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The Place of  Poetry

I live in a big white town house, in an Edwardian square by the sea 
in Kent. It has pleasant gardens with tennis courts and croquet 
lawns and a nice clubhouse. I often go there and play tennis in the 
summer, and every day winter and summer I go to the pebbled 
shore and gaze across the waters. Mostly they are grey and dull 
and one could be anywhere; sometimes they are blue and sunstruck 
and then I’m in the best place in the world. I have a kind wife, and 
children who’ve all left home, and I go to work every day and come 
back late and eat and drink rather a lot. And that’s my life really.

But oh! I nearly forgot: at the top of my house there’s a further 
floor, a sort of attic which is always locked and which has a hidden 
key. Most of the time this key is very difficult to find. Sometimes I 
even forget it exists. Then one day, puzzled, walking up the stairs 
perhaps, or in a brown study, looking out into the rain, I’ll see 
it shining somewhere, beckoning me. Then I’ll pick it up quite 
naturally as though it’s been there all the time, and climb the stairs 
and unlock the door to that other place; the place where poetry 
is.

I cannot tell you any more about it or what it means, or how it 
came about. Your guess is quite as good as mine.
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Six Moments, Osea Island, Essex

1
The winter sun touches the chair.

My guest speaks on
But my thoughts 

Are poised 
On the edge of the unknown.

2
The wind today
Blowing troubles

Away.

A giant hand
Empties

My mind.

3
He touched my arm

An old friend
From the past

To warm my heart
Unfold my faculties

Like marvellous flowers
That slept.

Dear old sun
Every spring you

Remind me
Every winter

I forget.

4
Alfred A longed to be free

As he made love.
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Bucking and tossing
He heard the rain

Against
The window.
He thought

“One day I shall ride in
From the North Sea

Utterly alone
On the back of the wind.

My wild cry
Will pierce the night

And disturb the embrace
Of dejected lovers.”

5
The moon is after me tonight

He caught sight of me
Just now

And marked me 
For a moonman.

I feel him everywhere,
Behind my back
Above my head.
Soon I must go

To our bay window
And have it out 

With him.
My blood will be

Liquid silver,
My heart a
Silver stone

And my soul
A moonbeam.

6
Jabber jabber goes the moon

To me,

Her words dance the water 
To my heart.

Quick, quick they run and leap
To me

Who turns chilled, away from
Such black art.

The Blackwater Estuary, 1.00 a.m.
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On a Street Corner

Don’t go down to the shops just now,
There is infinite chance, just here,

On this square of pavement.
Look how the wind has tossed your hair

And quickened your wit,
The sun warmed your blood.

See the rush-hour people as they pass,
Even they are touched by spring

And smile, as if almost remembering.
Look! Just before leaving, the day
Has thrown her loveliest colours

Across the street.
Don’t go, don’t go,

Now can last for ever if you stay.

Blackheath, London, one evening in May 1972

Window Dresser

Lady in the shop window with
Your hips indefinitely poised
I join your infinite (sartorial)

Contemplation.
In this rush hour river

Your are an imperturbable lily,
In this desert, a green palm

Which gives a moment’s shade.

Kings Road, London, 22nd November 74
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Explain Yourself

If you ask me what I mean
I cannot say.
I only know

At odd moments of
Strange encounter

With myself
And sunlight
Sometimes,

Looking down a
Canterbury street
As though it were

A telescope
Fixed on eternity.

Then,
I could tell you,

Maybe,
If you didn’t ask me,

What I mean.

6th May 1978

Dover Harbour

Who could have thought
One could be free

In Dover Harbour?
A strange place,

Full of blocks of flats
And “pay and display” signs.
However, the beach in front
And certain faded gleams
Of sunlight on blue water

Led me back.
A boy again

On Cornish sands
I played the length of 

Lazy summer days and
Lived a brilliant shining dream

Without beginning, and
No fall of night to come.

13th July 1990




