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      Introduction


       


      The poetry and prose is part prequel, sequel and 


      companion to the 2011 anthology of poems “In Violet” 


      and the autobiography “I Saw Her Standing There” that 


      was published during the Covid 19 pandemic.


       


      The places and everyone that appear in these poems 


      are real and among many you will discover “Dick The 


      Barber” and “Doctor Robert” and “Elvis” did make his 


      appearance.


       


      Born in the 1950s, growing up in Merseyside, training at


      the Laird School of Art in photography and design,


      Liverpool became a special place and many of the


      poems remember life, events and death in the north


      west of England.


       


      As a photographer, capturing atmospheric moments in


      time in different monochrome shades has always been


      my preferred way of recording the joy or bleakness of


      light and so it is with poetry. Some of the poems recall

    

  


  
    
      events as in that “Cat in the Park” or “Zephyrs” which 


      visually appear stark, shocking and brutal but in no


      way are meant to offend and possibly offer instead a


      cautionary tale when words can often be mesmerising


      and hauntingly contemplative and in the end make you


      hopefully more thoughtful.


       


      Scattered randomly throughout the book are a series of


      Haiku works inspired and woven by our natural world


      of sensual humanity, remembering that poetry is often


      written to stir emotion or passion. If any of the writings


      make you smile or weep or even angry, then maybe


      they have been worthwhile.


       


      Whilst all of the people in the poems are existent and


      not imaginary, one or two of the names have been


      slightly altered or changed.


       


      And as for “Zig Zag Road” … you will meander there in 


      the end … and yes it really does exist and it is a road I


      have travelled and walked a thousand times or more.

    

  


  
    
      Merseyside has two Zig Zag Roads, mine is close to the


      River Mersey, New Brighton, where I grew up but I


      guess we all have our own winding lanes that can lead


      us to often unexpected places.


      


      John Paul Kirkham is a poet, writer, photographer 


      living in the city of Liverpool and is the author of


      twenty books and collaborations including In Violet a 


      large collection of poems that was published to rave


      reviews with award winning poetry and the


      autobiography I Saw Her Standing There, and is the 


      official biographer of two Italian saints: Clare of Assisi


      and Gemma Galgani of Lucca. John Paul has written


      journal editorial, film and book reviews and has


      appeared both on television and radio.


       


      And thank you


      To Judie Tzuke for giving permission to use her song


      lyrics as a prologue and epilogue in the journey ahead.


      Visit Judie’s website to find out more - www.tzuke.com

    

  


  
    
      Prologue


      They shut the gates at sunset


      After that you can't get out


      You can see the bigger picture


      Find out what it's all about


      You're open to the skyline


      You won't want to go back home


      In a garden full of angels


      You will never be alone


      But oh, the road is long


      The stones that you are walking on 


      Have gone


      With the moonlight to guide you


      Feel the joy of being alive


      The day that you stop running


      Is the day that you arrive


       


      (Judie Tzuke: “Enjoy The Ride”)


       


       

    

  


  
    
      All for an Empire - Part II


       


      All for an empire


      conscripted to hellfire


      those who fought


      and thought


      and died for a king … for peace … for freedom


      honourably remembered and rightly so


      on some memorial obelisk


      within a quiet country parish green or churchyard


      victims of deception and death


       


      But beneath these glorious trees of an English Eden


      buried deep lies


      the scandal of those who lied and died


      and left behind their teenage brides


      for what Haig termed ignoble crimes


      and shame on Major too


      to deny the final rights so due


       


       

    

  


  
    
      Shell shocked fatigued and weary worn


      from mental shrapnel all around


      execution for the coward


      dishonourable death their fair reward


      to perish on another tree of staken oak


      murdered there by friends not foes


       


      Given twelve hours to write and pray


      a scandal dammed to disobey


      six armed men at break of day


      set before the seal of fate


      tied blindfold to the oaken stake


       


      The echo of their rifle shots


      into some young sons bleeding heart


      dawn chorus fearful flies the lark


      mainly conscripts manly boys


      the 6.00am innocent sacrifice


      all for an empire


      loyalty and lies


       

    

  


  
    
      Haiku No 1


       


      Gentle wind blows east


      Drawn in beyond the cosmos


      Cherry blossom falls


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      Avalon


       


      The sceptred stone sits


      beneath the snowy peaks


      ravaged raw


      waiting for its King to come


       


      For winter mists


      hasten into spring


      when a poor sovereign in disguise may pass this way


      to draw a sword


      from beneath the skies of Avalon


       


      Fair now fades the phlox cyclamen


      winter’s old cold flowers


      ringed round the rocks


      for glinting icy cut steel pulled for a dream


      beside the turquoise stream


      under a setting sun


      stealing shooting stars

    

  


  
    
      before the black nights dawn


      of Avalon


       


      A barren stone now stands


      under silent fallow clouds


      and witch hazels


      once burst with copper ovate wispy finger blossom


      now perfume the new seasons boreal divine air


      and the saffron yellow aconites carpet spread


      before the King of Avalon


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       

    

  


  
    
      Before Bill Popped His Clogs


       


      Bill my other grandad popped his clogs in the fifties


      in his 50s


      before I were born


       


      Lying about his age


      defying the law


      keeping the law


      sailing up the Yangtze


      on the HMS Dragonfly


      before the war


       


      Deserting legally the navy


      instead a runway navvy


      fiddling with Bristol Bulldogs


      and other nefarious schemes got you discharged


      not quite honourably


      who else can say they served of sorts


      in three of the three forces


       

    

  


  
    
      You deserted again your family


      when your son was born


      and died of a hare lip


      running away to drift


      blagging and bagging your way


      to become Bob Hope’s and Bing Crosby’s caddie


      leaving your dad to plaster alone at home


      and business to crumble


       


      A move next door but one to Lowry in Mottram


      becoming his friend for a time


      a model for a while


      sitting in Piccadilly Gardens on that bench


      bowler hat in a corner


      and the man on the wall but no-one ever knew


      apart from the red carnation


      flowering from a breast pocket
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