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About the Book

Fiona Sampson’s latest collection transforms the sensory world into an astonishingly new and vivid poetry. Here, dream and myth, creatures real and imagined, and the sights and sounds of ‘distance and of home’ all coalesce in a sustained meditation on time and belonging.
 

Combining formal sophistication with metaphysical exploration, this is an incandescent work of renewal, beauty and risk.


About the Author

Fiona Sampson has twice been shortlisted for the T. S. Eliot and Forward Prizes. Her work has been translated into more than thirty languages, and awarded a Cholmondeley Award, the Newdigate Prize, and the Zlaten Prsten (Macedonia), among others. A Fellow and Council Member of the Royal Society of Literature, she is Professor of Poetry at the University of Roehampton.
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Like a singing catch, some are beginning when others are ending.

– SIR WILLIAM CORNWALLIS


Wake

Wake again to first light

it’s like a slim cat 

coming home through Top Field 

through high barley scarcely shifting

tassels scarcely

parting stems that stay half hidden 

in a dark 

that won’t give up the night

where roots go down

any which way here’s another

feet fall feet lift 

nothing to it.


The Border 

One after another they

reveal themselves

stepping solemnly 

into the light

creatures great and small 

all of them strangers

all of them naked as the white

moths that skitter

round them

only half surfacing

from the deep dream place

where they live

and from where they greet you

emissaries

who arrive out of dark hedges

gradually

like sight clearing 

or all at once

who stand and wait to address

your bright path

knowing themselves seen 

in the headlights 

but not by whom staring through you

as if star-struck

and you too inside the car

your hands dark

on the wheel your dark

eyes wide 

haven’t you arrived

once again at

astonishment 

at the brink of dream?


At Bleddfa

Back and forth

all morning 

through the door the dogs

wander like clouds

nudging each other

pondering

a long dream 

familiars

of the kitchen 

as of the wet and sunny grass

they settle things

into place

chairs in order

boots by the door

all sachlichkeit

and they remind me

how when I was

still a child

my father took me

to a friend’s house

empty attics

wooden stairs

and a garden slung

between elms

where rooks called

I was afraid

and not afraid

of how the day hung 

above the still house

how in my mind

there was nothing

but a stilled sky.


Neighbours

Sound arrives in waves 

but the voices

of my neighbours 

at the paddock gate

arrive clear and baffled

by grass 

as they’ve sounded all my life

singular

and clear

voices in the great room

of outdoors voices

that will guide me

when I’m old as when

in early memory

they arrived

while I was lost

among the gold and green

in a garden

with snapdragons 

and with pansies –

lion faces

black and gold 

these were new

as I was new.
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