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(1) Fragment: blades 

 
The sound of the helicopter blades reminded me that 
The first time I had stood on this rocky outcrop I had 
Wondered what I was doing next 
Then the pieces of the jigsaw all fitted 
 
Because the steam-like mist rose from the valleys below 
As if it was time to be going 
Growing like an adolescent in the kitchen raiding the fridge 
Watching everything like it’s the first time. 
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(2) Fragment: digital 

 
 
Pictures on the wall were all taken with this new camera 
Living in a world where every second can be captured as a 
Perfect digital image. Still or moving images 
 
Everything caught as a series of digital code 
So that every trace of every life can be saved for future viewing 
If only we had the time to review everything 
 
At least then we might learn something from the mistakes of history. 
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(3) Fragment: precious 

 
 
Be here, be now  
Somehow holding on 
To everything that we thought was 
Precious and spoken 
 
 



 16

 

(4) Fragment: spindrift 

 

 
 
Tangled spindrift 
Winged fragments of encapsulation 
Such as bones and carcasses 
Pieces becoming new things, new essences 
As though the earth were starting all over again 
Washed and bleached inside the sea-bed 
Where once waited creatures now extinct 
Flapped and furrowed, waxed and winnowed 
Embraced in water, pictured on the stones 
Each one scraped against the soul. 
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(5) home-grown fruit  

 
 
 
Green gooseberries always sharper than the dessert ones 
Blackcurrants eaten raw from the bush 
Strawberries small but sweet too 
 
And the cherries in a brown paper bag 
Brought from town by my grandfather 
Shared in a deeper silence, boy to man 
 
No words to fill the space. 



 18



 19

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

- cut ups and remixes -  
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essence of justification 
[remix of ‘the just essence’ from ‘the alice conversations’] 

 
but the telephone kept texting 
repeat patterns to some song 
that’s why my head is bursting 
 
 
newly discovered 
with all that there is 
outside my ears 
 
 
there will be 
new words – new ways 
now echoes how 
 
 
undertones and beyond  
simplicity of sound 
washes of colour and tone 
 
 
world of creative expression 
all jostling 
elbows for new space 
 
 
nothing comes  
but sound of telephone 
one noise in a head  
 
 
bursting out 
metal time 
empty thoughts 
 
 
words and echoes 
reverb and back-beats 
nothing become something 
 
 
the space in between is essence 
just an almost nonsense  
new to discover, uncover what we can. 

8.vii.07 
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Coming Home 
[remix of ‘Homecoming I’ from ‘sounds, sights, smells, soft, sweet’] 

 
I passed through doors one level to next 
and left behind worries, anxieties 
three steps and another door 
to leave behind doubts and scepticism 
 
Aspen appeared, my inner guide 
through the mists and up the stairs 
to take me to the temple 
 
cool compared to the heat outside 
with spaces are large statues 
strong forms of beautiful solidity 
I pass them by as I follow 
 
Aspen brings me to the altar 
at the heart of the temple, a low flat stone 
on which stands the statue of the child 
 
and I feel a surge of warmth in my own heart 
as the child comes to life, that child is me 
he leaps and laughs, excited now 
wants to share something with me 
 
I look on, want to reach across 
and hug the child in me 
but I cannot reach across, something freezes me 
 
the child keeps jumping, laughing and smiling 
unperturbed by my distance 
I am not sad, there is a message in the going 
I want to step across to a fuller understanding 
 
Aspen takes my hand – his hands warm but dry 
takes me out to the temple, no words 
but I know he will bring me back again 
 
when the time is right 
to clasp my inner child. 
 

- 12.vii.07 
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Spiritual start-up 

 
 
I watched the little specs of dust as they floated 
In shafts of light through the church 
A voice was working its way through a sermon 
But my mind was engaged in this little world 
Where the dust bits fall then spin and whirl 
Some micro universe where I can imagine 
A whole world flowing out and away 
 
I imagine being a deity myself 
A young Buddha watching worlds collide 
Wanting to ease suffering, push aside 
Left beneath the senses 
Once it was all flickered into my inner world 
Where the imagination can withstand anything outside 
Crash of life-form to the real meaning of all things. 
 

- 12.vii.07 
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Bly Poems 
 
 
The poems which follow are a part of a sequence 
of poems where the inspiration, and title  
of each poem is taken from a poem  
‘Dawn’ written by Robert Bly, which first appeared  
in The Paris Review, #154, Spring 2000.  
It is to be found in a collection of poems, all in the ghazal form,  
called ‘The Night Abraham called to the stars’ 
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“Some love to watch the sea bushes appearing at dawn,” 

 
 
Some love to watch the sea bushes appearing at dawn, 
Wondering when the rain will stop, 
And the leaves will crackle in the harsh heat. 
 
Others throw themselves from cliffs. 
Drop into the surf, like gulls with no flight, 
But emerge breathless again. 
 
First light, the body stirring to the sight -  
Earth baking under humid air now, 
Emotions dried out, nothing left. 
 
Dandelion clocks ticking away in the sky 
Floating over sand dunes, speckled with water 
Or wet with the sadness of it all. 
 
No-one knows what came before, 
The mystery of the washed away sea. 
Shells thrown on the sand, a sound of a sigh. 
 
Sun climbing into the sky, again 
Somehow it opens out, the clouds gone. 
Another day of sense-making, collecting.
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“To see night fall from the goose wings, and to hear”  

 
 
To see night fall from the goose wings, and to hear 
An angel’s call 
 
To open the eyes and see through all that clings and 
Remember bird cries 
 
Alone in the space between me and you, pushing 
Through a race 
 
It’s the other side that shows the truth, the meaning 
Opens out wide 
 
The call, the cries, the race, the wide. 
Don’t forget that a bird’s feather when pushed behind the ear 
Will elicit memories that were locked away in the deeper recesses 
Of guilty secrets, and embarrassed regrets 
Wide race, call cry. 
 
Open out wide 
It’s the other side that shows truth in meaning 
 
Through a race 
Alone now in space between us, pushing 
 
Remember birds cry 
Open your eye and see all that stings 
 
The angel’s call 
Will see night fall from the goose’s wings, don’t fear.
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“The conversations the night sea has with the dawn”  

 
 
 
 
The conversations the night sea has with the dawn  
Leave an empty hissing through the sea weed, as if 
Everything had left the world in solitude…  
 
And my heartbeat can be heard beneath the lap of waves 
Quickened by the memory of lost loves and lost lives 
Out beyond the edges of my full recall 
 
Enough now to have spoken with the elements 
Everyone wonders where I stand, beyond reach 
Remembering a glimpse of someone from 30 years ago 
 
They not the same, me not the same 
As the sea changes in each fragment of a second 
And the sun filling the sky before it appears 
 
And when the memories seem tired, the voices heard before 
I remind myself that each sound is unique, nothing repeats 
Where I see patterns, they are only my creation 
 
Every conversation the dawn has, with the sea and the mountains 
Is new, it will do, it will make, it will be clear 
Some space outside solitude that is not made of loneliness. 
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“If we can't find Heaven, there are always blue jays”  

 
 
 
“If we can’t find Heaven, there are always blue jays” 
He said, as he opened the car door and walked off into the night. 
 
I looked at his shadow shortening to the street corner 
And wondered how I had been so gullible, to listen to this. 
 
I was sitting there now, nothing left. No hope. 
Just the memories of something I would not do again. 
 
And like a blue jay, scavenging for food, an acorn or seeds 
I looked for traces of hope, anything to put back 
 
The stars that lit my skies, the sunshine and heaven 
Before he pushed his way into life, and drained it dry. 
 
The clouds that click, the inner vision, then the ancient burials 
Redemption days which I thought I had lived, swept away with reason 
 
And my mouth opens as I speak to the heavens, “Give me back the vision 
Remember the open flight of a bird that wanted to escape.” 
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“Now you know why I spent my twenties crying”  

 
I: freeform 
 
Now you know why I spent my twenties crying, aching 
For some meaning beyond the emptiness of an atheist life 
Wondering, then wandering, aimless in a lost corn-circle 
The crying turned to waking, then the open vision of the third eye 
 
Hippy-like, I know, but when you close your eyes you can still see –  
That is the third eye – that is where I saw the spiritual opening. 
In my twenties I was sitting for long periods, hoping that 
The meditation practise would bring results 
 
But like so many actions in life, trying too hard leads to  
Nothing. In the silence of the night I was too busy listening to  
The wrong sounds, instead of settling into the waves of being 
 
The colours that flow when I watch and wait with no expectation. 
Then the landscape in front of me becomes a chaos of colours 
Springing forwards as the soul within catches fire.  
 
II: sonnet  
 
Now you know why I spent my twenties crying,  
Aching for some meaning beyond empty  
Atheist life of wonder, wandering,  
A lost corn-circle waking, open third eye 
 
When I close my eyes I can still see through  
Where I see the spiritual opening. 
In my twenties I would sit hoping that 
The meditation practise brings results 
 
Like life, trying too hard leads to nothing.  
In the night’s silence I was too busy  
Listening to the wrong sounds, not waves of am. 
 
Colours that flow when I watch, wait, empty. 
Then landscape becomes chaos of colours 
Springs forwards as soul within catches fire.  
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“Cries are required from those who wake disturbed at 
dawn” 

 
 
Cries are required from those who wake disturbed at dawn 
Lies are desired when the sun hides behind clouds 
 
Remember the succulent light blades seeping  
Don’t cry this time, each morning’s waking fresh 
 
We await these moments now filled with scorn 
And a horse pulls back before each jump taken  
 
Before the creation of a form, new 
Separated from yesterday by sleep-death 
 
Open the skies, like waves across the land 
Stare into a gaping emptiness and come up for air 
 
Mouth wide open like an o or circle 
Being the emptiness that comes to end 
 
And the steps are taken to split atoms 
Whilst time is on our side, hidden by hate. 
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“People in love with the setting stars are right”  

 
 
 
People in love with the setting stars are right, 
Filled with humility for the end of the night 
Greeting the day with a heart filled with hope 
Seeing the same scene, giving enough rope 
 
 
It’s the dimness of the sky lacking moon 
That gives us more than we could have assumed 
Loving stars for their gently pulsing haze 
Light that pushes us to another phase 
 
 
From receive to transmit, planet to star 
People in love, take steps with energy 
Then throw their feelings right out just as far 
 
 
As the naked eye without aid can see 
Out to the depths of space where setting stars 
Bring the endings to one space we will be 
 

24-vii-09 
 



 34

 

“To adore the baby who smells of the stable, but we 
know”  

 
 
 
To adore the baby who smells of the stable, but we know 
We have no past or form with this religion 
And behave as though the scent is a deception, a myth 
 
 
To deplore the loss of faith we are able, with a 
Nod to the craven images that fill our shrines, 
To forget the course of life and death 
 
 
To explore the connection between faiths is to prise open 
The deeper memories of 10 billion souls and excavate 
The cross-sectional icons and effigies that we worshipped 
 
 
To look beyond all this history, this religion, this archaeology 
And find something not man-made, not of woman 
That provides the steam vapours from which we all climb 
 
 
To realise, that all gods, all forms, all myths and narratives 
Are grown from one consciousness, and that the diversity of 
Stories brings us all to one moment of understanding. 
 
 
To the baby in the stable, to the soul under the tree 
To all who search and see the journey 
To realise that the path is the thing, not the destination.  
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“That even the setting stars will disappear at dawn” 

 
 
That even the setting stars will disappear at dawn 
Is that one realisation which brings us to our own sense 
Of greater self importance 
 
 
Of greater self importance  
There is nothing to reduce more  
Than the sight of clouds of stars innumerable beyond reckoning 
 
 
Innumerable beyond reckoning 
Are the worlds that shine in the sky, our window 
On history before human existence 
 
 
Before human existence 
The stars setting and rising, growing and imploding 
Us a speck of dust in a vast mountain range 
 
 
A vast mountain range of time 
That we give but a blip to before we 
Disappear at dawn. 
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seventy nine to eighty two 

 
From flares to tight skinny jeans, rejecting all things prog 
An experiment in fashion, changing the look with the day 
No clothes off the peg, everything second-hand or altered 
Or purpose changed – army surplus become fashion essentials 
 
 
- each step a plunge into the unknown, they called us 
Punks, then New Wave, New Romantics the place I stayed, 
An experiment with clothes and make-up as statements 
Enjoying the impact achieved, in a strange shy exhibitionist way. 
 
 
It began with Japan, the music shifting from Quiet Life  
To Tin Drum, with Gentlemen Take Polaroids as a bridge 
Each album a new step forwards – taking Eno and Kraftwerk 
And crafting something strange – not Steve Strange! 
 
 
Then there was the scene – Big in Japan, Pink Military, 
Echo and the Bunnymen, Teardrop Explodes 
Wah! Heat and Orchestral Manoeuvres in the Dark, 
Machines massaged into deep feeling music. 
 
 
“She’s a model and she’s looking good” – dancing in clubs 
Every step, every shred of appearance a comment, 
The mixture of detachment and connection 
Everything saying the opposite of what is said. 
 
 
Watching bands at Eric’s – seeing Simple Minds 
Keyboard player with his head between the beams 
Music bouncing off walls, everyone saying look at me 
- Looking and seeing ideas for the next night out 
 
 
Seeing The Associates in the early hours, only 10 people there 
Billy Mackenzie’s voice ripping my ears off, pummelling my ribcage 
Only sparing my throat, already raw with the taste of Gauloise, Gitanes 
And those Russian cigarettes with coloured papers – Sobranie! 
 
 
Wearing Chinese slippers, even when it rained, martial arts trousers 
Because they looked like Bowie pants, and were the nearest you could get 
To the real thing – no-one had thought  
These clothes would appeal to us, we would buy anything! 
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Bow ties, waist coats and fob watches, a precocious interest 
In all things Bloomsbury – the Sitwells and Aubrey Beardsley 
- naming our cats after Sacheverell and Reresby. Wearing a 
Clerical coat, Salvation Army, because of its cut and the tiny buttons 
 
 
And the bibles of the times were NME and The Face 
Every week Ian Penman scribed a review of a seminal album 
Before we could hear it, and he became increasingly impenetrable 
Steeped in existentialism, realising you can’t review music. 
 
 
Better to write about the feeling, the thinking –  
To reflect the music in a separate piece of art, another form 
Leaving us readers wondering whether he actually liked 
The music he was writing about – perhaps it didn’t matter 
 
 
Whether Public Image’s Metal Box was worth all the money (it was) 
For a circular metal box with three 12 inch records 
Which played at 45 rpm – strange sounds, part reggae 
Part punk – see, you couldn’t write about it! 
 
 
But you could feel it on a Saturday night at Jodies, or Macmillans 
Different clubs giving different sensations – from the music  
To the décor, the people, the smells, the lighting 
A distinct character you could tell with your eyes blindfolded 
 
 
And the dancing – it was all about the dancing 
Being on the floor, and staying there all night 
Eyes closed as the music lifted the mind 
To a different place of consciousness. 
 
 
Then we saw the advert in the NME,  
Japan playing at the Royal Court Theatre –  
‘Ghosts’ had just reached number 5 in the charts,  
Everyone was talking Japan but I had to be there, to see them perform 
 
 
It was a fantastic show, but there was a feeling 
A tension that was physical – the band were to split 
Just a few months later, Tin Drum led to  
Bamboo Houses, led to Forbidden Colours and then to the end. 
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