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Again, again 
(an open letter to the keepers of the Otherworld, and 

an offering to accompany The Long Way Home) 
 

 
 
27 January 1981: 
Requiem 
 
Again 
again 
I heard the wailing in the night. 
It’d make the best mourner at a wake. 
 
Again 
again 
the flood gates are opened 
and a wall of solid tears flows out to meet the tide. 
 
I heard it that same night too. 
The hundred miles that separated us  
vanished 
when I heard the call. The light 
flashed at my salty window 
while the lighthouse keeper kept watch 
over his weathered mountain goats. The waves 
rolled in to draw away the sand – the monotony only 
Nature knows how to perform. 
Icy fingers clutch at the feeble grains of life, 
persuading their reluctance to submit to immortality.  
 
His body heaved,  
the breath expended. The struggle 
to find the beat had failed. 
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Again 
again 
I awoke from a dream cold 
and so alone. I’d called 
to him to help me – 
you know, Dad, it’s that rotten screw needs tightening. 
He didn’t answer. I called 
again 
but he didn’t want to know. The glasses 
fell from my fingers, crushed beneath hurrying shoe-d feet. 
Their stretcher call-to-arms had left 
tear-stained and tinted splinters lying forgotten 
after the cavalry charge. Up the front path 
they went into the bosom  
of a confused crying woman. 
 
Again  
again 
I see the cheap stained wood and I feel 
her clammy hand in mine. I’m sorry 
I couldn’t cry too. Guess I’m not too good 
at this sort of thing. 
 
Again 
again. 
 
It’s a small bare room this time. Two beds 
within covered in sickly blue towelling. He 
comes in. Mum cries. 
I ask why. He sits 
opposite and takes my hand  
in his wrinkled one. He says 
he’s being well looked after.  
But I can see the hollow cheeks 
the fleshless bone 
the wistful eyes longing for home. 
 
He can’t stay long. They’re very strict 
on fraternising with mortals. 
 
Again  
again 
the sirens wail 
after the night I never saw. 
It’s another’s turn to cry. We’ve no need 
to renew the subscription this year. 
Served my time along sterile corridors and in 
ECG wards of stitched organs  
in summer pyjamas. 
 
Again 
again 
the sunnies need fixing. 
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27 January 1983: 
Requiem Redux 1 
 
It’s been two years now  
and the sunnies no longer 
need mending.  
They’ve gone 
for good, and the next pair  
have the same problem.  
Loose screw. 
But he still hasn’t come back to help. 
 
And it’s been two years now  
with the tears  
all but gone  
and with love 
instead of anger  
in the remembering. 
 
And it’s again 
again 
that I write  
of that night and how he came  
to me before leaving. 
 
And it’s again 
again  
that the vision is vivid. 
Though it’s no longer  
a hundred miles  
that I’m away from him  
this time. 
 
And it’s still 
still that I think of  
my mother, 
so brave and  
sensitive and 
proud. 
How coping with two was 
reduced to one.  
 
The scent of cigarettes 
she washes still  
from the curtains. 
 
Sad habits and  
dreams  
of comfortable  
conversations. 
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27 January 1983: 
Requiem Redux 2 
 
I remember once 
up the coast 
a sad sad night when I no longer 
had a father to tell nothing to 
never. 
And the rain washed my fears, skin 
drenched by open heavens. Wind-whipped 
sand trapped my legs in their net, while 
wheeling gulls shrugged indifference above 
silent crab holes. 
 
I saw no one on the beach that summer 
nightmare’s day. The monsoons driven 
the trendy sun-lovers away. I climbed 
to where the boat, smashed high on the rocks, 
decayed before my eyes, sense-shadowed my fate. 
Climbed high to Point Cartwright and a lighthouse 
keeper’s lonely lament. 
 
Reminded there of Byron 
and a mountain goat’s ascent. Wind, 
you callous breeze, playing havoc with the sand. 
 
A surfie watched my progress. And I scared 
he’d see the tears, try to comfort 
a comfortless soul. But the rain in its wisdom 
denied me sympathy. The swell too inviting, 
an endless tube all the way to the clubhouse. 
A gutter where the whiting feed, watching the love 
of a guy on his board in shark weather. 
 
Oh, yes. The hang-gliders soaring above  
my weary head, an osprey gliding – he sees 
a meal before bed. Norfolk Island pines, 
me their only convict. Construction site behind. 
Metal hooks in the breeze beat a rhythm 
on my fears. 
 
Oh, for my home on a day like today! 
When eyes are red, 
pressure bent 
on letting another wave of pain 
meet the beach-break as it drains 
from the sand, 
its blanket, 
my warmth. 
 
This desert not my master, 
its mountains not my own. 
The sea my only lover. 
I wish I could be home … 


