
Welcome to the supplement 
to the 1918 issue of Agenda 
 
We start with a special feature from Greenland Gallery, Dingle: 
 

 

 

The Greenlane Gallery Dingle 
- The Middle Floor Series - 

 

  

 

 

 
'There Will Come Soft Rains' 
 
 

  



 

 
Sara Teasdale 
 
Sara Teasdale (August 8, 1884 – January 29, 1933) was an American lyric poet,. 
She won the Pulitzer Prize for her poetry collection, Love Songs. She died by 
suicide in 1933. 
 
There Will Come Soft Rains 
 
  
There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground, 
And swallows circling with their shimmering sound; 
And frogs in the pools singing at night, 
And wild plum-trees in tremulous white; 
Robins will wear their feathery fire 
Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire; 
And not one will know of the war, not one 
Will care at last when it is done. 
Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree 
If mankind perished utterly; 
And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn, 
Would scarcely know that we were gone. 
  
   
‘There Will Come Soft Rains’ is an exhibition that sees artists Tom 
Rickman, Heidi Wickham and Eamon Regan mimic Sara Teasdale’s six 
rhyming couplets. A delicate, lyrical poem, it describes nature's transcendence 
over man's devastations, and speaks of the irony that man’s progress has brought 
to modern society; both its advancement and destruction. While Teasdale 
imagines a time when mankind has 'perished utterly' she moves directly to a calm, 
confident prediction of 'soft rains', and simply asserts that nature will prevail and 
it will neither 'care' nor 'mind' about the destruction of mankind. 
  
In this exhibition the artists celebrate Mother Nature’s enduring strength and her 
inherent beauty. Placing the spectacular Dingle peninsula forefront, each pay 
homage to her natural life force and to the many ordinary and extraordinary 
aspects of primal life. In a series of atmospheric seascapes Tom wonders at our 
awe inspiring landscape and transforms place into something that goes beyond the 
visual. Heidi captures our indigenous animals as totemic worldly beings, 
and Eamon explores humble pre-modern dwellings in paired back architectural 
paintings that resonate a sense of home and place. Each exhibiting artist’s work 
instils a sense of Mother Nature’s tranquil essence. They illustrate the importance 
of sustaining our landscape, heritage and animal life, emphasising an entirety that 
is uniquely special and which continues to prevail, but reminding us too that - 
 



 

‘Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree 
If mankind perished utterly; 
And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn, 
Would scarcely know that we were gone.’ 
  
   

 

 

 

 

 

Tom Rickman  
 

 

 

 

'Great Blasket, Tearaght, West Light', Oil on Panel, 61 x 91 cm  



 

 

'Winter Light I, Derrysillagh' 
Oil on Panel,  46 x 61 cm 
  

 

'Winter Light II, Derrysillagh'  
Oil on Panel,  46 x 61 cm 
  

 

 

'Conor from Clogher Head' 
Oil on Panel,  61 x 91 cm 
  

 

'Up from Dunquin' 
Oil on Panel,  61 x 91 cm 
  

 

 

'Half Sun over Inishvickillane' 
Oil on Canvas,  46 x 61 cm 
  

 

'Sun over Inishvickillane' 
Oil on Panel,  41 x 55 cm  



 

'Brandon', Oil on Panel, 61 x 91 cm 

 

 

'From Conor Pass' 
Oil on Panel,  61 x 91 cm 
  

 

'Conor from Cloghane' 
Oil on Panel,  61 x 91 cm 
  



 

 

'Dunmore Head' 
Oil on Canvas,  46 x 61 cm 
 

 

'Blasket from Dunquin' 
Oil on Canvas,  46 x 61 cm 
  

 

 

'Blasket Light' 
Oil on Panel,  46 x 61 cm 
  

 

'Gathering Cloud, Blasket' 
Oil on Panel,   46 x 61 cm 
  

 

 

'Blasket I' 
Oil on Panel,  14 x 20 cm 
  

 

'Blasket II'  
Oil on Panel.  14 x 20 cm 
  

 



 

 

Heidi Wickham 
 

 

 

 

'Hare on Blue', Charcoal, Pastel & Acrylic on Canvas, 30x 25 cm  



 

 

'Small Hare on Black I' 
Charcoal, Pastel & Acrylic on 
Canvas,  25 x 30 cm. 
  

 

'Small Hare on Black II' 
Charcoal, Pastel & Acrylic on 
Canvas,  25 x 30 cm. 
  

 

 

'Two Sheep' 
Charcoal, Pastel & Acrylic on 
Canvas,  50 x 50 cm. 
  

 

'October Hare' 
Charcoal, Pastel & Acrylic on 
Canvas,  50 x 50 cm. 
  

 

 

 

Eamon Regan 
 

 

 



 

'Strand Street, Dingle', Acrylic on Canvas, 40 x 50 cm  

 

 

'Lighthouse, Dingle'  
Acrylic on Canvas,  40 x 50 cm 
 

 

'Evening Tranquility' 
Acrylic on Cavas,  30 x 40 cm 
  



 

 

'Famine Relief Glebe House' 
Acrylic on Canvas,  30 x 40 cm 
 

 

'ar Chúl an Tí'  
Oil on Canvas,  30 x 40 cm 
  

 

 

'The Vicarage', Oil on Canvas, 50 x 50 cm 
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The following images illustrate the long gripping, folk-
narrative poem, Kulager, by Ilias Jansugurov, 
translated by Belinda Cooke, and featuring the artist 
Dauren Kasteyev from Kazakhstan. 
 
(Read Belinda’s essay on translating Kulager on the Agenda website under Supplements to 
Magazine – Essays) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



John Mole’s most recent collections are Gestures and Counterpoints (Shoestring Press ) and 
A Different Key (New Walk Editions). Recipient of the Gregory and Cholmondeley Awards, 
and the Signal Award for his poetry for children, in 2004 he received an honorary doctorate 
from the University of Hertfordshire. He has often collaborated with musicians as an 
instrumentalist and as a librettist (including the text of Alban, an opera performed in St. 
Albans Cathedral in 2009). 
 
private arthur fitzjohn 
Army Ordnance Corps 
Died of wounds 11 July 1917 
Aged 26 years 
 
The 1901 census records, St Albans born Arthur Fitzjohn living at 10 Albert Street, ten years 
later the family were living at 155 Verulam Road.  
He was one of ten children born to William, a Job Master and Ellen. His brother Edward, 
living in the family home, was a Cabman.  Two older brothers were railway porters. His two 
elder sisters were straw hat finishers and he was described as a “straw hat worker”. 
He died of wounds in Aldershot hospital and is buried in Luton where we think his wife was 
living. 
 
 
 
 
sapper edward richard james atkins 
Light Railway Operating Company 
Royal Engineers 
Killed in action 22 July 1917 
Aged 29 years 
 
Edward Atkins was born in Northampton the son of George and Elizabeth.  
He and his wife Caroline (nee Rance) lived at 37 Kings Road. On the 1911 Census Caroline, 
the daughter of Frederick ( Farm Stockman) and Elizabeth (Laundrywoman) is described as a 
Straw Hat Machinist and Edward, a visitor and Railway Clerk  
He was killed in the 3rd Battle of Ypres known as Passchendaele 
and is buried in  
Canada Farm Cemetery, West Vlaanderen, Belgium 
 
Canada Farm Cemetery took its name from a farmhouse used as a dressing station during the 
1917 Allied offensive on this front. Most of the burials are of men who died at the dressing 
station between June and October 1917. There are now 907 First World War burials in the 
cemetery. The cemetery was designed by Sir Reginald Blomfield. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



corporal john ward 
30 Trench Mortar Battalion  
Royal Field Artillery 
Killed in action 28 July 1917 
Corpl “Jack” Ward of the Manor House, Fishpool Street, enlisted in the Bedfordshire 
Regiment in 1910 and after a year’s training went to East Africa. He was then transferred to 
the RFA in 1912. On the outbreak of war he was sent to France and was there for three years 
until April 1917, when he was granted special leave, coming home to get married. 
Mrs Ward received a letter of condolence from Captain B.W. Ellis of the RFA, “By his death 
the Battery loses a Non Commissioned Officer of great merit, one who knew what a soldier 
should do and did it. His conduct during all the months with my battery, both in and out of 
action, has always been of the highest order. It will be difficult to replace him.  
He is buried in a military cemetery some miles behind the lines, the position of which will be 
notified to you later by the War Office. We shall keep his grave in order while we are here 
ourselves and I will see it is continued should we move. On behalf of the officers, N.C.O’s 
and men of the Battery I tender my deepest sympathy in your sad loss”. 
He is buried in 
Reninghelst New Military Cemetery 
 
The Cemetery is located 9.5 Kms south west of Ieper (formerly Ypres) town centre, in the 
village of Reningelst (formerly Reninghelst), West-Vlaanderen 
Reninghelst was occupied by Commonwealth forces from the late autumn of 1914 to the end 
of the war and was sufficiently far from the front line to provide a suitable station for field 
ambulances. The earliest burials took place in the Churchyard, but in November 1915, the 
New Military Cemetery was opened. It remained in use until September 1918. There are now 
798 Commonwealth burials of the First World War in the cemetery which was designed by 
Sir Reginald Blomfield. 
 
 
private charles edward burridge 
B Coy. 8th Batt. Royal Sussex Regiment 
Killed in action 9th May 1918 
Aged 34 years 
 
Living in Kings Road when war was declared. 
Charles Burridge was killed in the Battle of Albert, where the Germans attacked in the spring 
of 1918. 
 
He is buried in Warloy-Baillon Cemetery Extension,  
 
The first Commonwealth burial took place in the communal cemetery (21 kilometres north-
east of Amiens) in October 1915 and the last on 1 July 1916. By that date, field ambulances 
had come to the village in readiness for the attack on the German front line eight kilometres 
away, and the extension was begun on the eastern side of the cemetery. The fighting from 
July to November 1916 on the northern part of the Somme front accounts for the majority of 
the burials in the extension, but some are from the German attack in the spring of 1918.  
The extension was designed by Sir Reginald Blomfield. 
 
 
 



drummer john george coleman 
- Duke of Bedford's Own Company - 
 
Died 24th October 1918 
aged 16 years 
 
John Coleman was the fourth of five children born to George (a boot maker and repairer) and 
Leah Coleman of Brinscombe, 25 Kings Road. A pupil of the Abbey School, he was later 
employed at Johnson's Straw Hat Factory, Dagnall Street 
 
At Easter 1918 he enlisted in the *Duke of Bedford's Company in which he was a Drummer 
Boy.  
 
He died from pneumonia following influenza (which was sweeping England at that time) in 
the Red Cross Hospital, Ampthill. 
 
John Coleman was buried with full military honours in  
Soldiers Corner, Fleetville Cemetery, St Albans 
 
* The Duke of Bedford's Own was the Cadet Regiment for the 1st & 2nd Bedfordshire 
Regiment 
    (The above prose is thanks to the archivist, Ann Dean) 
 
FIVE SOLDIERS 
 
To Arthur Fitzjohn 
I raise my straw hat  
Then put it back on. 
He might well have done that 
When passing a girl 
In the Verulam Road 
And though after all 
A hat’s for the head 
I imagine it now 
Placed on a grave 
Where poppies still grow 
To garland the brave. 
 
                                         *** 
                
Sapper Edward Atkins, you were the man needed 
To mend the track, to keep the railway running. 
Often under fire, you carried out your task, 
A sack of tools strapped to your back, finding the right one 
For the job in hand. Thanks to you 
The wounded made it safely to a hospital 
Behind the lines and new recruits were carried 
To the Front. You understood complexities of wire 
And broken sleepers, how to fix the trucks 
And carriages, to couple them to engines 



You had thoroughly checked over. All this 
In the face of imminent attack, singing perhaps 
With comrades ‘When this bloody war is over’ 
As it was for you before it ended, as we honour now 
More than a name, a full life not to be forgotten, 
 
                                      *** 
 
Drummer John Coleman, 
Eager, courageous, 
Prepared for adventure 
Not long out of school 
Enlisted at Easter 
Died in October 
Too young to see action 
His brief war ended 
By bronchial pneumonia 
Buried with honour 
A short life cut shorter 
But let us extend it 
To go where he leads 
With metrical drumbeat 
With verse bugle sounding 
As he would have had it 
Not death but the glory 
Of one last engagement 
To grant him his wish. 
 
                   *** 
 
The loneliness of Jack Ward’s married life 
Was three months spent apart from his wife, 
Wedding in April, killed in July, 
Confetti falling softly from a bitter sky. 
No consolation then to read through tears 
That promise of the Commanding Officer’s 
To keep his grave in order until we move  
How had that anything to do with love 
Or a widow’s grief?  Just a letter sealed and sent, 
One in hundreds, yet sincerely meant: 
A Non Commissioned Officer of great merit, 
Conduct of the highest order, a rare spirit. 
I tender my deepest sympathy in your sad loss 
Postmarked with Blomfield’s sacrificial cross. 
 
                                    * * * 
 
 
 
 



Did Private Charles Burridge, 
Thinking of home, 
Pray to the Virgin 
For peace to come? 
 
On the Albert basilica, 
Shot at and shelled, 
A golden Madonna 
Cradled her child. 
 
Superstition declared 
That the war would not end 
Until both lay shattered 
To dust on the ground. 
 
But Charles’s war ended 
Before he could learn 
That the statue had fallen 
So peace might return.. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Ivor Gurney’s Complaint  
 
The Germans’ trench 
was dug so near 
he could hear them singing 
their repertoire, 
 
not only those simple 
songs of home 
that help all soldiers 
feel less alone 
 
but, led by one of them 
with an excellent voice, 
what they also sang 
might have been his choice, 
 
a range of classics 
which to his surprise 
the composer in him 
could recognise. 
 
And so he listened 
with appreciation  
to familiar songs 
from an enemy nation 
 
except that too many 
drifting across 
were romantic lieder  
of love and loss. 
 
Oh vary the programme! 
Time for a change! 
Although it would be 
within easy range, 
 
he raised his head 
that a sniper could see, 
and all for the sake 
of variety: 
 
Gott in himmel! 
Raus! Raus! Raus! 
We’re sick of Schubert! 
Give us Strauss!  
 
                        
 



 
                                 
Hilary Davies has published four collections of poetry from Enitharmon: the latest, Exile and 
the Kingdom, was published in November 2016. She is also a translator, essayist and critic. 
Hilary has won an Eric Gregory award, been a Hawthornden Fellow and Chairman of the 
Poetry Society. She was Royal Literary Fund Fellow at King’s College, London, 2012-6 and 
will have a further RLF Fellowship at the British Library for 2018-9.   She is a Fellow of the 
English Association and for many years was Head of Languages at St. Paul’s Girls’ School in 
London. Hilary was married to the poet Sebastian Barker, who died in 2014.  
 
 
Where shall we look for him? 
 
Where shall we look for him? 
The poet says, I have searched up and down. 
But today, riding out of Oxford, 
I saw him stretch his limbs across the valleys, 
His hands cupped round the hills. 
Out of his mouth flowed rivers 
And his mares jostled in the sky like salmon. 
Then the coach went up the rise into a cutting 
And blotted all this out. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Trinity 
 
 
Faith in hope 
Hope in faith 
And love  
To bind them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
David Hensley is a poet and writer currently based in Kent. He is the Chairman of the Kent 
& Sussex Poetry Society (founded 1946 by Vita Sackville-West), and of the charity Creative 
Conscience. David has been writing for decades, has been published on and off-line, 
including in the Paper Swans anthology Best of British.  
 
 
The tribal dance 
 
Chanting our accustomed chants 
beating our traditional drums 
we make a colourful sound 
at the end of the runway. 
We'll welcome any 
visiting President 
for a sackful of shillings, 
without prejudice 
for the many arms 
they supplied the militias. 
War may be weeks away 
but we need food today. 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
Richard Lloyd-Jones, a lawyer, was winner of the Boulevard 2015 Contest for Emerging 
Poets, finalist 2015 Southwest Review Marr Poetry Prize.   
 
Where Faith is Bonded 
 
I'm in this abbey with a pastoral view 
where scrolled credentials hang upon the air 
and faith is bonded by transparent glue. 
 
Our healer's patients are the well-to-do. 
How else could he afford us special care      
here in this abbey with a pastoral view ? 
 
Where broken gargoyle snags the summer blue, 
I warn the doubters it's not everywhere 
that faith is bonded by transparent glue. 
 
Yet I too doubt.  'Look round for sign and clue,' 
I mean to tell them, 'Think and be aware, 
here in this abbey with a pastoral view.' 
 
But when I stand, ready to speak and do, 
old burdens drag me down the winding stair 
where faith is bonded by transparent glue, 
 
and if the archway's easy to pass through, 
I know I cannot, though there's nothing there, 
here in this abbey with a pastoral view 
where faith is bonded by transparent glue. 



 
 
 
Sue Mackrell’s poems, short stories, plays and reviews have appeared in a range of 
publications. She works on local history research projects funded by the Heritage Lottery 
Fund and Heritage England and is keen to give a voice to those who have been silenced in the 
past. 
 
A Belvoir Angel 
 
St Mary’s Church, Bottesford 
 
An angel, weighted in stone, 
symbolising sublime weightlessness, 
transcendent ascension of the soul 
inscribed on smoothly undulating Swithland slate, 
intricate symmetry of triangular wings, 
sun faced, feathered geometric precision, 
insubstantiation substantiated on earth 
by a man of Blake’s vision, 
a country stonemason 
creating a  glimpse of heaven. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The ‘Belvoir angels’ are unique to churches in the Belvoir valley, East Midlands.  They are 
thought to be the work of one stonemason in the early eighteenth century. 
 
 
 
 
 



Armistice Day  
 
Rumours, whispers, have you heard? 
Neighbours at each others’ doors, 
hurrying into town, Sunday hats on just in case. 
The bells of St Mary’s ring out, factory hooters blast 
 and workers spill out of the doors.  
 
Annie Wood, from the end house on Victoria Street 
shuts her curtains, bolts the door against the celebrations.  
Across the street her sister looks on, silent,  
her clothes dyed black so long ago  they are tinged  green.   
 
Munitionettes, arm in arm, dancing down the high street, 
kicking up calf-length  skirts, showing knees to all and sundry,  
flirting with convalescing Tars and Tommies. 
(Look at that Smith girl. No better than she should be, I’d say.)  
Flags and bunting are draped above windows,  
the Boy Scouts band strikes up ‘Land of Hope and Glory,’  
 
Standing outside the Co-op Harry Bates 
shakes so much he can’t light a cigarette, 
drops the box of matches. His knees buckle  
as he slumps in the doorway.  
 
In the Market Place his friend Joe Hayes 
(they were at school together) 
leans heavily on a crutch, his face pale with pain, 
stump rubbed raw and bleeding by his prosthetic leg.  
 
Boys burn an effigy of the Kaiser on Queens Park, 
howling and prancing around the bonfire.  
Once, Joe Bolesworth would have been among them. 
Now he chokes in the smoke, purple and convulsing,  
retching to get his breath.   
 
As dusk falls street lights flicker and brighten 
and a flashback knocks Charlie Breen  backwards to  
shell fire in the trenches. (He’s Florrie’s lad, 
you know. Used to work at the Atkins factory. ) 
 
Elsie Hall staggers outside the Black Horse,  
cheering voices distorted, grotesque carnivalesque  
faces leer over her. ‘One too many, love?’  
She is helped home.  
 
By the morning she is dead. 
Spanish Influenza, the paper said. 
Thirty cases this week, including 
Bill Whitehead, home on leave 



after four years in France.  
(Would you believe it?  Left a wife and three kiddies.) 
 
 
 
 
In Loving Memory  
 
In the proper way of things 
there would be, at the  last,  
a hand held, words of love spoken, 
goodbyes said, a gentle closing of the eyes.  
 
In the proper way of things  
there would be a grave to visit, to tend,  
to tell family news,  plant snowdrops, 
in summer garland with roses,  
at Christmas a holly wreath.  
 
Instead there are alien places and unnatural deaths, 
anguish conveyed  in  memorial notices  
listed in the Northern Echo and the Sussex Courier, 
the Leicester Mercury and the Western Times. 
  
‘An unknown grave is the bitterest blow,  
none but an aching heart can know.’ 
A son rests ‘we know not where,’  
a husband lies ‘amidst the angry waves,’  
a brother ‘died from  heat stroke in the Persian Gulf,’  
a sweetheart ‘lies somewhere in the Balkans.’ 
 
An elegiac vision of the corner of a foreign field  
that is forever England  
offers no comfort to loved ones 
 left with unanswerable  questions,  
haunted by imagined  last moments, 
seeking solace but conjuring horror. 
 
             
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Barry Smith  is director of the South Downs Poetry Festival, the co-ordinator of the Festival 
of Chichester and director of Chichester Poetry. Barry has worked as a lecturer, critic and 
theatre director. His poetry has appeared online, on You Tube and in anthologies/magazines, 
including Acumen, Frogmore Papers, the Stony Thursday Book, South, Recusant and London 
Grip. He was runner up in a BBC Proms Poetry competition. Barry is editor of Poetry & All 
That Jazz magazine.   
 
 
 
I and I (Indivisibility) 
 
For some, the incarnation in Bihar 
is a medical problem requiring 
a practical solution, excision 
of the remnants of that now absorbed self. 
 
For others, such practice is an assault 
on all that is most sacred when eight-limbed 
Lakshmi deigns to bring her munificent 
blessings to our parched, indifferent age. 
 
Maybe it is always thus when the gods 
pay us a visit; we, like Pentheus, 
deny what is holy and yet still seek 
the thrill of edging near forbidden fruit. 
 
Though our doppelgangers are buried deep 
within us, those lost parasitic twins 
impel our helpless limbs towards that place 
where the shadowy other self awaits. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
Marion Tracy lives in Brighton. She has two degrees in English Literature and worked as a 
lecturer in Further Education colleges. She had a pamphlet Giant in the Doorway with 
Happenstance Press in 2012 and her first collection, Dreaming of our Better Selves with 
Vanguardeditions in 2016.  
 
 
The Little Girl Lost 
after William Blake 
 
Dreaming in a desert place, mountainous,  
I feel a child’s hand slipping into mine, 
claiming my fingers, held tight against  
the monsters as I reach upwards again 
 
towards a large hand swinging. 
The child has a yellow coat, shoes with  
a buttoned over strap and white socks. 
We walk innocently together. She has no face. 
 
Turning away for a moment, I see her 
behind me scrambling up the cliff  
to view the monsters below. Her shoes slip  
and she falls away in slow motion 
 
as the air slides faster past me, clothes 
loosen and blur at my descent and I hear 
a distant lion roaring. I run over and look down.  
There is no cry, no scream, no dandelion smudge 
  
of colour, just a distant stream far below  
where the mountains are rocking the bed.  
So I decide it’s time to open my eyes 
and to try again, to heal loss with more loss. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Judith Wilkinson  is a poet and translator. She has published many collections to date, 
including Toon Tellegen’s Raptors (Carcanet, 2011), for which she won the Popescu Prize. 
Shoestring Press has published two of her own collections, Tightrope Dancer (2010) and 
Canyon Journey (2016). She is currently working on a book of ‘desert poems’, in which she 
explores the experiences of different people – some real, some imagined – who have spent 
time in the desert, such as adventurers, artists and recluses. 
 
 
A Blind Man’s Journal Entries  
 
 
  ‘I had a sense of terrible aridity. There is something so totally purging  
  about blindness that one is either destroyed or renewed. Consciousness is  
  vacated’  
 
    John M. Hull, Touching the Rock 
 
1. Homesick for Sight 
 
I’ve never lost this much:  
the world and its contours, 
the dimensions of a house, the length of a field, the reach of my eye. 
Gone are my family’s smiles, all those mood give-aways  
that were my anchors. 
 
People are voices in a void, 
the seasons have little meaning 
and time leaves no marks on those I know. 
 
By day I walk through nothingness, since blindness 
tore up my birthright, stole knowledge 
without handing back innocence. 
 



 
2. You Who Are Beside Me 
 
Every night I’m sighted, every morning I go blind, 
waking to an onyx, trackless waste. 
This desert is both generous and exclusive, 
as relative as it is absolute: 
I’m here in the desert and you, who are beside me, 
are not, 
you’re busy in the living-room  
while I head off 
deeper and deeper  
into a country where imps breathe in crevices, 
where the brothers Grimm must have spent their days, 
far from the clear-cut world. 
 
 
3. Dream 
 
I dreamt I was lost in the desert 
and had to choose between two paths: 
one was the path of sight, 
the other the path of blindness and sight. 
I chose the path of blindness and sight 
even though it seemed the wrong choice 
and for my companions I chose ambivalent spirits 
who were to tempt men and women 
off their rocks of perfection 
and I was in the desert 
and I was not in the desert. 
 
 
4. If 
 
I would always choose sight 
over the handiwork of blindness, 
simplicity over complication, 
oasis over desert, 
life over death – 
 
if there’s a difference. 
 
My longing makes the difference. 
 
But there is a place where I sometimes find peace 
and sight has nothing to do with it. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

         *     *     *     * 


