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‘A brilliantly witty and fanciful book.’ – Sunday Times

‘These purposely slight, but fine and affecting poems can 
stand many re-readings . . . Katerina Brac is an unlikely, 
clever and, I think, heartfelt set of poems.’
– Michael Hofmann, Poetry Review

expanded universes

‘The poems are at once quietly canny in their verbal 
simplicity, and wildly ambitious in their reach . . . Reid 
has an uncanny ability in this book to restore our interest 
in the Big Questions – what Frost called “the larger 
excruciations” – without being grand or earnest. It is as if 
Reid had invented a new kind of joke. Expanded Universes 
is, in its own words, “a modulation almost visionary”.’
– Adam Phillips, Observer

a scattering

‘A lucid, cogent panorama of grief and loss . . . There’s no 
self-pity, no beating upwards to God’s throne here, just a 
kind of secular prayer of thanks, albeit one that perfoms 
the miracle of bringing the dead back to life . . . As an act 
of devotion, A Scattering perhaps proves the almost-truth 
of Larkin’s almost instinct at the end of “An Arundel 
Tomb”, that what will survive of us is love. How fitting, 
then, that this beautiful book should begin and end in 
benediction; it is surely no accident that the opening and 
closing words are “blessing” and “blessed”.’
– Adam Newey, Guardian
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He leaves a message, a yellow sticky, 
on the dead black 
of his computer screen: 
gone to lunch. i may be some time.

His colleagues won’t be seeing him 
for the rest of the afternoon. 
Rare joy of truancy, of bold escape 
from the trap of work!

That heap of typescript can be left to dwell 
on its thousand offences
against grammar and good sense;
his trusty blue pen 
can snooze with its cap on;
nobody will notice.

He shuts the door on the sleeping dog 
of his own departure, 
hurries not too fast along the corridor, 
taps the lift button, and waits.

To meet even one person 
at this delicate juncture 
would sully the whole enterprise. 
But he’s in luck: 
the lift yawns emptily, 
he steps in, is enclosed
and carried downwards 
to sunlight and London’s
approximation of fresh air. 

With one bound he is free!
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At fifty, he favours a younger man’s 
impatient pace,
skipping round dawdling 
or stupidly halted pedestrians,
doing dares with taxis and trucks.

You’re not properly living in London,
if you don’t use the dodges, the short cuts.

Yet it’s twenty minutes’ walk 
from work to this lunchtime date 
with an old flame.
Gaggles of tourists straggle
more provocatively than ever;
the approach to Bedford Square is blocked:
orange plastic barriers –
our century’s major contribution
to the junk art of street furniture!

Never mind, he’s making good time –
note the active verb –
and he expects she’ll be late.
So he allows himself to feel
pleasure in his own fleetness,
in not being carried but riding
the currents and eddies
of the human torrent.

And occasionally stopping 
to let another pass,
unthanked politeness being
the ultimate gesture 
of the metropolitan dandy.

It’s a district of literary ghosts 
that walk in broad daylight.

Keep your imagination peeled and see
Virginia Woolf 
loping off to the library
with a trug full of books.
At every twentieth step, 
she takes a sharp drag at a cigarette 
and pulls a tormented face
as if she had never tasted anything
so disgusting.

And there goes T. S. Eliot,
bound for his first martini of the day. 
With his gig-lamps and his immaculate sheen, 
he eases past you like a limousine:
a powerful American model.

Bloomsbury and its blue plaques. 
The squares and stucco terraces, 
where the little industrious publishers 
still like to hide their offices.

Leafy, literary land,
that by some dispensation 
has been left to stand
amid the road drills and high, swivelling cranes.
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Lunch being a game with few rules,
and those unwritten,
it’s important to him that the field of play
remain the same 
as he fondly remembers it.

Zanzotti’s: unreformed Soho Italian.
Chianti-in-a-basket. 
Breadsticks you snap 
with a sneeze of dust. 
Red gingham cloths overlaid 
on the diagonal
with plain green paper ones. 
Finger smears at the neck
of the water carafe.
And Massimo himself 
touring the tables
with his fake bonhomie.

But Soho itself has changed, 
the speciality food shops 
pushed out of business,
tarts chased off the streets,
and a new kind of trashiness
moving in:
cultureless, fly-by-night.

He stops for a scrawny lad 
wheeling a big, unsteady, 
rust-patched, festering bin
to park at the roadside,
and wonders what he will find.

The restaurant 
is an old haunt, 
though he hasn’t been there for years;
not since the publishing trade,
once the province
of swashbucklers and buccaneers,
was waylaid by suits and calculators,
and a strict afternoon 
curfew imposed.

Farewell to long lunches 
and other boozy pursuits!
Hail to the new age 
of the desk potato,
strict hours of imprisonment  
and eyesight tortured
by an impassive electronic screen!

Sometimes, though, a man needs
to go out on the rampage,
throw conscientious time-keeping 
to the winds,
help kill a few bottles –
and bugger the consequences.
If not a right, exactly, 
it’s a rite,
and therefore approved in the sight
of some notional higher authority.


