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  Dedicated To


  Eric Stanley Hall


  1922–1988


  With Love and Thankful Memories To…


  All who took the journey with me,


  from Moor Green, Bicester School


  and the University of Liverpool.


   


  I would quote more by name


  but I miss you all too much as it is…


   


  The Eagles


   


  and Tony Higginson


  ‘The point of departure is not to return…’


  ‘Prime Mover’ by Rush © 1988


  Foreward by Ian D. Hall


  Adanac: a dream world, a land of mischief, of stories too numerous to entreat completely upon anyone. A place where an armchair becomes a throne and where a man becomes a king staring out over the past, telling his young page the secrets he is to inherit; a young boy who found Adanac intoxicating and once supposed every tall tale to be true.


  Adanac is a home in which I visited often…how could I not? My grandfather, Eric S. Hall, lived just across the road from me in Birmingham’s Selly Park and did so until I moved to Bicester as a young lad. Even then, Adanac was only a train ride away, and as I was hooked upon the stories of my grandfather when he, himself, was a young lad, when his own father emigrated from the saw mill town of Hamilton in Ontario and brought his family back to Birmingham just in time to witness the horrors of World War Two, there was no escaping Adanac.


  Canada, as Adanac is spelt backwards, is very special to me; I considered moving there permanently in 1992 and taking up citizenship. However, the pull of the world was too great; I figured I might never ever leave it and miss friends in Bicester, Birmingham and Salisbury too much. I might miss the one girl I ran to the States and Canada from.


  My grandfather died in 1988, a devastating blow to any teenager who loses a beloved grandparent at such an age. My storyteller had gone, a man of enormous stature who once played in goal for the army at St. Andrew’s, who swam Lake Ontario, who was on point duty on the night that Coventry was virtually taken off the map and who ended his life, all too brief, all to magnificent, asleep in the very chair that was his throne inside the realm of Adanac.


  It is to my grandfather that I owe my love of poetry too; it is to the king in his patterned rough armchair, soft covering where his head would rest whilst he watched the horse racing and cheered on Birmingham City through an ear piece attached to his trusty radio, to whom this book is dedicated. Adanac was a dream I had inside a house that was exotically named, especially for 1960s and 70s Birmingham. Adanac was the destination for all the stories told by a gentle giant, one with faults, one who was more of a legend than a grandfather…


  Adanac was, and remains, life itself. To corrupt the words of The Doors…What Are They Doing In The Adanac House?


  For Eric Stanley Hall. 1922-1988.


  Ian D. Hall


  Tales From The Adanac House


  What was he doing in the Adanac House,


  the conjured ideas and the stories


  he would recount and regale me


  with as I sat on my young backside,


  at his feet, staring up at this giant of a man, always


  knowing in the back of my mind


  that I could never match him


  in spirit, endeavour or deed,


  indeed as he swam Lake Ontario


  as a young man, before the Birmingham Blitz


  came calling and the chance to drive


  a tram through dust-laden


  post-war streets and roads, psychologically


  damaged by bombs and breakdown


  filled his heart.


   


  The Adanac House,


  dusky green door to match the window


  frames but with the hint of yellow,


  just the barest touch


  which made out front seem dull and neglected


  as the Selly Park sun caught the paint


  dancing with natural air, protected


  by the green bush in which


  the occasional spider could be seen


  weaving between the stubble pricks


  and the wooden latched gate.


   


  I always associated the dense forest


  of Adanac with this green


  and the pages upon books


  upon shelves upon, upon, upon


  a sentence never completed,


  only time stood still in that front room


  where books, a piano and what would be now


  a vintage but much-loved record player


  encased in wood, gleaming as I was allowed


  to play music in there whenever


  I stayed over at the Adanac House.


   


  All gods die, it is eventual, the final test


  of the teenager’s dream to see


  a hero fall, in the quiet of the Adanac House,


  on St. David’s Day the mirror failed to register


  movement as the chair that captured


  a thousand horse races and a love of the Blues,


  fell silent under the weight


  of memories, of a life that had begat life…


  Cordelia’s Fool


  I am but the gracious Fool of a negligent king.


  He only speaks when nobody can see me


  or when nobody can feel the disdain


  of his regal flapping tongue’s insanity


  as it proves to be as afraid


  of the dark as he.


   


  I am but the foolish grace


  in harlequin clothes


  and hey nonny irrational repose


  as I embrace your impudent soul,


  as I cradle your elderly, dusty, ancient bones


  and psychologically fractured mind.


   


  I am but an honourable Fool


  who listens to the many tongues


  in your head and who passes


  no judgement on your faraway raven


  guilt which now surfaces, nuts and bolts


  of a story cracked, oh foolish master.


  The American Dream


  Will you be content when you see the nation burn?


  Comfortable in justice being done and the millions


  who are suddenly afraid of you, enough to throw their hands up


  in mock surrender, and who know that they could end up


  choking on their own ideals.


   


  The nation has sizzled under a pressure cooker so great


  and for so long that it can be a surprise to the senses


  that the loose flying sparks that live in the memory


  have somehow not caught alight and burst into


  indignant flame since you allowed JFK to die.


   


  The land of the free and easy credit has long since gone


  and it seems the cornerstone of your much-valued democracy


  has become diseased and hated by those who love you


  Are you comfortable this morning?


   


  Are you ready to believe the lie for another day?


  If the spark didn’t combust when JFK was pronounced dead


  on the day you lost your innocence, then why not


  when Dr. King was taken or Bobby Kennedy


  or when Nixon was found to be a man of his deeds


  or when a bruised and battered man was killed in Los Angeles.


  I love you, America; I have been with you constantly


  and yet like a marriage dominated by fear and mistrust,


  I see in your eyes the belief that this all too will pass,


  Like a New York City street blighted by terror, drugs and social unrest


  you would rather see it burn itself clean.


  The Tarnished Queen

  Of Times Square


  Deposit fifty cents in English


  and you will see the Queen


  of New York strip, pull back the latch,


  take in the scene and I promise


  that the eyes will widen


  and the legs will turn to jelly
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