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Introduction

These collected  poems reflect concern with the use of power and politics or have been written in protest at some perceived injustice. Usually the link is straightforward, some clear abuse of power, but sometimes this can be quite subtle as in some of the Gay poems where the use of oppression has gone on so long it has almost been normalised. Others are blood-boiling shock, outrage or disgust at political decisions, or dreadful acts like the killings in Uvalde, that poem an expression of horror at American gun law and that country’s apparent inability or unwillingness to change them, despite the number of innocent people – often school children - killed each year.

Some of the poems also illustrate the role of the church and its use of power and inhumane practices while others are lighter and more whimsical reflections on life, love and mundane existence. Still others are social comments on, or illustrations of poverty, injustice, and inequality. Yet others are psychological, reflecting the state of mind with which I sometimes perceive the world and how that mind-set filters what I see, and determines my reaction to it - leading to the overwhelming question: ‘Is there nothing better than this?’ - and the conclusion that most of life and our world is mind-made and may not reflect or even approach reality at all.

I have appended a note to incidents where the knowledge of the original political situation may not be known to the reader.

On the poems themselves and poetry in general.

This collection contains various types of poems some formal like Sonnets, or Villanelles, and some more free-verse forms. I have also made allusions to other poets whose work has influenced me. I have not always noted these directly but hope this introduction makes clear where my borrowings have been gleaned from. 

To me the literary allusion has always been important as linking one’s thoughts to a wider literary tradition. It seems to provide both a wonderful shorthand and a means of enriching what one has written by placing it in a wider context. I am uncertain if this practice is as common as it once was, given that so much of what passes for poetry these days tends to be performance based. Undoubtably the practice of reading one’s poetry is a good thing but often this seems to turn into an almost theatrical egocentric performance, where the performance seems more important than what is being said. 

I recall one performance poet – who also ran workshops about poetry - to whom not having read any other poetry was almost a badge of honour!  I also recall being at a performance where the written content – they were reading from a newly published pamphlet - was almost mathematical and cold, yet the performer seemed to be ‘adding’ emotions, like anger, aggression, annoyance, (through volume of voice) in much the way an actor would. The point being the emotion was not in the material, and I suspect a reader who attended that event, re-reading the same material in a year or two – or less - would be puzzled by the discrepancy between the emotion which was presented at that reading and the actual content of the pamphlet. It’s rather like Hamlet reflecting: 

“What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,

That he should weep for her?”

Hamlet – Act 2 Scene 2

Hamlet being amazed at the actor’s ability to feel so strongly for a fictional character that he wept, while he, Hamlet, could not feel or act in respect to his murdered father.

The practice of using literary allusion is long and not just confined to poetry, Dicken’s often alludes to Shakespeare and other writers in his novels, and Shakespeare too borrowed freely from his contemporaries. The English mathematician and philosopher, Alfred North Whitehead is often quoted as having said, “All of Western philosophy is but a footnote to Plato... his shadow falls over all of Western thought.” This not only shows the position of importance Whitehead accorded to Plato, but also shows the necessity, if you wish to study philosophy, of knowing the original source material. My own view is that a grounding in the great literature and philosophy of the past is a fertile soil for anyone writing in the present.

Many of the poems are heavily laden with references to other poets - Guatemala for instance smacks of Yeats, Dante and Eliot and a nod to Bob Dylan too. These poets have all written political poems, critical of the ruling powers and, along with Shelley, have sometimes been instrumental in bringing about change. Bob Dylan is, of course, the master of the protest song. 

Russian Conscript and Antidemocratic make heavy nods to Auden, another influential poet with strong political leanings. Antidemocratic clearly references Auden’s wonderful Gare Du Midi, which presents us with a stark and somewhat menacing image, possibly of the approach of the Second World War, but the language is spare and simple and highly effective. Auden was part of a world fascinated by science and the scientific method, and other poets of that period like Stephen Spender, or Louis MacNeice were slowly adding elements of the modern world into their poems. For example, Stephen Spender’s The Pylons is about the impact of electric pylons on the landscape. Interestingly, Gare Du Midi, which is the main railway station in Brussels, is where Rimbaud ran away from his mother and Verlaine after Verlaine – his then lover - had shot him in the hand.

The influence of T. S. Eliot’s poetry permeates all these poems and there are echoes from The Waste Land and Prufrock but less well-known pieces too, for example Rhapsody on a Windy Night. 

In regard to allusions or ‘borrowing’, Eliot is often misquoted as saying – “Good Poets Borrow, Great Poets Steal...”

What he actually said was:

“... Immature poets imitate; mature poets steal; bad poets deface what they take, and good poets make it into something better, or at least something different.”

Eliot, T.S., “Philip Massinger,” The Sacred Wood, New York: Bartleby.com, 2000.

Bird

The poem Bird, a nod to the troublesome issue of climate change and ecology, was written in 2023 in response to a prompt by my good friends at Poet’s Place, especially Ben and Carys.

A version of me reading this poem can be found at: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCuqSnAXBCtjpngS3NU-3S4w

The notes were a kind of tongue-in-cheek homage to T. S. Eliot and The Waste Land, they were mainly taken from Wikipedia so may be folksier than academically and scientifically correct. 

Dates, where given, are dates of completion rather than dates of initiation.

John Wright
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“A group of US-bound Central American migrants has been met with truncheons and tear gas in Guatemala, where security forces blocked their path.” 

BBC News 18.01.2021

They had seen us at close of day

Coming with eager faces

Fleeing violence and poverty.

A caravan of all ages.

On our hopeful freedom flight,

We had seen many dawns

And bathed in their early light 

On our route to end our wrongs.

Our delicate dream was forming,

The brilliant beauty we’d evoked,

Before our eyes was rising,

But now our path was stopped.

Hour after hour, 

we ponder the roadblock,

And then we were running 

And topped the ragged hill.

We raced together 

till someone shouted ‘Gas.’

And our feet, made lead,

sank into the melting tar.

Smoke rose from the metal can

and I saw my compatriots, 

arms raised to their mouths,

coughing and spluttering,

from the poisoned air.

The Guatemalans came.

They charged

with their batons and their riot shields

bludgeoned us back 

with their greater might.

Smashing down upon us 

with their hate and fear,

wrecking the delicate beauty

of our fragile flesh and blood.

I dropped my precious bundle 

and fled,

as did so many others.

All I owned, 

all I cherished, 

all I treasured,

cast down into the dust,

and trampled on

by the harsh regulation boots

of the brutal heartless chapín​[i].  

Beaten back by the sheer violence of their onslaught

we retreated 

to tend the injured

and to nurse our wounds.  

It was then 

and only then, that I cried

and abandoned all hope,

for all hope was lost.

The delicate dream had been torn

from the pregnant ravaged womb.

No brilliant beauty had been born

instead, a dreadful beast,

slouching towards our doom.

No possessions.

No country.

No direction home.

Nothing to call our own.

Our silenced protest

withered in the wilderness,

as we sank deeper and deeper 

into the perpetual circles of hell.

A Song Of Freedom 

(For the children of Uvalde, USA.)


Suffer the little children 

to come unto me,

with my AR-15 rifle

in this land so proud and free.



Demand they stop abortion

for the innocents they kill,

but never vote for gun control.

This is the people’s will!



Stars and stripes

define our rights.

Our flag, 

red, white and blue.

A symbol of our greatness,

magnificent and true.



Suffer the little children 

To come unto me,

With my AR-15 rifle

In this land so proud and free.



The children of Uvalde,

wrapped in their Bill of Rights,

with happy voices, start their day

below Old Glory’s might:

white, for their innocence,

blue, their parents’ tears,

red, their rosy ruby blood

flowing fresh and free. 




Endings​[1]

Obliterated completely in Oppenheimer’s brilliance,

Two whole cities,

Vaporised beyond all trace of hope.

A Banksy stencil, on a shattered wall,

Silhouette of all that once was live.

In their beginnings and their endings,

They are known no more.

For he became Death, destroyer of their world.

His faint regret
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