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Foreword

 Martin
Litherland, the writer of Poems
from the Lost World and Inca
Treasure: Poems from the Andes of Ecuador, now presents
the story of his career in the form of 23 poems, a linking
narrative, and many original photographs. Read of schoolboy
inspiration in Coffee Smoke; his romantic
attachment to beautiful rocks in The Young
Geologist; being alone in Scotland with That Russian Spy; and the discovery of The Earliest Animal. Follow him around the world in
Places I Know Best; and his near-death
encounters in Nine Lives.


Romantic Rocks

Poetry of a wandering geologist


Introduction

 These poems follow my career as a geologist,
beginning with childhood inspirations followed by the great romance
with the Dalradian rocks of Ireland and Scotland. After five years
in the Kalahari, there were seven years in the Amazon (see Poems
from the Lost World) and six years in the Andes (see Inca
Treasure - Poems from the Andes of Ecuador), before returning
to the UK.

This field
career is explored in Places I Know Best, where I detail
those parts of the world I know better than anyone else.

Many of the
poems are reflections on the joys and sorrows, the feelings and
adventures of life and fieldwork overseas, and contrasting this
life with subsequent work and retirement in the UK.


Coffee Smoke











I suppose my
interest in travelling was sparked as a child by studying atlases
and the Cassell’s Children’s Encyclopedia, especially when I was
ill in bed. My mother always encouraged me to read. There was also
this wonderful schoolteacher at Fairfield Road Junior School,
Droylsden, Manchester, in 1954, when I was eight years old, who
inspired this poem (where apologies are due to Keats).











Much have I roamed
this wonderful world, and

Many strange sights
and marvels have I seen.

Through Kalahari sands
and hills Andean,

To jungles painted by
Amazon green.






Yet in all those
twenty odd years of toil,

And in all those
twenty odd years of pain,

I was never moved by
such a thing, that

I saw in the mists of
Manchester’s rain.






In Fairfield Road, a
smoggy, smelly school,

Across where Harry
Pollitt had been born,

Mr Plimmer took us
around the world,

To the mouth of the
river Amazon.






Before sailing
upstream we took a train,

To explore Brazil in
the sun and rain.

The coffee price had
fallen, Plimmer said,

And the economy was
nearly dead.






So the steam engine
ran on coffee beans.

And the hot air was
rich with coffee smoke!
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In Donegal











My journey as a geologist really started in 1966 when I went
to Donegal for my Liverpool BSc mapping. I was on my own in the
Crohy Hills: my little patch! I stayed in a little croft, Toberkeen
croft, with the traditional turf fire, donkey and outside well. I
fell in love for life!











In Donegal where I saw
it all:

England won in black
and white;

Fuchsia in the rocky
wall;

White Dalradian
quartzite.






In Donegal where I
smelled it all:

Toberkeen’s turf peaty
reek;

Cow dung of the
crofter’s stall;

Wild clover when the
bees seek.






In Donegal where I
Iearned it all:

Mapping structures in
the rock;

Pride coming before a
fall;

Just keep smiling: do
not mock.






In Donegal where I
loved it all:

Fox cubs down by Lough
Agnish;

Warming with the
cricket’s call;

Geology my one
wish.






In Donegal where I
felt it all:

Dysentery from the
well;

Irish people walking
tall;

The beauty of one
harebell.






In Donegal where I
found it all:

Almost all there was
to find;

Truth was at one’s
beck and call;

How it opened up the
mind.
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‘Fuchsia in the
rocky wall’
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‘White Dalradian
quartzite’ in the Crohy Hills
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Harebells along the
Crohy cliffs


Life at Toberkeen
Croft











Life on the croft was interesting, to say the least, and
comparable to living in the Third World.











They can walk in at
any time of day.

Unannounced they sit
in the peat fire’s reek.

The kettle twitters as
telling her hob

Of that warming
silence before they speak.






And life on the croft
is a frugal feast:

Praties, hay and peat
for the winter’s woe:

A simple story like
peasants of old,

Without papers, TV or
radio.






The cow and her calf
that share the small croft,

The voiceless donkeys
standing in the sand,

The talk of Troubles I
had never heard:

I was a young man in a
foreign land.






“A glass of water
please I’m thirsty now.”

“Why not wait along
for a cup of tea?”

So, including all
those tropical years,

It was my worst bout
of dysentery.






A rainbow settles on
the eastern crags.

It’s a sign for Sammy
of God’s return.

But Know-all argues
for refracted light.

Oh young Martin, you
have so much to learn.






For just four pounds a
week and six of them,

More than enough to
lino all the sand,

But so much more was
the worth I that found:

I learned how to live
in a third world land.






But off on the bike in
the early morn:

The Crohy Hills are
mine and all its rocks:

My first selfish
wilderness to explore:

Through heather,
craggy hills, and little lochs.
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Sammy Hunter, aged 80,
of Toberkeen croft
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Toberkeen croft,
between Crohy and Dungloe: Jeanie Hunter is at the door; the byre
for the cow is on the left, and the turf pile is in the foreground
left.
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Making the haystack at
Toberkeen


God’s Crofting
Country



My baptism in Donegal brought about a sentimental love of the
crofting country in Ireland and Scotland especially as it was then:
defined by peat fires and donkeys and a life by the sea away from
the stresses of the modern world.



It’s the fields and
rocks that fit together

That makes the sight
so rare.

Little fields, small
fields, shaped in their nature

By rocks, weathered
and bare.


On the wild Irish
coasts and Scottish coves

These rocks are
wrinkly old.

They’re granites,
schists, and gnarled ancient gneisses,

Many the giants have
rolled.


The meadows are
flanked by the very crags

That builds the old
stone croft.

People at one end,
stock at the other,

 The praties in the loft.


And inside the cottage
the old turf fire

Burns with a reeky
smoke.

The welcoming kettle’s
ready for tea:

These are the crofting
folk.


The donkey stands in
the lee of the byre:

Silence is here
withal;

Broken by breezes
through stunted gorse, and

The oystercatcher’s
call.


Now, this is no
tropical paradise,

No sultry palmy
shore.

It’s love at first
sight, a love that is blind,

And lasts for
evermore.


Yes, God’s crofting
country is in my dreams

As year on year does
roll.

It’s calling me back
in the autumn time

Of a tired Celtic
soul.


 Praties = Potatoes Back to poem


The following photos
shows ‘God’s crofting country’ along the coast at Crohy Hills:
‘It’s the fields and
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