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DEDICATION
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This is a dedication page without a dedication

A blank canvas made of pure emotion

Too complicated for merely words

Fetters on the heart of truth

And better to write nothing

Than to utter lies.
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ACHES
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The aches of morning,

Aren’t ever the same,

As the aches of evening,

Saving only one,

The ache which comes,

From you not being here.
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THE SACHEVERALL SYSTEM FOR WRITING TIME
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No matter what the scientists say, time is non-linear. Nor is it constant. Time is a subjective illusion.

As a child, every day stretches into infinity. In later years the rockface of personality is denser, less permeable, the gradient steeper for the tumbling experiences racing to meet the sea. The physically conjoint excitements of life and love tear past, a seeming blink of an eye and gone. Only tedium and perhaps old age slows time down again.

But even in the moments of fastest travel, there are rooms within time for dreaming; for the hip-hopping of hope, memory and expectation and for the mourning of loss. When a dream is a person, the best kind of dream, it occupies a whole mansion of rooms from which the day-to-day is entirely excluded.

And what reality can stop time in its tracks to feed such dreams? The sight of a beloved face; the unique timbre of her voice; the subtle jigsaw rightness of her hand in your own; just walking together, arm in arm; standing on a street corner, seeing her being driven away, not knowing if you’ll ever be with her again; or holding her and watching her sleep. Simple pleasures and uncertainties; cause enough for heartbeat’s insanity.

To personalise the Sacheverall System for you, if time were merely linear, no one moment could have greater significance than any other. But your moments have disproportionate impact. They are oases of time never lost, never ever wasted.
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MY FATHER’S FACE
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I shaved my father’s face.

All careful brush and blade

And with my fingers travel

The shapes I now know as my own.

My brother too can see it

In the mirror every day.

The planes we carry with us

From a gentle, honest soul.

QUAKE

It was a significant tremor on the Richter scale.

Plates shifted on shelves across Dudley. A chimney pot or two toppled harmlessly. Nobody was injured. My Black Grape CD hit the floor, it’s case shattering and its fake, stuck-on eyeballs skittered away across the parquet.

“The earth moved for me.” That’s what I thought but my mind was in another time. Not on geomorphology.

KAREDIG

I wish I could speak Breton

Like my Cornish forebears could.

And the messages I’d write you

Would boil right off the page.

You needn’t understand the words you read,

Their sound would be enough,

For you to know my feelings

As if rolling off my tongue.

FATALITY

Capped for your country,

Or capped by the gun.

Were you shot to glory

Or did you shoot straight past?

GEOGRAPHY

At 3am and suffering from clarity; the geography of place in time is different to plain old latitude and longitude. It describes what is or what should be transcribed by the desires and spatial recognition of the human heart. It owns no boundaries or border crossings. It has no limits, no obvious beginning and no finite end. It says only this man, this woman is the sum of my desire, is the missing half of me and wherever he or she is, that is my home and from wherever physical geography places me, it is toward them I will struggle, whatever it takes; whatever it costs. And there is no arguing with that certainty. It comes once in a lifetime and the only question it raises is whether both he and she are equally cognisant of it and what it means. If they are then anything, all things, are possible.

WHO AM I?

Reader or novelist,

Ex-husband or lover,

Lawyer or sinner,

Worker or pensioner,

Father or son,

Enemy or best friend,

Athlete or sloth,

Traveller or stay-at-home,

Partygoer or recluse,

All the above,

Somebody else or me?

THE WALK

Keep Moving.

Oh keep moving!

In motion

You look delicious,

Your skirt swirling

Round your calves,

And your hips

Rolling deliciously.

Stationary you become,

Merely ordinary.

THE TOUCH

Tonight you touch me for the first time.

A light flutter of finger-tips upon my arm as you pass behind me.

Little enough but triggering my heart to leap with life independent of all thought.

THE TRUEST PICTURE

Give me a camera I can use with one hand.

Let me look steadily down.

The only picture I need make is there,

The one true reflection of us.

Her right hand overlaid on my left,

The hairs of my forearm in shot,

With the brown of the skin of the back of her hand,

And the gift of our bracelets on show.

On her ring finger a thin silver band,

Holding in place a small rose,

And the crook and the curve of our fingers,

Say more than mere words ever would.

BACK TO FRONT

Tell me again,

What’s real and what’s not.

Why hurt is more real than love.

Tell me the reason

For lacking belief,

That joy has a place

In your heart.

Show me again,

How a place that is calm,

Is mere fantasy

Rather than truth.

Explain if you can

The smiles that we give

And the trust

Which sends us to sleep.

Tell me again

Why waiting is wrong,

And my choosing you

Is insane.

Show me why you’re

Undeserving of love.

If I understood it once,

It seems that I forgot.

CITIES OF YOUR HEART

The story is life

The place is your heart

The song is your laughter

The scent is your hair

The notes are your fingers

The wine is your breath

And if sorrow is absence

The map’s in a kiss.

A handbag holds memories

Champagne’s never wrong

And on the coldest of mornings

Your bracelet means hope.

Words are all things

That actions are not

But a pledge is a promise

And honesty love.

And touch is just touch

Except that it’s more

And if you’ve forgotten,

The city is us.

AWAITING

Count down the minutes

Of the waiting hours

The dreamers’ dread

Never to look on her again.

The days which hang so heavy

Loss, hoar frost on the soul,

Won’t melt away

Or vanish on a prayer.

If salvation is to come

It takes a damn long time

And the missing smile absconds

All warmth from breaking hearts.

LOVE STORY

What do you do when you fall in love? Walk away? It happens too often to do otherwise. A neat ankle, a dazzling smile, a cascade of dark hair. Don’t get me started. I turn my back on it. Normally.

Lounging conventionally against the wall. Idling while the conversation ebbs and flows around me. The partisan politics of the pub. 

Looking up, I catch her eye. Never held her gaze before. Examined her figure but never really seen her. Till now. It’s the painless static shock you sometimes get inserting your car keys in the ignition of an old car. My mouth is suddenly dry despite the beer. My smile slips, goes crooked. She doesn’t look away. Rivetted.

We must have seen each other hundreds of times. Me part of the crush. She one more harassed member of staff.

I lose all awareness of other people. Follow her progress around the bar. Every few minutes our eyes lock, sending messages the length of the room.

When it’s time to go, she’s collecting glasses and placing them on the counter. Walking out, I brush against her lightly. Full of mischief and tense with fear.

She cracks a grin.

I turn and walk away. Going home.

THE INTERIM

In a most peculiar way

I feel at peace, without you.

Perhaps because I don’t believe

That you are really gone.

This
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