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POET’S INTRODUCTION





These poems have been written over a number of years and in different parts of England and Ireland. They have been arranged chronologically and by place.


I hope they form a narrative and are intended to be a sequel to my last collection, Images in Winter.





















THE OIL SLICK









I am the oiled bird,


caught in a spillage,


being cleaned by kind hands.







Better now,


I am set upon a widening ocean,







but am wary and still


when strange ships pass in the night.






























WITHOUT HURT, THE WRITER’S ROOM









They have come to sleep in my study


I have boxed up my books,


brought in an extra bed,


put the cover on my desk-top.


I have pinned up their “last-visit” pictures


to make them feel at home.







They are still at arm’s length.







Then suddenly it is a noisy, happy, children’s room


where toys get broken


and I mend them.







Time is in a capsule.







Then it’s Sunday


and back to their mother’s


as I return to the forget-me-nots:







a scarf without a neck,


a slipper without a foot;







I recite the lines of practicality,


out of sight, out of mind…


and act upon it.










Only through clichés,


by leaning on the common experience,


can I re-enter that nerveless paradise, the writer’s room,


become a medium, thin as smoke,


through which eternity must pass…







knowing somewhere far away,


a woman kneels but cannot pray;


knowing somewhere far away,


a woman kneels to button up my children’s day.






























FROM A WILTSHIRE WINDOW









The sky wets and blackens itself,


winter comes.







The last rose bush beats against the window,


its dark leaves falling.







The trees across the road are like dancers,


their naked arms and trunks up-stretched, swaying


and whipping in the wind.







Convulsive,







again and again, the rose stalk beats the pane


as my trembling, disturbed mind


throws crockery across the room.






























THE WAITRESS









She moves from table to table, stooping,


her job’s yoke on the small


of her small back.







Men exchange remarks with her


and she smiles.


She makes no rendezvous.







Outside her starry flat


house-martins build:


their wing-flap, like a musical tapestry,


lingers above the city
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