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The Drowning of Love

A woman with her bridegroom lay, within their trothal bed:
He, drunk and stuporous, awoke to find her crimson dead.
Arresting him, and charging him for wilful nuptial murder—

They asked in his
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The New Millennium

The Millennium's ending is coming at last,
And with it comes promise of joy —
No more the sorrow of wars that are past,

But every conceivable toy.

With a will that is risible, middle-aged men
Will take to the air on great kites,

And they'll laugh when they find their limbs broken,
For medicine will mend them like lights.

In inflatable submarines, they'll safely submerge
To potter around in the bay,

Without pausing to nioy.
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La Scala Milan

Rossini wrote so rapturously
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Lift Girl Song

11 ©2011 John Herbert Marr






13

©2011 John



Cleveland Hills

Vomit-yellow clouds of steam plumes
Mix with smoke and merge to grey,

Cloaking o
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One Life

| have lived through my sentence of sorrow and pleasure;
given my friends such small help as | could.
Now only awaits is the dread of the ending —

conveyed to a regime of disciplined death.

Lined up with demented, incontinent women,
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Father's Day

Here | cannot stay — here | will not stay.

16 ©2011 John Herbert Marr



Dance with the Gipsies
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Hello - I'm a sinner

Hello — I'm a sinner,

Though I'm truely after good.
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Feeding The Ducks - for Mary -Anne

She moved to the water's edge
And pleasured seeing well-known friends:
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The Swimmer
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The Hours Book of Arden — for Lucy

This is the Hours Book of Arden
Penned by a ten year hand;
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We are all one

When murd
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Visions of Tomorrow

Her writing was the hardest black:
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Your Name In The Wind —
To A.E. from J.H.
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By The Hair of His Nose

There's no knowing if the noses on the chimney in the hall
Are the ones which Uncle Charlie used to wear;
They've been mounted on their platter for a century or more

And are showing some slight changes in their hair.

For these noses are the hairiest that ever graced a man,
With great bushes growing from each nostril's place;
Hanging like the vines in jungles where wild creatures

congregate,
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The Daughter of Mammon

To give her speech richness and worth,

She placed a pound beneath her tongue;

Two others pressed into each palm

So reach of money might be long.
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We each are born...

We each are born into a world unique
in time and place and moment;
caught, imprisoned in the cell of our birth

to fit a unique mould.

Impingin
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A Nameless Dread in the Night
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To Welcome Warmth
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The Highgate Poet

With timeless, measured verse
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To An Adolescent Son
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The Testing Hour

It is the testing hour:
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Force
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Paper Up The Parlour

Paper up the parlour, dear, for Jane does come to tea,
So sweep the grate out clean then s 92.16ess the ;ea,
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The Lord's Thumb Stone
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The Gentle Knight

Ancient Tarot shows Death raging,
Not as ending, but as changing —
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