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A nightmare dogs the lyrics that I write: 
I see a door. It’s locked. I cannot reach the latch.  
It churns my thoughts and steals my sleep at night.  
It’s like an itch my fingers cannot scratch. 
 
It’s not the usual suspects of this crime, 
like stumbling metrics, convoluted lines,  
or railcar words strung-out to shunt a rhyme; 
it’s not poor grasp of form, or other signs 
 
of lurching craftsmanship - or lack of sense, 
that plague my craft. The ghost is in a fort, 
encircled by a cultural defence. 
This beast cannot be conquered, killed or caught. 
 
A menace named has far less power. Let’s drag 
it out and Rumplestiltskin it of pomp. 
The ghoul that makes my rhyming spirit flag 
is English, in its orthographic swamp! 
 
I wish that ‘here’ could rhyme with ‘there’ 
and ‘do’ could rhyme with ‘go’. 
I wish that ‘spear’ could rhyme with ‘bear’ 
and ‘cow’ could rhyme with ‘crow’. 
 
I wish that ‘raid’ could rhyme with ‘said’ 
and ‘cough’ could rhyme with ‘bough’ 
I wish that ‘bead’ could rhyme with ‘head’ 
and ‘know’ could rhyme with ‘now’. 
 
I wish that ‘height’ could rhyme with ‘weight’ 
and ‘are’ could rhyme with ‘bare’. 
I wish that ‘cheat’ could rhyme with ‘great’ 
and ‘gear’ could rhyme with ‘pear’. 
 
 

 



I wish that ‘shoes’ could rhyme with ‘goes’. 
and ‘sour’ could rhyme with ‘pour’. 
I wish that ‘vows’ could rhyme with ‘rows’ 
and ‘our’ could rhyme with ‘your’. 
 
I hope, one day, Alladin’s lamp, 
with turn up at my door, 
for, if it does, my rhymer’s cramp 
will get the final cure. 
 
When English words, at last, crawl from the swamp, 
and join the Finns in orthographic bliss, 
I’ll leap about and clap and stomp. 
Till then my verse, at best, is hit-and-miss. 
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