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AN ESSENTIALLY ENGLISH VOICE

An essentially English voice, fragmented,

sometimes awkward and ill at ease,

but he remains calm in a crisis, always.

It’s best not to show what’s inside. 

He considers it a sign of weakness.

With his public school background,

he mourns his losses in silence.

He puts on a brave face in the face of adversity.

He says everything’s all right

and couldn’t be better in fact, even when it isn’t.

Work is great he insists and a daily joy to experience.

Lines of least resistance, fading fast,

falling in and out of favour, moving backwards

and forwards and going nowhere.

He’s still stuck in the same place.

It was a masterly stroke to stay single.

It’s cheaper and easier that way.

He lights a cigar and inhales deeply.

He’d almost welcome cancer.

It would give him something to focus his energies on

and an opponent truly worthy of him.

Sadly all too few are in his day to day life,

he observes with a note of minor disappointment.

He strikes up a conversation in a pub

with an attractive woman he’s just met,

but it’s as short and meaningless as bad sex.

It’s too perfectly contrived.  It always is he finds.

His teeth are stained with traces of nicotine.

His skin is ageing beyond rhyme or reason.

She has a moving tale about how her husband

left her without warning for another woman.

She uses it every time and mostly it works.

It doesn’t fool him.  He’s been around too long.

He’d rather go home alone to his laptop and television;

the only things in the world that truly understand him.

CLEAR-OUTS

A clear-out is always good.

It’s a chance to wipe the slate clean,

to start again, to shed your past and re-emerge 

afresh as a new person perhaps.

A clear-out is good for the soul;

the more severe the better in my books.

You can re-invent yourself and become someone else.

Throw out your old magazines, clothes and records.

If you’re being honest you don’t really need them.

They remind you of things you’d rather forget.

They remind you of lovers who wore out their welcome

and some others who didn’t stay that long. 

Don’t hold on.  Get a new job or move to a new town.

There’s nothing keeping you here;

only a slight sadness and stuff that went wrong.

I’m not him.  I’m a new man.  Tell yourself 

again and again if that’s what it takes.

Believe it’s the case and make it happen

before it’s too late and the opportunity’s gone.

A clear-out is good.  I’ve done it myself

these last few months past while I had time on my hands.

I’ve cast off the shackles of my previous life.

I’ve torn up letters from my estranged wife

and old photographs of forgotten holidays we once enjoyed.

I now find the memories a little meaningless in truth.

For someone else has captured my heart at last.

TOLERANCE

Tolerance is the key.  To be a little more tolerant

would help me in almost every aspect of my life.

I’m unwilling to learn.  That’s my problem.

My girlfriend has told me as much time and time again.

I’m inflexible.  I don’t like change.

I don’t adapt well to new things.  I like to plan ahead.  

I like to know exactly what I’ll be doing

on any particular day and at any given moment in time.

I dislike spontaneity. I’m as rigid and ordered as a Nazi.

Off the cuff isn’t a method I generally employ.

I may as well have been born a German

and not the Englishman I am.  I should have been a Latin.  

I have the temper and fury, but I show it

in a colder, more controlled and stubborn way.

Unfortunately however I’m not by nature a romantic.

To be more tolerant is the key.

That way we wouldn’t have packed off

six million Jews to their deaths unnecessarily,

and trampled on the innate, inner compassion 

of all respectable people and decent society.

No one would have killed your baby.  

They’d still be alive today.  There would be no pain 

or torture that wasn’t strictly necessary.

Twenty million Russians would have avoided their fate

in the salt mines of Siberia.  No one would have sniggered

at the ethnic cleansing camps of former Yugoslavia,

or conducted mass genocide in the African state of Rwanda

and the Asian rice fields of Cambodia.

Too many have murdered for pleasure,

and we all share a proportion of the blame.

We’re all as guilty as each other and the next man.

We all have blood on our hands and it doesn’t wash off easily.

We’re all tarnished, even just by burying our heads in the sand,

or turning away and pretending everything’s OK.

It’s not and it never will be unfortunately.

Regrettably we’re no more civilised in the 21st century

than we were in the year 1000BC.

It’s a crying shame that so many have had to die

for us to see the error of our misguided actions and philosophy.

Yes a little more tolerance is the key to a better society, 

but it starts at home and with me.

IN QUIET OBSERVATION 

These fields have taken up the bulk of his life he realises.

He’s trodden every inch of them probably time and time again.

He’s beaten paths joining hamlets to villages

and spent long, isolated hours toiling alone.

Then home to a jovial wife who loves cooking

and two darling children who adore him.

These fields give him a decent living of sorts.

He loves them yet peculiarly hates them at the same time.

He had hair when he first started working them.

It was thick and strong and a source of pride.

Now he has none, he reflects with a sigh.

He didn’t even notice it going

or the thinning process as it slowly set in.

He doesn’t bother much with the television

and shuns newspapers and magazines,

which hold no meaning or importance for him.

He likes to fish in his free time and spends moments

alone in quiet observation calmly reflecting.

This silent life of dreams is however sometimes 

not all it seems and can be mildly deflating.  

FOR THE TIME BEING

She’s of a somewhat contrary disposition,

the likes of which I’ve seldom seen,

and I find it faintly unsettling when 

all’s said and done if truth be known.

Her looks are pleasing to the eye.

Her limbs are long and thin.

She holds herself with the grace a model has.

She wears clothes that are modern and stylish.

She’s the envy of all it’s plain to see,

and every man envies me.

She should have been a model.  I tell her that,

but my words are wasted and fall flat.

Her perfectly balanced face would have

enhanced the cover of any magazine.

Sometimes I surprise even myself

that I can call her mine, but I can,

at least for the time being.

Just holding onto her is the hard thing,

when she finds out I’m not all that I seem

and I’m not quite as interesting

as I like to pretend I am.

BROKEN PROMISES

The sweet aroma of yeast fills the air 

as I down another warm beer. 

The bitter, dry taste of the Chardonnay grape,

remembered from last night,

and the lingering bite of vinaigrette,

drizzled on a mixed salad at lunch,

in which the rocket leaves have by far

the strongest and most distinct flavour.

I prefer to dine in company these days,

but alone can have a satisfaction all of its own.

Forty isn’t middle-aged.  It’s still young.

Only part of the master plan

has gone missing over the last decade or two.

Seeking explanation where there is none

has been an ongoing waste of time.

A trip to a delicatessen can be invigorating,

as can finding favour in a new or ancient custom.

Returning to old roots and tracks and paths

of life revisited with regrettable infrequency

can still provide consolation of sorts.

Giving quiet attention to detail

and exalting the rebirth of once held idealism

is a means to an end in itself.

Forty is just a beginning, but beginning of what?

The undertaker carries another coffin out.

That could be me before too long,

or you, or anyone I know for that matter.

Bells of a nearby church announce a wedding;

the legal union of two souls 

and hopefully a match made in heaven.

An infant arrives in a downtown hospital,

but its mother dies.  I soldier on.

I change the time of a house viewing.

I go to the movies alone.

I try to recall the name of a forgotten girlfriend.

I hang up the phone.  

I listen to Brahms, Wagner and Beethoven.

I visit my local library for some light reading.

I browse a nearby art gallery

and wish I had the skills required to paint.

I engage myself in philosophical thought.

I’m reminded of a dozen promises I made

and how in turn I broke every one.

THIS COUNTRY

I love this country; the hills, the levels and the sea.

The town and the city are both perfect homes to me.

I love this country, whether the sky is blue or grey.

It has a sad, grainy quality and I never feel happy away.

I love this country; its culture, its music and its history.

I enjoy studying the pain of centuries

that gave birth to a nation and the birth of me.

I love this country; its beer, its literature and its philosophy,

although some may question my sanity.

My partner would like to be living in Africa 

2000 miles or more from our craggy shores.

She’d like somewhere hot, not cold, wet and dreary, 

as she struggles through another winter 

trying to find good reasons at all to stay.

It’s best here with the devil you know I reply.

I love this country, and I say it unequivocally.  

Big game and exotic wildlife hold no appeal for me.

Give me a British stoat or weasel any day. 

It may seem contradictory
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