CIRCUMSTANCE AND SERENDIPITY






CIRCUMSTANCE AND SERENDIPITY

POEMS BY ART NAHILL



Published 2026
by Two Hemispheres Poetry

ISBN 978-0-473-78077-7 (Paperback)
ISBN 978-0-473-78078-4 (EPub)

© Copyright Art Nahill 2026
All rights reserved.

Except for the purpose of fair reviewing, no part of this publication may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, including photocopying, recording or any information storage

and retrieval system, without prior written permission from the publisher.
Cover design by Maia Szecket

COPYPRESS
Printed by CopyPress, Nelson, New Zealand.

{REALNZBO®©KS}
Distributed by Real NZ Books, Nelson, New Zealand.

WWW.COPYPIESS.C0.nz



CONTENTS

Introduction

Ars Beatitudo

A Writing Life

On Giving Up Poetry

The Last Poem

Oxymorons

To the Guy Who Stood By Watching His Dog Take a Shit on Our Lawn

To the Literature Students at Cambridge Asked to Analyse A Poem Containing
Only Punctuation

To the Poet Laureate of Kansas

Joinery: A Love Poem

What We Say Instead of What We Mean

Ellipsis

Marama

Whakarongo

Mythology

Boyhood

The Self-Made Man
Magpies

Pantomimes

Short Back and Sides
Watching Kung Fu

The Name of the Father

CIRCUMSTANCE AND SERENDIPITY

ix

o O\ A~ W

10
12

14
16
17
19
21
23
25

29
31
33
37
39
41
43
45



Pareidolia
What My Parents Taught Me

Pohutakawa Elegy

Aftermath

Entropy

Canine Creation Myth

Blowfly

Dog Years

Walking the Dog Through Purewa Cemetery

Ode to a Can of Brunswick Sardines

Ledger

Pub Quiz for Difficult Times
Eighty-Nine Seconds to Midnight
Bad Joke

Object Permanence

Send

Revisiting America

The Collective Noun
Afterimage

Ode to the TV Remote

In Other News

CAPTCHA

Sharks on the Ceiling

The Raprure

December

Adaptations

Debt

Sisyphus Weary
Melancholia

When I'm Sixty-Five
The Leaving

\'4!

47
49

53
55
57
60
62
64
66
67

71
73
74
77
79
81
83
85
87
89
91
93
95
97
99

103
105
106
108
109
111

POEMS BY ART NAHILL



Anna Says I Can Only Have One Poem
On Dying Well

At the Kitchen Table

Portmanteau

Sleepless

Death’s Doorstep

All Along

What I Leave Behind

Acknowledgmens

CIRCUMSTANCE AND SERENDIPITY

113
115
117
118
120
122
124
125

127

VIl






INTRODUCTION

It would be anathema for many poets to explain their poems or to provide
any commentary on their origins. Poems, they would argue, should speak for
themselves. But if a poem speaks and no one is listening, is it really speaking at all?

According to the 2025 National Reading Survey conducted by Read NZ, only
32% of adult New Zealanders reported reading any portion of a book of poetry
in the preceding 12 months. While these numbers are happily an increase from
the 2021 survey where 25% reported doing so, they pale in comparison to the
80% who have read a work of fiction.

Part of this wide disparity is down to the way many of us are taught to read
poetry, as though it were some kind of inscrutable secret code that has to be
cracked in order to be enjoyed, with all the urgency and consequence of those
charged with figuring out the German Enigma machine. And many of us are left
feeling stupid as a result. We are born with an innate love of words, rhymes, and
rthythms (think of nursery rhymes and Dr Seuss books) but this love is driven out
of us by feelings of fear and inadequacy.

We don't instil a love for any other art form in quite the same way. We don’t
typically ask those new to that art form to figure out why, for example, a painter
placed a certain brushstroke where she did or what a composer was ‘trying to say’
in a certain musical passage. We usually start with, ‘does this speak to you at all?’
or ‘does this make you feel anything in particular?” Detailed analysis can, and

often does, come much later in the journey.
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While many poets are loathe to provide explanation for their works, in my
experience audiences are hungry for it. They want some connection with the poem
and the habitual urge to ‘break the code’ often gets in the way. Which is why, in
this volume of poems I have tried a new approach: sharing with the reader after
each poem where the poem may have come from or something I may have had
in mind when writing it. I've even started this book with a collection of poems
about poetry itself and about what it’s like for me to write poetry and try to live a
writing life. After that, the book meanders all over the place, a reflection of how
my mind works. Unlike many NZ books of poetry, this one does not coalesce
around a central narrative or theme, but rather, celebrates the many small occasions
for poetry.

Of course, you, the reader, are free to ignore me altogether and read the poems

unblemished by my commentary. In any case, I hope you enjoy them!
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Ars Beatitudo

You start
by leaving out
a bit

of sweetened bread.

Maybe a small saucer

of milk.

And then you wait.
Sleep if you can.

If in the morning
your offering is gone
then

repeat this over

and over

unti it is no longer

afraid.

Eventually
it may let you
touch it.

Ars Beatitudo is a Latin phrase meaning the ‘art of blessedness’. Happiness, like
poetry, is a timid, skittish thing that often shows itself when we are not looking for it.
It is like a faint star best seen when looking slightly away.
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A Writing Life

To truly love a garden

you must sometimes

keep yourself
from weeding

let it spill
beyond its boundaries

To love a thing
you must be willing

to write a poem about it

to write a poem

you must be willing

never to mention

the thing you love

to let it traipse
through empty rooms

leaving
muddy footprints

You must be willing
to live with ghosts

the noisy ones that rattle
dishes late at night

and the quiet ones that
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