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part 1) Confessions of a Village Idiot (or No Escape) a collection of prose vignettes and poems
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part 2) Poisons / A Dog’s Vomit 

“A man writes to throw off the poison he has accumulated because of his false way of life. He is trying to recapture his innocence, yet all he succeeds in doing (by writing) is to inoculate the world with a virus of his disillusionment.” Henry Miller 

“The autobiographer is the dog returning to his vomit.” George Bernard Shaw.” 

This part to be prose narrative, covering the period 1966-76, first written as one text 1977-78 with italic reflections added circa 2003.
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part 3) Messages to Myself, to be prose narrative with epigrammatic interjections and covering the period 1977-87.  (Alternative titles:— ‘40,’ ‘Marking Time,’ ‘Remorseless Degeneration,’ ‘Sinking Into Somerset.’)

––––––––
[image: ]


part 4) Afterthoughts. Possible alternative titles being: the raw material — a printed resource, it being mostly a diary dump spliced with hindsight observations and more messages to myself. Or Beyond the Asylum, that being where the narrative will take us.  

Acknowledgements

Some of these pieces were previously published in the following periodicals Aireings, Avon Literary Intelligencer, Borderlines, Doors, Envoi, Exile, Fingertips, Fire, The Frogmore Papers, Geek Love, Headlock, International Writers (USA), Lines Review, Pennine Platform, The People’s Poetry 2003, Poetry & Audience, Poetry Nottingham, Printed Matter (Japan), Private Photo Review (Italy), Psychopoetica, Purple Patch, River King Poetry Supplement (USA), SODEM, South, Splizz, Staple, Sweet Dreams Baby!,The Third Half, Various Artists, Walking Naked, Weyfarers & Writers Viewpoint. 

"She has no desire to turn the past into poetry, she wants to give the past back its lost body."  Milan Kundera: The Book of Laughter and Forgetting
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"Looking back now he sees nothing but legends and lies." Milan Kundera : The Book of Laughter and Forgetting
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“....there’s no law of memoirs that requires autobiographers to have arrived at a state of benign forgiveness before they set finger to keyboard....”  Anne Karpf: The Guardian Review

Confessions of a Village Idiot or No Escape  
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To chance upon, and be chanced upon,

to behold

— holding my breath —

a wild creature 

as surprised as myself

at our both being there.
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To have imprinted on me the moment.
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To act, to find myself spontaneously compelled

to action,

and be witness

to the making of mine own history.
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To have imprinted on me the moment.
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To watch

a moment rotate around me.

To know that it is the making of me;

knowing too that I am powerless to act,

to alter,

that I am already the moment

and the moment me. 
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True Confessions
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True confessions must startle the confessor.

"I love a river," amazed I told a girl with round brown eyes and gipsy-tangled hair: "I love a river."

A grey speckled hour after dawn and we'd just injected methedrine behind a plane tree in Battersea Park: it wasn't, though, of the stonewalled Thames that the speed's pressure of speech had me confessing.

"My river is silver. Sometimes. And it slides between steep wooded banks. Through a countryside of voluptuous slopes. Green rounded hills fall to clear streams, and the fields all fit together with the suppleness of elbows and knees." I  stepped off the path to demonstrate, arm bent into crook of hip.

"And each field," I told her, "every small clump of trees, adds its reflection to, draws its colour from, the river below. And from a distant hilltop (I walked there once especially) seen through valley folds, my river looks like five still lakes. Growing up there, of course, I knew nothing of source or mouth. Rumours. My river was as far upstream and as far downstream as I'd been. My river ebbed and flowed. Anything freshwater was a stream."

The speed permitted no lie, nor allowed her dreamy eyes to close on a wrong impression.  

"No. It's not a sentimental love. My river kills. It sucks innocents down into its dirty water. It lets crabs and eels gnaw on their phosphoric flesh. Gulls and black cormorants laugh at their sinking. Then it vomits their bloated bodies into a fishstinking creek. My river doesn't babble. My river doesn't make melodies over golden sand, has no musical shingle. My river slurps and it slips and it slithers over bank after bank of grey sewage silt. My river's a real river." (This is all simplification: there were other noises that day – buses in the distance, a toddler on her tricycle irritatingly ringing her bell. And I said more, much more... the emphasis of uncritical repetition. And from here on it is history made story. I had no future then, was still trying to order the past. Which ordering led into the then future.) That wakeless Sunday morning we wandered on, came to a lesbian club where a film was being made of The Killing of Sister George. 

I was a chatterbox curiosity. I tired of the lesbians before they of me; and the girl and I went to my room, substituted sex for methedrine. It was not love. I loved my river. That now was knowledge. My river. The one certainty in my unanchored life, it had measured my comforting insignificance with its lunar rhythms. 

In bed beside me she talked – of drug highs and paranoias. I decided to go home. Another mistake.

Exile
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What was ordinary becomes,

solely through the passage of years,

strange.

I did that?

Time alters perspectives:

the taken for granted mundane

that once I daily lived among,

so far away is that past,

so unattainable, so unrepeatable,

that it has become as exotic as a future.
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When I was only five

I knew the loneliness of being alive.

Such clear eyes did that boy have,

and saw so clearly

that people get back only what they give,

and he couldn't understand their grievances.

His world knew real ogres,

bigger stronger people who meant him hurt.

fat faces that were slabs of painted flesh

folded and laid together,

who pushed him into the dark and silent places of childhood.
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Those swallowed fears are no longer with me,

neither a strength nor a disability.

Nor is the capacity to see voices

bouncing off flat water

from shore to mud-slippery shore.

Small loss.

Such a past taints, undermines,

any attempt at nostalgia.

Something Unremembered
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Something unremembered

happens to boys.

A jarring?

When we stop being 

heroes to ourselves?
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Thereafter

our insides

are of broken glass;

pieces don't fit,

won't mend.
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The older we get

in these lives learnt through

indigestible sadnesses

shards and splinters

all melt together

into one solid lump.
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Shapes can be discerned

in this globular transparency:

no certainties.

Born 1923
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Born 1923, a bastard in a churchgoing village, 

she wasn't allowed to forget, even after her mother 

was prevailed upon to marry a Paignton tailor. 

"I know all about you." Lill Baker said. 

Set up in a shop on the cross roads her mother 

despised the tailor's affection; and she continued 

to drink and, when drunk, beat her daughter

senseless more than once. 

"I know all about you." Lill Baker said. 

Tailor shop, profits drunk, gave way to a cafe 

occasionally open; and the only village taxi. Scrubbed 

she scurried to church, white and gold Bible in her gloves. 

"I know all about you." Lill Baker said. 

Part raised by grandparents, on the outside of village life, 

she leapt at friendships; yet felt that she could belong 

only by denigrating others. Priggish she made enemies. 

"I know all about you." Lill Baker said. 

She escaped, lipstick and blue uniform, into the war, 

met a man ten years her senior who stood up for her 

against her mother. He took her away from the village. 

"I know all about you." Lill Baker said. 

But she couldn't tolerate a flat land without trees, 

returned to a compromise caravan in a field, sent 

her two legitimate sons to the village school. 

"I know all about you." Lill Baker said. 

Lill Baker stopped the youngest on his milk round. 

"I know all about you." she said. He slammed 

the sliding van door on her fingers and that afternoon 

he went to her house at the bottom of Mill Hill. 

And with his friend – she knew all about him too – 

they plastered her cottage, the walls, doors and windows, 

with black pond mud. The shames were old 

before their births. They both knew all about her.

The Naming 
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Sunday afternoon walks – out along

Clay Park, on the ‘subsiding’ road above

the green Mill Pond, looking down through oaks

to a huge swans’ nest in the marsh – she told

(mostly for the benefit of my ‘foreigner’

father) who lived in which house above

the road, who had lived there before, 

who owned which bit of wood. Untidy gardens,

airs and graces, got scoffed at. Stories

were told of what had happened around which 

corner of which lane, of where she had helped

her grandfather poach rabbits. My brother 

and I ran ahead to be first to bounce 

on the broken rail; were told to be 

careful; and the name of this flower,

that bush, that bird. At Portbridge Cottages,

tadpole ponds over the wall opposite,

we turned back.
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Some family walks took us out along

the muddy shore of Mill Creek; and, if

the tide was out, along to Stoke’n Pool

with its beech trees and ‘shaky’ grass. From

there we could get home via Duncannon.

Another walk
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