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introduction

tc \l1 "introductionWelcome to “push pop the lingo lads”, 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.

This collection, and “ranting poesie”, represent my most recent poetry. I have consciously attempted to find new ways of expression. Although poems following different rules are more difficult to read on the page, they still sound perfectly intelligible to my ear. See what you think.

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 and realised ‘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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The Slits were an all-girl punk band. If you can, go find a 12” copy of their single “Typical Girls”.

... And Then I’ll Break The Sea 

This forest

unlike the myths of concrete times

contains the old,

the dank and breathed-in smell of Earth,

instinctifying air. 

Here,

you have to reach the seas

before you die.

It’s you and no technology

and simply walking means

you’ll never even smell

the acridity of sea. 

 “Run, run”,

the captains cry

from trains of saddled geese above

“find a stream, and catch us fish,

and we will tell you tales of seas—

they’re gold, and green,

and full of cats

and everyone who’s got there now

is fed by ghosts of porpoises

that dream of rocking floweries

and acting in the Scottish play.” 

 “Run, run”,

I curse myself,

wanting being first today,

an elephant in trunks. 

Oh dear, I trip,

and lie for life,

and watch the forest melt to love

as I relax for weeks.

I see the sea, and smile;

I turn and touch the salt. 

But captains call for me to run;

there’s no-one in the sky. 

And captains speak synthetic dreams

relaxing jars to "really should"

and run I must. 

The forest grows,

and run I shall. 

Oh, worshipped work,

my dream’s to break the sea.

bathroom spider 

there’s no one in the bathroom but you

you’re watching the mirror

you can't turn round

you have to finish 

there’s no one in the steam but you

your fear knows something

you can't turn round

you have to finish 

there’s no one’s in the mirror but you

you’re nearly complete

your uncovered neck

is touched 

it is

TERRIFIED 

A Bicycle Criticises Concorde For Not Observing Butterflies 

Within a fiction,

set in Samurai Japan,

there are a hundred men,

on a beach, neat, dead. 

They were betrayed, neither by their leader,

who let an enemy ooze behind their lines,

nor by their simple suicidal honour;

no, they were betrayed by their author. 

 “So what?”, you might say,

“they’re only characters in a cheap novel”,

“if that”, you might add,

“hardly worth their sentence.” 

But had any one of them,

dead to sharp that moment’s plot,

lived beyond their author’s laziness;

they could be: what?

A snark of colour in a shriek of motown?

Perhaps these non-born,

having snatched creation

for such an callous blink,

deserved their self-assassination;

they could have chosen better. 

The film was, of course, successful.

At Buckfast Abbey 

The monk, having seriously exercised his respect for Glasgow’s wine, abstracted my queries regarding his life’s order. 

The ankle-low lamps coasted straight and narrow paths, giving the weak evening mist a siren’s glamour. 

A burglar alarm worried from chaotic directions; our movement let the monastery buildings dance the echoed panic. 

In darkness brushed by nightfall’s husk, the monks chanted like drill-men ritually thanking the Minister of Transport. 

My fresh eyes were captivated by their Sunday chore, a ritual with incense, a sparkle in Latin.

chase chase 

a real smile presented me

a gleaming dish of crumble

speckled with berry-red and moist

something to very much like 

i take the first mouthful

a rush of flavour fruit

then tooth is breaked on stone

emotion like fingers in boiling … 

many men relish

chase chase

but i detest … 

China Poem 

China’s history has five thousand years.

I’ve met three poets from two T’ang centuries,

still words transmogrified into rushing English. 

All I’ve really found’s my ignorance,

not just of province names and geography,

but of their photo ordinary, to me exotic, moments. 

And if future people look back to our now,

will they use their times’ conceits

to misunderstand our misguided hopes? 

Bollox to living in history, its canine worry.

Listen. Balance. Write, write.

Be. 

Damage 

The mother,

she misunderstood

the importance of money,

and, for her children,

pawned them

to catch a rich man. 

The son,

powerful and broken,

he underestimated

the breadth of respect,

and fired up

abuse. 

The daughter,

ripped,

she became as hard as loss,

and fought at someone else

who rang like the Liberty Bell

and died. 

Ich cynic

monerati.

An Eighteenth Century Beam Engine 

An Eighteenth century beam engine,

solid,

fixed,

simple, with central power,

a church of steam. 

An engineer approached,

and created

sharp movement of spiking light,

a natural power directed, dangerous,

water torn with untiring ferocity.

Its true purpose, he said, is to

pump the mine dry. 

An artist approaches,

and savours

wild yet predicted movement,

bitter, nasal charcoal,

a noise like Hades imagined,

steam jetting from each and every joint.

Its true purpose, she says, is to

overwhelm the senses. 

A shaded man approaches

and ignores,

he counts his beans to three,

and thinks of four,

he imagines rows of black and time,

a regiment of flies.

Its true purpose, he says,

is thirty three percent. 

Elsewhen 

It’s wrong, right,

what youngers do,

daynight. 

But,

when I was then,

I did so

too. 

Right it was,

then,

that when. 

Stupid,

now,

I was. 

Elastic stretches less

the more it’s overused.

Epigrams

On Science 

1.

science reflects the art of God. 

2.

when faced with contradictory truths

select the truth with the strongest proof 

3.

if contradictory truths

have irrefutable proofs

they don’t contradict

you’ve misunderstood 

4.

if you can’t resolve

irrefutable contradictory truths

go meta 

5.

if objects cannot occupy

the same space

at the same time 

how can you look up

to a sheet of sky

to see two birds

intersect harmlessly 

On Islam 

1.

a firework dies

in explosion

and sharp colour 

2.

a psychotherapist

helps an ailing man

look inside himself

find the true cause

of all his evil seen 

On Al–Qaida 

1.

you’re dozing

you don’t feel a sharp pain

the mosquito is fed and gone 

you’re dozing

you feel a sharp pain

you wake

the mosquito flies away

you build a dyke

drain the swamp

all mosquitoes die

including the stupid one 

2.

a yappy dog

finds the pack of sleeping lions

creeps up to the biggest

bites its nose 

all the lions will cower

the yappy dog believed 

3.

al–qaida

islam’s traitor 

America & Israel 

the adoptive mom

of an abused child

can rarely accept

her ward

has become

an abuser

Fear In Flight, God (a poem in two forms) 

1.

While driving home, this winter night,

I saw the orange greenhouse light

illuminate the sky. 

The telly says, in Pakistan,

a hijacked plane, the bastards gone,

they killed a two-day groom. 

An airport near, another crash,

a cargo plane, the pilot’s dash-

ing self-belief, now dead. 

A glass of wine, the need for sleep,

this cyclic time, disturbed relief,

so naturally I dream... 

2.

I’m drinking Rosé,

the colour of inhuman blood,

watching. 

From night-time winter nurseries

cylinders of bright orange light

rise to the lowering cloud,

and spread like petals,

dying. 

Hijackers

murder a bridegroom

for sight. 

Elsewhere,

the heat is so extreme

that shocked birds

flying far above flames

ignite,

falling as shells,

incrementing death. 

They think

to reduce their nation’s pain

by adding to it. 

This is a time of cyclic myth

of winter solstice,

of Y2K,

of Christian birth. 

Today’s God consumes. 

Fugues 

JS Bach was the master of the fugue. A carefully composed tune concurrently repeats, inverts, staggers, slows, quickens, in many counterpointed layers. A poem fugue cannot do this, of course, but it can reflect the core idea, as a short poem intended for repetition until a performer runs out of stupidity. Some of my fugues make no sense without repetition. Some just make no sense.

1.

deer are stupid beasts

they run out in front of 

2.

go man go

man go man 

3.

i’m not a cannibal

i don’t eat animal 

4.

right

what am i going to do

[ now / today / tomorrow / forever ]*

i’m going to do 

*Select one 

gentle 

the rain must have sprinted down 

yet above the consequential rising mist

is an empty open sky moonlight night

and horizon just once cloud mountains

dark and highlit in gentle silver black 

like seeing the stars through fine girl hair

when you’re sitting alone outside night talking

on an unseen bench in the summer dark heat

away from the far heard strong celebration

with a fresh wind carrying her feminine smell

and the gentle hush of her speak 

ghost 

listening to Ginsberg

set by Glass

the CD finishes 

something comes in

caresses my leg

a friendly rub—nothing’s there 

eighteen months ago

my house received three kittens

Houdini had disappeared 

the miss chief was black and beautiful

naughty Miss Demeanour

cuddly scent and scamp 

teenage trip–you Not–Having–That

nervous gentle Jinj

wimp and monster in the hunting night

then Not was road bone–broken

for their full lives

i sadly moved them on 

old Madam’s asleep in the kitchen

my ankle’s brushed goodbye

i fear one young is lost 

thanks

luck

i’ll see ya

green 

us we walked we walked we the green

the mow neat bowls neat long sun green

sunshine august town park green 

see she short model light touch she

summer dress dance walk tall me she

twenty eight actress soft speak she 

"happy script daft script television tale

super sigh nordic spy idiotic tale

cash strong series long career good tale 

stupid press drunken press i really can’t believe

press release mock piece why do they believe

satire true fun too the idiots believe 

see them far across that chain traffic road

cameramen journalists crocodiles all

meet me mock me mac the muck 

believe me sure me the princess north

gloom haunted gleam haunting glamour haunting down

a minister in ministry the minister of war 

and my producer grins

his stephen twigg grin." 

harvest 

boobs raised as rippling meres

corsets curved as Jessica Rabbit

codpiece alone in cold November

the strongest discard stealth black 

life has me meet these places

of modern pagan rite

no modern pagan god 

i recall a bristol roman myth

a harvest celebration

when priests paraded streets

hunting self–announcing virgins

with whip and charging lust

celebrating the fertility

of the english vice 

who of us would hide to hide

who of us would hide to show

who of us would take the priestly vows

is shiva here

in the background unannounced 

just imagine what he could do

for our bristol harvest festival 

A Horrible Day 

I’ve a new car:

well, new to me like a girlfriend,

not new to the world like a baby. 

It’d been still for years,

warm and garaged, kept and maintained,

unused, unmoved, a trophy, not a means. 

I spent too much than meant

returning it to minor roads

so I could use it formally. 

Of course, on that first drive,

something had to fail;

the fuel return escaped. 

My wallet–emptyingly expensive petrol

was gushingly donated

to the road drainage system. 

I stopped immediately;

some bastard chucking a lit stub

could have exploded me. 

On all the country roads,

in all the country villages,

I broke down outside an old local. 

It was lunchtime,

on this, winter’s coldest day yet. 

The RAC said a two hour wait. 

The pub was shut. 

Thanks, Robin, for letting me in anyway.

I owe you one.

Would you perchance appreciate a pint, landlord?

On Hunting With Hounds 

The anti-hunt majority

for whom the chasing is despicable

but the killing acceptable:

well, that must be so, for otherwise

they would not fill their gravy plates

with pre-masticated carcasses

of what once might have been

conscious animal beings

young and politely murdered.

I Don’t Visit My Mother’s Grave 

I don’t visit my mother’s grave; 

a stone, a church yard;

these are my sister’s symbols,

not mine. 

I keep my mother in my head,

all the spirit of her,

a mother alone, 

and all the consequences

when she couldn’t really cope

with bringing up a thinking boy

she didn’t understand. 

We needed my father,

whom fate destroyed.

I don’t visit my mother’s grave:

I carry it.

in cynic adverati 

The social lace of now has ants of sell,

who work to place a toil in user hands,

to tear a burst of cash. And if a tell

reports a rush of sell is not, or stands

are down, the “Nice Day” fake of cheer decide

to push the sump with press upon the eyes,

to shout the anthems of their ware in lied

and platted tune. Because they advertise,

their silver’s worn to want. We users sarc

amongst ourselves the namings of desire:

when invocations made are met, we lark

a ware for get. If sellers need of hire

the cheery shouting prats, it’s clear the wrap

they shout about is dreadful very crap.

Intruder Alert 

A conference theatre, unfilled, a field;

green folding chairs, strewn open, a crop. 

Some poor woman, older, robust, sexless to me,

sits, cross angled, on one half closed. 

The seat becomes a vice;

her fingers, trapped like rape, crushed. 

Her shouts scorch, a boiling crescendo

of pain. People run. Not me. 

I am stunned still,

taught by lust, by shame. 

I can’t forgive me this.

I can’t. 

It’s My Hands 

It’s my hands

that are addicted. 

When I have a soft-skinned lover,

they’ll caress her,

warming. 

But when she’s elsewhere,

they’ll stroke anything

smooth and neutral. 

Railings and banisters,

desktop and mouse,

pint glass and bar. 

The Joy Of Tax 

 “Each time you buy your love a gift

they gain some goods they don’t declare.”

says Ima Heirach, spokesman for the Revenue. 

 “All income should be taxed,

so we intend to introduce

the ‘extra purchase’ rule. 

Say you buy your girlfriend flowers,

one time in three,

you’ll buy an extra bunch

and post it off to us.

And should you buy romantic meals,

one time in three,

you’ll pay for one of us

to join you at the trough. 

And, er, if you and she, um, yes,

well, that’s not our business.

But we’ll tax the consequences,

when they’re fully grown.”

Just Protectionism? 

For two voices 

 (In Unison)

I take risks.

I move to my customer’s town.

I undercut the competition.

I better myself. 

 (Apart)

I am Western.                                                                  

I am not.

So I am an entrepreneur.                                                                  

So I am an economic migrant.

Of course this isn’t bigotry. 

later 

i’m not exactly brilliant at this

but you screwed up as much

instead of surfing this wanted insanity

you tried to manage it

a so professional voice 

i need a lover

not a mother 

Little Willie 

My name is little Willie and I lead the Tory mob,

I face the future backwards, which I do not think is odd.

To see where I am going my genetics were recast,

and now my facial features have migrated to my arse. 

My eyes and mouth, and other parts, have just a single place

with which to see the future come, one hole for all my face.

I see through what’s already there, I’m really full of it,

so Europe’s bad, and what I speak is singularly Brit. 

London, 2K0 

London,

strange syllable city,

so neat and old of geometric wrinkles,

feels as though she hasn’t tasted sweetness

since America departed. 

I saw her,

London,

a young woman, the City,

a formal suit in feminine wit,

a harmony of discordant blue and handbag,

carrying congratulation, a fan of flowers. 

Look up,

London,

at your wheel,

so out of scope. 

Look up,

London,

beyond,

far beyond,

see tomorrow’s empire: 

would you dare. 

... a much for we ... 

She has no flaw, that her, she put upon

a plinth, be polish once a day. This none

a wishful doze of I, for I concern

to share and hear, a crusty cheer, a yearn

of we’re, the 'uns their gear, I’m slowing dear,

the compromise of kith as someones real.

The daily fem has rough ascribe the heart;

unsanded personality, no dark

of past, comprehending null, a scour.

Since every her is real, the one to flower

is she of fault by skin or eye: such fleck,

like packaging, is simple to respect;

which leave the only damn to bar the see

as mine, a manitude, a much for we. 

My Difficulty With Melancholy 

Melancholy fills my eyes like soap,

burning away the glamour of hope;

this drama of darkness is ruined by my cheer:

that rhyme made me <grin>. I’m off for a beer.

Neil Armstrong Is My Explorer Of The Millennium 

He did much more

than simply explore

someone else’s home.

His shoulders stand

so we might land

on some dusty lunar shore.

New Year’s Eves 

In a pub of pensioned men

and stale décor,

two newly women enter:

one fires her smile. 

She’s young and tough,

and her hair says she’s trying too hard,

and she’s occupying clothes

that leave so much caress undressed:

she’s raw, her own self-portrait. 

But that glance was mercantile:

I was about to buy a drink.

Yet the smile was welcome,

like the scent of shocked basil

on a humid summer day.

old man Keats 

i’m walking these empty lands

i’m old slow and graceless

the air’s bracing a lonely cold 

i’m absorbed by recollection

we here together

such love so young 

i limp onto war

a black blue military battle

the stench of dogma 

i'm too slow

they execute might–be spies

dying surely waits here for me too 

if i’m to die violent

i’ll sneer the killers

i’ll be all they can’t 

i shelter peasants’ ruins

i lay my pack unpacked

groundsheet simple food water

‘hours of idleness’

the battle flows turbulent

unpredicted waves of conflict

the blood wash nears ebbs nears 

those trained to die do so quickly

the survivors dance the killing ballet

until luck turns and burns their peace 

a squad and sergeant tumble me accidental

glance aghast at my civil taunt

one lad speaks a runner runs

and returns a captain rides up

like the emperor he used to be

sad laughter the squad is posted guard 

the battle sprints

the other uniform swarm

confrontation 

but the one lad shouts ‘old man Keats’

shock stop and hardly believe

both uniforms curse and tension guard 

sod the lot of them

when we were here

wilderness lovers

we made the better bang 

even though i’m dead

i’m not allowed to die today

but soon i will take the dark road

return to you 

The Poet Illustrates His Ability To Concoct A Poem Spontaneously 

oh@bugger.it 

i’d prefer to remember summer 

cold november rain

dark and early depressing

i remember sun bright and warm 

there’s someone of eye fire and feminine i love

so lithe and ripe

a light of sharp brilliance 

and her man makes her ill with joy

intensity such happiness

how could i ever dare challenge 

yet she in her feminine the feminine way

offered me her penchant for complication

i love too much to have dared acknowledge 

now it’s cold in november’s rain

she’s rightly travelled on

yet i still compare them all to her 

it’s going to be difficult

my betrayal

but i must move on too 

Ovid’s remedia amores cures for love

a hard journey

but i can’t be november forever 

Regrow

Manifesto 

Radio has the better picture;

poetry, the better bulk. 

Sporten see und breaken life,

autumn burn for winter hay,

druggen up und drunken strife;

yesterday, you date today. 

So push pop the lingo, lad. 

Father 

This vid’s got me, all lank and lad, sans clue.

So cold, it’s thirty years the past, before

the desktop factory. We farmers grew

the nourish people ate. Beyond that door

I’m mocking at, our cows and corn were store

for slaught. Oh, stupid kit, why curse me why?

Back then, for us to live, they had to die. 

Son 

You dange in life: when this I stark, you stet.

If dad you’d die, I’d saunt; but hurt mum get.

You sneer my am. The proud Dad joust you won’t;

by theorem live at black you do, and don’t

concede in ooze and grey I life believe.

Sad simpling. I rattéd jump long eve

ago; to enge I learned. You neighbour bad,

too ego proud, so sure, the acme prat.

But sod; for mum I could not lie your death.

A God of hacking times, electric breath

in life, I am. Your glimpse, I snatch; your fade,

I steal; my viral valkyrie invade,

corrupting, swaning back. You’ll only know

on die; in wetware crack, I’ll you regrow.

Program 

If torn is body space

the spy, a thread;

if form implied

scout, report, enact. 

If nano techno hit

defence, all set;

a net alert, a squirt. 

If failure stats predict

the head, the heart, a scan;

to quantum store, a stream. 

If body space, too much, is scythe;

to net, the store, a duplicate;

his be with this, an integrate;

chaotic life, awake.

remembering the slits

it’s twenty–five years

the slits punking girls

rebel man’s desire 

ramp firing

intra–fighting

music fem 

but me i was just another buyers’ ears

a true rebel man never slashed the air guitar

i was nil in no–ones’ useless army 

they created

jammed recorded

punking girls 

i played a slit at table football

i won wow what an achievement

fuck that 

freeborn girls

never typical

sound exciters 

in the setting

of revolts neutered by “what’s the point”

from the irate driven angry priest of shan’t 

it’s twenty–five years

how many else fire recall

rage the dawn away 

now they’ll be mothers

teenage–daughtered

house–worn 

forget wallpaper

i’ll throw the guacomole

decorate their empire 

i never saw them live

but i must have done for table football

bollox bollox bollox

Scorpion 

When men are fools, the devil dances sway.

Israeli fools, they swill their neighbours’ land.

The U.S. fools, they paid, they looked away.

Bin Laden dances fey; for this he planned.

Resenting fools, they took his lying school

to learn his angel never fell. He wove

his way. But he’s no devil, just a fool

who starved his human soul, replacing love

with fallen thought, empathy with stone.

His heart is dead, his brain a slave to one

corrupted goal. This man has never blown

a smile to someone new, nor lit a stranger’s fun.

Bin Laden’s men: revive survival checks;

he needs your death for his perverted sex. 

scratby 

this place of child time holiday

rough–town–by–the–sea

a cheap tart sixties estate

as though wind rains mud 

the cliff stair falls beneath the sand

of the grubby look clean beach

paranoid watching men dog walk

boys race putt–putt motorcycles 

and for a moment I’m stolen

for loud sings the swelling sea

its siren peace sound surround

offers the glamour of nothing 

I turn my back to that call

it’s not my time to answer

the sea rolls like drums roll

I know one day I’ll belong

Sharp 

I saw disease kill my mother slowly,

destroying her movement. 

No matter how much the death expected,

shock stains the grief. 

It made me stupid in silly ways:

I brewed a cup of coffee

and put it in the fridge; 

my consciousness was clumsy for days. 

Those around care resolve.

Even my run off cat observed

and fussed me her affection. 

Here.

I know your pain.

Let me help. 

shrines 

rushing the driven A road

for a moment I glimpse glitter

a stark flash in the mud grass verge 

it’s cellophane reflecting sunlight

protecting summer colour flowers

in this winter afternoon 

on the roadside

by the place of death

by the loss of a love 

this often renewal

the stone tower before the Norfolk border

the shrines by the roads of history 

each is a sculpted wake

to the shocked imploding loss of love

we all suffer

A Simple Fantasy 

I wish you at

my fantasy villa in France

on a fresh and sunlit

high-spring day,

and, affront the vineyards

and sounded waters,

I’ll carry you over

our noon-washed lore. 

Washed by running children,

their rhythm of pounding alive-ing

our bright uneven world,

its afternoon dust

freshly sparking light. 

Our sons and daughters

will shine in fierce memory. 

You’ll bury me,

as our grandchildren, like flowers,

become emperors of space. 

And we’ll love each other still. 

sod the world 

we talk of making risk

and the world buggers things up 

well it can sod off 

i want to make risk with you

to love ecstatic you. 

i’ll let you curse me for being man

yet need me as man anyway 

i want to lie you down

and burn you whispers 

i’ll sleep you wake you kiss you

and hap you the day 

be mine

and sod the world 

Software Engineering

1 

 “Go to The Great Mountain Of The South”,

the boss man pays. 

 “Where's that?”,

the engineer replies. 

 “Well, er, to the South! It’s obvious.” 

 “I’ve not been there before.” 

 “No one’s been there before.

Walk south for a thousand miles

and you're bound to see a lump on the horizon.

That'll be The Great Mountain of the South.

They say it smokes; probably cheroots;

that’s the kind of thing a mountain ought to smoke.

Shouldn't take you an hour.

Here, have a banana.

That’ll keep you going.” 

 “How do you know?” 

 “Hold a ruler up to the horizon

and measured the height of the church roof.

The sun shines on the number one.

It’s obvious.” 

 “Pah!” 

 “Don’t you Pah! me, little man.

I’ve a degree in art fart sociopath.

I know.

Now go.” 

 “Yes sir, yes sir,

thank you for the pay packet,

kind sir.” 

2 

walk across the room

no no no

not like that

here’s a diagram

put your feet here here and here

that’s twice on the floor

and once on the wall 

everything’s been thought for you

by our pet Andrew

he always says yes

he’s a natural computer manager

when you daren’t take the people

who know what they’re doing

off the job 

if you find the banana

when you get to the other side

you can eat it 

3

It’s not so good

being the failed superhero

‘computer repair man’

when a pretty woman

with excited eyes

finds a true excuse

to bring me to her private rooms. 

 “In order to identify the problem,

I need to conduct a full system test”.

I turn the computer on,

move the mouse,

click the keys,

and see her pleasure fade

like the last train leaving

as I discover

she needs to find five hundred pound,

her machine’s beyond repair. 

Oh, to be a fertility God,

“in order to identify the problem,

I need to conduct a full system test,

please relax, undress;

you won't need to think of England.” 

Some fantasies are so lightweight. 

Sweet And Stupid 

Please don’t tickle that,

I’m standing on it. 

There’s more to me

than shore between leaps. 

Next time, I’ll dress

before you climb my naked leg. 

I’m sure my best trousers

weren’t quite this airy. 

How can you sleep there,

one roll and two stories from stone? 

Please do not claw that;

I might want children. 

I release you from that tree,

so why rush up it again? 

Dratted kitten

(again)! 

There’s Money in Mechanics 

As symphony

have the depth

of love, 

so pop

has the depth

of fart. 

the three monks 

the only mountains in England

apart from those hills in the north

called mountains by fixing the rules 

the three monks

tall the way children see gods

shadow on all the flat Cambridgeshire 

the remains of some prehistoric volcano

tan brown rock absorbing sun shining on vertical

up and fractal bare to the very top 

where each peak rounds inward

a colony of hard green pine

the fringe on the heads of the pious 

these three stalwarts surround

the fussy little town of Tull

on the March to Sleaford road 

flat and straight across the fens

up and down and winding round

flat and fenland straight again 

and why do you not know these monks

natural cathedrals of geology

dominating the tower of God–love Ely 

military deceit maps the monks as meres

see the mars of shocked German bombers

and that pair of nuclear B–52s 

there’s talk of some visual disguise

you’ll glance to see unfocused air

only wise eyes will comprehend 

Thoughts On Odes To Nightingales 

So what is this nightingale

of which the old poets sing? 

I drive to country dykes, and dust,

and hear a throat of motorway. 

I climb a Munro hill, by rail,

and hear the tourist café chat. 

I dive the barrier reef’s remains

and hear an abstract diesel chant. 

Those poets,

they blaze their praise

of this bird I’ve not heard. 

I think, you know, the nightingale’s an allergy

to dance, or punk, or what the poet hates,

the one that he or she desires,

appreciates. 

So next you find an ode

to a nightingale’s airy delight,

make your thoughts Sir Oswald Osbourne

biting the head off a chicken that night. 

Honest, this was written before Ozzy Osbourne reappeared as a telly superdad

Tobacco’s Such A Treat 

If barons never bribe,

authorities are pure,

then why deny research,

why ban the brightest cure? 

Chorus:

Tobacco’s such a treat

and dope is danger grass,

so says the law’s conceit:

for parliament’s an arse! 

The victims die of drugs

too strong, or full of crap;

when licence laws have force,

inspectors slap that rap. 

Chorus:

Tobacco’s such a treat

and dope is danger grass,

so says the law’s conceit.

The government’s an arse! 

Addictive drugs are banned,

so make the barons rich.

The baccy tax is high,

hypocrisy is snitch. 

Chorus:

Tobacco’s such a treat

and dope is danger grass,

so says the law’s conceit:

the minister’s an arse! 

A uniform is forced

so kids hate that, not school;

as prohibition laws

conceal the true misrule. 

Chorus:

Tobacco’s such a treat

and dope is danger grass,

so says the law. Repeat:

yes, parliament’s an arse!

The government’s an arse!

The minister’s an arse!

.

.

.

Underneath The Loch 

A man, giraffe–like, thin, a random match of clothes

to woollen hat and stubble, faked the drinker’s sway.

He pissed as though he thought that he had got away,

he’d looked about but failed to spot my eyes, my loath–

ing eyes. He stood on rock, on lonely highland rock,

a sloping down to water highland rock, to dark

and silent loch, to isolated loch. And stark

above, a minor hill, a hundred metre smock

of stone, so worn by nagging wind and broken trees.

But he was staring down, then kneeling down, was at

the water's border, brushing fingers in that flat

and freezing wet betrayer. No, not fingers, he’s— 

I don’t remember what. I see the lights, the lights,

the bright and churning fire attractive lights,

they’re underneath the water, they’re watching me.

I see the lights, the lights, they’re witching me. 

I’ll try, I’ll try to not remember them. He stood,

he stood and walked away, not far, and turned to watch

the mere. He waited, and he waited. Then a blotch

of sunlight broke the dusk and shone on me; I could

have kept my eyes on him, perhaps, but felt I had

to hide until the sun had ceased to lend its smile.

When I returned, a slow and careful creep, a while

had past, but there he was, no longer still, a tad

disturbed: his movements jerked. His confidence was spent.

It took some thought to work it out: his clothes had changed;

they seemed a little darker, sprayed in dirt, arranged

a subtle differently. Then in the loch he went. 

I don’t remember it. I see the lights, the lights,

the bright and churning fire attractive lights,

they’re rising from the water, they’re locking me.

I see the lights, those lights, bewitching me. 

I'm holding, just, but not for long. He swum and dived.

He surfaced once or twice, but then the loch was still.

And after thirty seconds, I sprinted down that hill;

by luck I didn't trip. What could I do? I’d tried

to phone before; the signal wasn’t there. I stripped

at speed to swim myself, to dive and give him breath,

but that was when the loch was lit from underneath.

At first the light was white and still, yet I was gripped

by shock. I grabbed my things and sprinted off. I suppose

I looked an idiot, I tried to dress and run.

When nothing followed me, I calmed and clothed, then spun

around to watch the loch. The lights had moved. They rose. 

I daren’t remember more. I saw the lights, the lights,

the bright and churning hypnotising lights,

they’ve risen from the water, they’ve stolen me.

I’m in those lights, the lights, they’re raping me. 

You woke me up, you soldiers, with your sirens and

your rushing round. You brought me here, and ask me what

and when and where. I’m scared; I’m in the blank of shock;

please let me home; I need my partner’s holding hand. 

Water

The Anger Of Water 

Through the netting

I watched the physician,

resigned, prescribing. 

He stopped writing,

looked out.

Shock drained him. 

The sea had gone.

Death was arriving

two weeks early. 

He fled, alone,

as though he could save

himself. 

Three Flawed 

I just can’t suss

that life guard. 

I gets his

gorgeous hands

on me. 

OK,

so I have to squirm

so he puts 'em

just right. 

He gets to rescue

a beautiful girl,

namely me. 

He takes me

all the way

to the edge

of the pool. 

So strong,

so masterful. 

So why’s he irate

when he finds

I faked it? 

Viaduct 

Where, once, the railway was embanked

a field of cabbage now extends. 

But every hundred paces, brick supports,

the width of all four railway tracks, arise. 

Look up to see, across the cloud,

cables for the rails, and cables for the power. 

No trains. 

No birds. 

No wind.

The Mere Of Ice 

The morning’s walk repair

is shoe-stone disturbed

at the breeze glade. 

Ash, oak, more,

rush dark leaves,

flash sunlight. 

The rain worn ink paper notice,

on the silver slatted shutter-down kiosk,

commands us to walk the mere of ice, 

blind white

blotching pools

slow earth. 

But I know it will fail my doubt;

I take the grass and boulder soaring path,

walking up the double-bended valley, 

watching down

on faith belief

crash-drown. 

We, The Fell 

 Oh wow! I haven’t had a decent fight

for years. But let’s not fight with brutal might,

the Net denies the real, and virtual war

is bland. Let’s fight with brutal words, the core

of words, in poetry, with lines of verse

in sonnet form. I challenge you, disperse

the crude, excite your skills, be rude with charm,

not teenage curse nor childish snap, but calm

and contemplative bile. The victor gets

the girl. The loser knows a fight well met,

and lost, is no disgrace. And if there’s fire,

if what we write has power, we’ll burn the pyre

of formulaic prejudice, their hell

of puritan ideal. We’ll be the fell. 

What Do Lemmings Eat? 

What do lemmings eat?

Why, of course, its obvious!

What, you haven’t worked it out?

Well, ask a different question:

what do lemmings do?

Why, of course, they lem;

they lem on yellow Citrus fruit. 

What do pigeons do?

Why, of course, they pidge, and

they’ve pidged all over my car,

the horrible, horrible things. 

And what do katkins eat?

Why, of course, they eat ...

Yearch! “How horrible!

Come here, poor puss-cat,

poor tiddle-possum,

we won’t let those nasty plants eat you, will we:

No!”

Now, about those dead mice you keep leaving on the doorstep ... 

And what do dolphins do

why, of course, they dolph around,

they chortle in the sea,

wasting time in playful fuss,

not doing any work.

What lazy fun—

we can’t have that—

no dole for them,

ha ha. 

And what do muffins do?

Well,

its actually quite disgusting

as disgusting people know.

I, of course, am innocent,

all I can say is "mule".

when the trains first came 

verdant land life more than seen elsewhere

somewhere birds flute their rapid haunt

flower aroma allergy fresh

their words i used to know 

these the last trudging miles

walking home from thirty years’ adventure

i’ve fought built won lost the lot

all i have is god and memory 

i stop inhale the edge the ancient estate

the childhood familiar buildèd hills

wild life has recreated raced replaced

old monster trees lost forgotten 

the real change is human made felt

people live more smoke mechanical

cities rip a rush a panic

dreary no stranger charm chat 

i’ve found life’s guide

no mock threat manipulation no selfish abuse

this holy book unwraps the world

all described dissected diagnosed 

see find somewhere hidden symbols

discover compulsion underneath

no need for sinners’ understanding

the book tells judges i retribute 

here shafts strait–jacket shock me

these tors these childhood joke and tumble hills

these history halls rent by satan

hades’ sulfic smoke rises 

vents bricked dug to hell

risen fumes drift sins’ infection

i see distant entry

a horizontal road hell’s mine 

i’ll walk casts god’s light

face rent the conjurers’ challenge

follow grounded iron rods of sinner doom

laid guide me their hopeless 

i crunch walk dark echo

the beast squeals knows me here

it comes roars i stand immortal

“halt beast” i shout “a man of god is stood…”
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