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Many readers will be familiar with Andrew Wright’s work as a storyteller.  He was a pioneer in putting story-telling on the map for ELT teachers.  And his books are still widely used.
But what they may not have realised is that Andrew is a poet as well as a story-teller.  In his new book, Story Poems, he offers 20 compelling poems, all based on incidents and reflections from his life. 
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The themes vary from childhood memories, travel incidents, war and the suffering it brings, personal loss, the delight at being alive - and the grief for the loss of old friends (his poem They Came for Him in memory of David Hill is heart-wrenching).  He has managed to pack a lot into these 20 poems.  
And the language, though simple, is profound and the images are striking.  As an example, in his poem to Sappho, the Greek poet in the 7th century BC, he links himself to her:
Do we hold the same long skipping rope
at each end?
Do we turn it
see and share
the jumping of moments
which matter?
The book is in large format and beautifully illustrated with his own colour photographs.  So a visual as well as a verbal treasure.
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Goodbye!

She packed her bag,

the work of moments.

Outside the window,
the branches of a cherry tree,
brightly podded with pink blossoms,

waved.

The door closed.
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Waiting to tell my story

1101d stories inthe vilges.
Television came and I was dropped,
wet withtears, on a market stal,
Then, bought by you.

Now, strung by the top of my head,
waiting 1o tell my stories, agai.
Watting in your room.

Walting, year after year,

amongst a thousand other stories

Your unicycle, for example,
hangs over there, behind me.
1t00k you down hilsides,
bumped you from stone to stone,
across shallow rivers.

D0 you remember
the stores you told
about your unicycle?

“Thousands of years ago.”
You began.

“Men and women

became discontent

with the limited power

of ther locomotary organ.

They looked with envy

upon the speed offour footed animals
and upon the denizens of sea and sky.”

Nice!
But what about us?
Hanging unnoticed,
sillas a magnetised pin,
silent s a footless corrdor,
going nowhere.

Hanging unnoticed.

Pullthe strings
and 1 wil speak again
and be.





