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“Art is not about understanding, it’s about experience”

Antony Gormley 
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Generation to generation extending the line

Layer upon layer, to spawn is to share

Seed sows seed by innate design

New life created without fanfare. 

All is begotten, nothing in isolation made

Bestowed or birthed, is anything unique or free?

Ocean breeds wave, forest the shade

To adore the apple is to love the tree.
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Across the flatlands beacons burn

Suburb and shoreline gird and heed 

At night our vulnerabilities return

To face the flame and then recede

For better tomorrow and Godspeed. 

Daybreak rousing behind treeline

Soothing return of familiarity

An open hand we shouldn’t decline

Though hand to clasp what we cannot see

The future is merely a memory.

South Weald sun splashes morning onto green

Rooted amid reveille’s sound and heart

No trace of the haunting where night has been

With summer dawn’s chiffon the ghosts depart

However, the past is always the start. 
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Wake: the stretching morning calls

On marshland tidal foam

Across sand flats and dockside walls

To the coastal cottage home. 

Wake: the expectant morning calls

On concrete bridge over the tracks

Across the estate and spray-paint scrawl 

To the paper boys and girls in cheap anoraks. 

Wake: the rousing morning calls

The bus stop gathering its eight o’clock crowd

Off to all the various schools

Threatened under gathering cloud.

Wake: the stretching morning calls

Bacon sandwich and mug of sugared tea

Setting up the market stalls

Fruit and veg, shoes and jewellery. 

Wake: the expectant morning calls

Team going to work on the stately home’s lawns

Matching boots and overalls

“Mind the blades!” the head gardener warns. 

Wake: the final morning calls 

Forget the bus and down your drinks

Leave the stalls and down your tools

Cling for life and cry as the flatland sinks. 
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You were always a child of the damp

Comfortable crossing fields with mud-collecting boots

Familiar with slippery stiles and jutting tree roots

And the canvas tent of Boys’ Brigade camp

Hymns and cocoa supper with captivating scent of the paraffin lamp. 

You were always a child of the rain

Used to ashen skies that invariably drained onto the meadow walk

Sheltering under the hornbeam to wait and talk

Whilst admiring the crumpled, lush terrain

Aware we’d never stand beneath this tree again.

You were always a child of petrichor

Appreciating that it comes with the territory

Nature’s postcoital tranquility

And the fading afternoon means therefore

We’ll walk home in dusk’s splendour. 
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Under the cloud the war memorial stands

Cut and chiselled into coloured bands

Saluting the sunset before shadows that seem

To smear their sadness across the village green.

Under charred sky the search for a clue

To bring us closer to the people we knew

Those who have gone and those who will soon

The footprints of heaven, the piper’s last tune.

There are no stars over Blackmore tonight

Difficult to fathom the sterile blight

Eternal cosmos declines to confide

How big, how long, how deep, how wide.
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Not of the country, not of the sea 

Not of the city but of all three

Tiptree cottage to Heybridge mud

Romford bitter and Boudica blood

Hybrid land rather than ruptured twain

Of urban street and mud-stained lane

Meadow Rise and Warley Hill

Georgian farmhouse to tower block

Village cockneys and Romany stock

Potter Street, Netteswell and Burnt Mill

Suburban stage of eastern folk

Built upon the slaughtered oak. 

And what kind of life is prepared for them?

For both the women and the men

The feasting or suffering that condemn

Which tortured loyalty cannot stem

Though this shall be a piece, a place, of home

Marked by signs or the Leper Stone

If not here and now, then where and when?

If not for forging tribe’s delight

Then for whatever will come, despite

The endless hope of the prophet’s pen 

Viewed through fate’s imperfect prism

The truth of Essex-stentialism. 



7

I heard a lad call out to me 

As I was standing by the tree

He entered our garden through the gate 

Assumed it was a boy from the council estate 

Noticed he looked a lot like me

In shape and face, though a he not a she 

His eyes were also a reflection of my own

Smiling handsomely outside my home. 

He knew my name and seemed to suggest 

That we were friends, “Oh, the best of the best.” 

But I’d never seen this boy before  

So retreated politely towards the front door

I ran inside and crouched on the floor 

Peered through the curtains but he was there no more

What did the boy want with me?

Then disappearing so inexplicably. 

I saw him again from the bus to school

Standing by a hedgerow waving to us all 

Drenched by rain he didn’t seem to care

Still in the same clothes he obviously liked to wear 

“Who knows that boy?” I asked, leaning over my seat

No one had seen the lad soaked from head to feet 

Everywhere I went I expected him there 

In a shop queue, in the park, at the visiting fair. 

On my wedding day he was up in a tree

Joining the other guests throwing confetti 

Though his was not made of paper or rice

But little stars with blazing shards, a gift from paradise 

After giving birth to my first child 
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