝÌÙàɯÞÌÌÒɯÍÖÙɯÛÌÈÙàɯàÌÈÙÚ 

Until she told her mother in the vale of wailing t ears 

When in a flash of whispering true justice disappears  

  

2ÖɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÔÈËÌɯÛÖɯÍÓÌÌɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÔÌȮɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÍÓÌÌɯ2ÊÖÛÐÈɀÚɯÓÈÕË 

When ÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ%ÐÙÚÛɯ,ÐÕÐÚÛÌÙɯËÐÚÔÐÚÚɀËɯÏÌÙɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÈÕË 

For secretive societies always together stand 

  

Yet unavoidable, unassailable, is this truth  

Rich gangs of paedo-rapists prey upon our helpless youth  

  
  

 

 

 

 

  

  
THE MEADOWS 

  
Edinburgh is a real classy city 

                                      Beyonce 

  

 ÜÓËɯ1ÌÌÒÐÌɀÚɯÓÜÕÎ 

Both old & young  

Slow stroll in ease 

Frondescent trees 

Where Ladyboys 

Crank up the noise 

& Hearts & Hibs  

Broke shins & ribs 

Where lovers meet 

ȿ-ÌÈÛÏɯ ÙÛÏÜÙɀÚɯ2ÌÈÛ 

& cyclists cruise 

 ÚɯÉÈÙËÐÌÚɯÔÜÚÌȱ 

  

‚All our art’s needs 

  This green park feeds!‛ 

  

  

 



 

 

 
 

SEAN CONNERY 
  

This profusion of eccentricities, this dr eam in masonry & living rock 

is not a drop scene in a theatre, but a city in the world of reality  

Robert Louis Stevenson 

  

A Fountainbridge male model from his milk rounds did abscond  

For of his face the directors of South Pacific fond 

Soon of his acting tÈÓÌÕÛÚɯÍÐÓÔɯ×ÙÖËÜÊÌÙÚɯ×ÜÙÙɀË 

ȫɯÞÏÐÚÒɀËɯÏÐÔɯÍÙÖÔɯ*ÐÕÎÚɯ3ÏÌÈÛÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÖÕÌɯÚÞÌÌÛɯÞÖÙË 

3ÏÈÛɯÞÖÙËɯÞÈÚɯȿCASH!ɀȫɯÛÏÖɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔɀËɯÈÉÚÜÙË 

A local lad was now the new James Bond! 

Who wields his accent like a wand 

2ÛÈÙɯÚÏÖÖÛÐÕÎɯÍÈÔÖÜÚɯȿÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÕË 

Et puis, tout la monde 

2ÌÈÕɯÐÕɯÙÌÈÓɯÓÐÍÌɯ×ÙÌÍÍÌÙɀË 

'ÐÚɯÔÐßÌÙÚɯÚÛÐÙÙɀË 

.ÕɯÏÌɯÚ×ÜÙÙɀË 

Scotch bird 

3ÈßɯÊÖÕÕɀË 

  
  

  

  

  

  

 

 

  

 

MENAGERIE 
  
3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÕÌÞɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯáÖÖ 

                                             Max Richmond 

  

6ÏÌÕɯ-ÖÈÏɀÚɯ ÙÒɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÞÖ-by-two  

3ÏÌàɀËɯÏÜÙÙàɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÒÕÌÞ 

3ÏÌàɀËɯÖÕÌɯËÈàɯÌÕËɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÈɯáÖÖȮ 

For all the f*****g world to view;  

The Wolverine, the Kangaroo 

The Lesser, spiral-ÏÖÙÕɀËɯ*ÜËÜ 

The Chimpanzees in pirate crew 

The Turacoo of violet hue 

The coarse-ØÜÐÓÓɀËȮɯÚÛÐÍÍ-ÊÓÈÞɀËȮɯÊÈÚØÜÌɀËɯ$mu  

Flies flocking to the Rhino poo 

3ÏÌɯ/àÎÔàɯ'Ð××ÖȮɯȫɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÌÞ 

The Ocellated Turkey too! 

  

I climb the walls, midst human herds  

             An Alcatraz of Beasts & Birds! 

  

  

  

  



 
 

 

CITY LIMITS 
  

City of venerable sky lines  

               Christine de Luca 

  
As I burst out of Costorphine Wood in times of rhymes uprising  

 ɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯËÐÚÖÙÐÌÕÛÈÛÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈËËɀÕÐÕÎɯÔÈáàɯÏÐÓÓ 

Below me, summer farmland, grand in greens & gold unfolding  

& the tower down at Ingliston, where from the melting tarmac  

+ÜÔÉÌÙɀËɯÈɯ)ÜÔÉÖɯ1àÈÕɯ ÐÙȮɯÑÌÛÚɯÎÙÖÞÕɯÍÈÛɯÖÕɯÍÈÕÎÓɀËɯÊÏÈÙÎÌÚ 

Rising above the vegetation beneath the western skyline 

Which Glasgow, Arran, Ireland & America lay beyond  

!ÜÛɯÕÌÈÙÌÙɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÔàɯÌàÌÚɯÚÛÌÌÙɯÛÖɯ0ÜÌÌÕÚÍÌÙÙàɀÚɯÍÈÔÖÜÚɯÉÙÐËÎÌÚ 

Hinting at sea & so toward the sea-shore turn my strollings  
Pedalling this smooth slope where plane-spotters hold posh binoculars 

By a Polish-looking lady, fraught with worries about her world  

Then turn me right down Clermiston Road at the Capital Hotel  

To reach a crazy junction of impenetrable car-lanes 

Blocking my way, a wild sea -storm heckling an ancient mariner  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SILVERKNOWLES ESPLANADE 
  
To get the real glamour of Crammond, there must be no trippers 

about, & you must stand solitary at the cobble ferry, whistling for the 

drowsy f erryman 

                                   Ratcliffe Barnett 

  
All along the Crammond foreshore with her island leaning leftwise  

I made wander with the cyclists, the sea-gulls & the dogwalkers  

& felt a certain freedom beneath the soft calm of heaven 
From this a multitude of thoughts woke at once within me & swam  

Some rose up with the Cleigh Hills, some fell down to Dalgety Bay  

2ÖÔÌɯÊÌÕÛÙɀËɯÖÕɯ-ÌÙÌÜÚɯÛÌÈÊÏÐÕÎɯ&ÈÓÈÛÌÈɯÖÍɯ(ÕÊÏÊÖÓÔɀÚɯÊÖÝÌÚ 

Some stank upon the detritus of dirty empires in the waters  

Some on a mÐÚÛàɯÚÜÕȮɯÝÐÚÐÉÓÌɯÛÏÙÖɯÈɯÔÖÓÌɀÚɯÖ×ÈÊÖÜÚɯÔÌÔÉÙÈÕÌ 

Wading thro dense watery vapours as the mists begin to melt  

All these & many more like them form mimesis in my mind  

  

Leaving my deep subconscious train I turn to the task at hand 

For in my deep mid -thirtiesȮɯÈÚɯ*ÈÚ×ÈÙÖÝɯÛÖÜÊÏɀËɯÏÐÚɯáÌÕÐÛÏ 

& Dante felt both mentally & materially ready  

(ɯÈÔɯÙÌÈËàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÖÕÊÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÞÈÓÓÖÞɀËɯÜ×ɯÉàɯÔÐÕÌɯÈÐÕɯ1ÌÌÒÐÌɯ 
  

 

 

 

 



 

 

SUNSHINE ON LEITH 
  
What it was was a tune that I had for about six months. I couldn't get 

the words and then one day, when we were recording 'Letter from 

America', we were coming back over the Firth of Forth in the plane, 

and I looked down on the sunshine on Leith...and I got it, and I just 

knew it.  

                                    Craig Reid 

  

When cappucinoing outside the Malmaison  

3ÙàɯȫɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɯÛÏÌɯ2ÌÈÔÈÕɀÚɯ,ÐÚÚÐÖÕ 

Before the yuppiefication of Leith  

  

It would eventually become a modern dosshouse  

%ÖÙɯ×ÙÖÚÛÐÛÜÛÌÚɯȫɯÛÏÌɯÐËÓÌɯÜÕÞÈÚÏɀË 

.ÙɯÉÌÚ×ÌÊÛÈÊÓɀËɯÛÞÐÕÚɯÉÈÚÏÐÕÎɯÚÖÕÎÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÕɯÎÜÐÛÈÙ 

  

When Letter From America  hit The Tube 

ȫɯÛÏÌàɯÞÖÜÓËɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯ'ÐÉÌÌɀÚɯÌÔÖÛÐÝÌɯÈÕÛÏÌÔ 

Flying over the docks one sunny day  

  

& when Jambos tried to dismantle their club 

Like Isocrates, Elias, Enoch & the Zulus 

They chain themselves to the Bank of Scotland railings 

  

%ÖÙɯÍÖÖÛÉÈɀɯÐÚɯÕot just about balance books 

            & victories not won just on the field!  

  

PORT O’ LEITH 
  

We do get folk dancing on the bar, but they don't get paid for it  

                                                                     Mary Moriarty 

  

2ÞÈÔ×ɀËɯin a sea of impedimenta 

                               Scuzzily creative 

All classes of late-night characters converge 

%ÖÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÊÈÕɯÖÕÓàɯÉÌɯÊÈÓÓɀËɯÈÕɯ4!$1-RAVE 

 ÓÓɯÞÈÛÊÏɀËɯÖÝÌÙɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯËÐÓÐÎÌÕÛɯÌàÌ 

.ÍɯÛÏÌɯÐÕËÐÚ×ÜÛÈÉÓÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯÖɀɯ+ÌÐÛÏ 

  

6ÏÈÛɯÔÈÎÐÊɯÔàÚÛɀÙÐÌÚɯÐn her mistress eyes 

                                            Puzzlingly elated      

2ÛÐÓÓɯÚÜÔ×ÛÜÖÜÚɯÐÕɯÚÛàÓÌȮɯ+ÌÐÛÏɀÚɯ+ÈËàɯ&È-Ga, 

Like a mixture of the new Leith & the Old  

Better than Betty Moss & Bet Lynch put together 

                                            & a lady ÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÌÙÝɀËɯÉà 

  

                    Pamplona to Napoli, Galway & Colne  

        (ÛɀÚɯËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯÛÏÌɯÔÈËËÌÚÛɯ×ÜÉɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÜ××ɀËɯÐÕ 

  

 

 



 

 

 

FREDERICK CHOPIN 
  
The infinite delicacy and finish of his playing, combined with great 

occasional energy never overdone  

                                             The Scotsman 

  

(Õɯ6ÈÙÙÐÚÛÖÕɀÚɯÞÖÙÓË    the wise were awaiting  

Crevatte, connoisseur    claret & cocaine 

  

The sweet soul of Poland    ÚÛÙÖÓÓɀËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÓÓ 

3ÖɯÚÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÓÐÍÌɀÚɯÚÞÈÕÚÖÕÎ    so sublimely sung  

  

Miss Stirling & sister     insisted he sing it 

3ÏÖɯËàÐÕÎɯȫɯËÙÈÐÕɀË    he dared not dissent 

  

As art is immortal     as tenors touch Titan 

Like Balius, Xanthus     ÊÏÐÓÓÌÚɀÚɯÏÖÙÚÌÚ 

  

He sings with his fingers     & brings music winging  

From aeriel carelessness    all sharing his flair  

  

Impromptu, mazurkas    sonatas & nocturnes 

They rose in applause    well of course, he was awesome 

  

'ÐÚɯÍÓÈÝÖÜÙɯÛÏÌàɯÚÈÝÖÜÙɀË    ÍÖÙÌÝÌÙɯÜÕÞÈÝÌÙɀË 

Those notes still afloat   in emotional throats  

  

ANN STREET 
  
The best thing is the peace and the fact we have these small gardens. 

We have foxes and birds, but apart from that it's very silent. It's a 

lovely community.  

                              Dilly Emslie 

  
O wealth Karlsefinian,    O pride Carthaginian  

That vision of Raeburn,    his mission to make home 

Midst fellow high -fliers    with rich -filling coffers  

Dona Jimena Diaz,    the lodger De Quincey 

A quality street    Éàɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯ,ÖÛÏÌÙɯÈÊÊÓÈÐÔɀËȰ 

Exclusive, expensive,    elusive advantages 

Two gardens to tend to,    a postcode of gold 

But built before parking    & permits & penpushers  

The mad, modern nightmare    the New Town now knows!  

  

As bright lunar lamps     light the gates day & nightly  

Contented, this classical     ÈËËÙÌÚÚɯÞÐËÌÓàɯÊÙÈÝɀË 

With wings like a mansion    well over a million  

Or more for the glory    of lordlier life  

 ÓÓɯÕÈÔÌËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ1ÈÌÉÜÙÕɀÚɯ    amazing young wife  

  

  

 

 



 

 

 

DANUBE STREET 
  
There was not a dog-collar in sight when we turned the corner form 

2Ûɯ!ÌÙÕÈÙËɀÚɯÊÙÌÚÊÌÕÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÕÖÛÖÙÐous street in Edinburgh  

                 Ian MacWhirter 

  

Sexual 17 

       Madame Dora Joyce 

House of harlots 

       Punters & cunts 

Smut adolescent 

       Queuing Americans  

Priests & pricelists 

       2ÛÈÐÕɀËɯÙÌ×ÜÛÈÛÐÖÕÚ 

Leisure & pleasure 

       Festival full  

  

Since flippant hippies  

       2ÞÐÕÎÐÕÎɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚ 

Internet fetishes 

       .ÜÙɯÓÜÚÛɯÕÖÞɯÈÓÓÖÞɀË 

 

 

 

 

SCOTTISH NATIONAL GALLERY 
  
During his stay at Edinburgh, after his return from the Hebrides, he 

was at great pains to obtain information concerni ng Scotland 

                                      James Boswell (about Samuel Johnson) 

  

Soul drawn by the knowledge I could find that Claude 

& Apollo & our Muses by the ford  

Thro images delicious as fresh truffles - 

Like pictures of The Christ & his kerfu ffles - 

(ɯÑÖÐÕɀËɯÔàɯÍÌÓÓÖÞɯÈÊÖÓàÛÌÚɯÖÍɯÊÜÓÛÜÙÌ 

Circling the paintings as a starving vulture  

Waiting for something, some flash to catch the eye 

 ɯ3ÐÛÐÈÕÚȮɯÈɯ1ÌÜÉÌÕÚȮɯÈɯȱɯÔàɯÖÏɯÔàȵ 

'ÌÙɯÍÈÊÌȵɯ2ÖɯÍÈÐÙɯȫɯÈÊÊÜÙÈÛÌȱɯȫɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÖÙÚÌ 

Silly me! It is an Aelbert Cuyp of  course! 

  

ȫɯÕÈÛÐÝÌɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÐÙÚɯ,Ê3ÈÎÎÌÙÛɀÚɯ*ÐÕÛàÙÌ 

6ÐÛÏɯ2ÐÙɯ)ÖÚÌ×Ïɯ-ÖÌÓɯ/ÈÛÖÕɀÚɯÍÈÌÙÐÌɯÍÐÙÌ 

ȫɯ1ÈÌÉÜÙÕɀÚɯ#ÈÝÐËɯ'ÜÕÛÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯÈÛÛÐÙÌ 

Form the proof that Scotia, too, can artist sire 

  

 

 

 

 



 

RAN-DAN-DAN 

  
Frae joyous tavern, reeling drunk  

Wi fiery phiz z & een half sunk 

Robert Fergusson 

  

 ÜÓËɯ1ÌÌÒÐÌɀÚɯÞÐÊÒÌËɯÞÏÌÕɯàÈɯÙÌÌÒÐÕɀ 

3ÏÌɯ!ÖÕÎÖɯ"ÓÜÉɀÚɯÈɯÉÜááɯÞÏÌÕɯàÈɯ×ÌÈÒÐÕɀ 

!ÜÛɯÐÍɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÙÈËÐÛÐÖÕÈÓɯÍÈÙÌɯàÈɯÚÌÌÒÐÕɀ 

Try the Royal Oak or Sandy Bells 

But if folk music aint ya thing  

The Caves are full of sing-a-ling  

PivÖɀÚɯÑÜÔ×ÐÕɀɯȫɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÍÙÌÌ 

& the Jazz Bar, defin-ate-ly  

Til chuckin -oot at three! 

When we go to York Place Casino 

*ÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÞÌÓÓɯÍÌËɯȫɯÞÈÛÌÙɀËɯÛÐÓɯÚÐßɯ- 

6ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɀÚɯÞÈÒÐÕɀɯÛÖ weetabix - 

                Hit Priscillas for gay karaoke  

     With a Raver, the Radge & a Folkie 

  

  

 

  

 

 

 

THE NATIONAL MONUMENT 
  
From the Calton Hill the view is so vast, so grand & replete with 

everything that in either city. Sea or landscape can thrill or delight, 

that it has been said that he is a bold artist who attempts to depict it 

with either pen or pencil  

                                         James Grant 

  

%ÙÖÔɯ$ÔÉÙÖɀÚɯ/ÈÙÛÏÌÕÖÕ 

This Athens of the North  

Towers over the Forth 

& its firth - Aegean 

Wee Inchkeith ɬ Aegina  

& Lysicratean  

!ÜÙÕÚɯÏÖÕÖÜÙɀËɯÍÖÙÌÝÌÙ 

  

Calton ɬ Lycabeltus 

Pentlands ɬ Mount Achesmus  

The Braid Hills - Bulessus 

Castle ɬ Acropolis  

Fife ɬ Peloponessus 

& the High School Regus - 

Temple of Theseus! 

  

 

 



 

1745 
  
Shall Scotland croun her ain again, 

This ancient capital ɬ 

Or sell the thing for scrap 

                      Sydney Goodsir Smith 

  

With Cope at Tranent  

"ÏÈÙÓÐÌɯÔÈÙÊÏɀËɯÖÕɯ#ÜËËÐÕÎÚÛÖÕ 

The young Chevalier  

  

Jacobite debate  

‚Are we sure ze men will stand!‛ 

The Prince shrewdly  asks 

  

ɁHow dare ye!‛ cry chiefs, 

‚Imply any otherwise 

We bravest of brave! 

  

‚My sword I have drawn,‛ 

"ÏÈÙÓÐÌɀÚɯÈÐÕɯÏÐÚÛÙÐÖÕÐÊÚȮ 

‚& scabbard disown’d, 

  

To lead the charge in person!‛ 

& therein are battles won! 

  

 

PRESTONPANS 

  

21st September 1745 /  the Young Pretender, Charles Edward 

Stuart forms an army of Highlanders & marches on Ediburgh / 

The English response is met on the fields of Prestonpans to the 

east of the city 

  

Murray 

Gorgeous morning yer highness, Prince of Wales 

A wonderful manoeuvre come to pass  

As the English sat at their stakes like snails 

Yer army made its way th ro the morass 

Tracked thro the marshes, measuring their stealth 

& now rest hard upon his other flank,  

But not for long! the boys did toast yer health  

& for this, Grace of God, did duly thank  

  

Charlie 

Good work Lord Murray, now take up the right  

A cannonball shall signal the attack 

& now sir Jonathan your men must fight  

Not slip away as at Corrieyairack  

Let us announce the end of that empire 

 ȿGloria Angele Dei!’ now men, fire!  

  



After an exchange of artillery  

the highland army embarks on its charge 

  

Maclean 

See how they gan! & what a gory sound 

The highland roar, as if the Earth did quake  

With furious groan, come see their cannons pound 

Brave Camerons, line gis an awfa' shake 

But on they run! & wi' a mighty crack  

Oor muskets reap those eves o' redcoat corn 

& now they rush intae the killing ground,  

By broadsword & scyth'd pitchfork limbs be torn  

  

Lochiel 

Sweet salutations sire, yer battles won 

Peer thro the smoke & see those fleeing shapes 

An entire English army on the run  

Lord Percy shall see none of them escapes 

Tae praise this day there is nae better word 

Tis Victory! God bless King James the Third! 

  

  

 

 

  

  

 

YARROW 

  

 Úɯ(ɯÚÓÖÞɯÞÈÓÒɀË along the valley ridge  

With drizzle -mist all pastell ing the scene 

Now thistle -seeds ÍÓÜÍÍɀËɯup into a leap 

               Bimbling  to the valley  

                                                  A rainbow ring  

                                    Shot up from vegetation  

     Golden in the setting sun on Traprain Law  

  

It remind ÌËɯÔÌɯÖÍɯÈɯÉÜÓÓɀÚɯÕÖÚÌȮɯÖÙɯÞÈßÐÕÎ moon 

3ÜÙÕɀËɯÖÕ its side, shining glorious for a while  

Until one bend ÊÖÕØÜÌÙɀËɯÉàɯÊàÈÕɯÚÒÐÌÚ 

        & ÚÊÈÙÙɀËɯÚÜÕɯÚÌÛÚȱɯ 

                                               3ÙÈ×ÙÈÐÕɀÚɯËÐÝÐÕÌ volcano 

                 Sheds just enough light to paint our rainbow  

        Struggling, still, with the shortness of its existence 
  
  

  
 
 
 
 

 

 



 

 WHITTINGHAME WOODS 

  

Feel the feeling on the edge of summer 

Hours before your first foggybummer  

April, perhaps, or march on a good year  

Out on the tracks with the shy , pregnant deer 

Wearing thÈÛɯÏÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÞÖÙÕɯÈÓÓɯ6ÐÕÛÌÙ 

Skimming thro Plaid or the plays of Pinter  

Warming each pace in your courdoroy clothes 

As petals do abud before the rose. 

  

& all at once we lesson from our haste 

& cardigans are tied about the waste 

& soon we feel upon the naked arm 

A zephyr -waft, so soft, so cool, so calm 

ȫɯ(ɯÚÏÈÓÓɯÍÖÓÓÖÞɯÛÏÌÔɯÞÏÌÙɯÌɀÌÙɯÛÏÌàɯÞÐÓÓ 

         Free spirits, til the first Autumnal chill  

  

 

  

 

 

  

RABBIT 

 
I was house-sitting Yarrow on the edge of stir crazy  

Drainking & dreaming, thinking of scre aming 

2Öɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɀËɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯËÖÎÚɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÞÈÓÒ 

 

It was your classical attack pack, 

Harvey, the overweight labradour, & his harem  

Molly, Larch & Bridie, three generations of mad spaniels  

Scaring out the rabbits & the pheasants for the guns 

 

In teh spacÌɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯËÈàÚɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÈÎÎɀËɯÔÌɯÉÖÛÏ 

'ÈÙÝÌàɯÑÈÞɀËɯÈɯÙÈÉÉÐÛɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ!ÙÐËÐÌɯÊÏÖÔ×ɀËɯÈɯÉÐÙË 

& one or two googles later I held their guts i my hands  

Like alien lifeforms spilling out of teh mother ship  

ȫɯÍÌÈÛÏÌÙÚɯÉÓÖÊÒɀËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÜÎ-hole by decapitated torsos 

 

Hours later, eating tasty game, I felt a proper man, like  

An eight -mile hike to Scotmid down East Linton, there & back  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
AETHALSTANEFORD 

  
Dramatis Personae 
Angus MacFergus ς High King of Alba 
Kennith MacAlpin ς Prince of Alba 
Eochaidh ς King of Dalriada 
  
Scene ς The Peffer Valley, 832 AD ς King Angus heads a 
combined army of Picts & Scots, blocking the path of the 
!ŜǘƘŀƭǎǘŀƴΩǎ !ƴƎƭŜǎ 

  
Eochaidh - What think ye, Angus, lord of our command 
                     ̧ ƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƛǎ ŦǳǊǊƻǿΩŘ ŀǎ ŀ ŦŀǊƳŜǊΩǎ Ŧield 

                      !ǊŜ ȅŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΩŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿƛǘƘǎǘŀƴŘ 
                       This fearsome host 

                           Angus ς Some strange dream is my shield 

                     For last night good Saint Andrew came to me 
                                                   Promising survival & victory 

  
MacAlpin ς King look, the way those white clouds cross the blue 

                        Same as the day a saint was crucified 
                     Strung up on Roman wood, your dream comes true 
                                Is this his ghost? 
                                                 Angus ς Come Scotland, unified, 
                               [Ŝǘ ǳǎ ōƭŜǎǎ !ƴŘǊŜǿΩǎ ǎŀƛƴǘƘƻƻŘ ϧ {ŀƭǘƛǊŜ   
                                   Whose eminence shall ever Scots inspire  
  

 

 

TRAPRAIN LAW 

  

Elevated by the Votadini  

6ÌɯÚÊÙÈÔÉÓɀËɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ+ÈÊÊÖÓÐÛÏÐÊɯÚÐËÌ 

Found picture frame three hundred sixty wide  

Elating vision sweet to each degree. 

  

Beneath rocks of volcanic pimplerie 

Dunbar, East Linton, Haddington abide,  

Fields reach the Forth & beaches there beside 

Or lonely Lammermuir where thought soars free.  

  

I cast mine een along the Garleton ridge 

To settle on the far-off Forth Road bridge, 

Little with distance, ghostly in the mist.  

  

This is the length of Roman Lothian, 

A county home my roaming soul hath won  

3ÖɯÙÌÊÊÖÓÓÌÊÛɯÞÏÌÕɯ2ÊÖÛÛÐÚÏɯÌÚÚÌÕÊÌɯÔÐÚÚɀËȭ 

  

  

  

 

 



 

 

THE DUNBAR MARTYRS 

 
When Cromwell cross'd the border all of Scotland held its breath  

As men march off to Dunbar each to claim an English death, 

Descending from the old Doon Hill they block the Broxmouth burn  

Now only at the push of pike could parliament return  

Then comes the crush upon the fields by little Pinkerton,  

The Scottish right flank buckl'd, with the morning wearing on  

Three thousand Scots already dead, ten thousand tried to flee 

But soundly rounded up by roundheads setting sick lads free  

The other half now March to Durham, dropping dead like flies,  

That in a month of Death's dark work are daily cut to size  

Just fourteen hundred li ve to see the sun set on the wave 

Now sailing for the New World there to back -break as a slave 

Where some of them sired families, so friends, perhaps you are 

Related to a Scotsman from the Battle of Dunbar 

 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

BENEDICTUS 

  

Go thee to Garvald, go up to Nunraw  

Summit of Cistercian activity  

&ÈÐÕɀËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ'ÈàÌÚɯÖÍɯ'ÈÐÓÌÚɯȫɯ3ÙÈ×ÙÈÐÕɯ+ÈÞ 

& many a Ravenswood dynasty. 

Dally, then pass thro the Fortatrice door  

Friends enter a centre of sanctity 

So go thee to Garvald, seek out Nunraw 

Summit of Ci stercian activity  

  

As chapel-ÙÖÖÍɀËɯÊÏÌÙÜÉÐÔɯÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÞÐÕÎÚ 

Thro the heraldrics of Christian kings  

Far from the golden glow of Gallilee  

Fathers offer coffee & compassion 

To those souls tired of vices & fashion 

"ÐÚÛÌÙÊÐÈÕɯÌÚÚÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÎÖËɀÚɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȭ 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 



 

  

GLENDA 

          

you         are 

poetic     clever 

sensual-amusing 

sweet-sassy-sharing 

warmhearted -caring 

adorable-decadent 

funny -joyloving  

inspirational  

kittencute  

o baby 

I love 

you 

so 

! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PRESSMENNAN WOODS 

  

Feel the feeling on the edge of summer 

Hours before your first foggybummer  

April, perhaps, or March on a good year  

Out on the tracks with the shy pregnant deer  

6ÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÞÖÙÕɯÈÓÓɯ6ÐÕÛÌÙ 

Skimming thro Plaid or the plays of Pinter  

Warming each pace in your courdoro y clothes 

As petals do abud before the rose. 

  

& all at once we lesson from our haste 

& cardigans are tied about the waste 

& soon we feel upon the naked arm 

A zephyr -waft, so soft, so cool, so calm 

ȫɯ(ɯÚÏÈÓÓɯÍÖÓÓÖÞɯÛÏÌÔɯÞÏÌÙɯÌɀÌÙɯÛÏÌàɯÞÐÓÓ 

         Free spirits, til the first Autumnal chill  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

POETRY 

 

/ÖÌÛÙàɯÐÚȱÛÏÌɯÔÐÕËɀÚɯ×ÈÓÈÛÐÈÓɯÏÈÓÓȮ 

2ÜÉÓÐÔÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÙÝÌÙɯÖÍɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÙÈÙÌɯÈÊÛÐÖÕȮ 

Some daguerreotype of primal soul, 

Deep as chess & vibrant as her dragon, 

Bestest way of whistling bestest diction, 

Pigmenter oÍɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɀÚɯÊÖÕÚÜÓÈÛÌȮ 

A perfumed doll, lonely & protean,  

Whose priests possess the arcane factor X 

3ÖɯÉÌɯÛÈ××ɀËɯÚÖɯÛÖɯ×ÖÌÛÐÚÌɯÛÏÌɯËÙÌÈÔȮ 

The merest placing of a circumflex 

Reveals a portal to the mystic stream 

"ÖÔ×ÖÚɀËɯwild hurricane or wish -wash cream, 

Upon the page thus for the soul ÛÖɯÚÌÌȱ 
There, my friends, before thee lies truth & truth only. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SUMMER VISTA 

  

Upon the steep slopes of Spott Dod 

I sat, observing as a god 

Surveys creation all below, 

3ÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÍÐÌÓËÚɯÙÌÍÓÌÊÛÐÕÎɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɀÚɯÎÓÖÞ 

The London train creeps past a car, 

The wavy mane beside Dunbar 

Grew angel blue, no northern sea 

In glassy, grey conformity,  

But more an Adriatic Bay  

Ecstatic with a cloudless day 

& I, above it, with the sheep 

Some rustic Croat half asleep 

Dreaming where men have rarely trod  

Upon the steep slopes of Spott Dod 

  

  

  

  

  

 

  

  

  



  

 SNOWY LOTHIAN 

  

Snowflakes a flurry  

-ÈÛÜÙÌɀÚɯÊÖÛÛÖÕɯÊÈÕËàɯÙÌÈÓÔ 

Bumbling tumbledown!  

  

A sea of white frost 

2ÊÈÛÛɀÙÐÕÎɯÐÊÌɯÊÙÖÚÚɯ/ÙÌÚÚÔÌÕÕÈÕ 

Elegant zing-sounds 

  

Colours neutralized  

Pockets of Norwegian pines 

Wild Antarctic winds  

  

Plunging thro deep fields  

& soon, from furrowing fields  

Toes all boiling cold  

  

Then comes the full flow thaw force  

           Roads & rivers rushing fierce 

  

  

  

  

  

  

    SCOTIA 

  

  Oer bonnie Fyvie broad & w ide 

& long Glen Lyon by Tay side,  

  Oer turret -tufted Dunedin  

& the old caves of Kilmartin,  

  Oer Oronsay & Colonsay 

& even wild, North Ronaldsay,  

  Oer narrow wynds of Aberdeen  

& Kirkudbright & Gretna Green,  

  Oer Ross, the Ptarmigans & Perth 

& auld Stonehaven's herring berth; 

  Oer Dunbeath, Mentreith & Fortrose  

& Duntreith & sandy Montrose,  

   Oor Saltire of Saint Andrew's cross 

        Sails nobly with begolden gloss! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

MODERN SCOTLAND 

  

Surrounded by her rugged strands  

& all her awesome hinterl ands, 

With England Scotland still allied,  

But independent in her pride,  

This is the fate of Scottis soul, 

The great part of a greater whole, 

That part in turn plays greatest part,  

In world affairs, frae Europe's heart,  

But past the beaurocratic mire, 

Beyond the notion of empire,  

The essence of a nation stores 

In all her enchorial laws,  

Her money, words & all who dwell  

Within the land, as bards do tell!  

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AVE ENGLAND! 

 

Have you ever seen Cumbria clad in snow  

.Ùɯ!ÙÐÎÏÛÖÕɀÚɯÉÌÈÊÏÌÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɅÚ easy glow  

& have you ever heard the Cambridge matin bells  

.ÙɯÍÌÓÛɯàÖÜÙɯÚÌÕÚÌÚɯÚÛÐÙÙɅËɯÞÏÌÕɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɀÚɯÈÕÛÏÌÔɯÚÞÌÓÓÚȳɯ 

 

Did you drink the ale brewed for the northern mills  

.ÙɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÚÌÈÍÈÙÌÙÚɯÚÈÐÓɯÍÙÖÔɯ6ÏÐÛÉàɀÚɯÚÈÓÛàɯÚÐÓÓÚɯ 

& did you ever feed your thirst  in Cornish Springs  

Or take the time to read through histories of kings?  

 

'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯ×ÈÚÚɀËɯÈÕɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÈÛɯ+ÖÙËÚ 

.ÙɯÞÈÛÊÏɀËɯÈɯÏÈ××àɯÊÈÚÛɯÈ-ÛÙÌÈËɯ ËÌÓ×ÏÐɀÚɯÉÖÈÙËÚ 

ȫɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯÊÏÌÌÙɀËɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÙÚÌÚɯÈÛɯ ÐÕÛÙÌÌ 

.ÙɯÈÚɯÈɯÉÈÙÎÌÔÈÕɯÚÛÌÌÙɀËɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÛÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌ Lea 

 

3ÖɯÈɯÛÙÖÜÉÈËÖÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÓÐÉÌÙÛàɯÊÖÔÌɯÙÈÕÎÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÈÉÓɀËɯÓÈÕË 

The English call their own, set sail for Portsmouth strand!  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 

                                  LAKELAND SUNSET 

 

                    Visions of heaven roll out to the west,  

                The orb of morning clutching to her chest  

              Our Starbird swoops thro burning copper sky  

                         Neath lilac bands behued as harvest rye, 

                     Lands perfectly, & with mystical craw  

                Perches her talons high upon Skiddaw , 

            Completing ephemeral embassy, 

    Nestling for the night, snuggl'd in airy     

Clouds of rosy dusk, moonbeam-dappled hulks,  

               Wearily drifting as the Dark Knight skulks    

  Round his coal-charred kingdom,  shapeless & starr'd,     

                Where each bright twinklet is a crystal shard               

    Studding evening's armour, which when worn brings  

                        The stunning universal thing -of-things. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                           

                                 HELVELELLYN 

 

       Up stony slopes I huff, puff & scramble,  

               All a fluster in the blustery gale,  

      Eyes blinded by thick sheets of sleet & hail, 

     Clothes torn by the claws of thorny bramble,  

             My spirit, ȿgainst which angry Zephyrus  

       Summons all his strength, calls upon the soul 

                 Of our being, for being conquers all. 

 

               As I reach the epic peak, glorious 

               Realm of diety, barren heap of ice, 

                  A blizzard -swept, Valhallan  paradise, 

                 I see, in the snows, a fresh silver rose 

         & wonder how such sweet tenderment grows,  

              Like the gorgeous gardens of Shangri-La,     

                   In this fr ozen wilderness, like a star. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 ME 

 

I love the smell of garlic on mi fingers  

& The Raven by Edgar Allen Poe 

Can't stand a night of karaoke singers 

Or the pain after stubbin' mi big toe  

 

I'm noble when defusing a punch -up 

Or savin' spiders from a wa ter-hole 

I get angry when chippies charge for ketchup 

Or Burnley losing to a stupid goal  

 

It's silly watching  synchronised swimmers 

& dafter when we  grow a milk moustache  

It's mellow trimming  lawns with new strimmers  

& buzzing when  pockets cough-up lost cash 

 

                  'Cos when i'm not writing  mi poetry  

             The little things in life are what make me!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THITHER THE ABOVE 

 

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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

MODERN LIFE 

  

At this stage of mankind's evolution,  

We live in an age of air pollution,  

Fat-cats & taxes, taxi fares, faxes,  

Serial killers, silky leg waxes, 

Condoms, modems, gimmicks, gadgets, gizmos  

Two rubber ducks & comic book heroes, 

Football, rock & roll, catwalk, movie stars,  

Recession, depression & wonder bras, 

Four packs & prozac, pylon countryside,  

Anarchist daughter, schoolboy suicide,  

Just-add-water, slaughter of Mother Earth  

Death of religion & occult rebirth,  

Not one inch left of this globe to explore,  

3ÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÐÛÊÏÐÕɀɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÛÏÐÙËɯÞÖÙÓËɯÞÈÙȭȭȭ 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                            BURNLEY 

 

You must know Burnley to see it's beauty, 

Twixt Hambledon & Pendle where she lies,  

Thou fertile region of the North contree,  

Of Bingo halls & market stalls & pies,  

Of cobblestones & Bovis Homes & lanes, 

Of w orking men & the working men's pride  

Of balmy days & snowy greys & rains  

& blatantly the world's best football side.  

 

You must know Burnley to see it's beauty, 

The arches & the chimneys & Turf Moor,  

The stately halls of Gawthorpe & Towneley,  

The station & the bus-stop & mi door -  

You can keep yer New Yorks, Delhis & Rome 

At the end of the day there's no place like home! 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 



 

 

THE ESOTERIC ART OF BASS GUITAR 

 

My essential thoughts on playin' the bass 

Are explore the depths of your greatest riffs,  

Learn moves, grooves, scales, styles, patterns, chords & 

grace, 

Tune up before you skin-up pure skunk spliffs,  

(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÕÖÛÌɯÊÖÜÕÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÜÕÛÚɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÈÊÌȮ 

Music must mean more than money & health,  

Root-notes-while -U-wait, Blues, Funk, Slap, Fretless, 

Find ÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯÉÈÕËɯȹËÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯËÜÚÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÌÓÍȺȮ 

Embrace the lifestyle of bass to excess, 

To influence be influenced yourself;  

 

Pepperland panache is the purest Paul, 

,àɯ&ÌÕÌÙÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯ$ÕÛÞÐÚÛÓÌɯÚÖÓÖȮ 

Jack Bruce on Berlin, MDM-amo, 

%ÓÌÈɀÚɯÓÐÎÏÛÕÐÕÎɯÎÙÖÖÝÌɯȫɯ,ÈÕÐɀÚɯÔÌÓÓÖÞɯÙÖÓÓȭ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

GANNOW TOP 

  

6ÌÓÓɯ(ɯÓÌÈÙÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÞÐÔɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÖ×ɯÖɀɯ1ÖÚÌÎÙÖÝÌ 

& got a ten metre badge on mi speedos,  

I was seven or so, & two years later 

6ÌÕÛɯÖÍÍɯÞÐɯÔÐɯÊÓÈÚÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÛÏÚȮɯÕɀɯÛÏÈÛ 

  

2ÖɯÈÚɯ(ÔɯÚÈÛɯËÖÞÕɯÞÐɀɯÔÐɯÔÈÛÌÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÚ 

A poo started moving, a real turtle -head 

& instead of rushing straight to the toilet  

(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÊÏÈÕÎÌËɯÍÐÙÚÛȮɯÕɀɯÛÏÈÛ 

  

Then, lo & behold! On mi cubicle floor  

That self-ÚÈÔÌɯ×ÖÖɯ×ÓÖ××ɀËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÓÓɯÎÖÖɯȫɯÚÛÐÕÒÐÕɀ 

So mi teacher made me clean the buggar up 

TÏÌÕɯÚÌÕÛɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÚÐÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÕËÚȮɯÕɀɯÛÏÈÛ 

  

Where I waited mi teasing classmates with dread 

         But never, to their credit, was one word said!  

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

DEERPLAY MOOR 

  

Foxglove & thistle empurpling the trail  

That modern man in motion wide discards  

It was time to return to Lancashire 

Across the heights that shadow Calderdale 

& I, their poetical passenger 

Orpheus pressing hard against my sail 

ȫɯàÌÚȵɯ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔɀËɯÏÐÚɯÚÖÕÎɯÏÈËɯÍÖÙÔɀËɯÈɯÎÈÓÌ 

Why else allude to mythic Thracian bards!  

  

Across the fields I find the Burnley way  

Lit by those little yellow birds & bees  

That lead me onto Thievely Pike, among 

Such scenes of rugged beauty greening grey 

For Pennines sweep the distance by degrees, 

ȫɯÍÈËÐÕÎɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯÉÈÙËɀÚɯÊÖÕÊÓÜËÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚÖÕÎȭ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PENDLE 

 

With the vigo urs that horde the squirrel stores 

Chill wynters morning drives us out of doors,  

Twixt scatter'd wracks of industry's decay  

Long the Leeds & Liverpool make fair way,  

To tread rough fields, forgotten roads behind,  

As to this heathen sentinel we wind...  

 

Shelt'ring from Northern winds I lounge supine  

On whale-back'd peak, thou solit'ry pennine,  

All in the misty vale an entity,  

Those auld terraced rows of Pendle City, 

A galaxy of lights shatters the gloam, 

One of whom shines the hearth star of my home... 

 

I soak the scene once more afore I go, 

Then turn my back & track to Clitheroe.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

GAWTHORPE HIGH 

 

-ÖÞɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÈÚÚɯÖÍɯȿƝƖ 

,ÖÙÌɯÛÐÔÌɯ×ÈÚÚɀËɯÉàɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯËÈà 

Than we ever spent together 

Now life is beginning to gather speed  

& I expect we have all changed, a little  

Different, yet essentially the same 

People, who sped home from school 

To watch Neighbours in its heyday , 

6ÖÕËÌÙÐÕÎɯÞÏÈÛɯÈɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯËÈàɯÌÕÛÈÐÓɀË 

& love & kids & all that mad adult stuff  

 

Now shine, sun, shine, ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÈÚÚɯÖÍɯȿƝƝ 

Riding ÉÈÙÌÉÈÊÒɯÜ×ÖÕɯÜÕÉÙÐËÓɀËɯàÖÜÛÏ 

Just seven years of schooling separates us - 

The strange gulf of nature that parts 

These faculties of the University of Life.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LEAGUE CHAMPIONS 1921 
 
After the treaty of Versaille back came the league list & cup-tie  

2Öɯ!ÜÙÕÓÌàɀÚɯÉÖÈÙËɯÖ×ÛÌËɯÛÖɯÉÜàɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÛÏÌàɯÒÕÌÞɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÊÖÙÌ 

2ÖÖÕɯ2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɀÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯ)ÖÌɯ ÕËÌÙÚÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÚÊÖÙÐÕÎɯÎÖÈÓÚɯÎÈÓÖÙÌ 

                                                       But the crowd still wanted more  

 

ȫɯÛÜÙÕɀËɯÖÜÛɯÚÛÖÙÔÉÓÈÚÛȮɯÍÖÎɯȫɯÙÈÐÕɯÈÚɯÛÏÐÙÛàɯÎÈmes their boys did reign  

4ÕÉÌÈÛÌÕɯÛÏÙÖɯÈɯÎÙÈÕËɯÊÈÔ×ÈÐÎÕȮɯÚ×ÜÙÙɀËɯÖÕɯÉàɯ!ÜÙÕÓÌàɀÚɯÙÖÈÙȮ 

When all who watched the team would claim them, since the days of yore,  

                                                         6ÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÌɀÌÙɯÚÈÞȵ 

 

A sweÌÛɯÚÏÖÛɯÍÙÖÔɯ)ÖÌɯ ÕËÌÙÚÖÕɯÊÓÐÕÊÏɀËɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÛÓÌɯÖÜÛɯÈÛɯ$ÝÌÙÛÖÕ 

Sent the silver trophy on her maiden sailing to Turf Moor  

Led by an army band with horns & drums & pipes galore  

                                                        & the club flag to the fore  

 

                                & its No Nay Never, No Nay Never No More  

                        Til we play ****** Rovers, No Nay Never No More  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

LEAGUE CHAMPIONS 1960 
 

Bob Lord, the Lowerhouse butcher, bought the club & brought together  

Robson, Adamson & Miller, formed a model football corps,  

Convinced Mcllroy & Pilkington, MacDonald & Blacklaw  

                                                               %ÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɀÚɯÚÖÜÓɯÓÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯ3ÜÙÍɯ,ÖÖÙ 

 

Then Barlick, Hapton, Accy Road descended on a packed Maine Road 

6ÏÌÙÌɯÖÕÌɯÞÐÕɯÞÖÜÓËɯËÜÓàɯÈÊÊÖÙËɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÈÔ×ÐÖÕÚÏÐ×ɀÚɯÈÞÌ 

Where City raised their game helped by the great Manchester roar, 

                                                          One-a-×ÐÌÊÌɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÞÌɀËɯËÙÈÞ 

 

Then cheering skies filled with  cloth cap, Meredith whacked a thunderclap  

& Burnley put back on the map as the ref blew final score 

& following the trophy to its new home at Turf Moor  

                                                               Was  

                                                                         No Nay Never No More  

 

                                & its No Nay Never, No Nay Never No More  

                        Til we play ****** Rovers, No Nay Never No More  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BINGO LINGO 
 

‚…Eyes down fer yer full house!‛  the camp caller croons, 

 

ɁKelly’s Eye, on its own, the number one, 

 & its thee & me, two & three, twenty three, 

 Heinz varieties, five & seven, fifty-seven...‛ 

 

 ,ÈÙàɯÎÓÈÕÊÌÚɯÕÌÙÝÖÜÚÓàɯÈÛɯ$ÐÓÌÌÕɯ/ÖÐÕÛÌÙɀÚɯÚÏÌÌÛ 

 

‚& its Sherwood Forest, all the threes, thirty three, 

 You’ve been & gone at eight & one, eighty one!‛ 

 

 Tension, frustration, tutting & twitching,  

 

‚A fumph & a duck, five & two, fifty two, 

& its those legs, eleven!‛  

                                        The room fills with wolf -whistles 

 

‚Now who didn’t flush the toilet, it’s a dirty loo, thirty two, 

Ooo! It’s the top of the shop, blind ninety…‛ 

 

‚EEE-YAAAAA!‛  screams Mary Pie, spilling her drink.  

 

               ɁBuggar,‛ ×ÜÍÍÚɯ$ÐÓÌÌÕȮɯɁI only needed seventeen.‛ 

 

 

 

 



 

AMSTERDAMINIT  
 

We trawl  the long-haul of the motorway  

& pick  up more pot -heads past Birmingham 

Jelly wobbles on the waves to Calais, 

,ÖÑÖɯ×ÜÒÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÞÓÈÕËÚɯÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯȿ#ÈÔȭ 

 

6ÌɯÙÜÚÏɀËɯÛÖɯÙÌÓÈßɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÔÖÒàɯÊÈÍÌÚȰ 

Tried Purple Haze & buy Sensemelia, 

Each coffee & space-cakÌɯ×ÜÍÍɀËɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯËÈáÌ 

Of a mushroom-gilded psychedelia.  

 

6ÌɯÛÙÈÔɀËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯȿ#ÈÔɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÌÌáàɯËÐÚÛÙÐÊÛȮ 

/ÓÜÊÒɀËɯÜ×ɯ#ÜÛÊÏɯÊÖÜÙÈÎÌɯÍÖÙɯȿ2ÜÊÒàɯÍÜÊÒàȮɀ 

"ÙÈÊÒɯÏÌÈËɯÞÏÖÙÌÚɯÉÌÎÎɀËɯÈÛɯËÖÖÙÚȮɯÞÐÕÒɀËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯËÐÊÒÌË- 

(ÛÚɯÈɯÚÏÈÔÌɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯ×ÈàɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÓÜÊÒàȱ 

 

Skunked-up, smashed to fuck, zombie bus, bongtubes, 

         &ÙÈÚÚɯÚÛÈÚÏÌËɯÜ×ɯ-ÐÊÒàɀÚɯÈÚÚȮɯ1ÐÊÏÐÌɀÚɯÐÛÊÏàɯ×ÜÉÌÚȭ 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CLUBBBINIT 
 

‚Reyt, where next ?‛ 

                                     ‚West Bams on at the Orbit…‛ 

   ‚…Nah man, too late…‛    

                                    ‚…The Hac’…‛                       

                                          ‚…Nah, the beers shit…‛ 

‚…Sankeys…‛‚…Nah man, it’s closed down…‛ 

                                                      ‚…Wigan Pier…‛                           

      …Nah, everyone in Wigan is a queer…‛ 

 

‚…Lets hit Blackpool, find a shit B & B, 

     & pick up fit chicks from some Hen Party…‛ 

 

‚…Nah, bin there, worn the crap hat, c’mon team, 

                   Let’s unleash these libidos down at Cream!‛    

 

RazzinɀɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÌÌÞÈàȮɯÉÈÉÉÓÐÕ ȿÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ#ÈÔȮ 

 With Techno Bangin <Bam-Bam-Bam-Bam-Blam> 

 

"Mint mix, Funkster,‛ "Yeah, Angels ninety-six!‛  

‛…Ee-yar Damo‛  "…Ta Mojo, Oos next"…Nicks!"                                                              

     

We park at the Arndale,  

                                          ‚Owdo lasses!‛ 

Floozies ooze by, 

                               ‘Hey cuties, nice asses!’ 

 



YORKSHIRE 
 

.ÞÌÙɯÛɀÐÓÓÚɯÜ×ɯ-ÖÙÛÏÞÈàÚɯÚÛÖÙÔÊÓÖÜËÚɯÛÏÜÔ×ɯÖÕɯËÙÈÐÕɯ 

I trundle  thro Todmorden & all her narrow villa ges 

3ÖÛÛÈɀÚɯÈÕÊÐÌÕÛɯÉÖÜÕËÈÙàɯÉÌÛÞÐßÛɯÙÌËɯÙÖÚÌɯȫɯÞÏÐÛÌ 

Into the hippy haven midst  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  

 

+ÌÈÝÌÚɯÈÙÌɯÚÊÈÛÛÌÙɀËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÈËɯÈÛɯ.ËÚÈÓɯ3Ö×ɯÈÚɯÉàɯÔÌ 

BradfordɀÚɯÞÐËÌɯÉÖÞÓɯ×ÈÚÚÌÚɯȫ 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 

"ÖÕÍÓÐÊÛÐÕÎɯÙÌÔÐÕÐÚÊÌÕÊÌÚɯÖÍɯËÈàÚɯÚØÜÈÕËÌÙɀËɯÐÕɯ+ÌÌËÚ 

                                                             

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IN THE ZONE 

 

6ÏÌÕɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯáÖÕÌɯ 

Every second turns to poesy 

Those tramps sat in the park 

Were they discussing Plato? 

 

What is it about life? 

 She seems to twist & turn 

 Through shadow & sun 

 Without a pause, relentless... 

 

There are those who live & those who just exist 

                    When realizing our natures  

It is the lone individual  which moves the age 

                   Within  the solitude of his  page  

 

       As stones hoÓËɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÕɀÚɯÏÌÈÛɯÓÖÕÎɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÐÛ is gone     

                        My poesis here forever shall remain 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

PSCYCHE 

 

There are as many fates as living beings  

Kinetic watchwardens of the human soul  

Karmic particles on on atomic plain  

But sometimes flux is ruptured  

Have you ever witnessed destinies colliding  

Or better still been privy to the deed  

Although we all must one day learn our fate  

Very few have secret destinies 

& when, by accident or conincidence, 

They meet head on in a transient place 

It seems as if a Pathe News reporter 

Would film the moment onto grainy cinereel  

& the rest of us sit rooted to our seats 

Pondering on the news & its inevitable effects 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE LAST OF THE GREAT WHITE PEGASI 

 

"Sylvermane, O Sylvermane, fly, fly, fly!" 

There is a sadness mellowing thine eye 

Looking upon the lands thy fathers knew,  

Where once the Gryphons & the Dragons flew. 

 

But now there is a change upon the breeze, 

The heap'd white ice slow-melting into seas, 

Our time on Earth is slipping with the snow  

Upon the slopes of Kilimanjaro!  

 

Her wings are caught upon a sudden gust 

The oil refineries are wrackd with rust  

Man's greed for gold, the brotherhood of trade,  

The need for luxury fore'er displayed,  

 

Bind them together & their driving force  

     Has set our planet on a lethal course! 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

THE FADER CODE 

 

1 Remain alert 

2 Always keep your cool  

3 Trust your instincts  

4 Never show your money  

5 Know your stations  

6 Another five minutes won't hurt in the loo  

7 Know your enemy  

8 Know your postcodes 

9 The train's going there anyway 

10 When in doubt, clout  

11 The train always comes when you're skinnin' up  

ƕƖɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯÌÝÌÙàɯ%ÈËÌÙɀÚɯËÜÛàɯÛÖɯÉÈÍÍÓÌɯȫɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÌ 

13 Always remember your  free cup of tea 

ƕƘɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÙÜÚÏɯ- ÜÕÓÌÚÚɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÊÏÈÚÌË 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AMABANDON 
 

My love,  as with the sea & the waves & all the oceans 

Once more the tides of time have brought you to my side  

From where I now drift  sadly 

Floating upon the endless waters of stretching time, 

Pausing to reflect on the light of your face,  

Half -a-light now, then b righter than the evening star.  

 

So let us set adrif t for islands of soft exstasi, 

Two fine liners fluttering the ocean blue,  

Until  the occasion we next dock in the same port, 

Some shanty of Mauritius or the h arbors of New York,  

Bobbing together in unison, a special shared tranquility,  

& our essences commingling on many a fine night upstanding!  

 

2ÖȮɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÛÐÔÌɯȫɯÓÐÍÌɀÚɯ×ÈÛÏÞÈàÚɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÎÌɯÜÚɯÖÕÊÌ again 

Remember kindly always... you are forever in my heart!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                           EPIPHANIES 

                     

Old Town Barnsley, nineteen-ninety six  

Pushing back the bound'ries of the corners of my mind  

Cultivating the way of the artistic essences 

Even kinda dabbled in a little wyrd occult  

Read the esoteric life of Aleister Crowley -  

Smack-ÈËËÓɀËɯÔàÚÛÐÊɯÖÍɯ2ÜÔÌÙÐÈÕɯÓÖÙÌɯ- 

& beginning to write - all the energy within me  

%ÖÊÜÚÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÎÌȱɯÊÙÌÈÛÐÖÕȱɯÓÐÛÌÙÈÛÜÙÌ 

& my breath, O frail spark, was changed forever 

An intellectual girlfriend at the time saw my glow  

Gave me her edition of the complete WB Yeats 

Starry acolyte of the order of the Golden Dawn, 

& as eagles rose from my fermenting imagination  

            Led by the light of a true Gaelic bardsman 

                                     I found I was a poet after all  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RIKKI DEE’S TABLE 
 

Dick  needs a table  

Derbyshire & Dronfield  

By Bowshaw & her car boot sale; 

 

      Prams * baby clothes * jigsaws * suitcases * mothball suits 

Settees * lawnmÖÞÌÙÚɯɖɯÊÙÈ×ɯÊÖÈÛÚɯɖɯÊÖÔÐÊÚɯɖɯ"#ÚɯȫɯÍÐÚÏɯȿÕɀɯÊÏÐ×Ú 

                             & finally a three pound table  

           

  On a wood to coinage ratio the real deal 

  Made in Czechoslovakia  stamped underneath 

                                 Looks a bit li ke a bench  

                                              

We set off home, the smash & grab complete  

Low Edge, Meadowhead, down into Woodseats  

%ÙÌØÜÌÕÛÓàɯÊÏÐÓÓÐÕɀɯÖÜÛȮɯ×ÌÙÊÏÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÖÜÙɯȿÉÌÕÊÏɀ 

 

‚What’s wrong with you people, have you never seen a table before!‛                                     

  

                                                         & finally home to a perfect fit!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



200 MILES 

 
Beyond the crooked spire of Chesterfield  

A monotone midlands mumbles by  

 

We reach the Nam* - high ri se after high rise 

100 miles to go to the next big smoke 

 

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 & Wat ford Junction  

 

We enter some terrifying & yet terrific vastness  

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

 

Wembley, Queens Park, Paddington, Oxford Circus 

2ÜÊÒɀËɯËÌÌ×ɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÈ×ÐÛÈÓɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯÌÓÌÊÛÙÐÊɯÙÖÈÙ 

 

* Birming -nam 

 

 

 

 

 

NOW THAT I AM TWENTY FIVE 
 

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 Lancas hire, 

(ɯÏÈÝÌɯËÖÕÌɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÌÊÌÚÚary even when I could not pay , 

Trudged thro ugh muddy Glastonbury off my nut to see Brown play,  

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

(Except for one ȿboitelle du vin ɀ they reported in the Times),* 

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

#ÖËÎɀËɯÞÖÙÒ×ÓÈÊÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕɯÔÐÚÌÙàȮɯÕÐÎÏɯÈɯËÌÊÈËÌ free from stress, 

I have writ a wicked a lbum, formed a company of k ings, 

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

For I'm f lush with  understanding what it means to be alive , 

With a spirit so dem anding now that I am Twenty Five . 

 

* September 15th 2000 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ROMANTIC LIASONS 

 

Twas a quintessential English evening 

All about town & the capital's core,  

On my arm a wonderful flutterling  

A perfect way to start a foreign  tour.  

 

I met Fern 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, through  my favourite bars... 

 

Til at  ÛÏÌɯÚÖÜÕËɯÖÍɯ!ÐÎɯ!ÌÕɀÚɯÔÐËÕÐÎÏÛɯÉÌÓÓÚ 

We caught the last train back to Tunbridge Wells 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

GERMANY 2 WEST HAM 4 
 
Have you ever been down Green Street on a match-day afternoon 

When the queues for jellied eels are spilling out onto the pavement 

ȫɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÈÝàɀÚɯÎÙÌÌÕɯȫɯÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàɀÚɯÉÓÌÌËÐÕÎɯÊÓÈÙÌÛɯȫɯÉÓÜÌ 

& young lads buzz by with proud dads sportin number 6 upon their backs 

ȫɯÈÉÖÝÌɯÛÏÈÛȱɯ!ÖÉÉàɯMoore, laird of the Iron Trinity  

 

His best brothers Martin Peters & the sublime Sir Geoff Hurst  

6ÏÖɀËɯÚÊÖÙɀËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ"Ü×ɯ%ÐÕÈÓɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯ/ÙÌÚÛÖÕȮɯÕÐÕÌÛÌÌÕɯÚÐßÛà-four  

That won the cup for West Ham, & back at Wembley the next year 

They won the fifth cup -winners  cup against a team from Munich  

                      A mythical pre -echo of a far greater game to come 

 

For soon, back on the national turf, nine hundred years since Hastings 

3ÏÌɯ'ÈÔÔÌÙÚɯÍÖÙÔɀËɯÛÏÙÌÌɯØÜÈÙÛÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÐÕÕÈÊÓÌɯÖÍɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏÕÌÚÚ 

& all four goaÓÚɯÚÌÌÔɀËɯ×ÙÈÊÛÐÊÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÛÊÏÌÚɯÖÍɯ"ÏÈ×ÌÓɯ'ÌÈÛÏ 

Whose own Bobby Moore, as captain, first Saxon king to kiss the cup 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

BARKING ROAD 
 

Down rough & ready East -end streets foreign tourists seldom venture 

But these streets the very thoroughfares +ÖÕËÖÕɀÚɯÜÙÉÈÕÐÛÌɯËÌÍÐÕÌÚ 

Mustering its finite pieces like a Scotland Yard identikit  

Yet each one vaguely different; so, on waking, a sonambulent 

Should shudder upon surmising they were in fact a haystack needle 

*ÕÖÞÐÕÎȮɯȿYes, this seems like London, but I could be anywhere?’ 

 

%ÖÙɯÔÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÚÜÊÏɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯÈÚɯÈÏÌÈËɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖËÚɯÖÍɯ#ÖÊÒÓÈÕËÚ 

Stand peeping between the road-swings as I pass on by New Barn Street 

Spurning rose-bush buses, per se, for the poet needs to process 

.ÜÙɯ×ÈÛÏɀÚɯ×ÖÌÚÐÚɯ- for even in a lazy, greasy kebab shop 

One can taste the spice of distant climes over half a world away 

& chat with world war veterans about the day the bombers came  

 

Cars cantering by the Bow Creek sludge beside the skips & scrapyards 

             ,àɯÙÖÝÐÕÎɯ×ÈÜÚɀËȮɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÐs flyover a war - torn La Haye Saint 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XMAS 2004 

 

'ÌɀËɯÓÖÚÛɯÏÐÚɯÑÖÉȮɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÍÌȮɯÏÐÚɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕȮɯÏÐÚɯÏÖÔÌ 

Became a mumbling mendicant, street-on-street 

Shuffling to the snow -ÚÛÖÙÔɀËɯ,ÐÓÓÌÕÐÜÔɯ#ÖÔÌ 

For Christmas & a chance of hot, clean meat 

With CRISIS, citizens altruistic, sweet 

6ÏÖɯÚÌÕÚÌɯÚÓÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÙÖÜÎÏɯÖÕɯÈɯÔÐËÞÐÕÛÌÙɀÚɯÔÖÙÕ 

                So tragic this close to a Christian throne 

 

His festive family, tho temporary  

Share TV - ÈɯÓÈÚÚɯÓÈÜÎÏɀËɯÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÊÙÈÊÒÌÙɯÎÈÎÚɯ-  

3ÏÙÌÌɯÞÈÙÔȮɯÞÐÕËÓÌÚÚɯÕÐÎÏÛÚɯÞÙÈ××ɀË under canopy, 

Packs filling with lighter, brighter sleeping bags  

         Swapping Oxfam rejects for rat-ÚÛÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÙÈÎÚȱ 

               Alone again! Kipping on the Isle of Dogs  

    /ÖÊÒÌÛÚɯÚÛÜÍÍɀËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÈÕÎÌÙÐÕÌÚɯȫɯÊÏÖÊÖÓÈÛÌɯÓÖÎÚ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

                                    GREENWICH 

 
Twyx wooded wings spring vistas fine - Sublime 

                 .Õɯ3ÐÔÌɀÚɯÝÈÚÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÓÐÕÌ 

                    On this hill slope I recline  

      Where Royal College, stands apart - Full grand 

            Some well-×ÓÈÕÕɀËɯÕaval chart  

          ȿ-ÌÈÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËɀÚɯÍÐÕÈÕÊÐÈÓɯÏÌÈÙÛ 

                    $ÕÎÓÈÕËɀÚɯÖÞÕɯ,ÈÕÏÈÛÛÈÕɯ- Come sweep your view 

                               

                                From the O2 Saturn 

                To the Gherkin stitch-pattern  

                 Uppermost a small hill calls - Hampstead Heath 

          /ÌÙÊÏɀËɯÉÌÕÌÈÛÏɯÞÌÌɯ2ÈÐÕÛɯ/ÈÜÓÚ 

             Ocean-ÎÈÛÌɯÖÍɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɀÚɯÞÈÓÓÚȮ 

                  Tower Bridge, rises & falls - Crown-to-Crown 

                    As downhill the poet rolls  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                             WHITECHAPEL  

 

Who was that man? Who was that crazed killer  

      6ÏÖɀËɯÊÜÛɯÈɯÞÖÔÈÕɀÚɯÎÜÛÚɯÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÒÕÐÍÌ 

               & juggle warm intestines in his hands  

 

                          Fourpence shy of her scurvy bed 

 Mary Ann went on the hunt  

For some Bloke to buy her cunt 

‚This new bonnet on mi’ head 

Guaranteed a crown,‛ she said. 

 

                          ɁSomething’s quite sinister in his eyes!‛ 

   2ÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÙÕɀËɯÍÐÕÎÌÙÚɯÛÖÜÊÏɀËɯÛÙÌÔÉÓing thighs  

 

We found her body on Bucks Row 

  ÓÓɯÎÜÛÛÌËɯȫɯÎÖÙàɯȫɯȱɯɁ.ɯ,8ɯ&.#ȵɂ 

Another four whores would die this way  

                          In an infamy for infinity  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

RAILTON ROAD 
 

(ÛɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÐÙÛàɯàÌÈÙÚɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ!ÙÐßÛÖÕȮɯ3ÏÈÛÊÏÌÙɯÎÖÕÌȮɯ-ÌÞɯ+ÈÉÖÜÙɀÚɯfailure  

But still the old social problems of dole queues & crime persist  

That existed when this road blew up into a racial flashpoint  

Spreading to Moss Side & Birmingham, in deference to this catalyst 

When the slave-ÚÖÕÚɯÖÍɯ6ÌÚÛɯ ÍÙÐÊÈɯÔÈËÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÐÍÌɀÚɯÈÝersions known 

It started when a bright black kid got a stabbing in the back  

& the police snail-slow to help him left the lad dying in the streets  

So braying packs of angry youth, both black & white, disgusted  

At the oppressive Sus Law, choking upon simmeri ng resentment 

Exploded into violence, shops were looted, broken bottles flew  

6ÖÜÕËÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌÔÌÕȮɯÉàɯÕÖÙÔÈÓɯÛÙÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÜÕ×ÙÌ×ÈÙɀË 

Who fought their burning corners like the Spartans of Thermopalye  

ȫɯÊÓÈÔ×ɀËɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛÚɯÛÖɯÌÌÙÐÌɯÊÈÓÔÕÌÚÚȮɯÐÛÚɯÙÐÖÛers all routed 

6ÏÐÓÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÓÓÚɯÖÍɯ×ÖÞÌÙɯ3ÏÈÛÊÏÌÙɯÞÐ×ÌËɯÏÌÙɯÉÓÖÖËàȮɯÈËÔÖÕÐÚÏɀËɯÕÖÚÌ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

BATTERY STUDIOS 

  

This quiet corner of Lundunaborg  

Saw the first coming of the Stone Roses 

When a raving nation won back its groove  

As confidence & sky-high song-writing  

Blended with the best of musicianship  

Giving five years of ideas a voice  

 3ÖɯÙÐÝÈÓɯ/Ì××ÌÙɀÚɯÈÚɯÖÜÙɯÎÙÌÈÛÌÚÛɯËÐÚÊ 

John Leckie set about this priceless task 

To capture such a swagger for all time 

With John Squires plucking voodoo from the air  

 Úɯ,ÈÕÐɯÙÖÓÓɀËɯȫɯ1ÌÕÐɯ×ÐÕÕÈÊÓɀË 

& even Ian Brown, then, sang in tune  

Who hung out, just a month a two ago,  

To work on his new album midst the ghosts!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

  

HAMPSTEAD HEATH 

  

Betwyx the gypsy tribe that squats the Vale of Health  

ȫɯ'ÐÎÏÎÈÛÌɀÚɯÓÖÙËÓàɯÝibe of wisdom, wit & wealth  

I traffic leave behind, find freedom from the streets  

& easy in my mind see Coleridge meet Keats 

& now my bindi paints Paeleolithic man  

Praying to pagan saints, some ancient painted clan 

Loving this river vale, queen of a fruitf ul isle 

Whose basin did prevail, for she the most fertile  

Now see Mammothry graze beside Rhinocerous 

& snorting fountains raise from Hippotamous  

Now thro the gamey woods work women in their pelts  

Foraging thro the floods as shrinking ice floe melts  

Now thr o the dripping trees wide sprints the wolfen pack  

As with a pollen sneeze mine own age bids me back! 

  

  

  

  

  
 

 

POETICUS 

 

Mine art asleep, yet she dreams in beauty, 

Paints tangible scenes to adorn the page, 

Aluminous thoughts to milk a mild age  

Of mellowi ng souls, sing a song freely, 

Triu mphant songs draped in resplendency, 

Stars shoot lucid cross an opaque stage, 

Rare spirit released from a mortal cage, 

I have a new song for thee, poetry! 

 

In raptures receiving the sacred states 

.ÍɯÈÕɯÌÕÓÐÎÏÛÌÕɀËɯÔÐÕËȮɯÝÐrtuous heart 

& resurgent soul , we follow the fates, 

& tis a fine thing to play at an art,  

To champion renaissance, join the brave 

Who sought the greatest glory of the grave. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



COMMUTER LOVE 

 

She shivers in vain under the old clock tower  

Drizzle spate, lover late, fizzling date  

 

"The 17.17 from Dover Priory 

Has been diverted via Bat & Ball..." 

 

She walks morbidly into Unwins  

Buys a bottle of cheap red Chianti 

To take home to its depressing glass 

 

Tonight sheɀÓÓɯÙÖÔÈÕÊÌ Albert Square 

& a fisherman's pie from Tescoes 

Laced with white -hot jallapeno... 

 

Then, the EUREKA knock at the door 

& Terrence will stand  there, slick-soaked hair 

& say,"Sorry, Daphne, I've had a total nightmare!" 

 

"Drive next time!" ÚÏÌɀÓÓɯÞÏÐÚ×ÌÙ, kissing him prodigiously  

 

 

 

 

 

 

ARTISTRY OF LUST 

 

A girl I gave a line to caught me up  

%ÈÕÊàɯÈɯÚÔÖÒÌȱɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÊÈÓÓɯÒÈÙÔÈ 

2ÏÌɀÚɯÈÕɯÈÙÛÐÚÛȱɯ/ÖÌÛÚɯȫɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌÙÚ 

ȿ!ÖÌÛÚɯȫɯ!aintersȵɂ said King George the First 

We catch taxis to Clapham, she cooks up chi 

Post-gig glow, smoking skunk in my kitch en 

2ÏÌɀÚɯfit as fuck in an unkempt kinda way  

We chat about life & poetry & music  

Then she sasks me did I wanna do some art 

& strips naked, I guess she meant life drawing 

Elegant & energetic she was my kinda lady 

I ÚÛÈÙÛɯÛÖɯÚÒÌÛÊÏɯÏÌÙɯÛÐÛÚȱɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌ hell  

Am I drawin ɀɯÌÔɯÍÖÙɯȫɯ×ÓÌÈÚÈÕtly suggested 

A congress of the Tiger, the Cat or the DÌÌÙȱ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

DOROTHY ROAD 

 
3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÎÈÚȮɯÌÓÌÊÛÙÐÊÐÛàɯÖÙɯÞÈÛÌÙɯÐÕɯÔàɯÉÖÏÌÔÐÈÕɯ×ÈÙÈËÐÚÌ 

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 ɀ 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 

SÕÈ×ɯȫɯÊÙÈÊÒÓÌɯÖÍɯÈÕɯÖ×ÌÕɯÍÐÙÌɯÍÜÌÓÓɀËɯÉàɯÞÖÖËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÒÐ×Ú 

Exercise a home-made hockey pitch in a room downstairs  

TescoɀÚɯÛÖÐÓÌÛÚȮɯÑÖÉɯÊÌÕÛÙÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌÚȮɯ!ÈÛÛÌÙÚÌÈɯÓÐÉÙÈÙàɀs internet 

!ÙÐÛÈÐÕɀÚɯÓÈÙÎÌÚÛɯÚ×ÖÙÛÚɯÚÊÙÌÌÕɯÈÛɯ"ÓÈ×ÏÈÔɀÚɯÖÓËɯ&ÙÈÕËɯ"ÐÕÌÔÈ 

3ÜÌÚËÈàɀÚɯ×ay-what -you-like theatre at the Latchmere & BAC 

& for washing  a wicked swimming pool with a slack front desk . 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

POCKETS OF NATURE 
 

Gefrye Herb Garden 

Medicinal myriads  

Summer-scented square 

Culinary cloves  

 

Soutwarke Cathedral 

Luncheon by the Thames 

Scrawny pigeon pecks my crab 

Beggar blags my bread 

 

Hyde Park 

Eerie noisless trees 

Do cities drown out birdsong  

Do birds dwell elsewhere? 

 

Wormwood scrubs 

Fresh lungs of London  

Pigeons  perched on crossbar frame 

Leaping labradours  

 

North Acton 

Rush-hour souls splash home through rain  

These ten-mile limbs refreshing  

 

 

 

 



 

On Being Turn’d Down For a Date By An Ex-Girlfriend 

Who Preferr’d To Spend The Evening Training For The 

Forthcoming London Marathon 

 

Since Xerxes time, whence from the Attic shore 

Fair Hermes & forced marches made their way 

Phidippedes, before the throne of war 

Fields Marathon, forever, & its bay.  

 

There is a race, a race so nobly run 

By those daring to fly upon the wing  

Whence from the music of the starters gun 

Pain overwhelms, first dull, then searing sting.  

 

These aching roads I share with thee my sweet 

Toiling today as with  the dashing mass 

For thrifty time I deem'd my life complete  

 

But now it seems commingling lives must pass  

Being two runners of diffe rent pace 

Should I, perhaps, have settled at thy grace. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

                     A SURE THING 
 

Gravel crunches up the hotel driveway,  

 Dark shaded chauffeur parks the limosine.  

  

            ‚What ya doing in London by the way?‛ 

 

     ‚Why, bebby darleeng, I’m now a Porn Queen!‛ 

 

 Night Porter winks as he hands me the key 

  

 ‚Enjoy your stay, sir!‛ 

                                     Of beer his breath stinks.                

       

 We enter the suite, she flicks on Verdi, 

 Lights incense sticks, candles, mixes the drinks, 

    Straightens cushions upon a king -sized bed. 

    

           ‚Ey get a leettle charlie, y’wan some?‛  

   

              ‚Too reyt!‛ 

                               She flings me a baÎɯÖɀɯ!ÙÖÕÚÖÕȮ 

                             A gold card & fifty - I snort a line.  

 

           ‚I must change deese clows,‛  

                                                        She sultrily said 

            As the coke kicked in, this 4ÕÐÝÌÙÚÌɯÔÐÕÌȱ 

 

 

 

 

 



 

GATWICK EXPRESS 

 

I hop on a train  

little fuss  

few passengers  

watch me sit 

a black woman 

a young punk  

old man twiddles his tash  

& in a flash 

the train sets off 

planes wing over Croydon   

& as we reach Gatwick  

my brain  

pretends to be elsewhere 

dreaming of  mysterious fancies 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

IN AEREO 

 

Tis a fabulous day to be flying  

Over England & her summer -broÕáɀd fields  

Her towns & cities shaped like knitted shields  

& Thames - lucid blue reapplying  

 

Now Antwerp passes ȿneath us in a ring 

& Amsterdam a pleasure to behold 

Now banks of cloud glide under glinting gold  

As oer EÜÙÖ×ÈɀÚɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯÜÕÚÌÌÕɯÞÌɯÞÐÕÎ 

 

Now from the mass the rank  & fi le emerge 

In polka dot procession to the Alp s 

That tumble upwards & their snowy scalp s 

Upstrain to touch us, behemothic surge 

 

Forming the one land wall of Italy  

Where souls of lofty softness oft set free! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PARADISE OF EXILES 

 

#ÐËɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÈÓÓÌÛɯÛÈÚÛÌɯÚÌ×ÐÈɀÚɯÚÈÉÓÌɯÚÏÌÌÕ 

Or spread green pesto paste on bread like margerine 

& steep Collodi climb to read Pinnochio  

Or see day set sublime oer Pontevecchio 

 

Have àÖÜɯ+ÖÙËɯ!àÙÖÕɯÙÈÐÚɀËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÖÓËɯ5ÌÕÌÛÐÈÕɯÓÈÕÌÚ 

Or fouÕËɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍɯÈÔÈáÌËɯÉàɯ/ÖÔ×ÌÐÐɀÚɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÚ 

& did you ever take the waters of Trieste 

.ÙɯÚÞÐÔɯ ÝÌÙÕÖɀÚɯÓÈÒÌɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛÚɯÙÌÚÛ 

 

Did you cheer the riffs as Ligabue rocks 

Walk Cinque Terran cliffs, or bought Le Scale box 

ȫɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯËÌÊÒɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÐÓÚɯÙÖÜÕËɯ/ÖÕáÈɀÚɯ×ÐÙÈÛÌɯÐÚÓÌ 

.ÙɯÚÛÜËàɯ3ÜÚÊÈÕɯÛÈàÓÌÚɯÐÕɯ#ÈÕÛÌɀÚɯÚÞÌÌÛɯÕÌÞɯÚÛàÓÌ 

 

To a sonneteer with liberty Italy has it all,  

-ÖɯÍÐÕÌÙɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÖÕɯÌÈÙÛÏɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÛÖɯÍÖÙÎÌɯÈɯ×ÖÌÛɀÚɯÚÖÜÓȵ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE LOST POEM 

 
I found an ÜÕÍÐÕÚÏɀË ×ÖÌÔɯ(ɀËɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯ 

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

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

Where trawling abo ut the soft streets of Venice 

$ÝÌÙàɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɯÛÖÜÊÏɀËɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÖÒɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÌÌÛɯÍÌÓÓɯÖÜt 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 the hotel boat  

ȫɯÈÚɯ(ɯÛÜÙÕɀËɯÈɯ×ÈÎÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÈÉÙÌÌáÌɯÉÓÌÞɯÖÜÛɯÔàɯ×ÖÌÔ 

Time was standing still b ut 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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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 po etry. 

 

* set: 229 fila: 4 posto: 73 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

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 Apennin es  

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

6ÏÌÙÌɯÖÝÌÙɯ5ÌÙÕÈɯ%ÙÈÕÊÐÚɯÖÍɯ ÚÚÐÚÐɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚɯËÐËɯ×ÙÈàȮɯ 

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 protected by Apollo 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!" 

 

 
  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

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 pictur es draw, 

That blazing heart, thine art set to install,  

3ÏÈÛɯÞÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÔÈÕȮɯÌÔÖÛÐÖÕɀÚɯ×ÌÕÚÐÝÌɯÚØÜÈÓÓɯ- 

Then rave about these as is natural law. 

 

!ÈÊÒɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÈÚÒɀËɯÜÚɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÉÖà 

Basking in your quattordici versi,  

$ßÐÛÌËÓàɯ×ÙÖÉÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÓÐÍÌɀÚɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÚȭ 

 

In such love unrequited you found joy  

Indulging in a world of phantasy  

Not sweet reality 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.   

 

 

 

 

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,  

%ÓÖÞÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÌÝɀÙàɯ(ÛÈÓÐÈÕɯÚÏÖÙÌɯ-  

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. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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 chie f 

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  

3ÏÌɯÙÖÔÈÕɯÎÌÕɀÙÈÓɯÊÜÛÚɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÙÖÈÛɯ& gurgles on the blood  

Some men cast off their armour & await the lethal blow  

.ÕÓàɯÈɯÓÜÊÒàɯÍÌÞɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÈÍÌÓàɯÙÌÈÊÏɯÛÏÌɯ1ÏÐÕÌɀÚɯÞÐËÌɯÍÓÖÞ 

         The news reaches Augustus, flying thro grieving regions;  

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

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

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! 

 

 

 

 

 

AVERNO 
 

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 st arless gloom,   

  Sounds like eddying sand swirlwind round  my head, 

 

Clapping hands *  Screams of anguish  

   Haunted sighs  *   Lamentations    

         Loud Wailings  *   Strange Tongues 

 Horrible Lingua  *  Words of Pain   

   

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

  

"Welcome to Inferno!" 

 

So breathing deeply & holding my breath  

I stepp'd into the land men call Limbo  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



BELOW SCOPELLO 

 

To become, to belong, bohemian, 

So many miles my smitten songsmith sent, 

Striving for prospect s 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  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 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 l ightning & phosperant rain  

 

Here, mankind, truly finds tranquility  

On a sea heaving to infinity.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                       FARFALLA 
 

                                                                        *                          * 

                                                                           *                    *     

                                                                              *               *  

                                         skoenlapper                    *       *                   nipwisipwis  

                                    liblikas             farasha            titli           mariposa         dimago         

                               burabiro             sommerflue      mot'l       petalou'da           paruparo       

                              pi sugnya   butterfly   uvevane   kupu    lupelupe    vlinder  pulelehu a   

                              papillon                 lilldeh             popti            peplim             papalotl     

                                    txipilota          choochoo         lepke         perhonen       luvivan e  

                                  prajapathi               papilio        flutur        bimbilo          kupukup u  

                          peperuda                huitzil               fuf lao             bembe              gorgoleta  

                      borboleta           kakupo                       tauriuö                 kelebek            babochka  

                  woo deep       zanimo     fithrildi             parpar           fluturi     kipepeo       bayboum  

                 serurubele              bulubulu                     metulj                ramarama                mpornbol i 

                     hevavahkema                     fefe-fefe      pepeo     pili -pala                     schmetterling   

                             pillango       marlimarlirn i            oguyo             shavishavi        parvaneh  

                                     sommerfugl                            fjril                              samanalaya     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



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," 

Yet 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, 

& if  you feel frustrated in a very vocal war 

Letting your lady win will just infuriate her more  

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

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

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 conjoin ɀd by nature's hand, 

     One omnipresent, one a grain of sand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

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!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



THE MALTESE TONGUE 

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

3ÏÌàɀÝÌɯÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÞÐÕÎÚȮɯ×ÈÚÚɯÍÓÜÛÛÌÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÖɯÏÐÚɯ×ÖÌÛÙàɯȫɯÚÖÕÎ 

 

Semetic wings first found Malta three thousand years ago 

ȫɯÎÈÛÏÌÙɀËɯÕÈÛÐÝÌɯÕÌÊÛÈÙɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÙÌÝÌÙɯÍÓÖwers 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  

ȫɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚɀËɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÈÓɯÍÈÜÕÈɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÊÖÓÖÙÚɯȫɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚÐáÌ 

 

From catterpillar, chrysalis, from chrysalis, imago,  

Then hatch'd the furry butterfly, dialectic Arabo!  

 

This is the firm foundation stone Modern Maltese founded o n 

               Stewing like a rabbit casserole in a cauldron lexicon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

37,000 ft 

 

2ÖɯÕÖÞɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯ×ÙÖÎÙÌÚÚɀËɯàÖÕɯ!ÜÊÏÈÙÌÚÛ, 

Where Italy & all its wonders wane , 

But this hour, from a cool & pleasant plane, 

Sees me sailing air on a grander quest, 

The scenes by cyan skies & soft cloud blest, 

How seldom seen & varied the terrain  

Of ashen peak, urban sprawl, verdant plain,  

Gleaming sea, wastes of sand & wylde forest. 

 

So now we have abandon'd Europa, 

Already I can taste the eastern scent, 

The sun is setting west of Syria, 

The starry heavens singing its lament, 

As somewhere yon the grey Arabia 

My pilot is beginning his descent.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



MUMBAI 

 

Our plane approaches as the ghostly wraith 

Through nights black regions steadily she falls 

Unto a lab'rynthe of a  billion souls,  

Crude myriad of language, race & faith.  

 

So I am come, come to this sultry shore, 

Bright jewel of the crown Victorian  

To sup from cups brimming  empyrean 

& all her diverse cultures fear namore. 

 

By Eastern flair is Western thought inspired  

I was recently led to understand, 

With me I have fetched a man of England 

& all the memory his mind acquired.  

 

Should I deny this infant urchins, "Please!" 

How many times would I see sights like these? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE EAR CLEANER 

 

 Stepping out one golden Goan morning,  

 #ÙÖÞÚàɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÕÒÌÕɯÚÜÕɀÚɯÈËÖÙÕÐÕÎȮ 

 "ÖÕÛÌÕÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÕÈÛÜÙÌɀÚɯÏÈÕËȮ 

 Soul-ÍÙÌÚÏÌÕɀËɯÈÚɯÉÈÙÌɯÍÌÌÛɯÚÜÕÒɯÐÕÛÖɯÚÈÕËȮ 

 %ÙÖÔɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÕÖÞÏÌÙÌɯÚÛÌ×ÛɯÈɯÞÐáÌÕɀËɯÔÈÕȮ 

‚Sahib! cleaning your hearing well I can!‛ 

 Shows Western praises in his little book, 

 Black blocks of wax from both my ears he took 

 (ɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÊÙÜÉÉɀËɯÔàɯÏÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÊÓÌÈÙ 

 2ÈÐËɯÍÖÕËɯÍÈÙÌÞÌÓÓÚɯȫɯÞÈÛÊÏɀËɯÏÐÔɯËÐÚÈ××ÌÈÙ 

 Round red & rugged hill flank'd by the view  

 Of Konkan coast careering into blue, 

 Then first finding the prof its of his fee 

 I never knew how sweetly sounds the sea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PARADISE BEACH 

 

Writing in silver light  

Enough for Tamil Measure 

Full Moon over Paradise 

This vista my heaven 

Fisher boats have gone 

Home through willowing waters  

Under hoary jungle cliffs  

Palms fringe soft beaches 

'ÈÓÝɀËɯÉàɯÝÖÓÊÈÕÐÊɯÖÜÛÊÙÖ× 

High waves lap restaurants 

Sounds of drummers rise 

Dancing upon the sands 

This party so wonderful  

Music, magic, nudity, stars  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SARASWATHI 

 

I fixt mine inner eye upon a star,  

In darshan disturbin g this diety,  

Lull'd by the tantric strains of her sitar  

A pure white flowing goddess flew to me  

 

Upon a swan of hue ambrosial, 

Her fertile smile still'd time, her luted look  

My hearts consort - sublimely cordial  

She read from the Pustaka's sacred book 

 

"Wand'rer, thou art welcom'd to India, 

This sari I have sewn know as thy guide, 

Where e'er she willows there stay close behind! 

 

She closed the page, sail'd high skies to Brahma, 

Perform'd the blissful duties of a bride,  

Rare have I seen such beauties in my mind.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 INDIAN RAILWAYS 

 
I found myself waiting at this train station  

Not for a train, it was just to buy a ticket  

Not even for that day, but eleven in the future  

The next one available from Ooty to Calicut  

So I´m waiting & waiting & I´m waiting n it -pick longer  

& the guy behind the desk´s on his third guy in an hour  

& I was fourth, but the seventh guy´s hand starts waving  

His reservation form as the third guy was about to finish  

So I warned fifth, sixth, & seventh they´d be a foolish to push in 

Aft er all, Id been walking in the sun all day like a mad English dog  

& my legs felt like lead & I was definitely , definitely,  going next... 

 

So the third guy finishes & just as I thrust my form through the window  

The guy behind the desk decides its time he went to the toilet  

& then, when he gets back, the bounder closes the window for lunch!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FORT COCHIN 

 

Come share a second with serenity 

Up in this lake of European rooves, 

The crescent lamp'd oer Arabian sea 

Lulls me thither, I hear the sound of  hooves... 

At once a sacred chime grows on the breeze, 

Some teller of a thousand ancyent tayles, 

Some from the world's crop -fellers overseas, 

Some cross the Karakoram's lofty trails, 

Some were seekers of immortal glory, 

Some content to be husbands & be wives... 

Though the vision all clutter'd & hoary,  

With me a single memory survives,  

Being extras in the global story 

We are stars in the movies of our lives. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THIRUVALLUVAR 

 
As I rested on a fine, empty beach, by the Bay of Bengal 

In a soft second of existence I was alerted to a flutter of birds 

A mile or so along the coast I saw a distant figure approaching. 

An old man  swathed in white robes , sporting a thick, black beard, 

I expected him to pass, but as he came to within a few metres 

'ÌɯÝÌÌÙɀËɯÚÓÖÞÓà towards me & was at my side in a flash 

"What is your profession?‛ he curtly asked, ‚I am a sonneteer, sir!‛ 

His magnificent eyes burrowed into the heartlands of my soul  

‚By any chance, are you carrying a silver rose?‛ 

 ÚÛÖÕÐÚÏɀËȮɯ(ɯÚÏÖÞɀËɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÞÌÙÚɯhung around my neck  

 ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛÚɯËÌÌ×ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁI have been expecting you 

&& all of your epiphanies to the hidden depths of sonnetry,  

Please take this book of kural, & do with them what thou wilt!‛ 

& with  these words he went away, no footprints in the sand! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TSU-NA-MI 

 
Remember them fleeing those huge walls of water 

3ÏÈÛɯÚÕÈ××ɀËɯÛÏÌÔɯȫɯÛÖÚÚɀËɯÛÏÌÔɯȫɯÔÈËÌɯÉÓÖÖËàɯ×ÐÓÌÚ 

(Õɯ,ÈÔÈÓÈ×ÜÙÈÔɯÚÏÌɯÚÌÈÙÊÏɀËɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙ 

A sad scene repeated some three thousand miles 

 

Remember the sounds on the shores of Sri Lanka  

The crunching & breaking & snapping & screams  

As ships of pig-iron are ripped from the anchor  

ȫɯ×ÈÊÒɀËɯÛÌÌÔÐÕÎɯÛÙÈÐÕÚɯÍÓÜÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯÉÌÕÛȮɯÚÛÌÌÓàɯÉÌÈÔÚ 

 

Remember the mood in the days after Christmas 

When so many strangers shall shun the new year 

A new doleful sound as the river grows restless  

As so many tears crystallize a new fear  

 

As Asia to Africa surged a wild sea  

O sing a sad song for the TSU-NA -MI  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



NALATIYAR 

 
Her :  

O lord of fertile land & everflowing waterfalls  

O lord of  cool sunshine warming ocean´s running waves 

O lord of good country with beautiful ebony mountains  

O lord of flowery hills with lush & sparkling waterfalls  

O lord of honey -bearing woods in the good country  

O lord of long seashore with fine, unfailing salt -pans 

O lord of the hills with lovely sandal groves on  

O lord of cool lagoons & bays brimming with water  

O lord of prosperous vineyards & huge gem -studded caverns 

 

Him :  

O beautiful lady with breasts like budding flowers  

O lady of beautiful hair with fragra nce of musk 

O lady of long -eyed spears & bow-like eyebrows 

 

Him & Her  

O lord of bewitching victories bring these beauties to me   

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LITERARY ARCHEOLOGY 

 

As India rolls on relentlessly  

I spare a thought for Thiruvalluvar  

His statue at Kannayakamari 

'ÐÚɯ*ÜÙÈÓɯȫɯÏÖÞɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÙÈÝÌÓÓɀËɯÍÈÙ 

His poem is to me a polar star 

Some guiding light above the Bengal Bay 

Where the voice of this avid avatar 

Sang with such ease that all the world would say 

His was a sublime mind, his was a timeless day. 

 

I find the pe rfect library  

Twelve Thirukkural texts  

2ÜÊÏɯÌÕÌÙÎàɯ×ÈÚÚɀËɯËÖÞÕɯÛÖɯÔÌ 

Each fresh context corrects 

His predecessors premises & now a new voice next! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



TRANSLATIONS FROM THIRUKKURAL 

 

Rain's continuance preserves existance 

Speaketh, then, ambrosia (2:1) 

 

Falsehood conferring faultless fruitfulness  

Nature's truth contains (30:2) 

 

Kingly fame fades forgotten  

Without righteous government (56:6)  

 

When soldiers fear bloodshed 

Kings cry destitute (77:1) 

 

In miserable poverty's train  

Many more miseries (105:5) 

 

Her jewels perplex me 

Celestial? Peahen? Women? (109:1) 

 

Pleasure entertains my dreams 

Wakeful desires obtain'd (122:4) 

 

 

 

 

CROSSING THE KARVERI DELTA 

 

From India´s Niligris water -tanks 

Rivers aim plainward  

 

Kabbadi, washerwomen, rickshaw repairs  

Madurai´s  bankside institutions  

 

Thanjavur´s impressive medievil cityscape,  

Trichy´s towering temple  

 

Kaveri, Coleroon, Arasalar, Mahamakham  

Kumbakonam´s sacred waterways 

 

Ghostly, colonial sea-coast fortress 

Idyllic, white -wash´d Tranqebar 

 

Lotus-pool, paddyfield,  rainflood, riverine  

Wonderful watery worl d 

 

Kollidam crowns Kaveri´s imperium  

Pitchivarum´s pirhouetting Cu -Co 

 

 

 

 



  DEPARTING FOR ANDAMAN 

 

Gazing across exotic ocean stream 

Shamrock musing drifts to distant Burnley,  

Where for as long as breathing there shall be 

My friends, my family, my football team ɬ 

 

So far away, for following my dream  

I am a stranger in a strange contree, 

Though slowly hook'd upon it s cup of tea, 

Darjeeling ÚÌÙÝɀËɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯDevon cream. 

 

The sun has fallen & the ship has sail'd, 

The last lamps of the mainland shrink & fade,  

A moment to define me has prevail'd  

Born of the apex of my third decade, 

 

Next time by solid ground my feet regaled  

Into youth's fleeting heart I shall have stray'd.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                              

SHIPWRECK’D 

 

Down southern Andaman lies Jolly Bouy  

Thick with bright coral & of snorkling joy  

I spent an hour lagooning in a laze 

& fell astoned... then woke... to my amaze 

The boat had left, deserted, all alone, 

No rizlas, samosas, water, nor phone 

A m ile or so across the sharky foam 

A trail of smoke show´d someone was at home, 

& so I built a raft but that soon sank,  

So off I swam, my goddess I should thank 

For showing me this was a wild riptide  

My muscles haul´d me back, I´d nearly died  

Then shouting to some boats around sunset, 

I was the strangest fish they´d ever net.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

HYBRIDABAD 

 
I believe that it does India no good to compete with western civilisation on 

her own field. But we shall be more than compensated if, in spite of the 

insults heaped upon us, we follow our destiny  

Tagore 

 

Give me Saint Andrews with sea-views & putter  

Or take me to Ascot to big-shot & flutter  

Give me a hot-pot with good bread & butter  

Or if not, just give me Calcutta  

 

&ÐÝÌɯÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎÚɯÚÛÙÖÓÓɯȿÓÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÐËÈÕ 

Give me the games grand Garden of Eden 

&ÐÝÌɯÔÌɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÖÎÓÌàɀÚɯÎÙÌÌÕɯÎÓÐËÌɯ3ÏÈÔÌÚÐÈÕ 

Whenever I yearn for my London  

 

For as she once was the pulse of an empire 

& Edinburgh the mind that built the Raj  

Then surely this great city was its soul 

 

Where men would recr eate their distant shire 

3ÐÓɯÍÙÌÌËÖÔɀÚɯÍÜÙÕÈÊÌɯÉÜÙÕÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÝÈÐÕɯÔÐÙÈÎÌ 

& Caudhuris Kolkata did recall  

 

 

 

KANGCHENZONGA 

  
The institute trains young men not only  

to climb Himalayan peaks,  

but also create in them an urge  

to climb peaks of human endeavour 

Nehru 

  

I came on Pemagangtse in the night 

A leopard passing slowly in the snow  

& waited til a precious pinch of light  

Announced the phoenix day in foetal glow  

  

I gazed across the Kabrus unaware 

That to these climes had Calliope come 

Slopes gloomy grey, as sunbeams fill the air 

They turn the burnish'd burgondy of rum  

  

Savitri's spell impells the Sun to strength  

Red turns to orange, orange burns to gold  

& as all shadows shorten in their length  

What summit sparkles white, where, very cold,  

  

My muse sits, singing, wisest of the nine  

"On Nanda Devi waits my sister's sign!" 
 

 



 

 

WHILE PLAY’D THE CANNONADE  

 
6ÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÐÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÛɯÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÜÙÙàȮɯÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÌɯÖÍɯÖÕÌɀÚɯÓÐÝÌÙȮɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ

the disposition of Englishmen alters in India, & they become very 

argumentat ive & theoretical  

William Howard Russell 

 

General - My how hot a day th is is 

 

Reverend - I cannot agree with you sir  

There was a lovely breeze this morning 

The hour was three I think  

& if you ever had visited Stuffc ote 

You wouldn ɀt dr eam of calling thi s hot 

 

General - Stuffcote! Why, I have been there sir 

Was there, in fact, for three years sir 

It is one of the coolest stations in India 

 

Reverend - Poppycock - in august - what nonsense 

 

General - Yes, sir, especially & most particularly In August  

I have felt positively chilly all thro the month  

 

Reverend - Chilly?   (ÕɯÚÛÜÍÍÊÖÛÌȳɯ(Õɯ ÜÎÜÚÛȱ 

 

Servant - More champagne, Sahib? 

 

 

 

 

AVATARAS 

 

At the back of the ship, at the height of the trip,  

Drawn by the harmonies of Lord Vishnu's call,  

I saw cross the waters navel rooted lotus  

Absorbing the beauteous bay of Bengal, 

Transcending to milk, pearly seaway of silk,  

Thou lavender cushion of infinite white,  

Surrounding the foetal spirit centripetal  

Sucking upon toenails painted starry bright.  

 

"Rider, thou art welcome to India, 

Saraswathi, I see, has smil'd on you, 

Thy mortal aura bless'd in her prayer, 

Thine energies hued in a rainstorm blue, 

Come drape thyself in the Himalaya, 

For there, my child, thou wilt know what to do." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

BHAGAVAD GITA 

 

Let us transfer to a field of battle 

Where two armies are solemnly opposed 

Forever on the Gangeatic plane, 

 

Between, steering a golden chariot 

Drawn by four horses whiter than the eye,  

Stands Krishna, sacred keeper of the cows, 

 

Him born when all India was asleep,  

By him knelt Arjun in woeful weeping,  

Shedding tears for brethren he must affray, 

 

The king bouy'd up by his charioteer,  

From potent lips gallops the song of God, 

Defining how a man should live with peace,  

 

& though  the fight would be a bloody one,  

All karmas laid a  spiritual base. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NANDA DEVI 

 

Up to the world's rooftop I slowly rose;  

Checking upon the progress of the soul 

Appears a mountain prospect a la snows 

Of Austria, New Zealand & Nepal.  

 

I left Almora for the Kashyap Hill,  

High commune of fairest tranquil ity,  

Fresh dawntint drew me to the lofty chill  

Of this monolithic Axis Mundi.  

 

It seems for me the lips of Laksmi smile, 

No sweeter place on earth to greet the sun, 

Here summon'd by the lyrical lifestyle,  

I whisper a gentle dedication;  

 

"Until my feet have circuited the globe 

My thought & life with poesy I shall robe." 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

POOJAH 

 
I saw Indian brahmans living upon the earth & yet not on it, fortified 

without fortifications, & possessing nothing yet having the richness 

of all men 

Apollonious of Tyrana 

 

Morning devotions  as pure as the Chutrak 

Who drinks only raindrops, he ta kes his brass pot 

Strolling turblanless into the peasoup hue 

Rinses his mouth in the steaming stream 

Pours & rubs  libations on crown & chest  

Squinting with satisfaction  

Squatting in the waters to his very neck 

He ut ters forth his low -noted song of joy 

Then returns, full of awe, to the shore 

Smears mud across his quivering torso 

To kiss the earth repeatedly, invoking RAM  

He turns his  misty eyes up the heavens 

 & with one last taste of Goomtee spring 

Leaves, mud hardening into thick yellow paste  

 

 

 

 

 

DEGREES OF SEPEPERATION 

 
OH, East is East, and West is West,  

and never the twain shall meet, 

Rudyard Kipling 

 

In Edinburgh I  live  

Lord Robert Kerr had brought home  

A rare Vivaldi flute concert o 

Soon lost in the national archives 

 

Italia I love  

Antonio pens his II Gran Mogul  

Pe4rformed at Venice's Ospedale Del Pieta 

To be seen by a grand touring lord 

 

In Panipat I stand 

Here Babur won India for Islam  

& placed the sons of Ghengiz on her throne 

 

His descendent, Aurangzeb,  

Inspires an Italian composer 

As Sicilian sonneta drive these rhymes  

 

 



 

 

NATARAJA 

 

One timeless night in the scorch'd wilderness, 

When sands & stars ranged with immensity,  

Sinew'd with the verve of youth's loveliness,  

Lord Siva, the destroyer, came to me. 

 

He left his mountains with a single stride,  

Three velvet eyes a-gleam with dreamy hue,  

Caphor white, clad in an ivory hide,  

He had come to consecrate my Saddhu. 

 

Nearby smoulder'd a fresh cremation pile , 

Soon daub'd in ash we danced a pirrouhette, 

Absorb'd in the Daemon Damaru drum.  

 

3ÏÌɯËÙÌÈËÓÖÊÒɀË Ganges spun in sundry style , 

His halo trail'd a blue blaze-tail'd comet,  

My senses drew an esoteric numb. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

RAJPUTANA 

 

Gigantic Jodhpur  

1ÖÜÕËɯÔÌÔɀÙÈÉÓÌɯ,ÌÏÙÈÕÎÈɯ 

Rippling sea-surf rooves  

 

Oasis Jaiselmer  

From turret & tower gold  

Homesteads blend with sand  

 

Jaipur's pink lady  

Thro the Tiger Fort breaches  

Fledgling climbers rise  

 

Oer shanti Bundi   

Stoic Tarragarh hovers  

Grand & goblin -hewn  

 

Visions conjured forever  

             With somakshetriyan fire  

 

 

 

 



 

 

OVERTAKING LANES 

 

Two walkers sat by the side of the road  

2ÛÈÙÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÈɯÛÙÜÊÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÚ×ÐÓÓɀËɯÐÛɀÚɯÓÖÈËɯ 

By that, an old wreck that just would not start  

!à×ÈÚÚɀËɯÉàɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÐÕɯÈÕɯÖß-drawn cart,  

& faster still; first  a cycle rickshaw 

A dull green tractor from the days of yore,  

Auto -rickshaw belching dirty black smoke,  

Bright red scooter missing many-a-spoke,  

2ÖÔÌɯÞÌÐÙËɯÓÖÙÙàɀÚɯÚÐÙÌÕɯ×ÚàÊÏÌËÌÓÐÊÚȮɯ 

Bus driven by two mad alcoholics,  

These by breezy motorcycle bypassɀËɯ 

Then last, & an Ambassador of Rajput caste,  

O lawless highways brave gangs of robbers stalk  

8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÕÐÊÌɯËÈàȮɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÓÓɯÞÈÓÒȭɯ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

POVERTY & WEALTH  

 

Two goddesses bickered about beauty 

Prepared to start a second Trojan war  

Srinavas wisdom thunders crore on crore  

My Jyesthadevi, my Laksmidevi  

There is a young carpenter of Bundi 

Who is so very honest to his core 

& soon they both were standing at his door  

‚Who is the most beautiful, she or me?‛ 

 

The katputlisan  thought a mortal while  

& says Laksmi most lovely on arriving  

Yet Jyestha more gorgeous when she departs 

This answer made each goddess equal smile 

& he, celestial wrath surviving  

Learns flattery will woo immortal hearts  

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 



 

JAIT SAGAR 

 

If India can make a man a man  

More than the brothel-nests of Amsterdam  

If thro the chaos he can make a plan  

Respecting Hinduism & Islam  

 

If he can give the beggar his rupee  

& tip a tout charging over the odds  

If he can read his Rajput history  

& choose a god but still bless other gods  

 

If he can bear the rolling railway run,  

Find fresh clean waterfalls amid the dirt  

If he can wonder how the Raj was won  

Then pause upon the horrors & the hurt  

 

If he can haggle down & know his daal  

Then does he need to see the Taj Mahal? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     INDIA 

 

Nation of nations, hot & happy land!  

With spicy dishes morsell'd by the hand  

Being a valourous & graceful race, 

Thy universal mullet firm in place,  

Despite taking three men to stamp a form 

Corrupted feudalism Laksmi's norm  

A fanatacism for the rupee 

Cements this secular society  

Of power -cuts & cripples & bazaars 

Neath a pristine panapoly of stars, 

Of swastikas & cricket in the streets, 

Bounteous crops & oversugar'd sweets, 

Ashrams soothing riot -torn religion  

& always blaze the rays of Asia's sun. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 DEPARTING INDIA 

 

An olympiad since that piazza  

   Where first I flirted with the myrtle muse,  

Now knoweth I a new peninsula  

   Whose galaxy of monuments enthuse 

The spiritus, where all Earthly aspects 

   Have form'd a microcosm of the sphere, 

Firm fou ndation for when I journey next,  

   Days of endeavour drawing ever near. 

 

Around the Raj was flung a faerie ring  

   & all it's channel'd poesis regaled, 

 I have succeeded in my conquering 

   Where Ghengiz Khan & Alexander fail'd.  

 

         I smile a moment, musing on the wing,  

                 As oer the sea of Araby we sail'd. 

        

 
 


