
 
 
 
 
 
 
A FRANCISTIDE SEQUENCE 
                    for Val  
 
UNDISDAIN 
I doubt you’ve ever scorned a Jain 
for stepping round  
an insect on the ground 
refusing to wash spiders down the drain 
and thinking it a worthy gain 
to heal the wound 
of any creature found 
in danger, struck with fear, or weak with pain. 
 
You’ve surely never thought a Jain 
as not important, 
small as a squash-able ant, 
dispensable, and touchingly insane. 
A Jain for certain would make it plain 
one can relent, 
repent, be tolerant 
of all that lives, and grow with nature’s grain. 
 

 
KINSHIP (1) 
Before we saw them, wrote them into  
our life-long story, before indeed 
I knew how deeply they already 
lived within you, persons of your 
extended family, though I presumed 
you had not met them previously, 
they occupied that field along the Borough 
on that Saturday afternoon; 
each one stretched comfortably upon the grass, 
minding their own business, except that, 
reading their behaviour, it seemed to me 
you took a message from them: 
“It’s going to rain.” My reaction was 
confused, supposing that, were it so, 
each must have been saving a dry patch; 
but also wondering that you could know 
such things. What gene linked you  
to nature’s hidden springs, while I  
looked blankly from inside my head? 

 
 



BEFRIENDSHIP 
Driven from man’s door 
wolf behind the shadowed hill 
howls at still twilight 
 
History’s true myth-book 
wolf sucks founding-father twins  
howls on seven hills 
 
Francis at Gubbio  
wolf convicted by a word 
egos howl the hills 
 
Mary Magdalen 
girdling dragons everywhere  
George a silenced saint 
 

KINSHIP (2) 
Consenting consort 
watching as you 
in familiar mode 
exhale across a gate 
into the nostrils 
of a cautious cow, 
seeking to exchange, 
to share, a whiff 
of the breath that brought  
you both to being. 
Mildly bewildered, consort 
stands a pace behind 

 
SHARING 
Tip-tap. Blue-tit at the door: 
“May I have some seed before 
those sparrows come and scoff the lot 
and leave me none, as like as not?” 
 
Mr Robin’s there alone 
(Nice to see you.): “Let’s get down 
to business. Crumbs or oats, 
but quick; must cheat those greedy guts.” 
 
Peckish sparrows order grub, 
safely from their nearby shrub: 
when they see their food arrive, 
in they throng to feed and thrive.  
 
Can you imagine saying, No 
there’s none today so off you go? 
Humans know they are en-souled; 
naturally, you share your gold. 



 
 
 
 
ETERNAL COVENANT 
Mistress of your ark, with open heart 
you offer space where weeds and refugees 
can safely flourish, tend their every hurt, 
where all that lives can thrive and dream at ease. 
There pets run wild, no beast is hunted down, 
and humans are like beings touched with care; 
all faces that we meet around the town 
say, Welcome to our world: here is no fear. 
And, being mistress, you receive with grace 
the thanks that worthily come to your door 
from all whom you so generously embrace 
and serve, who hope to serve you more and more, 
while over all the universal Dove 
broods, floods earth with olive-branching love. 
 
 
ENVOI 
Hedgehogs in heaven, slow-worms, slugs, and frogs, 
and rabbits, badgers, ponies, sheep, and dogs, 
and cats of course, with you, and all who pray 
for all: content, this happy new-birth-day.  
 
    4th October 2017 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


