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introduction

tc \l1 "introductionWelcome to “glare back at the emptiness”, one of four small potato press collections I’m preparing.

The purpose of these collections is to raise the funds for a drink in the pub after I’ve given a reading. If I’m really lucky, I’ll may have enough left over to subscribe to a poetry magazine.

Putting this collection together, I was very surprised to realise how negative so many of my poems are. I might be turning into a grumpy old sod. Yuk. I suppose this means that if you’re looking for a sweet collection of soporific fluff, you’re out of luck. 

Be warned: I’ve found the hard way I’m completely hopeless at selecting my own poetry. There are poems that I consider awful that have been published. I’ve gone back to dreadful poems after ten years to ‘hang on a sec’. There are poems I consider excellent that no–one else likes. So, apart from the outrageous drivel, I’ve kept nothing from these collections. That’s half the reason they’re so cheap.

My website is dylanharris.org. You’ll find versions of these poems there. But there is a fundamental advantage to buying a copy of the poems in this booklet rather than browsing online: I get a pint out of you. Thank you!

why copyleft my poetry

Copyleft is, if you like, guerilla marketing. If something is copylefted, it can be freely copied, modified and distributed, commercially or non–commercially. This freedom is governed by a licence, designed to ensure this freedom is not abused. 

Copyleft does not exist to be guerilla marketing. It was created to defend principles of freedom, as the introduction to the Licence suggests, in particular freedom of thought and action against abusive restrictions by the owners of intellectual property rights and patents. What if a motor car manufacturer stated that you are not permitted to maintain your car, you have to use their highly expensive services? What if the car failed after five miles and you were barred from opening the bonnet to reconnect the battery? That’s how a lot of the software industry works, and that’s why the hacker’s hacker (a word given negative connotations by those scared of  freedom), Richard Stallman, started the Free Software Foundation. For further information, visit the FSF website at www.fsf.org, or read Sam Williams’s copylefted biography of Richard Stallman, “Free As In Freedom”, O’Reilly, ISBN 0-596-00287-4.

Certain reasons for copyleft do not apply to a collection of poetry. Where, in a poem, is the oil that I can charge you for changing? No, my reasons to copyleft my poetry are very different. In my collection ‘Ranting Poesie’ is a poem entitled, would you believe, ‘Copyleft’ (which can also be found on my website).

If a poetry collection is copyleft; anyone can copy and distribute it as they wish, subject to the licence. If the poetry is copied, I neither pay nor receive a penny. If a critical mass is achieved, copyleft material can conquer the world. In the computer world, the copyleft operating system Linux is global and challenging even Microsoft Windows; which is incredible when you consider it began as a hobby project of Linux Torvelds, a Finnish student. Copyleft can be very powerful.

Poetry does not make much money; even the greatest poets often need additional income. William Wordsworth was a tax collector, Ted Hughes was a farmer, and many living poets, such as Benjamin Zephaniah, lecture in poetry at universities. One does not become a poet to become rich. 

Poetry is rarely a source of instant success. Only certain well established poets are generally known to poetry readers. Just a few poets are known to the general population. Such general awareness usually follows years of hard poetic graft and sculpted art. Poetry is—usually—a long game. 

I do have ambition; I do like people knowing about and commenting on my poetry. It’s a reward for all that creative investment, if you like. I want people to hear, read and enjoy my work. That won’t happen if they don’t know about it. 

So I need good distribution. I can’t afford it myself, so I have to depend on publishers. Most poetry publishing houses are merely national, if that; all disappointingly parochial. Worse, though eminantly sensible from their perspective, is that I’m an unknown uncollected poet; I would be a seriously risky investment. I’m not confident about traditional distribution.

I’m interested in the long game. I’d like to get my name and poetry known. I hope easily available modern English poetry, which can be copied, distributed, and modified, will be of interest in education. If I’m right, advanced students of English may see my work, and hopefully a few of them will like it and want more. 

There are charitable reasons why copylefting poetry might be a good thing. A volume costs less to produce and distribute; there are no royalties. It becomes extremely low cost if distributed electronically. All the legal information is included in the volume, so even the most fastidious need not waste time and effort checking permissions. This makes it cheaper to put such poetry into schools and colleges, where it can assist advanced students to explore modern English literature—there’s even a clause in the licence requesting copies from to be donated to schools. There are no doubt better examples of modern English poetry out there, but I believe something—even my something—is better than nothing.

I’d always intended to copyleft my work, so I had no a problem with publishing it online at my website (dylanharris.org). Even if I killed the site today, the Internet Archive Internet Archive (web.archive.org) will have copies of it, and would continue to make these copies available without successful and seriously expensive legal action. Anyone with net access can see my poetry anyway without paying me for it. Publishing a copyleft collection isn’t really a change.
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Fenland Sketch

1 

Ploughing deep furrows in the black wet earth

yields mummified branches of ancient trees. 

Rivers run straight as the mythical career of heroes;

old roads meander like comfortable lives. 

No hills, nothing for houses to nestle in,

your every deed is seen by your neighbours’ God. 

This stark grandeur challenges even self–deception;

you glare back at the emptiness, or you run. 

2 

This busy air is cold and bright,

rendering the water in the crossing dykes

a glittering rush of Sharp Blue. 

White clouds with the spirit

of steaming liners sprint above me,

while I, in my car, run this road 

with no boxes alongside imprisoning streets,

no brick wall bigotry from some chattering suburb;

no metropolitan clutter, no town crowds, just distance. 

The photography is here, but I can’t catch it.

But I will; I’ll learn to express my cheer

at this absence, this emptiness. 

3 

Cruising on the Nene,

knowing that,

in fifty years time,

with global warming,

I’d be sailing a shallow sea. 

Incidentally,

anyone want to buy a house?

Beautiful garden

excellent for vegetables,

prospective fishery rights. 

4 

The editor of Island (Scotland) kindly published Fenland Sketch 1 in the November 2K1 edition. Whilst commenting on that poem, he wrote that if his neighbour’s God was watching him, he’d bugger a goat on the front lawn. 

I thank you for your note, in which you write

about the acts you threaten in a bum

caprine. I didn’t say (I’d thought it trite)

that I’m a secret agent for The Scum, 

for which I dig in bins throughout the night

(I raid the rich and famous) looking for

hysteria to push in black and white.

To you, I shall admit, I’ve been a bore, 

I told my editor the things you say,

I rue my lack of nous. He’s sent a clan

of journalist to hunt around your neigh–

bourhood; he hopes to find a fan of Man– 

chester United (we’ve got Beckham un–

der contract). If you wake to see, one day,

a chamoise sweetly tempting in the sun,

resist that goat, for David B, your neigh– 

bour’s football God, awaits, binoculars

in hand, to watch. The cameraman will flash

and snap, the journalist will crawl the bars,

pretending he was there. A grand, in cash, 

will cheer your neighbour’s life, and you’d go in

a chat show agent list of guests, so low

that all the coucherati sneer your sin;

hypocrisy is good TV, you know. 

Of course, I don’t expect all this to make

a difference, to wit, your acumen

in publishing my works. I’ll have my cake

and scoff it, for your moment in The Scum.

The Queen Of Santa Fe 

My memories are slippery and sharp,

and coloured by the heat of her,

adventurous and sweet. 

Three months ago, I met the Queen of Santa Fe,

her hair as red and long as twenty seven years. 

She caught my English words, 

her throne and duty may have been this city in the dust,

but she’d never left her Isis home,

a council youth, a river bank, 

a teacher with the petulance to force a lifetime long–haired girl

to cut her pride, to mark the drought of '76. 

She heard my English words 

and spoke, exuberant,

compleat of drink and desert glow,

she spread her history. 

She kept my English words, 

and dreamt her night in Oxfordshire,

as snow caressed the foreign lands

where she will ride forever. 

Driving The Trees 

I’m just a driver sauntering an English country road the starlit side of dusk. 

Occasional rows of tall winter trees escort this white–lit route,

with branches as pikes presented high,

as though they were the honour guard,

and I were king. 

But worry haunts;

were I that leader,

I’d smell betrayal: 

I’m ready for flight,

a gazelle sensing a lion’s eyes. 

Yet there is no movement in this empty lane,

no life in the unhedged fields,

no wind in the winter trees. 

And now I realise what I’ve seen;

my dashboard is being flashed white by light above my car,

from what I cannot see; 

yet the fields,

the road,

the trees,

all are still. 

I feel the shock of standing at a cliff edge and the ground starts to give. 

I lean forward,

look up through the windscreen,

fearing what silent power could flash my car so bright. 

I’m driving a row of naked trees across the full moon. 

What a fool. 

Expanding Horizons 

1.

I remember

      as a child

standing

      on a pebble shore

watching ships

      at sea

sailing

      uncaring

over

      the edge

            of the world. 

I see

      moon

sphere

      of old age

visitor

      in ancient days

            and now

instrument

      of early myth 

and sun

      mother of life

            father of destruction

whose bloated death

      one day

will burn

      this iron

            Earth

                  away. 

2.

Look up

      on open nights

see the cities

      the suns 

see the stars

      the wild havens

            the countable finities 

mark

      the horizon of light

mark

      that ten

            billion

                  years. 

3.

Mark this universe

      this bubble

            in the multiverse. 

You remember

      blowing bubbles

            as a child? 

4.

All histories

      all possible

            all happened. 

5.

All

      that can be known

            to all there is 

is like

      an ounce of decency

            to God. 

6.

Expanding horizons

      eternal

            Russian dolls. 

Old Funeral Music 

I heard the music once

a decade past:

a hard–paced hysteria 

with the cold of winter thunder,

the strength of unceasing clockwork,

the peace of held–back tears. 

It had me dream a wake at night,

a burning pyre,

voices of lament. 

The music,

the full orchestra,

exactly halted,

incomplete. 

This unsignalled silence

led me.

My pyre spat, 

my lamenters wailed.

I invented a dead man’s face

and saw his living conflict. 

The music reawoke,

and quick-marched grief

into the past.

A Well–Kept Pint of Burton 

For Martin Figura

I’m in a pub

drinking the beer

that got me writing again. 

If it was wine,

with its minute–long aftertaste

flowing from bitter to hop flowers,

it’d be worth a bloody fortune. 

But, being beer,

its two pound forty a pint:

which is pretty outrageous

for a pub outside London. 

Actually,

this poem’s

not about

beer

at all. 

I’m thieving from Bukowski,

trying to steal

his honesty,

his “right here, right now” presence,

his oh–so–easy working language

(I wish it was oh–so–easy),

giving something

rather special

from something

pretty ordinary ... 

... rather like this beer. 

Gawd, he’d hate this;

no anger

so middle class,

and not a hint

of Shostakovich.

The Pub Quiz League 

1.

My social life glows momentarily

on winter Sunday evenings

in The Pub Quiz league. 

2.

The newbie knows the taste of blood

is not red, but quiets her mouth;

she feels she lacks “experience”. 

A good team needs one who always knows

who methok’d with Abendigo

and sunk the Wurble fleet, 

but most of us are ballast.

I’ve got my special anorak

that is hardly ever asked. 

3.

An encompassing taste of flowers,

wilting in a hop bitter foliage,

gives gentle colour to the evening. 

I Saw A Sleek Seduction 

I’m sorry I was late,

but I saw a sleek seduction

as I was drinking up. 

He talked of manual work

and made it very clear

that he was rather fit. 

She watched him with sly eyes,

changing tales to meet

his ‘simple’ expectations. 

She played along the bar,

was lounging to his class,

her elegance denied. 

That’s when I had to leave:

so I doubt I’ll ever know

if seduction met success. 

Am Lemming 

I’m looking for a lifetime gal

for all the daily simpletons:

love, our life, family. 

But I am gifted contradiction:

I have a Buddhist guard,

and desire to flame a phoenix. 

So I need a feminine

of her self to need

a love as low experience. 

Don’t Understand 

This poem was inspired by the manifesto of The Revolutionary Front For The Liberation Of Macclesfield, whose sole terrorist outrage was the killing, by drop kicking, of two Yorkshire Terriers. 

Geologists cannot explain the seam of tin ore which London Transport were shocked to discover under the Thames in the 1950s—now exploited by the famous Greenwich Tin Mine. The scientific consensus is that it got there by magic. 

 “Well OK”, I thought, “if she’s imagined some girlfriends for me, and got herself jealous of them, I’ll ask her out”. Her “no” was playful, but so proudly. 

If you are worried how to politely say hello when abducted by a UFO, remember that the letters in the pseudonym “Neil Armstrong”, written backwards, spell the popular greeting “Gnorts, Mr. Alien”. 

On Saying No 

If she’ll leave someone for me,

she’ll leave me for someone. 

If she still empties her ex’s wallet,

she’ll empty mine. 

And I’m not going to be

the boyfriend on Tuesdays. 

Oh, balls to this:

I’ll cheer up next week. 

Vanilla 

I tried a pound of troubadour

and yodelled through the night.

She wasn’t very happy:

I’d sung quite out of tune.

I took that packet back,

it was clearly rather off. 

I bought a pound of lust

labelled for "De Sade";

I turned round to my lady

and beat her with a rose. 

My lady got annoyed:

the next one that I bought

took me someone else.

The milkman didn’t care:

he’d seen it all before.

No milk for me next week. 

So I went back to the aisle

and found another sort

so she could manage things,

mixing an illusion

and the misuse of a horse. 

We’ve sampled all the styles,

and only one was dull. 

According to my horoscope

it’s this that I should like:

I read it in the paper

that ranted at a restaurant

and got a chef arrested

for chilli in a dish, 

 [Here,

it tells me,

I should be

disgusted.] 

as if

a man

could choose 

the food

that he

was born

to eat. 

On Being A Nerd 

To forgo

time–stealing,

anti–creative,

social rules. 

To exalt

from investigation

and clean creation

by a logical form. 

The stain is in life, not thought;

in dreams of sweat, not action.

Age and exclusions accumulate,

collecting cents and civilised grey, 

and realisation that complex human interaction

arises from the chaos of survival animal ways. 

The “how” remains a mystery, until reason is

discarded, and instincts are accepted, 

then we joins society.

The intellect relaxes, 

the cash rises.

Until time’s roll 

pulls all

apart. 

Her Catching Eyes 

Her catching eyes attract as fire in hearth,

alighting on myself a burning lust;

the pub, the people, places, all of Earth,

vanish. She smiles. I smile. Her eyes, of trust,

down–turning, shine. Her face, her features, glow

like understanding God exists. This dare

I’ll take, and she as well: I rise and go

to her. And she, she waits for me; to where

we meet and find that private space. My hand,

it has a need, without command, to touch,

caress her female style. We talk a grand

unworded stream of wish. Of heat, and much

in guile, she moves her dancing female curves,

and taunts herself as all that life deserves. 

My lust, a violating fire of force,

can burn from silent calm in dark forlorn

to whims of torment striking out. A course

to deepest guilt, perhaps, but I was born

this way, and love this way, I must. That rare

courageous one, I seek, a phoenix from

the gulls, who gains her smaller death in fear

and suffered flames: we’ll share our burning wrong.

But here, with catching eyes, I fear my lust

unchecked could cause a grievous hurt; a bird

of fire is rare indeed. Alight, I must

infer her beaten path. I’ll risk her spurred

to disappointed euphemistic hate;

its worse to curse a gull the phoenix fate. 

So evolution’s gift to me is like

mass market beer, unsubtle tasteless flow

of fizz to rue the morning after, spiked

with dreadful chemistry to lay me low

for years. Well, balls to that, I’ll go without,

it isn’t worth the grief. There’s better things

to do with life, of that I have no doubt:

create with deep technologies, or swing

a nifty business deal, reflect it all

in art, explore the world around us, look

to God’s creation, see that life is small

and weak, relax alone and read a book.

A shallow life, a loneliness, the head

the only thing. The empty heart is dead. 

Home Town 

The evening fog

glows headlight rushing white

in serene yellow streetlight. 

Ice forms. 

The town,

yet knowing of traffic,

does not hear a between–lorry silence

fill, like a continuity error, 

with the engine down of a slowing car,

turning, sloping, stopping

at an ordinary motel. 

A cat that doesn’t care

cosies in a window

of homely light,

watching the movement. 

No dog barks

its unnecessary warning. 

Even the wind is still. 

The visitor,

leaving his fussing car,

walks to the motel door. 

Thin,

thirty or forty,

straight black hair,

a tidy working suit,

a familiar coat, 

he has the stride of tired confidence,

the caution of strange surroundings. 

Inside this mock–welcoming place,

he shares mock jokes,

and makes mock laughter,

and buys his night’s

mock home. 

He walks austere white corridors

on cold grey carpet

and retreats beyond

a mock–locked door. 

He can’t relax;

he can’t watch those television programmes

so familiar elsewhere, 

so routine decides

to wash and bathe,

dry and shave,

brush and comb,

and sleep an early night. 

Its great to have a coo and gurgle now

and then; although thank God that I can give

'em back to mum if they should scream and howl,

or stink and do what babies do. To live

a life of dreadful luck from careless thrill,

nine months of getting fat, and growing fright

of things gone wrong, then hospital who fill

you up with drugs and that’s if things go right.

I wouldn’t have the chance of looking good

for months, then there’s the bites and nipple strife,

a smelly child, a screaming stink, that could

not do the simplest thing, and grief for life.

A soul that’s caged, there’s no way that’s for me,

I don’t want such responsibility. 

Awoken by the morning light,

“coffee,

where’s coffee? 

Oh God,

instant sawdust”,

and long life thumb–pot milk

as sharp as dreaming

someone else’s memories. 

Fog,

the weatherman gloats

to stop the country’s rush,

and ice, the weatherman adds:

a threat. 

Having no urgency,

and it’s too early for kitchen staff,

the visitor wanders,

opening doors,

finding reflections

in the dance hall 

His catching eyes attract as fire in hearth,

alighting on myself a burning lust;

the pub, the people, places, all of Earth,

vanish. I smile. He smiles. My eyes, in trust,

down–turning, blur. I know his psyche hums,

his eyes are bright with life itself. This dare

I’ll take, and him as well: he walks, he comes

to me. And I, I wait for him; to where

we meet and find that private space. His hand,

I shall entice to want, a need to touch,

adore my female style. We talk a grand

unworded stream of wish. In need, as much

in me, I find I dance and flaunt my curves,

and taunt myself as all his life deserves. 

Eaten, filled,

the visitor,

he walks the town,

and finds 

architectural finesse subjugated

by I’m here me–too shout–out signs,

by redbrick and rotting frame,

by rude commercial of the crude. 

Yet the town’s nature survives

above the abject word of merchant promise,

in patterned brick, and chimney stack. 

Less crass, a low line bungalow,

an architecture built to say

“honest, its going to be alright”,

the doomed assurances of a surgery. 

The doctor said my body’s going wild,

the safest thing to do is to abort:

if I did that, I’d never have a child

again. He told me this is what I ought

to do, and so I told him where to go.

I want to take this chance of giving birth;

he said he thought that’s what I’d say. I know

it is a risk: some mothers bleed to death

because of what I’ve got. He said he’ll keep

an eye on me. It’s strange: I feel I’m like

the rope they strain in tugs of war – I need

to have my child, I want to live a life—

yet I’m relaxed. I’ve made my choice. I’ll ride

these rolling die. God knows I have to try. 

Newspaper scanned, forgotten,

magazine thumbed and empty,

crossword incomplete,

the visitor drives. 

And of complete control

stops sharp

as a young child,

who’s learnt the how

but not yet the where

of running,

skelters across the road 

to be gathered

by her chasing,

fearing,

father. 

Sweat.

No blood. 

A moment crawls. 

Still seated,

the visitor

hears a tyre howl,

a metallic slap,

and is kicked, 

and his car

which had stop

now drifts

a helpless drift

towards the gathered child. 

The father moves,

my God, they move.

Safe. They are safe. 

Stillness. 

And shock continues

as a young

thunders out

of the ego–music

lout–mobile,

abuse exploding

anger–faced

arms streaming mania. 

A policeman comes, 

with strength to quell a dozen tanks, with build

to match, a matchstick man, the constable,

a man to glare the sun back down, he comes

to be control. No dreams, no doubt, the now

of am, in small, in slight, in uniform,

he leads the calm he is: 

he,

who walks with Gods who can’t exist,

a man the town has never seen before,

nor ever will again. 

With eyes, all bow,

though none know why. 

The youth: silent.

No words are said,

for now he knows,

without that shunt

he would have broken

the motherless child. 

The visitor,

invaded by relief,

feels triumph

like hot water

washing his soul. 

He leaves

shaken,

safe,

into the fog,

into the hills,

unseen. 

Only the birds hear

the sound of the driven 

finger

snap

mute. 

Swoop

1 

Drunk?

No, I wasn’t really drunk:

a single pint, an unfed mind,

made the world sparkle

just a bit. 

The Theatre?

Yes, I’d mentioned Shakespeare:

you know, the usual

“would she be interested?”:

a corner in an email. 

See her there?

No, I hadn’t expected to see her,

it was her day off.

Mind you,

I’m often there,

that time. 

I had to ask.

I didn’t get the choice,

I just watched myself,

engaging. 

In a week.

It was fully booked.

You’re right:

it seems a century. 

Yes,

all the usual clichés,

but for me,

right now,

those clichés live. 

2 

Swung:

my mood has swung

to heavy–eyed unhappiness. 

Once we’ve seen the play

“she’ll stay with an old friend”: 

not

to let

the chance

of us

establishing. 

And, so foolishly,

I said some words of hope,

just once, elsewhere. 

Now chatterers,

they swoop this privacy

and incomprehend so perfectly

they could be the pissing–in–the–wind parents

of a workers’ film. 

I fear their rumours spread

like hay fever

on a summer breeze. 

I’ll call her,

hear if—

just hear.

3 

I was stupid in shock.

Her girlish giggles,

her “hold me, kiss me, fuck me” giggles:

I am a serial fool. 

Her voice turned away

as I exhaled stupidity.

4 

The night was darkening. 

He said to me,

"She’s my girlfriend,

look after her,

she’s scared of walking home alone,

walk with her". 

With these words,

my madness flew. 

So I walked with her,

and she talked,

she talked a never–ending harmony of fear. 

And there was something of these darkening streets,

something of the light

too weak to illuminate where my footsteps rang,

illuminating nothing. 

And this darkening infection,

it was invading me,

it was riding on her voice’s chattering fear. 

And I rode as though my undefended self,

a reeling self, looked up,

and saw the claws of madness dive,

a dive to steal existence, 

as we walked along the darkening. 

I fought,

for an hour,

I fought.

I gave my sex

to stay. 

And had I lost,

had I fought the easy fight,

who would I be?

5 

She might have said: 

 “I do so love these fireworks,

sparkles of bright moment,

an insistence in the sky,

flowering.

Then the pub,

friends,

the usual walk home. 

And a familiar stranger passes on,

his eyes clutch madness

as though it were an overcoat

in a bitter wind. 

We slow,

we gather time around us. 

Then, in a luminous dark

on the edge of lamp–post light,

a something on the ground

breathes. 

It is that madman,

a man collapsed,

shivering in the summer night. 

And his eyes open anger,

and the street light

seems to lose its power to form. 

And it seems to me

he has a need

to strike his agony out,

if he to find his poisoning heart,

but that dark agony, devious,

telescopes his sight away

to those who flaunt existence,

coincidence. 

And I know

as a bigot dare not look inside himself

to see his source of death,

so a madman, insane, cannot. 

So he attacks when his agony tolls,

and his agony tolls at us. 

And in this tidal darkness

I hear him howl his agony howl, a migraine howl,

and my instinct grips my reason dead,

and I run. 

But his howls retreat beyond the distance

to someone else’s problem,

and I relax,

and I, alone,

I let my pride

walk me slowly home.” 

And this is what she might have said,

but she won’t. 

The bastard,

he:

me,

I had a knife.

Hence The Coldness 

It’s nice to know

you don’t consider me

as worth the grief

of clicking on ’reply'

and typing

N, then

O.

Lost Sanctuary 

Just now, God knows why,

I remembered my long dead mother’s

telephone number. 

This odd recollection

gave cold relaxation

to my tired, snappish mood. 

The warm welcome

she offered me,

the assurance of food, 

the spare bed,

the familiar disagreements,

they were always available. 

Now, this sanctuary,

this feel of childhood arguments,

this place of reconciliation, 

is lost. 

A Village, Old Families:

Introduction 

A village, old families,

isolated and comfortable,

a few hundred souls,

established on the edge of belief

so long ago. 

Farmers farm,

traders wish,

but no travellers journey through:

here, paths end. 

Maybe the village breathes above an unexplored ocean,

maybe it glows beneath impassable mountains,

maybe it warms an edge of an emptiness so infinite

that all the solar wind that could ever boil

could never push a life across.

Ceremony 

COMMISSAR:

“I am the man who guards our minds

from fear, from suicidal fugue,

by fighting off those dark ideas

whose form can make a person doubt

the value of the life they lead.

I am an intellectual man,

protecting thought from accident,

a fighter of the mind.” 

CONGREGATION:

“So everyone can spend their time

concerned about the things that count

like children, trade, and family,

the practical of life.” 

Inn 

In memory of Pete Moore 

The village pub, a homely inn,

the place where people, gathering,

discuss and solve the day’s concerns.

A simple bar, where shadow burns

the flickered fire on faces so

well known, the place of public flow. 

A stranger’s eyes, as rare as lock

in use, yet once the minute’s shock

has passed, a welcome’s warmth is roared

for chance of news, or tales the Lord

would frown upon, or better still,

fresh music played with humble skill. 

And once the common welcome’s done

and almost everyone has gone

to where their drink and chat were left,

the stranger won’t be made bereft

of company, for one or two

will stay behind, to talk about 

the stranger’s life, or local tales

of tragedy in winter gales,

or rumours from the capital:

which minister “is full of bull,

which Lady’s caught herself a man,

which industry’s gone down the pan”. 

Some strangers, though, are not as strange

as most suppose. For these, the change

they’d undergone since childhood days,

the hardship, grief, and lines of age,

it made their welcome bittersweet,

denying friends in deep deceit 

for though they’d felt the need to leave

as adolescents do, they’d grieved

for memories of children times, 

of playful pranks, of childhood crimes,

of happiness so long ago

with those they now deny they know. 

Grey 

When I was a child,

the B1043

left the A1

north of home,

and wandered,

old and worn,

bumpily and windily,

through the villages

to Huntingdon. 

Now,

this old roads

is unnumbered,

and the B1043

runs with the new motorway,

as if an apprentice

learning traffic. 

How dare it!

How dare it grow

from old to young,

from wrinkled line

to long and straight,

how dare a childhood fixture

regain youth. 

Chance Is Such A Scornful God 

This morning 

I heard the black news

of a killer crash

on the main line, 

I saw a sweet car

garrotted under the strangling wheels

of a red–respecting juggernaut, 

I met discordant blue

flashing alarm

on someone

knocked down

and still. 

What should I believe? 

That Lady Fate is having

'a bad hair day',

so people have to hurt? 

Chance is pure,

a scornful God,

the God of science,

the only God to give

predictable result. 

Bright 

For Matt Bright 

This is how it was: 

work–strained

exhaustion, 

leaving

my brain

strained 

like a cup

of stewed tea, 

and I’m sitting amongst friends

and Bright words dazzle wit around me:

and I can see shock ideas sparking from mind to mind,

and I can see the air bright as each temple burns, 

as I fight

to raise

my words

beyond

the dull. 

Its like

trying

to make

espresso 

using

dregs. 

That was me, tonight:

dull, someone kept saying.

She was right. 

Cley

Riddle 

We once stood like upright tales of lions,

but now we lie, flat and resistant,

a woven galaxy, bearing excitement. 

My Appreciation Of Schoenberg 

There once was a simple salesman,

too crude to sell used cars,

who won the right, in an unfair fight,

to buy his own self–portrait

with violins gleaming grease,

as sweet as concrete. 

(untitled) 

His mother was a martyr,

she proclaimed it all the time.

Family Photo Album 

The son graduates school.

The dog, crouched for play, grins at the camera.

The cat, like swirling wind, chases string.

The daughter, preparing for an evening’s work, turns on the red light. 

Tring 

for Kit Fryatt 

In times gone past, it was the norm for men

of words to hide in lines of heartfelt depth

a dark delightful lady. Now I pen

such lines myself, to intimate the breadth

that can be found in tales of many pubs,

or riding on the back of bikes—' there’s more,

much more than this '. But now she’s left to floods

of tears, advanced to lordly duties, for

she won the Tring estate at cards. No cars

will run the motorway again, replaced

by fields of black or tannin plants. All bars

will only serve an Irish pint. If chased,

her man will face the cad with daggered scorn

and duel: Mornington Crescent at dawn.

Starr From The Outside 

 “Monica was only 19 … most girls of 19 are randy little minxes.”

The late Alan Clark, MP 

I have no sympathy

with the odious caterwauling

from the slighted egos

of those poisonous men

Monica did not choose. 

So a woman with the taste

for powerful men

chased a powerful man?

So she had the strength

to get whom she was after? 

So a politician lied? What shock!

So he tried to cover up the tale?

This mean he’s evil? What a load of crap!

This just shows that he’s of us,

even though some daren’t admit it. 

All I see is the programmed

anger of the shouting jealous:

the men Monica did not choose,

the women who didn’t get the President.

Is private, mutual lust, really worse 

than this collective hate?

Get your act together, America.

I thought jealousy of success

was just a British fault. But,

I think, you feel it there as well. 

A Fenland Poet’s Advice To The British Conservative Party Of 1999 

Grow up.

Dedication 

A dedication to concrete bureaucracy

whose theme, it seems, will always be

“the rules, they, at least, we can understand” 

Doris’s Day Out 

Doris may no longer be

the beauty on the block,

but she’s still a queen of elegance. 

Now, she is too slow to catch

the young and fast, the rash,

but she does so love to run. 

So I took her for a day out:

well, I took her to a wedding,

for the pleasure of the bride. 

She was scrubbed

and cleaned

and wore two

pretty white ribbons;

she looked glorious in the sun. 

But my Doris is getting old.

I must raid and pull apart

the corpses of her siblings 

to keep her in good health.

Such things have got too casual.

Elle s’appelle Doris, ma DS. 

Obligatory Cat Poem 

 [A]

I left my cat in San Francisco

with John, and his sister, Miss Doe;

so when I went “to stand and stare”

I had to stop 'cos Sid weren’t there. 

Poor Sid, I swapped 'im for a gun

to shoot some breakfast for me mum,

but then the cornflakes would not fight:

I wrecked their nest with great delight. 

He said to me, once, as he flew

that cats with wings have dreadful glue

which is why, when rain’s a blight,

their wings de–feline in mid–flight. 

 [B]

This absence was acknowledgement

of what I told me management:

“this stuff, you know, can never pass;

’tis sunlight shining from me arse”. 

 [C]

In that chilly San Francisco

I sold my cat to Alice, Miss Doe.

Ten years later he’s snuck back

and now, again, dull words, I hack. 

Something awful this way comes

inspired by evolution’s sums,

biting love and biting cheer—

you bet I’m drinking too much beer. 

An Ode To My Ego 

Background

I was born in the village of Bleugh!

in the country of Coochee Coo,

on the far away planet of Tharg. 

Of course, my background’s a secret;

I keep it by telling the truth,

there’s no one who ever believes me—

see, you don’t, do you ... ? 

Self–Description

I’m a techie,

newsaholic, 

beer–swilling beer–gutted,

Citroën loving,

photographing,

piss–poor pub–quizzing, 

Red Guide applauding,

science consuming,

contemporary classical (and hardcore) adoring, 

a Buddhist–ish,

occasionally entrepreneurial

fenlander. 

For now. 

Hobbies

Flushing baby reptiles down the loo.

Running the “Fenland Bog Crocodile Tour” company. 

Placing long–term bets that a local bog–snorkeler will be eaten by an alligator.

Appearance

Some people dress submitting to style,

some people dress expressing their guile,

but me, I get dressed so not to get wet.

Some people buy ’til sated, they drop,

some people buy mass–marketed slop,

but me, I nick things from charity bins.

Some people give a sore old eye sight,

some people give excitement to light,

but me, I’ve panache of a motorway crash.

Profession

Yes please. 

Marital Status

Thargettes rarely visit the Earth,

they don’t have the necessary sense of insanity. 

So I’m only a lonely Thargoid,

subverting my angst with too many tanks

of ale. 

Any other comments

Which of these deceptions do I believe?

An Ode To The A14 

The A14, which runs the hundred miles

from Leicestershire to Felixstowe, is crossed

by roads and railway tracks. What truly riles

is in Northants., the bureaucrats, they botched

and built no bridge for walking types—not keen

on those whose journeys don’t pollute. So all

who hike the tourist path along the Nene

must catapult across the cars—the old,

the children, everyone. So I propose,

to take the piss of bureaucratic dross,

to sculpt gigantic trampolines, and pose

a granny, flying through in the air, across

the carriageways. The Angel of the North

be damned: we’ll have The Lady Of The Fens. 

The music reawoke,

and quick–marched grief

into the past.

The Trumpet Blown 

I went to a concert one night—

the church is across from my house—

it turned into quite a good fight:

the horn versus everyone else. 

Frank played every note very flat—

or sharp—he found all of the keys.

The tones of those sounds he got out?

You’d think that a foghorn had sneezed. 

The orchestra wandered along,

the chorus was actually good,

apart from mute cursing of “Wrong!

I’d staple his lips if I could”. 

These problems continued for years

’til concerts in front of a Lord,

who walked from the music in tears—

and Frank, he had put to the sword. 

Such murder is highly improper;

the Lord was convicted in court.

But Judge was a music conductor,

so fined him a bottle of port. 

You’ll find, when your life is complete,

if down to the torment you’ve fell,

Frank proving, for Satan’s conceit,

from National Anthems comes Hell.

Slough, Pronounced In French, Is ‘slug’ 

Dark Slough’s barked howls,

hates and curses bombing verses,

secretly proud to be Betjeman’s enemy.

But packs so tat now settle at

hack school Blackpool. 

Accelerating Is Language English

The fear is not of something new

but “can the mind absorb it?”.

Like helpless dreams, a tension bout,

this fear’s control, to lose it. 

Is this where the phobics herd,

who dare not stand nor face it,

and call me rude, a geek or nerd,

if I declare to fight it? 

And so I climb the higher path,

accelerating self.

Peacock faces worry up,

huddle. But I’ve done it. I know: 

I’ve learnt the new technology,

uncared those sneering weenies.

I turn my back and grin the dawn.

I’m Gawain. They are the was.
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10. FUTURE REVISIONS OF THIS LICENCE 

New or revised versions of this Licence may be published from time to time. Such new versions will be similar in spirit to the present version, but may differ in detail to address new problems or concerns. See http://www.dylanharris.org/. 

Each version of the Licence is given a distinguishing version number. If the Artwork specifies that a particular numbered version of this Licence “or any later version” applies to it, you have the option of following the terms and conditions either of that specified version or of any later version that has been published (not as a draft) by the Free Software Foundation. If the Artwork does not specify a version number of this Licence, you may choose any version ever published (not as a draft) by Dylan Harris. 

ADDENDUM: How to use this Licence for your Artworks 

To use this Licence in an Artwork, include a copy of the Licence in the work and put the following copyright and license notices just after the title page: 

Copyright (c) YEAR YOUR NAME.

Permission is granted to copy, distribute and/or modify this work under the terms of the General Arts Licence, Version 1.0, or any later version published by Dylan Harris; with no Invariant Sections, no Front-Cover Texts, and no Back-Cover Texts. 

If you have Invariant Sections, Front–Cover Texts, and Back–Cover Texts, replace the “with no…Texts” with this: 

, with Invariant Sections being LIST THEIR TITLES, with Front–Cover Texts being LIST, and with Back–Cover Texts being LIST. 

If you have Invariant Sections without Cover Texts, or some other combination of the four, merge the alternatives to suit the situation. 

If you include a copy of the Licence in the Artwork, state: 

A copy of the Licence is included in the section entitled “General Arts Licence”. 

otherwise, state: 

A copy of the Licence HOW-TO-OBTAIN. 

The HOW-TO-OBTAIN specifies a procedure to follow to obtain a copy of the licence. This procedure must be simple, and may not cost more than a nominal amount. Examples of HOW-TO-OBTAIN include: “is available at NETWORK–ADDRESS”, “may be obtained by posting a B5 or larger Stamped Addressed Envelope to POSTAL–ADDRESS” and “is printed in the programme”. 

If the Artwork contains nontrivial examples of program code, it is recommended that you release these examples in parallel under your choice of free software Licence, such as the GNU General Public Licence, to permit their use in free software.
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