

[image: Image]





[image: Image]





[image: Image]

First published by Liberalis Books, 2025

Liberalis Books is an imprint of Collective Ink Ltd.

Unit 11, Shepperton House

89 Shepperton Road

London N1 3DF

office@collectiveinkbooks.com

www.collectiveinkbooks.com

www.liberalisbooks.com

For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.

© Nicholas Hagger 2024

The rights of Nicholas Hagger as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.

ISBN: 978 1 78535 849 4

ebook: 978 1 78535 850 0

Library of Congress Control Number: 2024902983

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

Typeset by Lapiz Digital Services

UK: Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY

Printed in North America by CPI GPS partners

We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.





[image: Image]





ALSO BY NICHOLAS HAGGER

The Fire and the Stones

Selected Poems

The Universe and the Light

A White Radiance

A Mystic Way

Awakening to the Light

A Spade Fresh with Mud

Overlord, books 1–2

The Warlords

A Smell of Leaves and Summer

Overlord, books 3–6

Overlord, books 7–9

Overlord, books 10–12

The Tragedy of Prince Tudor

The One and the Many

Wheeling Bats and a Harvest Moon

The Warm Glow of the Monastery Courtyard

The Syndicate

The Secret History of the West

The Light of Civilization

Classical Odes

Overlord, one-volume edition

Collected Poems 1958–2005

Collected Verse Plays

Collected Stories

The Secret Founding of America

The Last Tourist in Iran

The Rise and Fall of Civilizations

The New Philosophy of Universalism

The Libyan Revolution

Armageddon

The World Government

The Secret American Dream

A New Philosophy of Literature

A View of Epping Forest

My Double Life 1: This Dark Wood

My Double Life 2: A Rainbow over the Hills

Selected Stories: Follies and Vices of the Modern Elizabethan Age

Selected Poems: Quest for the One

The Dream of Europa

The First Dazzling Chill of Winter

Life Cycle and Other New Poems 2006–2016

The Secret American Destiny

Peace for our Time

World State

World Constitution

King Charles the Wise

Visions of England

Fools’ Paradise

Selected Letters

The Coronation of King Charles

Collected Prefaces

Fools’ Gold

The Fall of the West

The Promised Land

The Golden Phoenix

The Algorithm of Creation

The Tree of Tradition

The Building of the Great Pyramid

A Baroque Vision

The Essentials of Universalism





The front cover shows an oak tree with a lopped and fallen branch.

“Cut is the branch that might have grown full straight.”

Marlowe, Dr Faustus, 1588–1592





ACKNOWLEDGMENT

I am grateful to my excellent PA Ingrid Kirk for assisting me in assembling the poems in this work. I could not have done it without her.

[image: Image] Symbol

A corner-mark ([image: Image]) at the beginning of the line denotes that there is a break or gap before that line which has been obscured because it falls at the bottom of a page.





CONTENTS

Preface

Brexit, Coronavirus, an Oval Cloud and Arcadia: Truth-Telling and Oneness with Nature and the Universe

Above the Cecilian Power of the Tower

Rainbow Portrait and Tree of Tradition; and Sisyphus

Sketch for a Portrait of Nicholas Hagger

Volume 35: The Oak Tree and the Branch

The Oak Tree and the Branch: The UK Referendum on the EU, ‘Brexit’

Time’s Mower and the Buttercups

Knot-Garden

The Mountain Range and Time

At Delphi

The Tick of Time

Leaves like Faces

Lyre and Pipes

Epping Forest Stag (For Ambassador Gusi)

Energy

Brexit Election

Within Dark Tunnels

Sea Stirred

White Crests: Motion and Stillness

Christmas Cherry (A Metaphysical Poem to my Dutch PA)

A Vaseful of Flowers (To my Dutch PA)

Warm Sun on Cheeks: How the Universe Works

A Dozen Jackdaws

Nesting-Box

My Books Heaped like Raspberries

Diving Birds

Fifty-Nine Years Ago in the Hotel Miramar, Malaga

Among Grandchildren on Gibraltar

Ancestral Tree

A Split Cedar

Dove Supreme

Fountain: Newts

The Setting Sun


Like a Bee Crawling

The Deep

Siskins

Hovering Bird

A Deluge of Light

A Harmony of Orange Lights

Fountain: Water Lilies

Sparrowhawk and Reality

Ragged Tulip (For Ian)

We are like Trees

In Front of the Fireplace

Magical Moonlight

Oak Tree

Plasters and Bandages (A Far Memory)

Blown Spume

Being like a Puddle

Soul like a Puddle

Hearts like a Shout

Orange Sun

Farewell to my Europe

Kestrel

A Great Illusion

Triathlon

Wildness

A Squall

Destiny at the G7

A Life Draws to a Close (For Ian)

Breakers

Full Moon and Reality

Our Expanding Universe

Feeding Time

The Message of the Fireworks

Autumn

Falling Apart: Atrophy in Cerebellum, Vocal Cords (A Fragment)

Hail

Shoreline

Abednego

Another Sparrowhawk

Snakes

Poems written in Jordan, Egypt and Turkey

Promised Land


Bedouin Tent

All-Looking Among Bedouins

Three-Tiered Fountain

Sunset: Ra

Ramesses the Second’s Concubine

Jellyfish

In the Roman Theatre at Aspendos

Volume 36: The Tapestry (50 Sonnets)

Part One: Tapestry, the New World and the One

1. My Tapestry

2. The Bayeux Tapestry

3. New World Tapestry

4. Berlin: City of the One

5. Berlin Wall

6. Brexit Blunder

7. New World

8. Peace: Grandchildren, Aleppo

9. Distant Lights

10. Bridge

11. Bomb

12. NATO

Part Two: The Tapestry Room: Tudor Living and the One

1. The Tapestry Room in Henry the Eighth’s Second Hunting Lodge

2. Tapestries in the Soul

3. Roots in Bruges

4. A Tapestry on the Fall of the West

5. What my Tapestries Won’t Show

6. Connaught House’s Knot-Garden

7. Achilles’ Shield

8. England as in Henry the Eighth’s Day

9. What Wyatt Saw

10. Henry the Eighth’s Copped Hall

11. Henry’s Third Hunting Lodge

12. Otley Hall’s Knot-Garden

13. Knot-Garden: The One at a Glance

14. Seckford’s Head

15. Muse’s Slave

16. The Fall of the West


17. Nothing’s Changed: All Fools

18. Swan, Delving

19. Devout Anne Boleyn

20. Glorification

21. Tapestries: Actaeon

22. Actaeon’s Fate

23. Clarity

24. The Return of the Prodigal

25. Decius Mus’s Sacrifice

Part Three: Tapestry, Hunt to Find the Oneness of the Universe and of all Humankind

1. Wonderment

2. Oneness

3. Conviction

4. Purpose

5. Rock

6. A Tapestry of a New World Order: A Coming Golden Age

7. Tapestry of Oneness and Peace

8. A Tudor Outlook

9. Bayeux Tapestry Revisited

10. Past Lives

11. A Deer in Arcady

12. Tudor Deer-Hunting

13. Tapestry that Draws on the Tradition and Reveals Oneness

Volume 37: A Plague in Arcadia: Oneness with Nature and the Universe

Poems Influenced by Coronavirus

Solitude

Rejoicing Amid a Deadly Virus

‘Old People’s Home’

Virus

Romantic Isolation

Pink Supermoon

Bees in the Rosemary

A Cluttering of Jackdaws

Thinking Jackdaw

Coronavirus: A Memento Mori

Drooping Daisies

Dragonfly

Cuckoo


Sea and Rocks

Smiling Buttercups

Two Potted Geraniums and a Blind Down

Lesser Stitchwort

Small Tortoiseshell

Buttercup: Provinces and Disciplines

Stars

Meadow Brown and Purple Clover

Goldfinches

Buttercup

Blackberry Brambles

Swallows

Swallow, Companion

Treading Round Flowers

Clover

A Swallow’s Circle

Sky on Fire

Wistful Orange Moon

Sheep Huddled

Lights in the Dark

Splashes of Light

Fluttering Moth

Sunlight Rains

Honey-Bee

Sparrow

A Speedy Swallow Pities a Slow Human

Elm

Goldfinch on a Flowerpot

A Tilted Head

Second Childhood

Crow and Water Lilies

Dandelion Clock Nearly Blown by the Wind

Sowing by the Moon

Flashing Lights Across the Sea

Cormorant

Flaming Elm

Veiled Mist

Sparrowhawk Still

Crepuscular

Shadow on the Sea

Clouds like a Spider’s Web

Plague


Flocks

Sparrowhawk Not Welcome

Sparrowhawk’s Claws

Moth

Fox

Icicle

Buttercups

Ladybird

Sun on Sea

Moon like Cheese

Cherry

Blossom like Frost

Sparkling Sea and Gulls

Daisies, Stars

Herring Gull

Sparkling Sea, Sneeze

Smiling Night

Two Foxes

Death Staring, Waiting

Last Call to the Afterlife

Owls Hooting

Moon

Downpour from the Sun

Stitchwort Stars

Swallows Back

Bee in the Lavender

Sparkling Sea

Sea Storm and Mind

The Evening Star is Bright

Fallen Leaves

Shooting Star

A Calm Sea

Moth Drawn by Light

Pecking and Picking

Soul Sings

Shimmering Gold

Rock Pipit

Between Moon and Star

The Power of the Sea

Nuthatch

Squelching Heart

Fox Sniffing


Carrion Crow

Black Crow and Plague Victim

Blood-Red Sun

Surging Waves like a Virus

Reddening Sun

Storm

After the Storm

War and Spring

Waiting on a Clot

On a Precipice

Reprieve

Game (or Gammy) Heart

Leaning Daisies

Daffodils

Wagtail

Fall like a Tall Tree

Years like Foaming Waves

A Shadow in Time

Pipit and Reflection

Bats

A Peacock Butterfly

A Heavenly Garden

Stop-Breathings

Swallow

A Small Tortoiseshell’s Salute

Mist

Wasps and Bees

Poems written during a visit to Ireland

Oblivion

Black-Headed Gull

At Portsmouth: Leaving Port

Gong

Trawled

Night-Sea Voyage

Raindrops like Early Stars

A Hermit and Solitude

Death: Coach

Zodiac

Hag’s Head and God

Under Ben Bulben: Grave and Boat

Rocks like Sheep


Back from my Grave

House Martins and Sheep

In Mount Stewart’s Sunken Garden

From Waterloo to Peterloo

Clouds and Foam

Work and Universe

Last Buttercup

Pilgrimage

What If?

Sheep

Turbulent Sea

Tide

Planets and Shadow

Full Moon and Fireworks

COP27: Bettering the Lot of Humankind

Anarchy: A Nightmare

Time’s Ticking

Night Sea

Full Moon

Screaming Gulls

Chaotic

On my Own

Healing Power

Anaximander’s Cosmos: The Boundless

Sparrowhawk

Aging

Wild Nature

Shoal

Calm Sea

Coronavirus

Forgetfulnesses

Scudding, Changing

Sea and Mind

Heart Murmur

Body and Brain: Design that Meant

The Oak Tree’s Bubbling and Groaning

Shelley and the One

In Fairmead in Arcadia

Volume 38: An Oval Cloud (24 Sonnets)

1. Oval Cloud: Sculptures


2. Oval Cloud: Swansdown

3. Oval Cloud: Shapes

4. Oval Cloud: Messages

5. Oval Cloud: Outside Time

6. Oval Cloud: Muses’ Amanuensis

7. Oval Cloud: Amanuensis of All the Muses and Tenth Muse

8. Oval Cloud: Enduring

9. Oval Cloud: Slide Show

10. Oval Cloud: Soul and Halo

11. Oval Cloud: My Comforting Cloud Returns

12. Oval Cloud and Swallows

13. Oval Cloud: Cloud like a Woolsack

14. Oval Cloud: Nine Muses

15. Oval Cloud: Cloud of Knowing

16. Oval Cloud: Envelopment

17. Oval Cloud: Texts in Code

18. Oval Cloud: Message from Eternity

19. Oval Cloud: Peace Plan and Wi-Fi

20. Oval Cloud: Soul like a Pouch

21. Oval Cloud: Death, Soul Packed and Ready to Go

22. Oval Clouds: Muses

23. Oval Cloud: Ideas Bag

24. Oval Cloud: Ancient Letters

Volume 39: Court Poems: More Royal Classical Odes

Royal Harmony (On the Wedding of Prince Harry and Meghan Markle, 19 May 2018)

Rose Garden like a Union Flag

The Funeral of the Duke of Edinburgh: The Elizabethan Age Drawing to a Close

Death of the Queen: The End of the Elizabethan Era

The Funeral of Queen Elizabeth II (On the Ambivalence of Revival and Decline)

A New Age of Light

At Coldridge: An Unspeakable Truth

The Painted Hall, Greenwich

The World Falling Apart: An Unspeakable Secret

The Oak Tree and the Fallen Branch

Epistle to a Civil Servant (Epistle to a Civil Servant who Keeps the Official List of Writers Allowed to Operate but with Limited Publicity)

The Coronation of King Charles III and the True Poet


Leaving Court to End my Days in Arcadia

In the Wilderness in my Arcady

Withdrawing into the Invisibility of my Arcady

The Oak Tree and the Healing Branch

Volume 40: In Arcady: A Gong and Padded Stick (40 Sonnets)

1. Gonging my Hearse

2. Time’s Up

3. Waiting: Legacy

4. Everything Helps

5. A Robot’s View of my Works 1

6. A Robot’s View of my Works 2

7. In the Now

8. A Remarkable Life

9. An Extraordinary Life

10. A Fulfilled Life

11. A Rewarding Life

12. Sent Down with a Message by the Light

13. A Providential Life

14. A Providential Life and the Light

15. Providence’s Deep Mystic Way, Unitive Vision, Baroque and Universalism

16. Direction and Destiny: Mission to Bring Peace to Humankind

17. There is a Providence: Fulfilling our Destiny

18. Providence and Influences: Key People arrive at the Right Time

19. Providential Life and Works

20. Pattern in Episodes

21. Pattern like a Pine Cone

22. Hermit in the Wilderness

23. Shown my Future Direction and Destiny

24. Slave of the Muses

25. Keep Going

26. Doing Good

27. Family and All We Knew

28. England and Europe

29. The West in Decline

30. The Light of the World

31. Renaissance Man

32. Old Age

33. Booming Out

34. Providential Light and New Powers


35. Polymath

36. End of Life

37. Death

38. Postscript, Gratitude: 23 Sonnets Sent Through in a Day

39. Knowing my End

40. Looking Back on my End

Volume 41: Agony in Arcady: Stroke (169 Sonnets)

1. Blood Clot

2. Brain Stem, Locked-In

3. Nightmare

4. Postponing

5. Limbo

6. Quadriplegic

7. Deep Sleep

8. Project

9. Pneumonia

10. Not Long to Live

11. Reunited

12. Eyewitness: Bungalow

13. Communication: Howl

14. Crying

15. New House

16. Rose’s Floor

17. Genetic Flaw

18. Shallower Breathing

19. Despair

20. Speechless

21. Stroking Beauty

22. Living in Uncertainties

23. Tiredness and Quiet Despair

24. Banned from Seeing You

25. Walled-In Silence

26. Coma

27. MRI

28. New Spin

29. Seizure

30. Melancholy

31. Guard

32. Level-One Rehab

33. Pain

34. Drawing to a Close


35. Sleeping Beauty

36. Wounded Deer

37. Recovery

38. Desperation: Shaken

39. Calm

40. Resetting

41. Infection

42. Distressed

43. Crying Out

44. Counting, Memory, Hearing

45. Key

46. Bleak

47. A Beacon of Hope

48. Encouragement

49. Crying from Pain

50. Keeping You Calm

51. Harrowing

52. Understanding Too Well

53. Care Home

54. Tears

55. At Cromwell’s House, Ely

56. At Ely Cathedral

57. Walled-In Wellness

58. Eternal Soul

59. Cleansing

60. Return to Otley Hall

61. Body like a Cell

62. Legal Consent

63. Arcady

64. Possessions

65. Grimace

66. Bizarre

67. Aware Crying

68. Fragile

69. PBA

70. Hospitality

71. Assessor

72. Athens

73. Unexpected

74. Goldfinch

75. Unthankful Hell

76. Sunset


77. Raw in Arcady

78. Mangled

79. Lightning Strike: Oak Tree and Split Branch

80. Gone For Ever

81. Agape

82. Kinks

83. Eyegaze Machine

84. Low Blood Pressure

85. Escaping from Locked-In: Talking

86. Wildfire

87. Cornish Hermitage

88. Suffolk Fair Maid

89. Involuntary Groaning

90. Belief

91. Turning a Corner: Donkeys

92. Rehabilitating

93. Laughing

94. Nursing Care

95. Conflict (+A + –A = 0)

96. Debilitating

97. Triggering Regret

98. Unheeded Pain

99. Statues on Hope’s Pedestal

100. World-Unity and World-Sadness Reconciled in the One

101. Hope

102. Not Fully Locked-In: Walking Again

103. Wisdom and Feeling Unite in Stillness

104. Escaping

105. 120 Billion Connecting Brain Cells

106. Blocked Motorway

107. Care Home Ahead

108. On the Right Path

109. Assimilated Agony, Transcending

110. Preparing to Go

111. Avoiding Reporting

112. Sixty-Degrees Standing

113. Three-Month Crying Blight and Plight

114. Arcady Paralysed, Now Paradisal

115. Infirm and Involuntary

116. Capacity

117. Moving, Swallowing, Laughing, Balancing, Cycling – Escaping


118. Glassing-In Arcadian Landscape

119. Arcady’s New Blight

120. War in Arcady

121. Atrophy: Faltering Together Following our Fall

122. Harmony in the Soul: The Music of the Spheres

123. Rescuing from Harm

124. Fountain

125. Eyewitness: Overcoming

126. Incapacity

127. Fifty-Year-Old Pain

128. Determined Intent

129. Peace in Arcady: Stag

130. In Arcady: Old Man in a Circle

131. Wilderness: Magpie, Free

132. Independent Capacity Assessor Declined

133. Crying Despair

134. Court: Caught

135. Fall

136. Silent

137. Expectations like a Sea-Swell’s Foam

138. Broken Ankle-Bone

139. Frustration

140. Chill in the Air

141. The Way Forward

142. Recovering: Again at Peace in Arcady

143. In Arcadia: The Oneness of the Universe

144. Difficult

145. Strike

146. Flemish Characteristics: Nothing’s Certain

147. Speechless and Still, like an Infant

148. Palliative Care

149. Death Setting You Free

150. Defying or Accepting Fate

151. Caring for All ‘Yous’ or ‘Old You’

152. Phases of ‘One You’

153. Occultation

154. Heroic Endurance

155. Harmony and Bliss in Arcady

156. The Vivid Greens of Arcady

157. The Old You’s Back

158. Dream: Stag and Deer Grazing in Heaven’s Arcady


Coda on Overcoming

159. Guard of Honour: Tribute to Heroic Endurance and Overcoming

160. Care Home, Struggling

161. DNR: Heroic Limit

162. Overcoming like Sisyphus

163. Sisyphus, and a Better World

164. Overcoming like Shakespeare: Find a Way or Make a Way

165. Overcoming Two Hundred and Ten Resurrections

166. How to Overcome Locked-In Quadriplegia

167. Overcoming: Oval Soul Reflecting the Light like a Puddle

168. Overcoming Gloom with Soul’s Brightness

169. All Overcomings: Mind over Matter In Heaven’s Arcady

Actaeon as a Stag

Stag in Coat of Arms

The Tree of European Civilisation: Geschichtsbaum Europa

Indexes:

Chronological Order of Poems

Chronological Order within Volumes






PREFACE

Brexit, Coronavirus, an Oval Cloud and Arcadia: Truth-Telling and Oneness with Nature and the Universe

41 poetic volumes

The Oak Tree and the Branch, Poems 2016–2023, carries forward my poetic works with volumes 35–41. My Collected Poems 1958–2005 contained volumes 1–30 of my poems (1,478 poems). My Classical Odes (2006) came out soon afterwards (317 poems). Life Cycle and Other New Poems, 2006–2016, followed (volumes 31–34, 206 new poems excluding four that first appeared in Classical Odes). In the course of this span I brought out four volumes of Selected Poems: A Metaphysical’s Way of Fire (1991), Quest for the One (2015), Visions of England (2019) and A Baroque Vision (2024). At this point I had had 2,001 poems published (1,478 + 317 + 206). The Oak Tree and the Branch, Poems 2016–2023 contains 550 poems, raising my overall tally, excluding my two epic poems and two mock-heroic poems, to 2,551.

Event order and chronological order

These new poems are mainly in event order (the order in which events happened) within each volume. They are thus not always in chronological order (the order in which poems were written). The Index on pp.359–376 lists the poems in the chronological order in which they were written, and the Index on pp.377–395 lists their chronological order within each volume of unnumbered poems (volumes 35, 37 and 39).

Brexit

The period covered by these poems includes the UK Referendum on the EU of 2016, which began the process of Brexit. The first poem in volume 35 is about the referendum, and the branch is the UK, being lopped from the oak tree of the European civilisation. By the sixth poem of Part One of The Tapestry in volume 36 (‘Brexit Blunder’), and certainly by the last poem of volume 39 (‘The Oak Tree and the Healing Branch’), it has become clear that Brexit was a blunder which separated the UK from the single market and reduced its GDP by over 4 per cent, and contributed greatly to the UK’s poor economic performance following 2016. (UK GDP growth of 2 per cent or more was achieved from 2014 to 2017: 3.2 per cent in 2014, 2.39 per cent in 2015, 2.17 per cent in 2016 and 2.3 per cent in 2017. This contrasts with 1.4 per cent in 2018, 1.6 per cent in 2019 and –11.03 per cent in 2020.)

Brexit, the pandemic and the war in Ukraine have all contributed to a Europe-wide malaise. The UK, which has been within the European civilisation since the Roman time and formed part of Catholic Europe until the Reformation, is still very much a part of European civilisation and culture even though it has opted out of Europe’s political structure. A nation-state cannot leave its civilisation, which has shaped its growth and will continue to shape its destiny, without damaging its prosperity.

Move from Modernist to Baroque and Universalist poems

Readers of my poetic works will be aware that I began as a Modernist in the Eliot tradition, with my poem ‘The Silence’ (1965–1966) being a key work, but moved away from Modernism to Baroque poetry (a blend of Romanticism and Classicism) as my mystical outlook led to my growing Universalism, my instinctive awareness of the unity of the universe and humankind.

In fact, one of my early poems predating ‘The Silence’ was ‘The Seventeenth-Century Pilgrim’. I derive my inspiration from the 16th- and 17th-century Metaphysical poets: Raleigh (‘The Passionate Man’s Pilgrimage’ thought to have been composed on the eve of his execution, which begins “Give me my scallop shell of quiet”), Donne, Shakespeare, Milton and Marvell (‘The Garden’). I have sought to unite the later Augustan and Romantic traditions with the Metaphysical’s Universalist perspective. My prose works have included the first-ever Theory of Everything, The Algorithm of Creation (see p.xxvi) and my writing of a World Constitution for a coming World State, World Constitution (see p.246), themes that would have fascinated Metaphysical poets such as Donne, who brought real learning to his verse. My first Selected Poems was titled A Metaphysical’s Way of Fire (1991).

My Mystic Way lasted for 29 years, from 20 July 1964 to 7 December 1993, during which I had 86 experiences of the divine Light (see my work The Promised Land, pp.209–212, for dates of the experiences, which correspond to my Diary entries). It left me with a more Classical approach in my first epic poem Overlord, which was written in blank verse, and in my 317 Classical Odes about the European tradition and cultural places contemplated on during visits. These odes were written in rhymed or half-rhymed stanzas, in classical form. (Half-rhymed stanzas are stanzas in which the second and fourth lines are rhymed, but not the first and third.)


Rhyme, metre and vocabulary

A word on my use of rhyme and metre. Milton wrote, in 1668 in a short preface ‘The Verse’ to Paradise Lost, of “the troublesome and modern bondage of rhyming”. He wrote of rhyme as being “the invention of a barbarous age, to set off wretched matter and lame metre”. Having written two poetic epics in blank verse, Overlord (41,000 lines) and Armageddon (26,000 lines), I agree with Milton that epic material is best handled without rhyme.

However, I have used rhyme extensively in these seven volumes. Having turned away from Modernism to the tradition of Wordsworth and Tennyson, I believe that my odes and lyric poems benefit from the sharpness of rhyming two lines in four-line stanzas or four lines in eight-line stanzas; that rhyme generates a lilting or springing rhythm that encourages observation and sharpens matter; and that mixing iambic feet with skipping anapaests can be an energetic use of metre that has an uplifting effect on a perception couched in rhyme.

My vocabulary reveals the verbal influence of the literary critic and scholar Christopher Ricks, under whom I studied and who has acted as my mentor for more than four decades. See my many letters to him in Selected Letters. Notes to my poems include dictionary meanings to indicate the exact, precise meanings of key words I have used.

One of the largest AI literary tools, Bard, was recently asked who had used the most number of different words in his vocabulary: Nicholas Hagger, Milton or Shakespeare. Having stated that it had read over 10 million of my words and with access to all Milton’s and Shakespeare’s works within a few seconds, Bard replied with precise word counts of different works as follows (see my website www.nicholashagger.co.uk, Sources https://www.nicholashagger.co.uk/ai-views-of-nicholas-haggers-works-and-vocabulary-in-ais-prose-and-poems): Hagger, 22,929; Milton 20,484; Shakespeare 17,683.

This result can be adjusted for frequency, Bard said, as follows: Hagger 17,462; Milton 15,896; and Shakespeare 14,783.

Whatever the angle, I have a larger vocabulary than Milton’s or Shakespeare’s from the limited number of my books Bard has read.

During the development that took me to Baroque and Universalist poetry, I became aware of the fundamental theme of world literature which, as I show in A New Philosophy of Literature (2012), has metaphysical and secular aspects that are in conflict.

Poems of quest and condemnation of social follies and vices, reconciled in Baroque

Since The Epic of Gilgamesh’s versions from c.2600BC in southern Mesopotamia (south-central Iraq), literature has shown a quest for the One which can be found in the Metaphysical and Romantic poets and in T.S. Eliot’s poems, and at the same time a condemnation of social follies and vices in relation to an implied virtue, as can be found in the poems of Horace, Pope and Swift.

My Universalist poetry has reconciled and united these opposites in the Baroque, in accordance with the algebraic Confucian formula written out for me in Japan in 1965 by Junzaburo Nishiwaki, Japan’s T.S. Eliot: +A + –A = 0, yang + yin = the Tao. This dialectic can be found in all my 63 books, including my first-ever statement of a Theory of Everything in The Algorithm of Creation (2023), in which the algorithm is set out as 0 = +A + –A = 0. (See that book for a further elucidation of this algorithm.)

The oak tree and the Tree of Tradition: volume 35

Volume 35 presents the problem of Brexit (+A) against the background of Nature and the universe (–A).

I have dealt with the follies and vices of the May and Johnson premierships in the UK regarding Brexit very fully in two satirical poems in the tradition of Dryden and Pope, Fools’ Paradise (2020) and Fools’ Gold (2022). The poems in this volume skirt round the problem of Brexit. Marlowe has the Chorus lament Faustus’s “hellish fall” in Dr Faustus: “Cut is the branch that might have grown full straight.” In volume 35 the branch is the UK after Brexit.

By the end of the tenth poem in volume 39 (‘The Oak Tree and the Fallen Branch’, see pp.219–222) the oak tree and its lopped branch have blended into the Tree of Tradition which I first wrote of in ‘The Tree of Imagination’ in 1979–1980, and which I have recently dealt with in The Tree of Tradition (2024), see p.xxxix. The Tree of Tradition is associated in the mind with the Tree of Life, and within its branches and crown are all the traditions within all the civilisations that there have ever been, and all the influences that have inspired all thinkers and writers, who have reflected their influences’ traditions. (Also see p.356 for the oak tree of European civilisation.)

‘The Oak Tree and the Fallen Branch’ is about my response to the lopping and goes far beyond the issues of Brexit as I triumphantly declare that the oak tree within my mind is “fully-branched”. The conflict between Brexit and Nature has been resolved, and the final poem in volume 39, ‘The Oak Tree and the Healing Branch’, sees beyond the fall of Johnson to the UK’s post-Brexit return to Europe.


The Tapestry and historical rootedness: volume 36

Volume 36, The Tapestry, is a sequence of 50 sonnets written between 2016 and 2022 on historical tapestries, including the Bayeux and New World tapestries, and the Flemish tapestries in Henry VIII’s second hunting lodge, Great Fosters at Egham, Surrey. This sequence explores a rootedness in historical events since the Norman Conquest, before which King Harold II was lord of the manor of Lochetuna, now Loughton, my home town (see pp.257–258, ‘Death’); my Flemish roots in Carolus Haggar, who left Bruges in Flanders for Chelmsford in 1366; my emotional links to the Tudors (+A); and the pattern of our life and of our Age in the approaching New World Order (–A).

The plague of coronavirus and Oneness with Nature and the universe in Arcadia: volume 37

Arcadia began as a region in the central Peloponnese in Greece, the home of Hermes and Pan. With Virgil Arcadia became North Italy, the countryside of Virgil’s Eclogues, unspoiled, rustic, pastoral and bucolic. With the Renaissance it became a symbolic Paradisal place in Europe. For Pope it was Richmond and Twickenham. And I have brought it to Fairmead, near where Henry VIII had his first hunting lodge, Poteles, in Buckhurst Hill, Essex and spent time with Anne Boleyn there; and later built a third hunting lodge between 1540 and 1543, now known as ‘Queen Elizabeth’s Hunting Lodge’, and spent time with Katherine Parr there. (See the note on pp.76–77 on Henry VIII’s three hunting lodges.)

Fairmead was Henry VIII’s 300-acre deer park where deer were hunted, as is mentioned in The Tapestry. The deer park included three acres of my garden, where LiDAR pictures show stone roundhouses under my first field, perhaps Roman or Anglo-Saxon, and perhaps used by the Tudors (see Nicholas Hagger, A View of Epping Forest, p.287), and I have a view of much of it and of a panoramic sweep of Epping Forest. There on my walks I encountered many birds, butterflies, animals and flowers of the seasons, as the poems in volume 37 describe.

Volume 37, A Plague in Arcadia: Oneness with Nature and the Universe, contrasts the chaos of coronavirus during the pandemic and lockdowns (+A) with the calm background of being at one with Nature and the universe (–A) between March 2020 and April 2023. During this time I had what seemed to be mild Covid-19 in November 2021 and was found as a consequence to have post-Covid perimyocarditis in March/April 2022, with an at-rest heart rate of 149 when my average used to be 60–70 and my limit should be 127. In other words my heart rate had doubled, and I was deep in heart-attack territory and could not go to my gym for six months.


Eventually a reconciliation and unification (= 0) is woven out of these two conflicting opposites, a reconciliation and unification within myself after the conflicts of Brexit and coronavirus and my strong sense of the Oneness of Nature and the universe. During this unification I visited Ireland, and in a sequence of poems I identify with the early hermits of Great Skellig.

Volume 37 contains 176 poems and is by far the longest volume. I have considered splitting it into two volumes but have resisted the temptation to do this as there is one clear theme (embodied in the volume’s title) throughout all these poems and throughout the three years from March 2020 to April 2023.

A mystical ‘oval cloud’ behind my closed eyes: volume 38

In volume 38, An Oval Cloud, I gather together 18 experiences of an oval cloud associated with the Light which I saw behind my closed eyes before sleep on a number of occasions between April 2020 and May 2023, and which I have sought to understand. I eventually conclude that I have been looking at my soul, or my Muses’ “ideas bag”. Seeing the cloud was clearly a mystical experience, and surfaced after the first lockdown and before my perimyocarditis (+A), when, with hindsight, I was in some danger, with my life imperilled.

I have chosen to present these experiences in a sequence of sonnets rather than leave them embedded in the chronological order of events so that my attempts to understand and interpret the same oval cloud I was seeing at 18 different times (–A) can be focused on more clearly. By the last oval-cloud sonnet written on 27 May 2023 I had had 95 experiences of the divine Light (93 listed in The Promised Land, pp.209–212, and another 2 – on 12 September 2017 and 10 November 2020 – listed on p.213); and 27 experiences of the oval cloud (17 listed in The Promised Land, pp.213–214, the last one being on 24 April 2021, plus another 2 – on 21 and 28 January 2020 – omitted from the list but in The Oak Tree and the Branch, volume 38, nos. 11 and 12, plus another 8 in 2023, see volume 38, nos. 15–20, 22 and 24). I have had several, perhaps many, more subsequent sightings of the oval cloud that are in my Diaries but have yet to be listed. The combined total of my listed experiences of the Light and the oval cloud at the end of May 2023 was 122 (95 + 27), with more unlisted sightings to be added.

Most of the 18 experiences of the oval cloud in volume 38 were recorded in my 2020, 2021 and 2023 Diaries, which will be kept in my archive in the University of Essex, and relevant passages from these Diaries can be found in the notes under many of the 24 poems. My daily Diaries 1963–2024 mention my writing of most, if not all, my poems, and extracts from my Diaries 1958–1967 can be found in Awakening to the Light. Each poem in The Oak Tree and the Branch could have similar quotations from the relevant Diary, a task I must leave to a future scholarly editor who is prepared to go through my Diaries (which will be lodged in my archive at the Albert Sloman Library, University of Essex) in conjunction with the dates under my poems.

Classical odes and Royal events: volume 39

I had written 317 classical odes in my four books of classical odes – like Horace, I wrote four books of odes – and in addition to my 317 classical odes in Classical Odes I wrote 43 classical odes in Collected Poems, 34 in Life Cycle and Other New Poems 2006–2016 and 27 in The Oak Tree and the Branch, bringing my tally of published classical odes to 421. (317 + 43 + 34 + 27 = 421.)

In the course of developing the classical ode I worked out a way of reflecting Royal events. In volume 39, Court Poems: More Royal Classical Odes, there are 12 classical odes in the 16 poems on Royal and related themes concerning the government of the UK. I draw together 12 classical odes, an epistle and three sonnets which all have a Royal or governmental theme between 2018 and 2023, ending with the Coronation.

I had greeted the wedding of Prince Harry and Meghan Markle in ‘Royal Harmony’ (28–30 May, 3 June 2018, the wedding was on 19 May) – Prince Harry’s behaviour towards his family since then has been anything but harmonious; and I looked forward to the Coronation.

In ‘The Coronation of King Charles III and the True Poet’ I refer to the lack of Royal harmony following my 2018 poem ‘Royal Harmony’ and reflect on the attitudes of officialdom to my work over five decades.

‘The Coronation of King Charles III and the True Poet’ and Ted Hughes: too truthful

I had written my second poetic masque King Charles the Wise in 2017, and had been invited to join seven courtiers on a stage in the Canterbury Cathedral Precincts to celebrate Prince Charles’s 70th birthday on 17 November 2018. I read one of my poems, ‘Pilgrims’ Pavement (In Canterbury Cathedral)’, and spoke about him as the coming Head of the Commonwealth. Prince Charles’s speech-writer had a copy of King Charles the Wise and left it out for the 200 in the audience to leaf through, and the idea had surfaced that I should write a third masque, making a trilogy of masques, The Coronation of King Charles, while I was still well, even though the Queen was still alive, which I eventually did in June–August 2019. The (then) Garter Principal King of Arms, Sir Thomas Woodcock, checked my Royal family tree and strongly encouraged this work.


Having corresponded with the Poet Laureate Ted Hughes at Ted’s request from 1993 to just before his death in 1998, I was very aware of the role of the true poet and how if he told the truth he would not be welcome at the Coronation. I wrote to Hughes on 28 March 1994 (see my Selected Letters, pp.179–180):

I warmed to your water imagery and your beautiful – if too modest – view of your poems as earthenware bottles for pure water at the roadside. (From time to time I have seen my poems as pots.) I may be a thunderstorm, but you’ll find the umbrellas are up all along the processional route: “humankind/Cannot bear very much reality” and would rather there wasn’t a downpour, would rather it wasn’t raining. The procession is probably a State procession, perhaps along the Mall, perhaps for a coronation. Traditionally the Archbishop of Canterbury provided the context of the Fire or Light for the monarch which makes possible the divine right of kings. The [then] present incumbent at Canterbury, I am reliably informed by a friend of the woman who designed it, did not understand why his enthronement robe showed flames of Fire. (The designer knew of The Fire and the Stones.)

Where is the true poet in relation to the procession? The Church no longer fulfils its traditional function and so needs to be prompted by the true poet, who like Dante is actually positioned higher than the Archbishop in relation to Reality, for in his high dream (which he receives in obscurity and isolation) he has the vision and passes it on, as did Dante (the sempiternal rose, the Light of Glory). When a civilisation is still growing, the poet and Church co-exist in harmony, the one reinforcing the other as in Dante. When the parabola turns down and the civilisation declines into secularisation and materialism, the Church goes with it, but the true poet’s vision remains constant, the poet stands firm; apart, calling the monarch and the people to adhere to the vision of the civilisation’s central idea, as Yeats and Eliot did to some extent. The Church has become materialistic and secularised, and being apart, the poet becomes Universalist (see stage 44 in The Fire and the Stones, which today reflects our new identity in the European Union, the advent of which I first predicted in 1967 [in ‘Old Man in a Circle’]).

Most poets are not true poets; they are not inspired ‘rsis’, and the high vision is not to be found in their work. In each generation the true poets need to find their way to the front so that they can endeavour to offer to the people the direction the Church traditionally provided. They’re fighting a losing battle because the civilisation is in progressive decline and is therefore continually moving further away from its central idea which it is less and less interested in, but in each generation if a few can get the message across they hold the line and temporarily arrest further decline.

The true poet is therefore a fairly unwelcome presence at the coronation, as he offers his Holy Water and points to the light in the basket from which the Archbishop derives his authority and [which he, the Archbishop] prefers to ignore. I would say your role as Poet Laureate is to ignore the Archbishop and represent the civilisation’s central idea to the monarch, and to embody Reality.

This was prophetic as when the Coronation of 6 May 2023 came it was apparent that the true poet who reminds all of the metaphysical central idea of European civilisation, the Light, was not welcome in the UK’s secular society. This consideration may have affected Buckingham Palace’s reception of my masque, The Coronation of King Charles, and found its way into my poem on the coronation, ‘The Coronation of King Charles III and the True Poet’, in volume 39.

To take the masque first. It was as though God of the One, who features in The Coronation of King Charles and represents all religions, had inspired me to paint a truthful picture of the world. I focused on the coming King and the Universalist Age he would bring in, with all humankind’s religions, including Anglicanism, on an equal footing, and did not include the new Queen. (The King’s anointing opened him to the working of the divine right of kings and the truth the God of the One transmits to a new King. The Queen’s anointing was superfluous to the ancient practice of the anointing of a new King.) I had a chorus of the wretched of the Commonwealth, a chorus of angry Brexiteers, a chorus of the British poor and a chorus of Representatives and Senators of the democratic World State. It was very truthful, but having held up a mirror to reflect truths to the world all my writing life I would not have had it any other way. (I could never have been Poet Laureate as throughout my writing life I have been too much the truthful “true poet”.)

The advisers around King Charles were silent, and no performance of The Coronation of King Charles happened. It presented three pageant entertainments in the tradition of the coronations of Elizabeth I and James I, and reflected the historical traditions and music of the past coronations.

It has since emerged that the original order of service for the Coronation had a heading ‘Homage of the People’ and asked for all “persons of good will… to make their homage”. All UK and Commonwealth citizens, and any world citizens who wanted to, were invited to kneel and “pay homage” to the King before their television screens (a suggestion that recalls the telescreen in Orwell’s 1984). This must have been cleared with the King’s advisers, and the Archbishop of Canterbury confirmed as much. My masque may have been in conflict with this call for all to pay homage.

The advisers who were silent may have thought that celebrations of the Coronation should be judged, and could only be supported, by how much homage they paid to the monarch and how they strengthened his position.

With hindsight, and to be realistic, the Coronation celebrations were always going to be about the advisers wanting to shore up the monarchy in a time of failing power after the Queen’s death. The Coronation service was always going to be about serving and being anointed to serve, a ritual involving God and the divine right of kings; and celebrations of the Coronation were always going to be pitched at 100 countries (including the Commonwealth’s 56 countries), as was the pop concert at Windsor, which was aimed at the young who needed to be won over to the monarchy as many of the young comprised the quarter of the UK population who would rather the UK was a republic. Coronation street parties were to strengthen support for the Royal Family in the communities, and the ‘help-out’ would put serving in the community into practice.

The ‘homage of the people’ was to strengthen support for the monarchy in the UK, Commonwealth and round the world, and the elevation of Camilla from Queen Consort to Queen may have been to cement her position as part of this process.

Allowed to operate but with limited publicity: silence and an oak tree’s half-lopped branch

Homage aside, there may have been another reason for the silence of the Royal advisers, which is referred to in my ‘Epistle to a Civil Servant’ in volume 39. My work for British Intelligence from 1969 to 1973 ended when it became apparent that my work for MI6 would be mentioned in a court hearing regarding my access to my daughter, Nadia. On 17 May 1973 I was informed by my MI6 handler that during a meeting between the Heads of MI6 and MI5, it was decided that if I were to continue in service I must agree never to see my 10-year-old daughter again, and I was presented with a legal document to this effect, which I was asked to sign. I refused, and so severed my connected with MI6. (See My Double Life 1: This Dark Wood, pp.460–462.)

It then became apparent that I was being denied publicity. It was only when I briefly became a small publisher in the 1980s that I realised the books I was bringing out received no publicity. My MP, Sir John Biggs-Davison, Churchill’s successor in what used to be Churchill’s constituency, who had invited me to the key Suez debate in 1956 when I was 17 and had regularly invited me to drinks at the House of Commons, first drew my attention to this in 1984 when he attended the launch of my book Scargill the Stalinist?.


In July 1986 I brought out a book, The World Held Hostage, which contained many truthful revelations, and I took the author, Desmond McForan, to TV AM for a pre-booked interview. The producer greeted us warmly but had to leave to take a phone call. He returned upset, to say he had orders from higher up not to proceed with the interview and that he had to comply. (See My Double Life 2: A Rainbow over the Hills, p.230.)

Norris McWhirter, who then liaised with the intelligence services, investigated what was happening on my behalf in July 1986, and discussed the issue with MI6. In a meeting with me lasting more than two hours on 8 July 1986 he confirmed that the order had gone out to “kill my books with silence” – he called it Totenstille, ‘death by silence’ – and he reported that MI6 would “neither confirm nor deny” that a publicity ban had happened but would allow “limited publicity” (see My Double Life 2: A Rainbow over the Hills, pp.231–232). McWhirter said I was like Tolstoy’s grandson, Nikolai Tolstoy, who had brought out too outspoken and truthful a book about massacres at the end of the Second World War, The Minister and the Massacres, which was perceived to be not in the national interest.

On 22 April 1991 the Chairman of the Poetry Society Sebastian Barker, son of the poets George Barker and Elizabeth Smart, attended the launch of my Selected Poems: A Metaphysical’s Way of Fire (at which David Gascoyne and Kathleen Raine both spoke), and invited me to give a poetry reading from this new book at the Poetry Society. In July I rang him from Cornwall. He said: “Because of the politics of the Poetry Society nothing can happen quickly. On Friday the decision is being taken to fold down the Poetry Society.” He did not elaborate, and I thought it strange that the long-established Poetry Society (founded in 1909) should suddenly be on the verge of extinction that week despite the wishes of its Chairman. I did not know why someone would confront the Poetry Society with closure, or what might be their motive.

Sebastian’s father George Barker was born at 116 Forest Road, Loughton, my home town, and was a Professor in Japan from 1939 (the year of my birth) to 1940. (I had been a Professor in Japan from 1963 to 1967.) When I returned from Cornwall, Sebastian invited me to his home in Lawford Road, London and we sat in his garden drinking jasmine tea. (See My Double Life 2: A Rainbow over the Hills, pp.345, 352–353, 517.)

Despite our long and frank talk he would not be drawn on why he was being blocked from inviting me to read from my poems at the Poetry Society. The Chairman having me to lunch in his garden seemed at the time to be a regretful indirect apology for having to comply with not proceeding with his invitation.

My limited publicity was confirmed again by Sir Philip Mawer, a civil servant who was Parliamentary Commissioner for Standards under Blair from 2002 to 2008, and then independent adviser on ministerial standards to Brown and Cameron from 2008 to 2011. He worked in Downing Street, and told me in 2012, “You are allowed to operate, but with limited publicity” (see My Double Life 2: A Rainbow over the Hills, p.841).

I had been on a list of those who were allowed to operate but only with limited publicity, possibly since 1973 and certainly since 1984, that was still active in 2012, for nearly 40 years then; and the continuation of this edict may have been an additional background reason for the silence of the King’s advisers in 2023.

The reception of my masque The Coronation of King Charles may have been entangled with the secret State’s attitude to my literary and Universalist works for the past 50 years. The secret State has always sought to control outspoken writers as did Elizabeth I, who was shown holding a rainbow (the arts) in the Rainbow Portrait thought to have been painted by Isaac Oliver in c.1602. (See My Double Life 2: A Rainbow over the Hills, p.xxii, and see p.xxxix in this book for this painting that shows Elizabeth I wearing an orange cloak decorated with the eyes, ears and mouths of her spies, indicating that she sees and hears everything through her intelligence agents.) The dramatist Christopher Marlowe is thought to have been a victim of the secret State for disguising criticism of Elizabeth I as criticism of Edward II, and for also criticising the Cecils, in Edward II. At least I was allowed to operate, and had not met with Marlowe’s violent end. But I was now a half-lopped branch on the State’s oak tree.

While waiting for the second proof of this book I had lunch in London’s towering Shard, looking down on the Tower of London, and with the above thoughts in mind wrote the following sonnet, which sums up what I have just been saying and is not in the text:

Above the Cecilian Power of the Tower

I sit in the Shard’s thirty-fourth-floor Shangri-La

And look down at the Thames and across to the Tower

Which seems to tiny and, like the Almighty: grasp

In my rainbow hand the Tudors’ imprisoning power –

Where Henry strutted and Anne Boleyn lost her head –

Just as Elizabeth gripped her secret State’s rainbow

That controlled all the arts and kept all writers in line

And organised the murder of Marlowe,

Critic of the Cecils; squeeze the Stuarts’ imprisoning knight

That cloaked the Bloody Tower from which Raleigh was led

To be beheaded for disobeying the King;

And reflect I too could be incarcerated


Down there for deeming inappropriate

The Cecilian advice to ‘advance’ our Head of State.

6, 7 May 2024

Title‘Cecilian’. William Cecil, 1st Baron Burghley advised Elizabeth I for most of her reign, until 1598; and his son Robert Cecil advised Elizabeth I and then James I from 1598 to 1612.

1.Shangri-La, originally the Chinese earthly paradise at Yunnan, is a restaurant high up in the Shard, London.

6.The Elizabethan “secret State’s rainbow”, see picture on p.xxxix and the State’s rainbow in Nicholas Hagger’s coat of arms on p.355.

At the time of the Coronation I had to face the possibility that I was blocked by the King’s advisers for challenging our civilisation’s secular outlook as a “true poet”; for not paying homage; and because it had been official policy for 50 years to confine me to limited publicity, silence. The title of my poem ‘The Silence’, written in 1965–1966, now looked prophetic, and the title of my classical ode ‘The Coronation of King Charles III and the True Poet’ was undoubtedly affected by these considerations, as was my approach in my ‘Epistle to a Civil Servant’ (both in volume 39).

End-of-life predicament and the pattern of our Providential lives: volume 40

These considerations were behind my determination to withdraw from the Court to my Arcady (Arcadia) on the edge of Epping Forest.

Volume 40, In Arcady: A Gong and Padded Stick, was written in the belief that I was concluding 65 years of my poetic output with a booming-out of 40 more sonnets with a muffled stick as old age advanced and I was confronted with the starkness of death.

In these poems I describe my end-of-life predicament and draw some conclusions about life in general, including observations on the pattern of our lives and their Providential nature if they are lived in contact with the Light and with the cross-disciplinary outlook of a lifelong polymath.

It is extraordinary that I received the end of volumes 38, 39 and 40 between 28 May and 10 June 2023 in view of what was about to happen on 11 June 2023, which would take up all my time. It was as if I was being guided by a power that had foreknowledge of what was to come. (See note 7 on p.259.)

A “fair maid’s” brain-stem stroke and my visits to her bedside: volume 41

Having sent me a Valentine’s card in February 2023 signed “Lots of love, your Suffolk fair maid”, on 11 June 2023 my daughter Nadia, now 60 and a still-grieving widow, suffered the worst kind of stroke it’s possible to have. She could not move her head, arms or legs and was unconscious for two weeks. Then she could not speak or swallow and was locked-in. I visited her in the hospital to which she had been taken, gave her healing (four enormous surges which stabilised her heart), found that contact could be made with her via her eyes, kept telling her she would be all right and, through discussions with the doctors, therapists and nurses involved, helped make sure that paperwork was sent to a local level-one rehab unit as a way forward.

An MRI showed considerable brain damage but some sparing in her brain stem, which meant she could hear while she was locked-in and seemed to be aware of her predicament: when asked to blink five times if she could see me and knew I was her dad, she blinked five times, not six or four, which meant she could count; and when asked to blink once for Yes and twice for No in answer to the question “Were you born in April?” she correctly blinked twice for No, and then when asked if she was born in December she correctly blinked once for Yes, which meant that she could remember her birthday and had memory. No one was sure of the level of her consciousness, but she seemed to understand all my news and everything I was saying, according to my blink checks.

I was concerned to do my best for her and to give her the best chance of recovering through her brain’s finding new pathways, and was delighted when I was unexpectedly told on a Friday that she would be sent to the level-one rehab unit in Norwich the following Monday. I visited her there.

The 169 unplanned sonnets of volume 41, Agony in Arcady: Stroke, were wrung out of me in anguish now at the age of 84–85 just as the poems in The Gates of Hell, volume 7, were wrung out of me at the prospect of losing her for ever when I was 33.

The 169 sonnets reflect the entire range of emotions, and many of the sonnets wrote themselves in the course of my agony. These poems (despite being sonnets rather than lyrics) are in the tradition of Tennyson’s In Memoriam, lyrics written on the death from a stroke of his friend Arthur Hallam in 1833 after a friendship of five years during which Hallam fell in love with Tennyson’s sister Emilia. These poems are also in the tradition of Shakespeare’s 154 sonnets, the first 126 of which were addressed to a “fair youth”.

I have numbered the sonnets in volumes 40 and 41, and in volumes 36 and 38, to facilitate readers’ navigation (just as the numbering of Shakespeare’s sonnets facilitates navigation).

Link between events of 1973 and 2023

As I have said (see pp.xxxii–xxxiii), in My Double Life 1: This Dark Wood, pp.460–462 I set out how I was presented on 17 May 1973 with a legal document drawn up at the instruction of MI6 to sign agreeing never to see my ten-year-old daughter Nadia again, and how I refused to sign it and left the service.

Had I signed the legal document the then Head of MI6 wanted me to sign, I would not have been able to sit by her bedside and oversee her care in 2023.

There is a historical link between the background to volumes 39 and 41, and an almost inevitable association between these two volumes. The events of 2023 were deeply linked to the events of 1973, 50 years before, that placed me in the tradition of Ovid, who was banished to the Pontus (Black Sea) for life by Augustus for stumbling on secret knowledge, for knowing too much, and had his books removed from the Roman libraries (see my verse play Ovid Banished); and of Christopher Marlowe, Walsingham’s secret intelligence agent who seems to have been the victim of a political assassination in Deptford, following his play Edward II, whose contemporary criticisms were compounded by his putting an intelligence connection with Malta into his The Jew of Malta.

The legal document I was asked to sign on 17 May 1973, my masque The Coronation of King Charles which had been supported, checked and promoted by the then Garter Principal King of Arms, the King’s advisers’ silence, my classical ode ‘The Coronation of King Charles III and the True Poet’, my retreat to my Arcady and my daughter’s terrible stroke are all branches of my oak tree whose roots have been contaminated by the secret State that controls the rainbow of the arts, and they are all intricately linked in my memory. But the State is also an oak tree: I can only hope that no other aspiring poet, literary and cross-disciplinary man of letters and Universalist author will have to endure the dreadful State intrusion and intervention with full State knowledge and intent, half-lopping my branch from the State’s oak tree, that I have had to endure. (The associations of this book’s title, The Oak Tree and the Branch, morph in the course of the progression from volumes 35 to 41.)

The thread of volumes 1–41

Volumes 1–30 traced my 29-year-long Mystic Way which took me through awakening, purgation, and full illumination to unitive vision that instinctively sees the universe and humankind as a unity. Volumes 31–34 contemplate the soul’s harmony with Nature and the universe, conflicts within the West and truths from Paradise during my adventurous travelling. Now volumes 35–41 show – despite the blunder of Brexit, coronavirus and the war in Ukraine (+A) – the harmony of Nature and the One universe (–A), and reconcile them within a unity (= 0). All is not well with the world, there is a plague in Arcadia and there has been a lopped branch in several situations, but a mystic Nature poet can still reveal the soul’s Oneness with Nature and the universe.


Forty-one poetic volumes makes a fitting round number (40) and an additional conclusion. I forecast at the end of my Preface to Life Cycle and Other New Poems that there will be a final volume of poems in the narrative tradition of Shakespeare’s Sonnets and Wordsworth’s Prelude in my last years. It could be that the unexpected and unplanned volume 41 is this final volume in the narrative tradition of Shakespeare’s Sonnets. It still remains to be seen whether there will be a final volume drawing on the approach to Wordsworth’s Prelude in my final years. It depends how long I have left.

I emphasise in the interests of clarity, in a sense I have already done these sonnets in a narrative tradition. The anguish in the unexpected and unanticipated events of mid-June 2023 has wrung sonnets out of me in volume 41 that I was not contemplating when I wrote these words in 2016. Some of what I would say can be found in the brevity of volume 40, boomed out on a gong that still works although inevitably muted by old age and my lifelong padded muffling.

Volumes 40 and 41: 50 years ago and the end of my life’s work

Volumes 40 and 41 have come out of my confrontation with the limited publicity decreed 50 years ago and implemented ever since, and between them total 209 sonnets. There are 122 sonnets in volumes 35–39, bringing the total number of sonnets I have written to 567 (233 in Collected Poems, 2 in Life Cycle and Other New Poems and 332 in The Oak Tree and the Branch). So far as I am aware, no other poet has ever written 567 sonnets or 421 odes.

At present I would say that volume 40 draws together my poetic output and presents a fitting conclusion to my life’s work that will be hard to better; and that volume 41 adds a poignant gloss to my life’s work, placing my life within the context of the starkest human condition and a range of emotions surrounding my daughter (my self-styled “Suffolk fair maid”, when Shakespeare addressed the first 126 of his 154 sonnets to a “fair youth”), and connecting the events of 1973 and the events of 2023. Sonnet 156 near the end of volume 41 leaves open the possibility of a new volume of vividly colourful poems within Arcady.

I would like to think that these last two volumes round off my life’s work in a way that sums up the strong narrative thread that has run through the 66 years I have been writing verse. Despite the secret State’s Totenstille, “death by silence” (Norris McWhirter’s words), I have somehow kept going and written 63 books, and now at 85 I still stand my ground as a truth-teller, for true poets (deep, authentic and truth-telling poets) are nothing if they do not stand for Truth.

1–3, 9–11, 28 May, 10, 29, 30 June, 5 July, 28 October 2023; 17, 24 January, 14, 18 March, 6, 7 May 2024
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Left: The Rainbow Portrait of Elizabeth I embodying the secret State, showing her wearing an orange cloak decorated with the eyes, ears and mouths of her intelligence agents and holding a rainbow symbolising her control of the arts (see p.xxxiv).

Right: The Tree of Tradition containing all the traditions and influences from all thinkers’ and writers’ works, taken from the front cover of Nicholas Hagger’s The Tree of Tradition (see p.xxvi).
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Sisyphus endlessly rolling his boulder uphill in Tartarus. (See sonnets 162 and 163 in Volume 41.)
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