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      I have written poetry throughout my life—from the first, generally horrible ramblings of teenage love, to the ramblings of one who has lived a long life.

      Though I have published a number of these in a variety of magazines and journals, and even received a poetic blessing of one of my own most favoured masters, Robert Graves, it is only now that I have contemplated making a collection of these writings. Throughout all of this time, a single thread has connected everything that I have written, both in poetry and in prose, in fiction and in nonfiction—and that is myth. Myth, as the classical philosopher Sallustius memorably wrote, is something which may never have happened, but is happening right now. This seems to me a perfect metaphor for poetry which originates within a place between the worlds, between past and future, between present and never.

      Inevitably, there are a number of poems which were generated by my lifelong love for the Arthurian myths and legends, some inspired by another much admired poet, Charles Williams, others simply emerging from within the great tangled forest that Dante knew so well, and in which I have spent so much of my life wandering, mostly lost, amid the wilderness of wonders and strange things.

      So this collection represents almost sixty years of wandering and wondering, highlighting the things that have haunted me or spoken to me from  amid the maelstrom of other writing executed in that time. There are still many more poems which I hope to publish in another collection, depending to a great degree on how this one is received. If people want more I have them. A much larger collection may therefore follow in due course if all comes about as I would wish.

      
        
        John Matthews

        Oxford, 2025
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            In Myth’s House Of Shadow

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Mythmaker

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        You are the Mythmaker;

        you it is who winds the maze

        around my head⁠—

        putting out my eyes

        with your fingers,

        smothering me

        in your hair.

      

      

      
        
        You are the Mazemaker;

        you it is who sends me wandering

        lost in the twined convolutions

        of our sudden-single mind,

        caught in the meshes of our dream.

      

      

      
        
        Your hands wind the myth in the mazes

        of our deliberate unbelief;

        your eyes blind me with their light;

        your thought is dagger sharp

        —a thin sliver of steel,

        slipped beneath the lid

        of my sarcophagus skull

      

      

      
        
        With you I forget tomorrow

        and the impossible fact of your absence;

        you are the Mythmaker,

        wrapping me in your rainbow winding-sheet

        till I pass into your garden through the dark.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Apollo at Delphi

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        In the sun’s eye,

        The scorpion cocks his tail to strike,

        Hammers, again and again, at the air,

        Feeling the movement of the gods

        In the still heat of noon.

      

        

      
        Silence shimmers on the hot stones,

        Cicadas squeak their single monotone.

        Poised in the blue heat

        The snake darts its tongue,

        Squirms deeper into its crevice.

        A single, lidless I stares up.

      

        

      
        The valley draws in a breath,

        Holding it fast as the sun pours

        Brassy and bright upon it.

        The God moves in the secret places.

        Plunging upon the darkness of earth

        He wears the look of a guilty son.

      

        

      
        Heat yawns and the rocks sweat:

        Straining to flow to the cool of night.

        The scorpion freezes into stillness,

        Cocks his tail in Apollo’s eye.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            On Visiting an Exhibition of the Gods

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Silent.

                   Captured.

        Where are your voices?

        Not the spirit noise

        Piped though vents around us.

        Looking in,

                   do we listen,

        Or do we merely glance

        and walk on.

        Think upon life and death

        Is the injunction.

        Do we, or do we move

                   Quickly

        To less disturbing things?

        Leaving,

                   I think part

        Of my soul remains—briefly⁠—

        Considering the voices

        That sounded once

        In houses long fallen.

      

        

      
        Are you aware

        Or do you sleep,

        Eternally, behind glass?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Invocation to the Old One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Welcome to you, Old One.

        Welcome to the snow and ice,

        The bitter cloud of your breath,

        The pillow-feathered snow.

        Welcome you in, this Winter day.

      

        

      
        May your blessing hold us,

        May your chills avoid us,

        May the bright promise

        Of each clear day

        Remind us of your gifts.

      

        

      
        Old One, cold one

        Though we fear your storms,

        Yet we welcome you

        Into our winter hearts,

        With your cleansing breath,

        To blow away the old year

        And usher in the new.
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