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DEDICATION

Thisbook isdedicated toitstwo earliest influences:

To RitaColeman, my first serious romantic relationship, the
break-up of which caused meto embark on afrenetic orgy of
poetic invention that relieved an otherwise desol ate period of
Nationa ServiceintheRoya Engineers.

Andto StellaBlend, whose kind and devoted criticism of my
early worksduring thet period effectively encouraged my atention
to detailsthat might otherwise havebeenfataly ignored.

Within these pages| shall makeoccasional referenceto both of
thesewonderful women andidentify their influence.
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COMMENTARY ON EARLY VERSE SECTION

My first serious poem (Our Sruggle) waswritten just
beforetheWar and then revised in 1944 when | wasan
evacueein Llandlli, SouthWales. It wasvery poor, and
isincluded inthisanthol ogy solely because of acertain
historical interest. INn19451 sent it to John Betjeman,
who at that timewrotefor the Daily Herald, without
telling him it had been written by a12-year old.
Surprisingly hedidrespond.  Unsurprisingly hewas
particularly scathing, suggesting that the poet would
benefit by revisiting Palgrave’s Golden Treasury. 1was
shattered and it was many yearsbeforel could bring
myself toforgivehim. But had | been anadult - ashe
had little reason to doubt — he was actually being very
kind. Anyway, that’s the reason the poem has been
included.

Aninteresting, if somewhat tenuous, link to thefinal
versesinthissection, Pot Pourri, wasthediscussionit
provoked in thelate 1950swith Helen Winnick, who l
met when shewasan assistant inabookshopin
Moorgate. Shehad aninteresting, if somewhat bizarre
background, having been at onetimeassociated with
Kenneth Haigh, theAcid Bath Murderer, but having
happily escaped that fate. Prior to her employment at
the bookshop, she had been secretary at the British
Interplanetary Society, working for Arthur C. Clarke,
thenoted sciencefictionnovelist. Many decades|ater,
duringoneof my businessvisitsto Sri Lanka, |
wangled aninvitationtoteawith Sir Arthur. He
remembered that period of hislifequitewell. He aso
recalled Helen, but couldn’t or wouldn’t recount any
stories.



(1)
EARLY VERSE

This section comprisesaselection of verse
writtenin the 1940s, both during the second
World War, while evacuated to Llanelli in
South Wales, and during and subsequent to
my military serviceat Longmoor Campinthe
Corpsof Roya Engineers.




1=

With bresthlessbewil derment and awe
Stood watchers, petrified, with bated breath,
Perceiving beauty born of daughter,
Thegrim announcer of impending death.

Their eyeswereroving, d eep-endowed,
From scarlet flameto steep-banked cloud,
Were seeking, probing, ceaselessly

For what they wereafraid to miss

And even moreafraid to see.

Then each man’s heart was filled with dread:;
That hornet-dronewas overhead,

And suddenly the atmosphere

Was pregnant withthefull-blown seed

Of unpremeditated fear.

Theamber glow in stedthy silence
Arosereentlesdywith fearful might,
Imbued theair with ghostly beauty
Dissolving softly into patient night.

Longmoor, 1948

[SellaBlend considered the last line to be an
example of my finest poetry.]
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BURNSALL CHURCH -
WHARFEDALE

M g estic monument to honest prayer,

Thy plain and rugged beauty doth excite

All sentimentsthiseager heart can bear,
And banishesbewilderment and fear,
Andfillsonewithwarm comfortinthenight.

What messages of hope you must convey
When being sighted first by Wharfedd e men
Returning at theending of the day;

Or smiling at thechildrenintheir play;

And scowling at the poacher intheglen.

For al emotionsyour stout wallsinspire,

As are contained within the viewer’s heart:
Beit thefear of peoplewho conspire,

Or shameof thosewhosesinistheir desire.
Fresh hopeto each of these your wallsimpart.

Yet reststheclock at twenty past thenoon
And looking o’er the village all stands still.

You hold your head with pride as sometribune
Or sentinel, toward the sun and moon;
Andkeepyour slent vigil onthehill.

Longmoor, June 1949
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LITTLE MAN - WHAT NOW?
(To the atom bomb)

Bravo, my littleman, but why so scared?

You’ve made the grade, with yesterday compared
Havefar outmatched the power onthered morn
You gained with poisoned dart and venomed thorn.
Though merely oneman a atimeto say

Seemed, even then, such long-drawn-out del ay.
How trivial arethose bowsand arrowsnow

That you have learned by leaping stageshow
Grim Death’s vast lethal scythe to sharpen fresh,
And scatter into dust meremortal flesh.

So on the discard throw your crude machines,
Your battleships, your tanks, your submarines.
Oneday, with Earth asepul chreof stone

You’ll reign a prince, the conqueror —alone!

London, 1947

[ Thiswas produced in collaboration with the late
Mike Koslover for the wall newspaper of the North
Hackney branch of the Young Communist League.]
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MY SONG

| want to pour my heart into aflood of song:
Thesong of theindividua struggling

Inthe midst of over-powering oppression;
The song of dave and master;

The song of man and mate;

Boyandgirl;

Mother and child.

The song that hasfor centuriesbeen sung
And yet remainsunsung.

Thetriumphant march of victory;

Of Good over Evil;

Loveover Sdfishness,

Honesty and Cleanlinessof mind and body
Over Corruption, Depravity and Soullessness.
Thedow pavaneinregal solemnity,
Portraying thegrief of aman

For hisown atrocities,

And those perpetrated by hisbrotherseverywhere,
Whether in mistaken philanthropy

Or openly degeneratevindictiveness.
Suchismy song.

London, 1946
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CRI DE COEUR

Lesenchévetrementsde mon esprit;

Mes penséesdansunfouillis, melangeées,
Comme s’il n’y avait jamais y compris
L’idée d’un sens, une raison, tout complet.
N’importe comment j’ai la volonté

De céder sous le dirigisme de I’ame,

C’est toujours de la faiblesse de mon corps
Quejenesuispasvainqueur demaflame,

Longmoor, 1948

[ This was written one year after | had spent some
months at the University of Neuchatel in Switzerland
and attended a course at the Sorbonne in Paris. My

friend in Paris, David Grimberg, described it as
nonsense. But he was studying medicine. So what
did he know of poetry? 60 yearslater, a French
member of the staff of one of my publishers
expressed amazement that it should have been
produced by a 17-year old Englishman. She, of
course, was a very talented critic!]
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FRUSTRATION 1

Thisconstant strifeand effort
Tobearticulate,

And givemy thoughtstheweapon
Of expression,

And not gesticul ate.

Longmoor, August 1948

FRUSTRATION 2

Thereissomuch | must say,
Solittlethat | may,

And mind, stagnated, lendsitself
To physical decay.

Longmoor, November 1948
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EVE OF ROMANCE

Onsuch an eve, asevery man doesknow,
All Naturedoesunite, and each caress
Imparts asoft, subdued, trans ucent glow
Which emanates, though effortsto suppress
It fail, as each fold of the loved one’s dress
Descends by stagesto thefloor below.

Andtheninrevelation shedoesstand,

That eyesmay seewhat only hands have known,
Exulting inthe beauty that was planned

By Him, supreme of sculptors, and hasgrown
And, having blossomed, ripened, now isshown
To eyesthat lugt, but eyesthat understand.

Hestandsbefore her; fallsupon hisknees
To pay hishomageto aformdivine.
Hisarmsencircle, nervelessyet to squeeze
That body, till and statuesqueof line,

But gazesat her faceasinashrine

Of goddess Venus. Dropping by degrees

Hiseyesencompassfirst that brow serene
And then her rapt’rous azure lids, half-closed,
Expressively, for teeming thoughtsmight glean
Her roused emotionswere her eyes exposed,
Although reveding features quite composed,
More beauteous than e’er before had been.
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A nosesuch asno artist could produce,

On ether side of which amodest blush
Bearswitnessto her fedlings. To reduce

Her lipstowords, though wordswould liketo gush
Forthfromthispenis, asit were, to brush

Asdedl artistry, without excuse.

Andthenherechinandthroat of lily white,
Unmarked by blemish, pureasfaling snow,
Descending in such curve asHogarth might
Admire, for him such beauty were enow,
But beauty such asthiscan only dow
Thedownward passage of hiseager sight.

For withfrail man desirebegetsdesire

And passion rulesout sentimentsof art.
Themind subordinatesitsdlf tofire

Intense and ardent, springing fromthe heart,
A firewhich, unextinguished, doesimpart
Such ecstasiesassenseand frameinspire.

Longmoor, 1948

[Written at the request of the orderly room staff of
the Royal Enginners, Longmoor Camp, who hated
it! They were expecting another Eskimo Nell.]
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LIFE

War,

Competition;

Mentd frustration,

Striving to gain self-respect and ambition.

Force;

Inhibition;

Utter starvation,

Lifelong attempt to avoid thiscondition.

Morals;

Convention;

Noviolation

Without apenalty for such dissention.

Fortune;

Contention;

Supremeédation

Asunknown mattersattain comprehension.

Study;

Reflection;

Gay recrestion;
Alwaysaventureinviting correction.

Control;

Direction;

No compensation;

Nothing which doesnot involve someinspection.
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Desth;

Degradation;

Life’s expectation

Wanesasthebreath nearsitslast expiration.
Birth;

Procreation;

Love’s consummation,
Gladly producing the next generation.

Longmoor, 1948

SINCERITY

Happy memoriesthelongest lasting,
Memoriesof timesthefastest passing.

Theoldisloath to giveway tothe new,
Asl amloathto lose my heart to you.

Longmoor, 1948
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OUR STRUGGLE

Dawn approaches; day iscoming,
Daywithadl itslaughsandjoys
Coveringamultitudeof
Unplacated wants.
Bringingwithit renewed struggle
‘gainst the forces of Reaction

In attemptsto forward freedom
And progressthe Rightsof Man.
Ever forward, frank and fearl ess,
Fit tofight thefight for freedom,
Fit to fight with pen —with rifle,
Deding blow with mind and hand;
Fitto give one’s life if that will
Benefit Humanity.

Lifeisbut theway weliveit.
What isDegth? Oblivion,
Impenetrablenothingness.

Benot feared of Death my brothers,
Fear not for thelifethat could be;
Hold out hopefor that whichwill be
Wrought by your resourceful ness;
Strengthened by sincerity.

Till you regp your just reward
Inthe dawn of anew day.

Llandli, 1945
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SILENCE

Slence

andfor abrief instance

theworld standstill,

andtheroving spirit

creststhehill of solitude.

And then thedripping tap of memory
fillsthemindwithnoise,

The sound of past occurrences,

blaring of triumphant hopes,

themuted strainsof profitlessexperience;
theterriblemaddening noise.

You grapplewith remembrance

without success,

ineffortstoretain oblivion.

Amidst thecrescendo

and mounting turmoil of emations

a small voice says “It was not so”,

but soon itstoneis smothered.

Youfed that lifeisdippingfrom your grasp

andfight alosing battlewith despair,
till findly your will isovercome.
And then -

dlence

Longmoor, July 1949
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FOUR POEMS
Poem (1)

Would | had time enough, and had no care
Totakeup armsagainst
Blackest despair.

Would that thetragedy and al thefear,
Heartacheand misery
Could disappesr,

Leavingtheluxury of carefreelife,
Without necessity,
Troubleand strife;

Inspiring hopefulness, no brevity
Of grim Death’s enemy

Longevity.

Would that thelowly mind could soar above,
Losnginsdfishness,
Ganinginlove.

Could learn that love a one banishesfear,
Loveof so many things
That wehold dear.

Loveof vitdity; joy inthe powers

Pursuant from knowledge
That onlyisours.
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Throw to thewind of scorn, mordity;
Anachronist conven-
tiondlity.

Catchto your heart instead, new-found release
From that hard moral code.
Freedomincrease!

Why should we be denied things of import?
Life’s own abandonment,
Weoursalvesthwart,

Thwart with thisstruggle, inherently vile,
Life’s lasting tourney “gainst
Love’s chilling smile.

Thusdoesthe shade advance, fillingwith gloom
My very soul, and does

Presage my doom.

Would | had time enough, and had no care
Totakeup armsagainst

Blackest despair.

Longmoor, 1948
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Poem (2)

Ismind to be subordinateto matter,
Thephysical preferred to the ethereal ?
Isgainthe soleincentive used toflatter?

And should oneonly carefor thingsmaterial ?
Or isthere some onethingsthat rules supreme;
That holdsall justice, mercy, tenderness,

And doesnot merely comeinto the scheme
And order of thiswretched universe?

For honesty remainsasecond best
Inworldswhereonly profit dictates sense,
And truth must be content to stay hard-pre<t,
For virtues bring but mental recompense.

Longmoor, 1948

Poem (3)

Manisbut ashallow cresture
Intheconfinesof hismind.
Though history proveshisteacher,
Learnsnot. Lifecan beunkind

To all thosewho reject reason,
Favouringinginctiveright;
Forsaking as out of season

M odesty, however dight.

Canit bethat liferegresses,
Havinglimitstoitsrange?

Can one say that naught progresses
Past amodicum of change?

Longmoor, 1948
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Poem (4)

Fair thou art,

But farer yettome

The pure, sweet beauty of thy noble mind.
Richthou art

Beyondal worldly wedth,

Andtrueto mebeyond al commontruth.

No passions, effervescent, cooling fast,
Todamptheardour of aloving heart;
No sudden ecstasies of senseand frame,
Dissolving, bitterly, theway they came;
Butliving, lasting, joy serene,

Thejoy that hasfor aeons been
Andevermorewill be.

For spirit being not intense
Androusing fseemotionsastheflesh,
Asrecompenseisdurable,

Depending on suchthingsasfaith
Andfull unearthly, deep unselfishness.

To givedoth benefit asmuch thegiver
Ashimthat doth receive.

Naught el se can chasten savetrue sympathy
If any man doth grieve.

Longmoor 1948
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PURGATORY

Therewasapicture hangingin thegallery of my soul

Of oneidedl in character, in body and in mind,

A vision conjured up by blind and beautiful desire,
Perfectinform, perfect in heart, by perfectioninspired,
Possessing both the virtues and the sensual attributes,
Whilecleanandincorruptible, and faithful, trueand kind,
Ingtillingintofrail manamodicum of strength.

But rareitisfor woman to comparewith anideal

In beauty physicd or of the spirit, and must yield

Both mentally and bodily, for humanfrailty shows

And honesty and faithfulnessto sdfishnessgiveway.

My vision crumbled fast in unassuageabl e decay

And disillusion rapidly took inspiration’s place;

Where once was something concrete now isgaping void shown.

Thusmental desolation now does staremeintheface;

That love-inspired creation that proceeded from my mind,
Unreached, yet not unreachable, has ceased to bedlive;
Hasfallen from her pedestal, whilea | about | hear
Thelaughing, gloating, caustic commentsof thosewhom | once
Did deignto call my friends. They know naught else but how to
mock

And scatter onthewind of scorn all vestigesof love.

Ambitionisthe spur resuscitatesthefevered frame
When physical enduranceisapproaching breaking point.
That thing beyond one’s outstretched hands
Whichgreetswith chill disdain

All effortsat possession, and would stay apart,

While body agonised and brain unite in tort’rous scheme
Anddriveoneto despair, to grief, toliving death unseen.
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Unseen by denizens of life’s impenetrable growths;
Thosecarnivorousanimalsof civilized domains;

That thick entangling humanforest, endlessMardi gras,
Which rushes, whirls, encircles, tourbillonery gyrates.
Thefurioudy ceasal essmovement dackensnot nor halts
And tortured mind isaggravated, tortured frameinsensed,
Whileoneisin aseething mass, lonely but not alone.

Death would appear quiteterrorless, and thereisfar morefear
Attached to life’s illimitable drear uncertainty.
Successisworthless, failure naught, if one hasnot thewill,
(C’est adire que sa raison d’étre est perdue et sa vie
Necontient quelamisere). Initiativeisgone;

Uncertainty deposes hope; dismay destroys belief,

And life without respect for one’s own self is valueless.

There rests but one resort at length in willing man’s own hands
And timemust comewhen thisreflectsnoterror in hisheart,
For spirit moribund isquite asnoxiousasdead flesh.

Man’s fear of the hereafter is but born of future hopes

Which, oncedestroyed, must certainly removeal cowardice,
A coward being onewho isafraid of theunknown,
Anddyinglifewill dwaysbe preferredtoliving degath.

Longmoor, 1948

[Produced in the despair of my first blighted love
affair. The fourth stanza provided the title for my
only published novel.]
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RITA

Shecameandit waslight:

Thelight of countlesstwinklesinachampagneglass.
Shespokeand al washbright:

Thebrightnessof thesunset inanarrow pass.

What mattershow she cameor what she said?
Of smdll importance, now, the causeof strife.
But when shewent | wished that | were dead,
For dl thelight departed frommy life.

Longmoor 1948
[ A failed relationship, the consequence of a
misunder standing based on a weird coincidence,

proved the inspiration behind much of my early
verse].
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THE STATESMAN

Prosaic’ly he plods the path of peace,
Avoiding pitfalswhentheduskisnigh

By treading warily. Doesnot rel ease

Ingay abandonment aheartfelt sigh

Such as the vagabond of Nature’s road
Permitshimself when shades of darknessfdll;
For hehasnot to carry such aload,
Andisbut oneof many that makeall.

Longmoor, 1948

[ This short verse, according to Sella Blend, showed
that | had true poetic ability that needed study,
application and honing.]
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WHAT?

What doeslifemean?

A fewwarmtears

And possibly somesixty years
Of making endsmedt, it appears.
What doeslifemean?

Andwhat istruth?

A man-maderule

Instilled when oneisyet at school;
Hypocrisyinridicule.

For that istruth.

Canitbesad
Thatlifehasam

Beyond the individual’s game
Towinimmediateacdam?
Canthat besaid?

And if it’s so,

Why then create

Themind of manwith such aspate
Of sentimentsthat complicate?
Ifitisso.

Istherea God,

Completely good?

OrisHispresence merely food

For thought — and thought for masterhood?
IsthereaGod?
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OrisGod Man,

Innatewithrife

Emotionsand aconstant strife

To get somegoodnessfromthislife?
IsGod then Man?

Longmoor, 1949
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POT POURRI

0]

Success hasnot been slow forthcoming
Inthat sphereof lessimportance;

Pride, however, wanesin ever
Widening circlesof discontent.

Taent certainly doesnot bear revelation
And despitetimesof unmitigated joy
Therehasnever failed to comeeventua
Redisationintherationd light of dawn.

Aninnerlongingfillsmy spirit;

my wholeframeburnswith thesense

of something missing—a vast yearning
for mentd and physical satisfaction.

That symbolism of themissing substance,
quality, or what youwill,

daresnot escapeme. It recurs

at all too frequent intervals

to be misunderstood.

Itisthedesire

for absolute, unequivocal, sexud gratification,
not merely inthat narrow limited sphere
of mord dishdlief,

but something over and above.

Itisasif | grasped for something

far abovemy head;

thefarther that my eager groping

hand doesreach, thelessthe satisfaction,
until finally naught €lse can grant relief
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save complete ecstasy of soul and frame;
which ecstasy by not forthcoming,
disllusonment cregpsin;

and not just that, but vast disgust
inmineown self, whichisrefracted

and superimposed upon the other members
of society.

My quarrdl isnot withthem

nor yet with certainindividuas

onwhom | must fromtimetotimegivevent,
butitiswith mysdlf

and with my angry mood of discontentment.

(i)

And now someempty pagestestify
toaperiod of renewed activity,

to acasting-off of the cloak of stagnation
and adonning of themantleof relief.
Theindividua hasét |ast asserted
hisingtinctiveimpulses, for once unfettered
and released from mora servitude,
themindindulgesin such promiscuity
ascan besatisfied by physical device.

Llanelly—town of limitless spiritual freedom.

No convention, no morality, savethat whichisinspired
by afiercequality of righteousness

proceeding fromaframe unleashed

and unrestricted by the bounds of Nature.

No longer does one share the deep respect

that formerly couldwordsaoneinspire,
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but action, livelinessand doing
theact, instead of merely talking,
thinkingand hoping.

Theexpulsonof dl

that had died, decayed and rotted
and lay about in memory andinmind,
was now washed clean by the purity
of satisfaction.

Oh! how canthisrelief

be held by such anumber in contempt
andfelttobeunclean?

And how canthey,

with egotism born of sheer hypocrisy,
desiring though unconscioudy themselves,
condemn an act which Nature doesinvite?
That Naturewhichthey holdinhighregard
and usewith subtleargumentsto prove
theunredity of change.

A Naturewhich must beitself committed
Todl formsof abandonment.

Oh, aching flesh and ecstasy
of soul.

Oh burning tender passion
now relieved.

| have been granted what | most desired
in breadth of scope
and unlimited menta freedom.



(i)

Alasthetidesrun out;

the conflict ebbsand flows

yet never ceases,

for changeisinterminable,

| haveagod, | haveastarting post,

but how to find the safest route between?
My god theattainment of al | hold dear;

| start with half theracealready run.

But | had not anti cipated competitiveforce
of suchmagnitude.

Togowhereonedesiresto be
maly cause but only momentary gain,
for healsoloseswho gains.

A life, ahope, aliving dream.
Thesethingsarenot important inthemselves,
but what they stand for,

what they represent:

emotions, fedings, ingtinctsthat comprise
thementd individud.

Thearetheinner substance;

the hard core of resistance.

Thesearethey which suffer

if one does not succeed.
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)

Thisincessant bickering,

thispetty argument,

vaueschanging overnight:

loss, gain, accumulation

of annoyance piled on annoyance.

“Such asmall thing,” you may say,

but how thesetrividitiesexpand

and take on great importancein our minds.
Necessity, expenditure, durability;

just words, conveyinglittlein themsdves,
language divorced from itscontext

and, inthe process, losing

any semblanceof sense.

Inmanner smilar tothis

themind picksupitsfragmentations;
enlargesonit and contracts,

but aters.

For nothingisstatic but change.

Manhimsdf iscontinualy changing,
deveopingin physical and mentd growth.
But man, theindividud - theinner sdif:
unconscious, amoral, never satisfied -
appearsfixated; asif caught inthegrasp
of something stronger than himsdif;

and yet retainsthelack of scope
indifferentiating right fromwrong:
theworthlessthought from theimportant.
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Theinner salf must beachild,
demonstrative and eager to discard
all adulthood’s responsibilities.

And so aslifeunfoldsitsweary span,

these doubts and apprehensions must recur
and onecanonly strivetenacioudy

to subduethelittledevil inthe breast.

Longmoor, 1949

[Initially begun as a diary, and gradually expanded.]
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COMMENTARY ONLATERVERSE SECTION

The 1950s marked ahugetransition period for

me. University combinedwith ahighly diverseset of
intimate relationshipsand achangeof directionfor my
literary and creative endeavourswas marked by a
sparsity of verse production.

My creative output during my undergraduate years at

L SE went into essay-writing on the academic front and
song-writing, proseand play-writing onthe crestive
Sde.

Thefew piecesof versereproduced inthissection are
probably not thetrue extent of my effortsduringthis
period, but they areall | have been abletolocate,
suggesting that anything e semay havebeen of little
worth.  Thisbegsthe question, | redlise, whether any of
theother material wasredly worthretaining.  But, we
won’t go there.

All other attemptsat poetry seem to suggest that my
ma or effort inthat spherewasin thedirection of comic
verse and parodiesuntil finally, and morerecently, |
embarked on more seriousand longer verse projects.
Threemarriages, three children, the best part of ten
yearsliving abroad, and atotal commitment (somemight
suggest an unhed thy commitment) towardswork, might
account for the absence of an output of verse. But
creativewritingin other forms persisted throughout the
period, asthe Dramasection of Bibliography (page2)
tetifies.

38



(2)
LATER VERSE

This section comprisesasel ection of verse
written from the 1950s, through the 1980s.
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Poem

How sickening to beaoneand desol ate;
to suffer mental torture by the act

of merdly thinking.

Togrope

and, groping, not tofind,

or finding, not to recogni se.

What isit that revoltsin me;

that boomsand cannonades against my mind?
| think | couldturn and livelike Walt Whitman,
heisso certain and self-explained.

Yetitisfar fromeasy

to face one’s past misdeeds;

for themental censor holdsthem down,
distortsthem, yet dlows

the nauseato percolate,

escapeand soil thebrain;

disfigureand diminate

thetrue, theclear, clean pain.

What isit that | want to say?
| probe, | seek, | stoop

to depths so basethat evenll,
thewriter, player, perpetrator
of thepiece, admitsdisgust.
But never will | let myself
achievetheend result;
anendtosmpleinitsdf,

so torturousto reach.

40



Totdl thetruth, naught el se.

To whisper, shout, or preach thetruth,
but moreimportant yet:
admitittomysdf;

tofacethat which | will not own.

OhtobeinApril, now that May ishere,
for the changefrom month to month isbut
thevan of year to year,

and though yearsthat liebehind

evoke no pride in me; it’s clear

that theyearswhich lieahead

hold naught e sefor me but fear.

London, 1950s
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CONCUPISCENCE

Nightinterdiction-

the mind won’t allow

acceptance.

Thespirit yearsfor that bodily release.
Regection!

But frailty of frame,
excessof desire,
force of response
conspire!

We put it from our minds,

but how to put it from our flesh?
Disparageit? Spurnit? Disavow?
What results?

The feeble, grasping, clutching wish —
master to the deed.

Andtheninretrospect wethink:
it’s really not too bad,

nor too disgusting,

nor sick.

Rationdisation!
Itisdl thosethings
and more besides.
But still wecraveit.

London, 1950s
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FRIGHTSAND FEARS

When that which oncewaswont my eyes
To please does now dismay

Asmuch asthat now-lost surmise
Doestease my mind away,

Thenfed | withawildrelease

A surge of sympathy,

Andfind | theastounding ease

Of generosity.

When fears, which hitherto my heart
Did pain, nomoredofright;

Or darknessesfrom stormsdid start
Andrain, yet now delight;

Then| givethanksto know again
What | had known before
Andthought that | had soughtinvain
Andwouldfind nevermore.

When sightsand sounds and sentiments
Oncered havelost their worth;
Andwhenthosefragileelements
Liedust-likeontheearth,

Then shal my heart no more concedl
What it would most express;

Andshdl | comeat |ast tofeel

That unaccustomed bliss.

Switzerland, 1962
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REVERIE

| dreamed. | know no longer how

Or why that dream occurred.

| dreamed, and in my ear there came
An unexpected word:

A voicethat whispered, murmured on,
Insistent to be heard.

| dept, for how elsebutinseep
Could| that love have known?

| dept, for only sleep-borne could
That tenderness be shown;

A joy sorarefied must grace

The peaksof slegp aone.

| wept. Thetearsof passionfell
Unwonted on my cheek.

| wept and it wasright to see

Virility madewesk,

For tearsgivevoice where otherwise
To spoil would beto speak.

| moaned. How could this pleasure-pain
Insensatel inflame?

I moaned to feel fulfilment’s hand
Sowarmwithin my frame.

Andwhenit passed | knew that it

Had cleansed away my shame.



Andyet it wasnot dreamsaone

That caused thisloveto start.

And yet it was not deep that brought
Completionto my heart;

For you dreamed there besidemeand
Your magicdidimpart.

Andsol did not weepinvan

To shed my tearsfor thee.

And so | did not moan without
Theblessed memory

Of your owntearsand your desire
To stay and comfort me.

| dreamed of riches bounteous
And found themtheretotake.
| dept with placid restfulness
Andgatheredinitswake

A bounty rich beyond dl prize.
| dept, yet was awake.

Switzerland, 1962
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ORGASM

My braintoo long has had the sound
and shapeand nerve
of breathlessrequiems.

| want tofeel my ownrebirth

intimeand space comethrobbing through
thetipsof eachfinger,

flooding my dry veinswith rich green sap
and givingmenew sight

to every sensg;

making mewholeagain.

| want to feel my spirit asbefore
ripplingwithjoy

and dancing through my skull

so that, merged in adoration with my soul,
| may once more havethat power

tofill my cup of lifeandlove
andfindthisconsummation

inher arms.

London, 1980s
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CAME THE DAWN

Morning came.

Thewanlytepid sun

From out themist did creep

Yet chilled but morethe coldnessin my heart.

Nightwas o’er

Andloveitscourse had run.
Wewoke up from our sleep
Despairingly awarethat we must part.

Daylight brought

Theterror of our thoughts

Andacheof throbbing flesh

And knowledgethat from out of love comesgrief.

Autumn’s gift:
Themessageitimports,
Thepainand bitter crush

Of endingjoy; yet promising relief.

Cometheremust

Another wak’ning day;,
Thepromiseof ahope

That thistoo eager flesh will yet unite

Inthe Spring

Thewell-tideof our gay

And scrificid stream.

Naught e sebut thiscan fanciesthoughtsignite.

London, 1984

a7



TWO POEMS

0]

What shdl | say?
Ahlnesl
Fear hasconfounded all.

Thebright glossof our love
Isfoully soiled.

Thewantonwalowing
Infond delights

Andam’rous dallying
Has dusked thefairest splendour of our soul.

kkk kkk k%%

Nothing now left but carcass, loathsome, foul . . .

London, 1980s
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(i)

| wasgiven

aglimpseof heaven
andthen

wasmost crudly blinded.

| wasgranted

asip of nectar

andthen

wasthe cup dashed from my lips.

Biteback passion.
summer now ends.

Watch!
Littleby littlethenight
turnsround.

Echoesinthe heart;
wanttogoin;

darenot.

A glow behind the screen;
wishtogothrough;
cannot.

London,1980s
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COMMENTARY ON PARODIES SECTION

The NAAFI Tragedy is, for me, anicereminder of a
period of enjoyableintellectud relief fromthefour-letter
conversation of many of my fellow sappers, thanksto
thefriendship of Sapper Stanley (whosefirst name
eludes memory) who collaborated on thisverse, and
withwhom | shared theoccasiona dinner at thehotel in
neighbouring Liphook. Hedso pleased mewith his
playing of theorgan, and regularly played for the Sunday
church service in Liss —another neighbourhood town.
Hetaught meto play tennis, which remained my sport of
choicethroughout my physicdly activelife.

Amazingly henot only enjoyed jazz, but knew of my
uncle, Spike Hornett, and the bandswithwhich hehad
played.

| am happy to providethistributeto acharming, mild-
mannered, and wonderful companion during aperiod of
my lifewhen such attributeswerein somewhat short

supply.

But the parody that has given memore satisfactionthan
any other is The Song of Hiawal pole that represents
achievement on so many levels. It maintainsthe
consistency of style of Longfellow’s original work; it
introduces acast of charactersthat perfectly suit the
theme, it usestheindividua namesin away that conveys
asense of thedramatic action, it carriesablend of
humour and drama. Finally it was produced ina “live”
version, recited to amusica accompani ment.
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(3)
PARODIES

This section comprises parodies of well-
known verse, written throughout my life, and
generally appropriateto thetimeand place
towhichthey refer.
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THE NAAFI TRAGEDY

(Apologies to Longfellow’s “Excelsior”)

The shades of night were falling fast
As to the Naafi bar there passed

A sapper with more flesh than bones,
Who cried in faint and famished tones,
“Ten jam tarts”.

His heart was going pitter-pat,

He’d just been caught without a hat;
And as he staggered to his seat,
They heard his feeble voice repeat
“Ten jam tarts”.

Said dear Agnes in despair:

“You must be made, 1 do declare,
I’ve been here now for many a year
And known not even Les to clear
Ten jam tarts”.

“Rats!” cried the youth. “I’ll hve some ham,
Some pickles and a jar of jam.

Those banburies look quite all right,

And quick, don’t keep me here all night —
Ten jam tarts.”

“Try not the tarts,” his comrades said,
“Already you have overfed,

And no more room remains inside.”
But loud that clarion voice replied:
“Ten jam tarts.”
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When all his dainties hove in sight,
He danced the tango with delight;
With tunic buttons all undone,

He then demolished one by one
Ten jam tarts.

Alas his inner man was packed,

His vital organs failed to act,

And with awild and startled cry,

He sank, weighed down in anguish by
Ten jam tarts.

There in the Naafi, on the mat,
Writhing inagony, he sat,

And ere his eyelids closed in death,
He murmured with his latest breath:
“Ten jam tarts.”

In collaboration with Sapper Stanley,
Longmoor, September 1948
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THE SALESMAN SANSLESSEE
(With apologies to John Keats)

Ohwhat canail thy armsat night
When you’ve spent all day loitering?
The icing’s melted on the cake.
There’s afine thing!

Ohwhat canail thy armsat night
Now that another month has gone?
Your Parker fountain penisfull
And noreport isdone.

| seeyou really want to know

With wrinkled brow, what therewas new
AsSinclair got moreadipose

In Hong Kong’s zoo.

| metaclientinTaipei,

Of horsemanurethe braggart filled;
Histhirst waslong, hispursewastight,
Cor, | waswild!

| made abedlinefor Bangkok
And Borneo —the Tropic Zone,
They treated me as one bereft
And gavememoan.

| set forththen by SIA
Andtravelledal daylong,
Hopingtofind better things
Back inHong Kong.



But al | got wereaching feet

and sinal pains (and earache too —

For surealanguage strangethey speak
In Hong Kong’s zoo).

So then | took meto aspot
Where peoplemest, in Singapore,
Hoping they could meadvise
What | worked for.

Andfound myself in Bugis Street

Midst drag-dressed beauties —woe betide! —
Who would not leaseasingle box

Or anopenside.

| saw paleLinesand agentstoo,

Pale clients — death pale were they all.
They cried: The Salesman sansLessee
Hascometocall.

| saw their vast shipsinthe port
Withempty sailsal gaped wide,
Then | awokeand found mehere
OnLondonside.

Andthatiswhy | writesorare

And spend my timea-loitering.
Though the icing’s melted on the cake.
There’s afine thing.

[On a flight from Singapore to London, March 1981]
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THEHONG KONG EXPAT TOHISLOVE
(With apol ogiesto Christopher Marlowe)

Comehidewithme, and bemy bride,
And we’ll roam Hong Kong side by side;
That concretejungle, asphdt fied
May dl of itsdetritusyield.

Andwewill sit uponBlakePier

And breathethe noxiousatmosphere
Which M TR beneath exhumes,
Whilediesd taxisspew their fumes.

Whereover dl great Mammonreigns,
Andwemust clearly goto pains

To spend and spendridiculoudy

On goods consumed conspicuoudly.

Wherejudgement passed shall not be budged
By judgeswho may not bejudged;
Andwedthand dirt accumul ate,

And passers-by expectorate.
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Assisted by dear ElsieE,
Withlanceadtilt quixoticaly,

If youwould truly understand,

Come dwel | with me and take my hand.

Andread of policebrutdity,
Of CAPOand1.C.A.C,

Of boat peopleand refugees,
Andvistinginept M.Ps.

Where buses crash and rental s soar,
Andfilth pilesup uponthe shore.

If you would thus corruption prove,

Comelivewith me, and bemy love.

Hong Kong, 1979

[1 spent five years from 1976 to 1981, based in Hong
Kong and travelling regularly throughout the Far
East as Marketing Manager for the prestigiou Sea

Containersinc. Hong Kong was a mess, both
environmentally and politically.]
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ODETOADYING PUB

(Anent theresolution to rebuild the Hong Kong Club)
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The Club, the Club, my local pub,
They meantotear you down;
Another highmongrosty

Instead will gracethistown.

For beauty isregarded as

No substitutefor coin.

The Club, the Club, my local pub

Will never bethesame,

Thevoting casttokill the past
Enjoyed two-thirdsacclam,

For style and grace take second place
In Hong Kong’s money game.
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They each aroseand struck apose
And said: “I love this place,

But when you say that | must pay
For it, that’s a disgrace,
Andinsultsmy philosophy,

I’d rather lose my face.”

For eechman killsthething heloves,
A greater poet said,

Sowewould choose our past to lose
And gainthecashinstead.

Yes, eech man killsthething heloves,
And so my pubisdead.

HongKong, 1979

[1t was good to be voted into membership of the
traditional bastion of Hong Kong ““society””. The
club premises were redolent of the best of 19th
century architecture and design, of which very little
remained in the Crown Colony. Alas, this monument
too was to vanish when the member ship voted to
replace it by another ““skyscraper”” that could earn
rental income to help subsidise costs to members.
My ver se was published in the South China Morning
Post.

Hong Kong, alas, had no John Betjeman.]
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ONE LINE OF PROSE
(Apologiesto Dorothy Parker)

A singlelinehesent me. Without swedt.
And splendidly hismessenger he chose.
ByAOL, no blue-black ink still wet.
Just perfect prose.

| knew thelanguage of thetrueinsiders.
“My ball-pen leaks” it said, “I’ll thus dispose
This missive by my internet providers” —
Just perfect prose.

Why isit no oneever sent meyet
Oneperfect verse of love, do you suppose?

Ahno, it’s always just my luck to get
A lineof prose.

London, 1980s
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THE SONG OF HIAWALPOLE
(With gpologiesto Longfellow)

[Written asatributeto Audrey Walpole, retiring Chairperson of the
Barnet Thirty-Plus Socia Group]

Should you ask me, whencethese members?
Whencethese spinstersand divorcees,
Withthelr storiesof betrayals,

With their sorrowsand their hang-ups,
Whencethese newly separated,

With thefret and fume of break-ups,

And thebachel or contingent,

Withther degp-laid egocentrics,

Asof whigtlinginthekitchens?

| should answer, | should tell you,

“From the cities and the suburbs,

From the bounds of the Great North Ways,
From theland of the New Southgates,
From theland of the Cockfosters,

From the commons, ponds and parkways,
Wherethehero, the Bob-Kurschner,
Feeds among the pubsand taverns,

| repeat them as| heard them
Fromthelipsof Jay-the-Linden,

The musician, the sweet singer.”

Should you ask where Jay-the-Linden
Found these songs, so wild and wayward,
Found theselegendsand traditions,

| should answer, | should tell you,

“In the midst of Epping Forest,
Inthemumblingsof therambler,

Inthe hoof-printsof the Houghton,
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Intheeyrie of the Eckett!

“All the sad-folk sang them to him,
Inthe M eadways and the Burroughs,
Fromthemelancholy Marcias;
Don-the-Bake, the consort, sang them,
Pete-the-Loon, thewild-Gwen, Wawa,
Thebluehero, Bob-the-Kurschner,
And the grouse, the John-the-Rayner!”
If still further you should ask me,
Saying, “Who was Jay-the-Linden?
Tell us of this Jay-the-Linden.”

| should answer your enquiries
Straightway in suchwordsasfollows.
“In the vale of Barnet’s centre,
Inthegreenand silent valley,

By the pleasant picnic-parties,

Dwelt thesinger Jay-the-Linden.
Round about the Barnet village

Spread the membersand prospectives,
And beyond them stood theforest,
Stood the hordes of singing outcasts,
Brownin Summer, bluein Winter,

Ever Sghing, ever snging.

“And the pleasant meeting places,

You could trace them through the borough,
By theRed Lioninthe Spring-time,

By the Green Manin the Summer,

By theWhiteHorseintheAutumn,

By theBlack Bull intheWinter;

And besidethem dwelt thesinger,

In the vale of Barnet’s centre,

Inthe green and silent borough.

“There he sang of Hiawalpole,
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Sang thesong of Hiawalpole,

Sang her wondrousbirth and being,
How shechaired and how shevoted,
How sheruled, and toiled, and harried,
That the Thirty-plusmight prosper,
That she mightadvance her members!”
Yewho lovethe hauntsof Barnet,
Lovethe sunshine of the Southgate,
Lovethe shadow of the Whetstone,
Lovethewind among the Ponders,
Andthe Pottersand the Bushey,
Andtherushing of grest traffic
Through the palisades of zebras,

And thethunder in High Loughton,
Whoseinnumerableechoes

Flaplike Eckettsintheir eyries; -
Lislentothesewild traditions,
TothisSong of Hiawalpol€e!

Ye who love a “single’s” legends,
Lovethebdladsof acircle,

That likevoicesfrom afar off

Call tousto pauseand listen,

Speak intonesso plainand childlike,
Scarcely cantheear distinguish
Whether they are sung or spoken; -
ListentothisBarnet Legend,
TothisSong of Hiawalpole.

Yewho sometimesin your rambles
Through the Green-dades of the county,
Wherethetangled barberry-wardles
Hangther tuftsof crimson Beryls
Over stonewalsgrey with Husseys,
Pause by some neglected tavern,

For awhileto muse, and ponder
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On ahalf-effaced graffito,
Writtenwithlittleskill of song-craft,
Homely phrases, but each | etter
Full of hopeand yet of heart-break,
Full of al thetender pathos

Of theinsecure, and weirdness; -
Stay and read thisrude graffiti,
Read this Song of Hiawalpole.

|. THE PEACE PIPE

OntheMoat Mount of theArkley,
OntheMill Hill Stoney Quarry,
Wendy Sturgess, shethe Founder,
Shethe Thirty-Plusenvisioned;
Midst thelocd small ad columns
Placed an ad and called amesting,
Called the Barnet tribestogether.

* %k k %k * % %

And they met there on the Meadway,
Withtheir hang-upsand obsessions,
Painted liketheleave of Autumn,
Painted likethesky of morning,
Wildly glaring at each other;

Intheir faces stern defiance,

Inheir heartsthefeuds of ages,
Thehereditary sex-war,

Spited spouseful thirst of vengeance.
Wendy Sturgess, shethe Founder,
Thecreator of thecircle,

L ooked upon them with compassion,



With maternal loveand pity;

Looked upon their fearsand tremors
But asworriesamong children,

But asdoubtsand frightsof children!
“Oh my children! My poor Children!
Listento thewords of wisdom,
Listentothewordsof warning

From thelipsof the Great Founder,
From the Creator who made you!

“I will send a Prophet to you,

A Chairpersonof the Singles,

Who shall guideyou and shdll teach you,
Who shdll toil and suffer withyou.

If youlistento hiscounsels

Youwill multiply and prosper;

If hiswarnings pass unheeded,

You will fade away and perish!”

II.THE FOUR WINDS

“Honour be to Merville Potter!”

Cried themembers, cried thefirst ones,
When hewasin triumph chosen

By the sacred twelve of Barnet,

From theregionsof the North-West,
From the kingdom of the Herts-Lands,
From theland of the Two Brewers.
“Honour be to Merville Potter!”

With ashout exclaimed themembers.
“Honour be to Merville Potter!
Henceforth shal hebethe Chairman,
And hereafter and for ever

Shdll hehold supremedominion
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Over every kind of member.

Cdl himnomore MervillePotter,
Call him Chairman, EI Supremo!”
ThuswasMervillePotter chosen
Chairman of the Club Committee,
Hehimsdf the El-Suspremo
Gave somehonoursto hischildren;
Unto Jean hegavethekitchen,
Gavethe purseto Peter Clinton,
And theminutes, so demanding,
To the pleasant Beryl Summons.
Thustheplacesweredivided;
Thusthe children of the Chairman
Had their stationsinthe Circle,
Atthecentreof theCircle,

For himsdlf, asEl Supremo,
Stayed themighty Merville Potter.

I HIAWALPOLE’S CHILDREN

Downward through the Barnet twilight,
Inthedaysthat areforgotten,
Intheunremembered Minutes,
Fromhehighestfell the Stovell,
Fdl theloya Joy-the-Stovell,
Shethe oneaboveall others.
ThuswasborntheHiawapole,
Thuswas born the new Supremo;
But theloya Joy-the-Stovell,
Hiawalpole’s gentle sponsor,

In her turn expired, deserted

By theformer El Supremo,

By themighty Merville Potter.
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By the shores of South Herts Golf Course,
By the shining Stray-of-Whetsone,
Stood thewigwam of the Stovell,

The Supremo, Joy-the-Stovell.

Dark behind it rosethe High Street,
Rosethe black and gloomy Woodside,
RosetheTally-Ho of corners,

Bright beforeit beat South Finchley,
Beat the clear and sunny Glebe Land,
Beat the shining Stray-of-Whetstone.
Theretheretired Joy-the-Stovell
Nursedthelittle Hiawalpole,

Rocked her inthe Linden Gardens,
Bedded soft in picnic-parties,

Safely bound with winesand cheeses.
Many thingsthe Stovel | taught her

Of theform of Congtitution,

Showed how magjor Club proposal's
Had to besupplied inwriting;

Showed how booking-infor functions
Had to havesufficient notice,

How, if membershad to cancd,
Promptness showed consideration.
Intheclub on summer evenings
JoinedthelittieHiawapole,

Joined the eat-outs and the dances,
Heart the dlap-dap-cock of shuttle,
Sounds of music, words of wonder;

Of dl functionslearned thelanguage,
Learned their namesand all their secrets,
How to pricethe socia evenings,
Whereto hold the monthly dances,
How to play the card and board games,
Why somemembersweresotimid,
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Talked with them whene’er she met them:
Called them “Hiawalpole’s Children”.
ThenthePillock, the great boaster,
Hethemarvelousstory-teller,
Hethetraveller and thetalker,
Hethefriend of Joy-the-Stovell,
Madeadiary for theCircle;

From aChristmasgift hemadeit,

Will aball-point madetheentries,
Touched with tongueand pressed with bl otter,
Which hegaveto Hiawal pole.

[IV =V - omitted]
VI HIAWALPOLE’S FRIENDS

Most beloved by Hiawalpole,

Singled out fromal theothers,

Bound to her in closest union,
Andtowhom shegavetheright hand
Of her heart, injoy and sorrow,
Wasthegentle Don-the Baker.
Straight between them ran the pathway,
Never grew thegrassuponit;
Singing-birds, that utter fal sehoods,
Story-tellers, mischief-makers,

Found no eager ear to listen,

Could not breedill-will between them,
For they kept each other’s counsel,
Spakewith naked heartstogether,
Pondering much, and much contriving
How the Barnet tribes might prosper.
Thenthesinger, Jay-the-Linden,
Jay-the-Linden, themusician,
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Hethebest of adl musicians,

When he sang the memberslistened;
All themembersread hisprogrammes,
All themenfolk gathered round him,

All thewomen cameto hear him;

Now hestirred their soulsto passion,
Now he melted themto pity.

From thediary noteshefashioned
Paragraphs so sweet and mellow,

That Jill Dilksand VeraFisher,

Ceased to murmur in the Wood Street,
That theWoodhams ceased from singing,
Andthe Syhil, shetheAshton,

Ceased her chatter in the Oakwood,
And the Robertsand the Lemos

Sat upright tolook and listen.

Yes, the cook, the Smith of Southgate,
Pausing, said, “O Jay-the-Linden,
Teach my quichesto melt thetastebuds,
Softly as your words the programme!”
Yesthejay-bird, hetheAubrey,
Envious, said, “O Jay-the-Linden,
Teach mewordsaswild and wayward,
Teach me jokes as full of frenzy!”

All themany socid evenings

Borrowed lustrefrom hiswriting;

All the members’ hearts were softened
By theweirdnessof hishumour;

For hewrote of treasure-hunting,
Wrote of sportsdays, filmsand dancing;
Wrote his “bitsas” and gave mention
Totheformer event-givers,

Inthe kingdom of the Kurschner,
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Intheland of Pete-the-Pillock.

Very dear to Hiawal pole
Wasthesinger Jay-the-Linden,

Dear, too, unto Hiawal pole

Wasthe strong man, Don-the-Baker,
Hethestrongest of all mortals,
Hethemightiest among many;

For hisvery strength sheloved him,
For hisstrength dlied to goodness.

* * k * * % %

VII HHAWALPOLE’S SAILING

“Give me of your trust, O Barnet!
Of your full support, O Barnet!
Ramblesby theLeaGreen River,
Lakesideconcertsinthevalley!

| asinglesgroupwill build me,
Buildasturdy clubfor sailing,
That shdl float uponthecurrent,
LikeaBargery inAutumn,
LikeaStephen Winter Woolley!
“Lay aside your punch, O Barnet!
Lay asideyour hot fork suppers,
For the Summer-timeiscoming,
Andthesuniswarmin Hendon,
And you need no hot fork suppers!”
Thusdoud cried Hiawa pole
Inthe ears of Gwen-the-Forrest,
By therushing Pauline Hetcher,
Withthespingerssinginggaily,
All thewidowersweresinging,

70



And Gibson, from deep awaking,
Started up and said, “Behold me!
Jesus!” said Gibson, “Behold me!”
AndtheGroup, with al itsmembers,
Rustled and gave up itsmourning,
Giving (forasmall donetion),

“These events, O Hiawalpole!”
“Give me of your pubs, O Kurschner!
Of your great and flowing taverns,

My club membersnow to succour,
Make more pliable to heed me.”
Through the mouth of Bob-the-Kurschner
Cameasound, acry of horror,
Cameamurmur of resistance,

But it whispered, breathing bitter,
“Take my pubs, O Hiawalpole!”
“Give me pork to carve, 0 Findlay!
Of the Orange Tree, O Brenner!

My own group to bind together,

So that we may feed together,

That the Vegan may not enter,

That the Beth Din may not get me!”
AndtheBrenner and the Findlay

Put asidether air of mourning,
Tugged at forelock, pulled at tassels,
Said together, “Come tomorrow,
Eat-outs, yours, 0 Hiawalpole!”
“Give me of your tapes, 0 Freestone!
Of your Beatlesand your Abba,

So that we may dancetogether,

That thelondlinessnot enter,

That the hard rock sound may get me!”
AndtheFreestone, tall and sombre,
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Sobbed through all itsancient cassettes,
Rattled likean Art Garfunkle,
Answered rocking, answered rolling,
“Take the lot, 0 Hiawalpole!”

“Give me of your plants, 0 Evans!

All your plants, O Pat-the-Evans!

| will makeaswop-shop of them,

Take some cuttingsfor my members,
And some roots to deck their gardens!”
From East Barnet, Pat-the-Evans
‘neath her floppy hat looked at her,
Shot her rose-bush barbs, like arrows,
Saying, withan earthy rumble,
Throughthetangleof her shrubland,
“Take my plants, 0 Hiawalpole!”
Thusthe Barnet-group was buil ded

By the Shepherd, by the Tinkler,

Inthe bosom of Gwen Forrest;

And the borough’s lifewasin it,
Allitssportsdaysanditstennis,

All thelightnessof theClifford,

All thetoughnessof theWilliams,

All the Greenslade’s supple sinews;
Andit floated on the current
LikeaBargery inAutumn,
LikeaWinter Stephen Woolley.
Andthussailed theHiawalpole,

Down therushing road of Edgware,
Sailed through Hendon Way and Fryent,
Sailed through Colindeep and Harrow,
Whileher friend, strong Don-the-Baker,
Made theteas, and bread he buttered.
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X1V PICTUREWRITING

Inthosedays, said Hiawalpole,

“Lo! how all things fade and perish!
From thememory of themembers,
Fade away the great occasions,

The achievementsof the sportsmen,
Theadventuresof thewakers,

All thewisdom of the Scrabblers,
All thecraft of solo players,

All themarvellous Lakeside concerts
Of the Findlays, Primesand Perrys!
“Great times pass and are forgotten,
Goldman speaks; hiswords of wisdom
Perishintheearsof Chapman,

Do not reach the Barnet stations
WherethePhilistinesarewaiting,

Or thefastnessof East Finchley,
(Mensacorporenonsano. . .).
Inthe programmesof our Founders
Areno hints, no detailsgiven,

Who attended them weknow not,
Only know they were our Founders.
Fromwhat streetsthey came, and districts,
Inwhat old ancestra tavern,

Beit beaver, Bell or Badger,

They didtipple, thisweknow nat;
Only know they were our Founders.
Oneday Hiawalpolewalking
Onthehillsof Hadley Common,
Pondering, musing on thecommon,
Onthewelfareof her members.
From her bag shetook her colours,
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Felt-tipped pensof different colours.
Onthesmoothwallsof atoilet
Painted many pithy figures,
Likeuntothe Cistern Chapel.

Flushed with pride sheviewed thefigures,
Each depicting event-givers.

Eddie Bargery, the Mighty,

Hethe Dance-at-Hatfield giver,
Withhisbely thusprojecting

To thefour windsof theborough.
Everywherethegreat beer spirit
Wasthe meaning of thissymbol.
Franklin, Monica-the-Mighty,
Shetheouts de-events maker,

At the Serpentine depicted,
WiththeDavis, shethe Swimmer,
Very breasty, very crawly,
Andthegpirit of thefreestyle

Wasthe meaning of thissymbol.
Max-and-Normadrawn as counters
On ascrabble-board were painted,
Max white-haired and Normadarker;
Triple-worded, double-lettered,
Themost faithful event-givers.

For eat-outs shedrew amedt pie,
Withalittlemustard onit;
Smilingfacesfor theparties

Andthe StellaLemosdances,
Andfor rainand cloudy wesather,

Ron Higgswith hiscard gamesevenings.
Footprints pointing towardsawigwam
Wereasignof invitation

To theAvenueof Princes,
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Bloody handswith bats uplifted
Wereasign of tabletennis:
Ping-pong playerssoft and smple.

XXI THEWHITE MAN’S FOOT

From hiswanderingsto the East End,
From the regionswest of Wapping,
Fromthe Essex land of lIford,
Westward now returned the Pill ock,
Thegreat traveller, the great boaster,
Full of new prospective members,
Trugtful dl, themany femdes.
Andthemembersof thecircle
Listenedto himashetold them

Of hismarvelousadventures,

Full of awe, declamedinthiswise:
“Gosh! It is indeed the Pillock!

No one else attracts such females!”
He had seen, hesaid, atavern
Bigger thanthe Railway Tavern,
Gayer thanthe Jolly Brewers,

Bitter such asnone had tasted!

At each other looked the members,
Looked thedrinkersat each other,
Smiled, and said, “It cannot be so!
Garn!” they said, “It cannot be so!”
Also, said he, in asnack bar
Wasagreat machinewith pistons,
A machinewithliquid Seaming,
Hotter than the hottest teaurn,
Stronger than the strongest coffee!
Andtheteaand coffeedrinkers
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Looked and tittered at each other.
“Coo!” they said, “we don’t believe it!”
Fromitsspout, he said, towarm one
Cameadark brown steaming liquid
Whichthenativescalled espresso,
Stronger than the best Nescafe,

Tastier than Brooke Bone’s tea bags.
“Cor!” they said, “what tales you tell us!
Do not think that we believe them!”
Only Hiawal polelaughed not,

But shegravely spoke and answered
Totheir doubtingand their jeering,
“True isall the Pillock tells us;

| had had it in asnack bar

From the great machinewith pistons,
Seenit warmthepalest faces

From the regionseast of Wapping,
Andthefar off land of Kilburn.

“Let us welcome, then, these strangers,
These prospective eastern members,
Hold out Barnet’s hand of friendship
To themwhen they cometo seeus,
For they may have muchtoteach us,
Andwe need somenew blood inus,
Now beforetheold onesleaveus

Like the withered leaves of Autumn!”

XX HIAWALPOLE’S DEPARTURE

Heavy with theweight of office

Grew theheart of Hiawal pole,
Asthejoyful-sounding members
Frolicked round her Kingsbury wigwam;
Though shetried hard to disguiseit
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At her monthly socid evenings.
Fromthekitchen, shrill and ceaseless,
Spakethe candidate, Penn-Sayers,
Whiletheguestsof Hiawalpole,
Weary of e ectioneering,
FrolickedintheKingsbury wigwam.
From her placerose Hiawalpole,
Went to speak to B. Penn-Sayers,
Spakeinwhispers, spakeinthiswise,
Not to worry gueststhat frolicked.
“lam going, 0 Penn-Sayers,
Onalongand distant journey,

Far beyond thebounds of Barnet,

But these guests| leave behind me,
Inyour watch andward | leavethem;
Seethey havetheir share of dances,
Seethat boredom never facethem,
Never blank dateson the programme,
Never want for picnic parties,

Inthe Barnet Singles’ Circle!”

Back into the parlour went she,
Badefarewdl toal thespinsters,
Badefarewell todl theold men,
Spake persuading, spakeinthiswise:
“lam going, 0 my Members,
Onalongand distant journey;

Many walks and many sportsdays
Will have comeand will havevanished
Erel may again hold office.

But you haveanew committee;
Listento their wordsof wisdom,
Read the programmesthat they giveyou
Whenthe GP.O. hasbrought them
From the last collating evening.”
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At thedoor stood Hiawalpole,
Waved her hand at guests departing.
IntheAvenue of Princes,

Derek Snell despatched hisVolvo
From the edgesof thekerbside,
Shoved it into fourth and top gear;
Whispered to it: “Homeward, homeward!”
Andwith speedit darted forward.
And the party guests departing,

Set theroad onfirewithrear lights,
Turned theavenueto crimson,

As they left the Leader’s wigwam,
Left her to her dreams of splendour
Asaforemost party-giver,

Left their nobleHiawapole,
Droveinto thedepthsof Barnet,
Droveinto the Stray of Whetstone,
DroveintotheMount of Arkley.
AndtheThirty-plusof Barnet

Had their voting evening mesting,
And thenew committee chosen
Lifted highthe Salisbury splendour,
Till it sank into the beer fumes.
Andtheold ones, morethan holy,
Took thelineof |east resi stance.

And they said, “Farewell to Edna!”
Said, “Farewell, 0 Hiawalpole!”

And Gwen Forrest took the programme
And prepared her countlessfootnotes,
Sighing, “Farewell, Jay-the-Linden!”
Andwith notesuponthemargin,
Jean-the-Tayl or took up office,
Sobbing, “Farewell, Don-the-Baker!”
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Whilethehero, Bob-the-Kurschner,
From his perch among the beer-mugs,
Screeched: “I’ll still control the members!”
Then Penn-Sayers-B the prophet,
Paid her tributeto the Leader,

Saying that, “With her permission

We may find some virgin members.”
AndtheAllison, thedealer

Inthenew enquiry section,

Took the mantle of the Gibson,

Took up, too, relations public.
Andthemembersanswered, saying:
“We have listened to your statements,
WE have heard your words of wisdom,
Now let’s drink another bitter,
Itiswell for us, O Brothers,

That we haven’t far to get it!”

Then they rose up and departed,
Each one homeward to hiswigwam,
Musing, al themen and women,
Onthestrangenew club committee
Whichthey had, in wisdom, voted

To protect thetribes of Barnet.
Thusdeparted Hiawa pole,

Hiawa polethe Beloved,

Intheglory of the Salisbury,
IntheHigh Street of Old Barnet,
TotheAvenueof Princes.

And theregionsof the North-West,
Andthelandsof the Two Brewers,
And thekingdom of the Herts-Lands,
Vowed to honour her heresfter!

[ Performed with musical accompaniment on July 17, 1985]
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BRIAN BENNETT

Who could always be relied upon to go
where others did not dare to tread.
(In the style of Belloc’s Nonsense Verse)

B. Bennett, from hisearly years,
Wasclearly never cursed by fears.
When Mama said: “Now Brian, pet,
You must not get yoursalf upset

By ghodties, ghoulies, nightly screams
That may appear to haunt your dreams;”
He’d simply close his eyes awhile
Andamilehisbestificamile;
Thentaking mental swordinhand
Prepareto battlewith that band.

And soitwasthroughout hislife
Which had morethanitsshareof strife,
Until hiscourageearned reward

From Sea Containers’ mighty Board.
“He is the man for us,” said Turner;
“He’ll make a perfect SC earner.

With hisgreat pluck hewill gofar.
We’ll send him to the Cote d’Ivoire.”
“That’s good,” said Jim, “My master plan
CdlsforamaninAbidjan,

Where, midst the gaudi est bandannas
He’ll no doubt drive himself bananas.”
And ashiscourage met thetest

It brought from Brianall the best

Of hisintrepid skillsgaore

In Hydrabad and Singapore.
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He boasted that “twas no disgrace
For such asheto know hisplace:
[Midst gunand bombin Zanzibar,

Or drugsand Donsin Bogota].
Alasthetidesran out and so

Behind adesk hehadto go

Where hidden by the paper piles
You’d find him wreathed in friendly smiles,
Whilst proof-reading thelatest gag
From GESeaCo’s in-house mag.
Subjunctivetenseand plura noun
Produced no forehead-creasing frown
(For surehenever lost the case

In Lagos — or some other place!)
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For years to come they’ll tell the story
Of BEB’s resounding glory.

London, July 2001

[1 regularly contributed valedictory verse at the
farewell parties of retiring Sea Containers’
personnel. Most of them have vanished, but the
parody for Brian Bennett’s retirement has remained.
Following a much-travelled career that matched my
own, he was given a more sedentary ante-retirement
position where, amongst other activities he proof-
read my regular SEACO Confidential newsl etter.]
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COMMENTARY ON COMICVERSE SECTION

Severa of thesewerewritten for thewall newspaper of
thenorth Hackney Young Communist Leagueinthelate
1940s, editorship of which | shared with thelateand
lovely Mike (Micky) Kodover, whose collaboration|
havereferredto elsewhere.

Thus, The Big Umpteen waswritten asasatireona
meeting being heldin London of theleading statesmen of
the “allied” nations. It was actually far longer than is
portrayed here, but the extrastanzas have disappeared
intothemistsof time.

Lassie Come Home referred to the newspaper report

of acourt casein the United States, whereby the owner
of the caninemoviestar wassued for divorce by hiswife
on thebasisthat he devoted moretimeto thedog than
hedidto hersdlf.

And Doctor Redux wasinspired by the Labour
Government’s decision to insist on doctors being obliged
totakerefresher coursesonthelatest developmentsin
medica scienceat regular intervals.
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(4)
COMIC VERSE

This section comprises a selection of
humorousverse.
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THE BIG UMPTEEN

Thebigumpteen arrived on Marsin 1957
Toframeatreaty of thestars

And plan the peace of Heaven.

But Molotov till obdurate

Extolled theRussan pattern

And said that we must liquidate
Financia ringsround Saturn.
ThenBevininto anger burst

And swore that he’d resist ‘em.
Although the Redsreached Saturnfirst
He said “The solar system
Ondemocraticlinesmust be,

No power could absorb it.”

Quoth Gandhi; “Satellites are free
Towander fromtheir orbit.
Thelovdiest lightsthat spaceadorn
Arenourished, suchthefactis,

Upon themilk of Capricorn
AndnottheVialactis.

London, 1947



LASSIECOME HOME

Ye parrots, monkeys, dogs and cats
Andall yeother pet-madefrats,

Take heed of what ishereretold

That ye may never make so bold

To gain your master’s love —his wife
May break up al their marriedlife.

For Lassie’s owner’s wife would grouse,
“He spends more time with dog than spouse,”
Andto hiswifewho wished to snog,
He’d say “To love me, love my dog”.
Withwhich retort of course, so crude,
Domesticturmoil then ensued.

And soto court, for decreenis,

Where husband said, “It isn’t easy
Tofindtimefor bothwifeand dog,
Affairs would soon be inafog.”
Sohesaid, smiling at thecourt,

“Well then, judge, let’s have your report.”
Of course, thejudge could but conclude
Hisfaultlay inhislassie-tude.

London, March 1948
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SWAN SONG

Thebreath of gloomisintheair,
Our day is 0’er, our death complete.
Singapore could ne’er compare
With suchameasure of defest.

Grace’s face is full of wrath,

And how droop Fry’s moustaches,
For England havethe sackcloth
And Australia—the Ashes.

Though greatnesswe have known of yore,
When wewere masters of thisgame,
Never haveweknown before

A timeof such deep grief and shame.

For Hobbs’ lobs have ne’er known sloth
Inall those past Test clashes.

But England hasthe sackcloth

And Australia—the Ashes.

Longmoor, August 1948
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DOCTOR REDUX

I”Il miss my doctor’s ancient skill

Cascaraand sweet coated pill

And antiquated tool

With which he checks my anxiousthrobbing heart,
For soon it seems our ways must part

When he goesback to school

London, 1948
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COMMUNICATION

It’s time methinks to set my hand to verse
Beforemy friends start getting any worse

At penning morethan two entendreseach line
Todemongtratethevariantsof divine,
Sincedivination never wasmy forte

(Or even sixty not out) sincel am so sporty.

So oncemorelet usto the old computer,
Engaginginiambic pentameter,

Or evenlinesof drivel, drossor doggerd:

(If 1don’tthen I’m sure some other bugger will!)
Inself defence. . . my honour isat stake.

(My God! | find it hard to stay awake!)

Alas poor Joe . . . no, that is just too bad —
Alass he’s not, he’s nothing but a lad,
Despitethe passing years, the hearing 1 oss,

And other failing faculties (who givesatoss?).
Thespirit burnsasbrightly asof yore.

(Your what?) That’s just one more pun to ignore.

Soon parted from hishoney isafoal,
And | amno exceptiontothisrule.

So honey, pleasestay close at hand;
And stay asquick, | beg, to reprimand
Thoseindiscretionswhich | am aware
Add constantly to all my friends’ despair.
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And now what inspiration may have come
Isvanishing with theapproaching dawn.

And| ambeingrapidly struck dumb

Asmonstrous yawn succeeds each monstrousyawn,
To demonstrate that I’ve run out of time:

The change of form in this last stanza’s rhyme.

(2

I’ve finally considered every option

(And asnot one has provedto beided,
Including all you’ve said on post-adoption)
I thought I’d tell you, Michael, how I feel.

Let’s spread them as a hand of cards before us,
Awarding each a plus or minus score —

And let’s ignore the negative dawn chorus:
“You can’t do that — it’s such a bloody bore!”

For, after dl, what iscommunication?
(Anobviousrhetorica request

Whichredly putsboth sidesof theequation,
Whilefallingto suggest what isthebest.)

So let’s suppose we’re on some lonely plateau,
Conversing by acampfireinthenight.

And, since we’re, more or less, in the same bateau,
We’ll sink or swim with metaphoric might.
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But that, of course, doesnot apply to Michadl -
Or doesit? It dependswhat he prefers.

Aswell tototter onauni-cycle,

Astry for contact intheform of verse.

Communicationisamessy muddle.

No one can really know what we’re about.

We might aswell just smileand touch and cuddle
Rather thantalk, or kick and scream, or shouit!

The phone and tom-tom are so unaesthetic;
Theinternet and e-mail areabore.
Mind-readingissimply tele-pathetic

It’s something that we safely can ignore.

Communiceation, then, isanillusion,

A dream, ajoke, the sustenance of fools.
But trueto form, we can effect afusion
By application of NLPtools.

So body language goes as does mind reading
It’s obvious I must adopt the post!

And turn my back on entry cuesand leading
And et the Royal Mail becomethe hogt.

Dorset 1998

[ Thiswas part of a three-way email exchange
between Sylvia Farley, Michael Mallows and myself.
We were all involved with NLP and Michael was
working at a post-adoption centre. This may help to
explain some references in the second poem.]
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A HOLE IN ONE

(Apologiesto Kipling— The Betrothed)

A holeinoneisonly
Theam of agood walk spoiled
Whiletheempty heartislonely
And the raging spirit’s boiled.

Yesagameisjust atourney
Or getting up to speed
Andisjust awasted journey
But agood book isaread.

Cornwall, 2009
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COMMENTARY ON NARRATIVE VERSE

Only two poemsareincludedinthissection, but they are
long, highly polished, and represent much thought and
socio-political comment.

Refugeisyet another poem that sprang out of my
unhappinesswith the baser humaningtinctsthat |
becameaware of in Hong Kong. Thesituation of the
Viethamese boat peopl e during that period of my Hong
Kong residencewastotally appalling. My poem did not
—to my mind — exaggerate the attitude of the majority of
Hong Kong’s residents to this attempted influx of
refugeeswho had been refused shelter in so many
places; but, perhaps, never quiteso caloudly.

The Hostageswaswritten over aredly prolonged
period. Aswith Refuge, it sought toillustrateinjustice
and thedifficulty of reconciling pointsof view which
seem diametrically opposed and yet, in many ways, are
not very different. The Tehran Embassy siege (1979-81)
wasitsinitiation, but | found thisto beevocative of the
Stockholm bank robbery of 1973 and subsequent sSiege
that led to the expression Sockholm Syndrome.
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(5)

NARRATIVE
VERSE

Only two poems comprisethissection, but
they are conceivably my best - certainly
the onesthat took the greatest effort.
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REFUGE

Morning came.

Thesun, thoughwanly yet,

From out the cloudsdid creep,

And chilled but morethe coldnessin each heart.

Night had passed.

Thelr craft itscourse had set;

They roused themsalvesfrom deep,
Degpairingly awarethiswasthe start.
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Andthenwithintheir breastsawondrousjoy:
“We are alive. Our pained heartbeat

Is Freedom’s precious blood;

Though fugitive, weplant our feet
Onthisuncertainroad.

Reprieve, we pray, these victims of Hanoi.”
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But what inexorabledream did drive
Themtothispass? Utopia. . .?

Can desperation so

Produceamass myopia?

Or did they smply show

A crassandrudedesireto stay alive?

Freedom they sought and yet fromfreedomfled;
Their sorrow spent, aliketheir gold,

(Why giveup goldfor strife?)

Bewilderment assailed theold,

Therest werefor their life

Content, who measured wealth by riceand bread.

Thisisnorefugefor theolder men.

Here Mammon reigns. Who dares offend
[tspromissory trap?

Thetreeretainsabitter blend

That yet withinitssap

Containsthe best of threescore yearsand ten.

No sanctuary this; nolotusland

With blossoms sweet. Another scent
Thefragrant harbour bears.
Itsairsdefeat their loud lament
Andgivesvoicetotheir fears.

Retreat or hereremain to makeastand.

Accumulated wedlth; decay of man;
Theevidenceisdl around:

Thisiscold comfort farm.

No penitentsdo here abound,;

No charity; no charm.

“Dispense with it” some said “and change our plan.”
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But il they stayed, and still more of them came
In constant hope: somefew sanguine,
Somecynical, somescared;

The misanthropeand the benign,
Eachredlyill-prepared

To cope, aas, when menaced tongues declaim:

“You are not wanted here! You have no right
Our aimsto thwart. We have our own
Philosophy tofill

Anempty heart. Leaveusaone

Tolineour pocketsstill.

Depart! Desist! This scene offends our sight.”

Andwhither shall they gowhen doorsarelocked
tothem and barred? Another land?

Another seaserene

Yet still ashard? Forever banned;

Regarded as obscene;

ll-starred, kept out, each avenue but blocked.

Thedayslay heavy onthem, and theweeks
Marked mournful time; and endlessnights
Of deeplesshourscompose

No rest sublime. But lawful rights

And libertiesopposed

By crimewhoselega putrefaction reeks.

Pity those huddled massesintheir hive

Of human pain. What choice had they

Beyond their salfish dream

To hope again? Perhapsto pray,

Or, with apiteous scream,

Complain once more: “We merely wantto live!”
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Wasit not ever so, sincethefirst dawn?

Did not our Lord (perchance, too, theirs)
Enjoy thesamedisdain?

(The samereward?) For what compares

With crucifixandpain

Of sword and scourge, savethat oneisreborn.
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Winter brought

Another wakening day;
Themenace of that dream:
Demoraizing symbol of their fears.

Inthe Spring

Thewell-tideof their gay

And sacrificid stream:

Theflower must diebeforethefruit appears.

Hong Kong, December 1979

[Thiswasinspired by theplight of theVietnamese
boat people and therefusal of the Hong Kong
authoritiesto allow themto disembark.]
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The Hostages

A paean tothe Sockholm Syndrome

They came one hour beforethe dawn,
Eachtohimsdf complete;

Fanatic’s face and stealthy pace

On canvasroughshod fest,

And each one knew what each must do,
Hisdestiny to meet.

And somewore masks upon their heads
And on someheadswerenone;

And some held blades, and some grenades,
Andinsomehandsagun,

But, common to each one, upon

Their lipsan orison.

It was not fear induced their prayer
(They werenot so devout),

It wasbut pious calousness

That brought their prayer about;
Thearrant beat of their conceit
Permitted of no doubt.
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That they should sei ze, with perfect ease,
Thissymbol of themight

Of that great power in oneshort hour
Without theneed tofight,

Navely and sufficient was

Tofill themwith ddlight.

But no onehad considered that
Therewasaneed to guard
Thesanctuary of thehouse;
Tradition had assured
Itwouldremaininviolate,
Thuswerethey ill-prepared.

And evenlesscouldthey then guess
Their captureby default

Inthat bleak hour beforethe dawn
Todreamswould cdl ahalt,
Uncertain whether fear or smiles
Should greet thisweird assault.

But never did they speak aword

Or pauseto giveathought
Tothosewhose confined air they shared
And whoserespect they sought

Yet unaware of how much fear

Thelir nervousrage had brought.

The constant weight of dreaded hate,
Much heavier thangold

Held inthethroesof daily woes
Lacked shelter fromthecold

And bitter blamethat hid their shame
Scant comfort for that fold.
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“If it were in our power alone,

You know we’d set you free,

But we must on that greater power
Bestow our loyalty.

Our faith demandstheprinciple

Of reciprocity.

“And you must know our charity
Isrunning out of time,

And all we ask —a simple task —
That you admit your crime
Against our great and noble State.
Confessonissublime.

But bit by bit and day by day
Anxiety incressed.

The captives could not comprehend
Remaining unrel eased.

And lacked the empathy that veiled
ThehostileMiddle East.

They disagreed between themselves
Onwhat their captors sought.
Therewereafew who took theview
That they must lend support

To something that exemplified

How steadfastly they fought.

Andfor their part the captorstoo
Debated fervently.

Our fatherstoo believed asyou
Andlivedlivesdecently

But wehavelearned by pain and strife
That thesethingscannot be.
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But bit by bit their fedings changed
Quitesubtly toandfro.

Andwhat at first they would not face,
Becameaneed to know
Thedetailsof fromwhencethey came
Andwherethey hoped to go.

Isthistheland your fathersloved
Andtoiled sohardtowin?
Isthisthefreedom that they sought,
Thosenaoblefelahin?

Do you not think these deeds disturb
Thegravesthat they deepin?

Do they not misstheir families?
What holdstheminsuchthral?
Eternd andinfinitebliss,

Isthat the mighty pill?
Déiverancefromworldly sin
And quick releasefromill.

Our livesdepend on your goodwill
Andganingyour acdam,;

To guaranteesurviva must

Beour fina am.

Thoughit reflectsso grievoudy
Our everlagting shame.

Tofind ourselvesin bonding mode
Emotion’lly with those

Who seemed to pose the greatest threat
And had themost tolose

Seemed but thetest of al the best

That we could then propose
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Avoiding traumaand distress,
We need to change our course
Asriversoften cannot help
|dentify their source

Wedtill bdievewecanrdieve
Thebrutd useof force

Their cruety from weakness sprang.
(They thought themsel veshumane:
Congderatetoanimads

And sparing children pain.)

But each one knew what each must do
Erehesaw homeagain.

“Justice for each is what we preach
Though it may terror breed;

That we may own what we have sown:
The produce of our seed.”
(Theprgudiceof ignorance
May yet fulfil their need.)

What irony their actions bear

Asto achieve, they sought

Their violent needswith violent deeds,
And clamed for freedom fought,

Who werethemselvesto violence daves.
How dear isfreedom bought?

“The words we use indeed abuse,
But wehavenoregrets,
Corruptionistherotting fruit

That decadence begets,
Andthosewho yet will of it eat
Deserve these epithets.”
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Our motivationand our ams
Weighmuchmoreheavily
Thansmpleargumentsagainst
Abuseof family.

Andwe, withutmost trust, will till
Pursueit mightily.

Tofindrelief inthat belief

Their pleadingdidincrease;

That that concerninturn might bring
Enlightenment and peace.

Yet still each knew what each must do
Beforetherecamerel ease.

Themoral that thisstory bears

Will evermoreabide. . .

That death did not discriminate
Onefromtheother side;

When each one knew what each must do
Andeachonedid...anddied.
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LYRICS,LIMERICKSAND CLERIHEWS

Three decadeswere spent in, or with, the Sea
Containers Group of Companies. Thoseyearswere
marked by avast output of material mainly connected
with the cabaretsthat were performed at our annual
Christmasparties. | composed songs- mainly thelyrics
to accompany popular melodies — sketches, and satirical
verselampooning membersof the corporation,
particularly intheform of limericksand clerihews.

One of my offerings, a satirical “cautionary tale” about
Genera Manager Brian Bennett, has aready appeared
inthesepages (page80). Thissection featuresmuch
more, dl very light-hearted, and al of which hasaso
graced the web pages of the SeaContainersOld Lags
Doman (SCOLD) for which I have been, and remain at
thetimeof writing, thewebmaster.
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(6)

LYRICS
LIMERICKS
AND CLERIHEWS

A light-herted section comprising some of
my morefrivolousoutpourings, mainly
during the 30 year period of my association
with the presigious Sea Containers Group.
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At thebeginning of the 1970s, Sea Containersmoved
fromitsfirst premisesat Old Jewry inthe City of
Londontoitsfirst Mayfair address of Park Street. | had
aready started producing satirical parodiesof popular
songs such as(to themusic of Dancinginthe Dark):
Leasing in the dark,

Sea Containersis

Leasinginthedark. ..

And (based on Our LoveisHereto Stay):
It’s very clear

The box is here to stay.

Leased by the year,

Or rented by the day.

In time the roofs may grow rusty,

The floors become dusty,

The lessee will have to pay

For that’s what the contracts say.

And then to the mel ody of TheMountainsof Mourne:
Oh Morrie* this Park Sreet isa wonderful sight,
Wth the peopleall leasing

By day and by night.

They rent their containersto every strange land
For a box in the bush

Is worth two in the hand.

They murdered an agent last week just for fun,
But no-one has found out yet

What they have done;

For except that he’s not quite so much of a bore,
He doesn’t seem any

More dead than before.
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Oh Morriethese lessors have a wonderful style;

They’ve either no boxes,

Or elseagreat pile.

They won't lease to Brisbane though they buy from
Hong Kong

And they don't like the Yanks,

Though the French can’t go wrong.

They rent a computer, it costs quite a whack,

And they got a great shock

When they opened the back.

For not a transistor or valve could be seen,

Only John Somerwill

Wth an adding machine.

*Morrie Pinto was one of the original Sea Containers’
shareholders

Subsequently afurther versewasadded totheorigina
production. | would guessthiswasin 1973, giventhe
referenceto building our own containers, which must
refer totheacquisitionof theYorkshireMarine
Containers factory in 1974.:

Oh Morrie they’ve started with ships and with
cranes,

(If the roundabout loses, the swing surely gains.)

They’re even considering building their own,

The problem remaining is floating the loan.

Their ships have a warranty that’s hard to beat,

They guarantee always its schedule to meet,

And if one of them suddenly devel ops flaws,

You’ll find Tatham and Hume will be manning the
oars.
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One of themost cons stently popular of my parodies,
and alwaysin demand at the Christmas partieswas
LITTLEBOXES*

Little boxes in the depots,

Little boxes made of ticky-tacky;
Little boxes in the depots,

Little boxes all the same.

There’s a red one, and a green one, and a blue one,
and an ORANGE ONE;

And they’re all made out of ticky-tacky,

And they all look just the same.

And the people move their houses,

And they build things of great complexity,
And they all get put in boxes,

Little boxes all the same.

And there’s half-heights, and there’s open tops,
And there’s reefers and collapsibles,

And they’re all made out of ticky-tacky,

And they all look just the same.

And they move them in the terminals,
And they move them on the autobahns
And they move them in container ships
And they move them on the trains.

And they sometimes suffer damages
And are sent off to the refurbishers

And get fixed up with bits of ticky-tacky,
And come back looking just the same.
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There’s a red one, and a green one, and a blue one,
and an ORANGE ONE;

And they’re all made out of ticky-tacky,

And they all look just the same.

*The original “Little Boxes” was a song written by
MalvinaReynoldsin 1962, which becameahit for her
friend Pete Seeger in 1963.

Only dlightly lesspopular wasaversion of TheTwelve
Daysof Christmas

On the first day of Christmas Jim Sherwood gave to
me

A new agent in my territory.
Onthe 2nd -Two collapsibles

3rd -Three half-heights

4th - Four open tops

5th - Five fro-0-0-zen pounds*
6th - Sx roofs rusting

7th - Seven ships sinking

8th - Eight cranes a-falling

9th - Nine debtors owing

10th - Ten shipyardsfailing

11th - Eleven tanks bursting

12th - Twelve reefers melting
[And a new agent in my territory]

* For those who are too young to know, or too old to
remember, in 1972 the British Government put a
“freeze” on wage increases in an effort to curb inflation.
Sea Containers awarded pay rises to staff, but “froze”
them until the governmental restrictionswerelifted.
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MR SHERWOOD AND MR PINTO

Oh Mr Sherwood,

Oh Mr Sherwood

I have heard that you’ve a problem of cash flow.
Would you take it by degrees,

And please set my mind at ease,

By explaining whereit is the money goes.

Oh Mr Pinto

Oh Mr Pinto

Itisreally a straightforward recipe:

| just empty out my socks

And then buy another box.

[And your half-hose Mr Sherwood?]
Buys a half-height, Mr P.

Oh Mr Sherwood,

Oh Mr Sherwood,

Are your cranes as safe as they’re cracked up to be?
Is there never a mistake?

Does a cable never break?

Have you never had a single tragedy?

Oh Mr Pinto

Oh Mr Pinto

To avoid it there’s a simple remedy.
If a box falls to the ground

You had better give a bound.

[With a quick step, Mr Sherwood?]
Wth a tango, Mr P.*

* The Tango was the appel ation given to one of the
dockside container cranesthe company marketed.
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Oh Mr Sherwood

Oh Mr Sherwood

Areyour reefer boxesreally hereto stay?
Can you send a side of beef

From Argyll to Tenerife

And satisfy the most austere gourmet?

Oh Mr Pinto

Oh Mr Pinto,

We’ve been known to have disasters, | agree,
Where the meat arrives quite bad

And the client’s very sad.

[How disgusting, Mr Sherwood.]

Smply offal, Mr. P.

Oh Mr Sherwood,

Oh Mr Sherwood,

There’s a rumour that you’ve really spread your
wings.

| deduce that if you can, you’ll

Introduce an SC manual.

Can you please reveal he secret of such things.

Oh Mr Pinto

Oh Mr Pinto,

Itisall part of SC philosophy:
Where you rent a special here

And return a reefer there.

[ Metamorphosis, dear Sherwood?]
One-way leasing, Mr. P.

[Thisskit wasbased on an old vaudevilleroutineMr
Gallagher and Mr Shean|
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HIGH SOCIETY INHONG KONG

The crowning cabaret achievement during my two
decades|ong employment by Sea Containerswas
undoubtedly that of producing a90 minute parody of the
musical High Society describing the International Agents’
Conference held two monthsearlierinHongKongin
1974. My secondment to afiveyear positionin Hong
Kong two years|ater waseither my reward or my
punishmernt.

INTRODUCTION - CALYPSO

Tonight in Hong Kong we’re full of glee,

We’re all part of one great family,

But come tomorrow you’ll hear our fears:

We’ve now got 40 footers coming our of our ears.

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong Conference

(Get those depotscleared!)

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong
Conference.

The agents’ contract’s completely new,

There’s something that we all have to do:

To get each agent relaxed onwine,

Then put theform beforehim and persuadehimto sign.

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong Conference

(Allievi’s signed!)

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong
Conference.
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Thefirst threedeckshipsarebuilding here,

We’d see one if we could find the pier,

But Tatham’s left with the only map,

So ask the nearest rickshaw driver, there’s a good chap.

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong Conference

(Get that barge afl oat!)

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong
Conference.

We’ve come to Hong Kong to have some fun

Said Stracey, Scawn and O’Sullivan;

The salesmen may have come hereto work,

But we control the purse strings and we’re going to

shirk.

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong Conference

(Noreceivables)

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong
Conference.

There’s stormy weather at times we’re told,

Some agentsbrought their own brand of cold.

It s;emswejust missed typhoon Elaine,

But with Jim Sherwood here we’re got our own

hurricane.

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong Conference

(Brewing upastorm)

In Hong Kong, oh Hong Kong, Hong Kong
Conference.
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Based onthe song You’re Sensational | produced this
number to describethe new container being designed by
our Yorkshire Marine Container manufacturing facility.
Thiswasintended to beaway of collapsing astandard
20foot contai ner so that severa could besmultaneousy
fitted into one container dot.

YOU’RE COLLAPSIBLE

Have you heard,
From Beverley has come the latest word
Which is *““collapsible”?

And did you know
This is the umpteenth time we’ve had a go
At acollapsible

To make a start
Isquite an art,

If you undo

Just one wrong screw
It falls apart.

But if one day

Y.M.C.L. succeeds to make it stay
Erect, we’ll say

That the collapsible’s sensational
That’s all, that’s all, that’s all.
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And then, based on the Samantha number camethis
response to thegrumbling of agentsat the production of
anew agency agreement they wererequiredto sign.

Weloveyou, Jim Sherwood,
Andour lovewill never dig
We’ll fight like Ben Hur would
Just for S.C.I.

Remember, Jim Sherwood,
We’re right by your side,
And like Quentin Durward
May youlong preside.

Yes, we’ll lease night and day
For the pittance you pay,

You can be sure we’ll stay
Ever true.

Jim Sherwood, Oh, Jim Sherwood,
Wewill leasefo-or you.

Very tongue-in-cheek wasthisvariationon TrueL ove

If you give to me, and | giveto you,

Five percent, five percent,

That that would be, as you must agree,
Intelligent, intelligent.

For you and | are both S.C. agents

United by the same box,

So | lease through you, and you lease through me,
All our idle stocks
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Onceagain, it wasimpossibleto find someoneto
represent Jim Sherwood intheWho Wantstobea
Millionairenumber, soit fell tome, onceagain ably
supported by Andrew Lavey.

Whowantsto beamillionaire?

[ do.]

And havean officein Mayfair?

[ do.]

Who wantsto buy himself an enormousyacht?
[An enormous yacht is something I’ve got.]
Who wantsto |easeto Hapag L1oyd?

[ do.]

And seehisrivasal destroyed?

[Ido.]

Who wantsto end on top of the heap?

[I do. Yes| do, so | depend on you.]

Who wantsto beamillionaire?

[l do.]

And havethisbiennid affair?

[l do.]

Who wantsto seethe other lessorsal foiled?
[My Strider class shipsshould coiclethewoild.]
Who wantsto drink in thebest bars?

[l do.]

And lease hisboxesto thestars?

[l do.]

Who wantsto head the best |essor lists?

[I do. Yes| do, so | depend on you.]
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Thelast item based on High Society wasaversion of
WEéll Did You Evah? Muchtooinvolved and

convol uted to be successfully reproduced here, | have
provided someof theasides.

Haveyou heard Jim spill the beans,
We’ve leased a crane to the Phillipines.
And have you heard it’s in the stars,
Next July weshall leaseto Mars?

Haveyou heard about de Berc

Got runoverinold Dunkirk.

(Don’t worry. He’s a game chap you know. Got right up
and leased aTango!)

Haveyou heard that Robert Kulp
Lost six tanks of tomato pulp.
(Think they’ll ketchup with him?)
(OnlywithHeinzsight.)

Haveyou heard that BernieBird
Isoften shaken, but never stirred.
(That’s the Pan-Am way, you know.)

And haveyou heard that Somerwill
Gavehimsdf apeculiar thrill.
(Poor fellow stepped on aloose computer lead.)

And have you heard Jim Sherwood’s plan,
Thenext affair will bein San Fran.

(Do you mean Frisco?We mean Frisco!)
Wel| didyou evah,

What aswell conference, aswell conference,
A swelegant, el egant conferencethiswas!
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Two other numbersin the 1974 cabaret departed from
High Society. First was based on the song New
Fangled Tango, memorably associated with that great
songstressLenaHorne. Thiswasinspired by the
company decisionto nameits container cranes after
South Americandances. Thefirst wasthe Tango,
followed | ater by the Samba. They wereinitidly built by
Liebherrinlreland.

Take our new-fangled Tango,
There’s just nothing to it,

If you should employ one,

You may liveto rueit,
Theybuilditinlreland

‘midst bomb, blast and bang-o,
And that’s why we call it

A most dangerous Tango.

It gets built in no time

From starting to show time;
If you want a go at it,

Just take a kit - meccano kit.
And if you can’t lift ‘er

Then try with a Shifter,

And you’ll be no stranger

To danger.

There’s always a ruction
When we start construction,
The workers are funny,
They want danger money;
But we’ve got the answer,
A young strip-tease dancer,
Complete with directions
For starting erections.
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So agents go to it,

We know you can do it,

In each port where there’s a train
Just lease a crane - a Tango crane.
You’ll get no commission,

Except for permission

To just gain the treasure

Of pleassure.

Take out new-fangled Tango,
It’s just made for leasing.

In Soain and Oporto

Our agents were taught so;
It”s not that much trouble,

In six months it’s rubble,
Then you can again go

And |lease a new Tango.

And then camethefinale performed by the entire cast. Thiswas
based on Gilbert and Sullivan’s Modern Major General, with more
than a sideways glance at Tom Lehrer’s The Elements, and included
the name of every member of staff - severa hundred. Quiteatour
deforce of which | am, not unreasonably, proud..

Thisnumber, plusmusi cal accompaniment, may belocated onthe
SCOLD websiteat www.conts.com/scold/Census.htm.
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LIMERICKS AND CLERIHEWS

It would be unconscionable not to mention thelate,
much loved, and greatly missed Rob Ward, for so many
yearsmy colleague, boss, friend and supporter of my
creative endeavours, who actively encouraged much of
thefollowingtriviabased on our colleaguesat Sea
ContainersHouse. Alas, thebuilding that held so many
of our hopes, dreamsand industry no longer existsinits
origina form, having been redeveloped into a hotel and
apartment building. But it’s nice to think that, perhaps,
someof the geist of thislampooned cast of characters
gtill lurkswithinitsfoundations.

A thermodstat expert named Lavey

With nonchalancelearnedinthe navy,
When asked to test beef fer-
mentinginareefer

Said “No thanks, I like mine with gravy.”

A colond of lofty disdain

Was asked why helived onacrane.
That sapper named Poynder

Then madethisrgoinder:

“I’'m frightened to come down again.”

“With tanks I will never disgrasia,”
Said Kulp. “Butwe’ve got to replasia”
We answered, “with thanks,

We’ll divorce you from tanks

And give you instead South East Asia.”
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With recklessabandon Don Turner
Announced to an SCI earner:

“The world is your oyster

If you canjustfoista

30 foot bulk on some learner.”

JoeSinclairisredly quitesore

And complains that his height isn’t more.
He says “I’d give the earth

To achievesuixante-neuf,

But | never get past sixty four.”

SuchtalentshasNigd J. Tatham,
A pityto just dissipate ‘em,

With no new advances

Of shipleasing chances,

We’ll just be obliged to create ‘em.

Alasand dack Cyril Knowles;
Sofar fromachieving hisgods,.
Such aswho he can trust
Toidentify rust
Ereitdisintegratesinto holes..

Tosolvetheplight of David Tingle

Needs a mind that’s truly single.

The Security Council of the United Nations
Has questioned the sanctity of 1SO regulations.

Withwel come s ngle-mindedness John Witton
Hasproved himsdf atruly worthy Briton;
Theidlerateof the United States

Hasfindly submerged without atrace.
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Knowing nothing of life’s tragic stings,
Heleft North Row on happy magic wings.
Alas, arrived a Park Street, David Young
Suddenly discovered he’d been stung.

Inbusinessbig Jim Sherwood
Istough as Quentin Durward.
Theonly vexations

Comefrom personal relations.

Mary Meikle

Isvery fond of treacle,

Which makes her the perfect soul

To handlethat very sticky box control.

Please don’t confuse Jim White with Monsieur Blanc,
He’s more at home with vodka than with plonk;
Apart fromwhich hisworldishardly Gdlic:
Hissymbolsaremoreagricultural than phallic.

Itissaid that Rob Ward
Iseternally bored

At theconstantly sdlf-defeating
Monday morning meeting.

If Arnault deBerc

Cared morefor hard work,
Galliccontainerisation
Could beasensation.

At theend of theday Don Turner

Would clearly rather beacharcoal burner;
Hesaysleasing containers

Isjust for sustainers.
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By al accountsBob Baird
Cannot be spared

By hisbetters

To chase debtors.

Theplight of Evan Sakellarios
Isprovingtobequitehilarios;

He thought he’d put stems
DowninKingston-on-Thames

But found it was Kingston Ontarios.

I’ve heard it said of Simon Broad

That he hasturned out quite afraud;

The errors on his debtors’ list

Were clearly caused when hewasinebriated.

If therewerefewer

likeMa colm Brewer,

The status quo could berestored
By getting morelike Simon Broad.
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ENVOI

Thefollowing two paragraphswere part of my
introduction to asection of my new book Y ou Don’t
Apologisefor Chutzpah. They strikeme as particularly
appropriatetothisfarewell to acollection, thecompiling
of which hasbrought back so many happy memories.

“Memory involves the mental act of receiving,
processing, storing and retrieving information.

“Leo Tolstoy wrote® “In all our memories the middle
disappears, and only thefirst andlastimpressions,
especially the first one, remains.” Paradoxically, as we
age, wefrequently find that the earliest eventsin our lives
start to burn morevividly, while occurrences sometimes
merely minutesold may havevanishedtotaly from our
memory. At thetime of writing thischronicle, inmy
middleeghties, | thankfully havelittleevidence of the
latter; | am, however, smply by theact of havingto
revivethememory of early experiences, enjoying an
amazing and vastly pleasing reful gence of someof my
earliest recollections.”

| hopethisreconstruction will givemy readersat |east
someof thepleasurethat itscompilationhhasgiventhe
writer.

“ The History of Yesterday, 1851.
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