On Eric Gill - typophile etc.

A: Gill Sans

160 miles from Bedlam. Tucked

in sham-Gothic God-house. Four families
and a quotient of neurotics. Secluded.

There's stone galore for the taking
waterfalls for naked bathing and all garments
are rough-knitted - the colour of sheep.

He lounges, legs sprawled, nothing
on but a knee-length cassock. Your
affectionate brother in St. Dominic.

B: Golden Cockerel Roman

He shaped our interface with words:
shaved, smoothed curves, pressed fonts.

As Golden Cockerel he puffed and crowed,

kept the coop, with eyes keen and unkempt hair.
While hens were scratching, clucking, plucking
he, with footrule, measured the I (up and down)
how wide the legs of a V should spread
(the O contracting), where the Q is pierced.
And cast all things on the rock that is Christ.

C: Floriated Capitals

He resented the freedom of plants:
they dance their flowers full-frontal

in the hedges; a symphony of lust, poke
stiff and garish from parted petals, dripping
scent, enflamed and shameless.

We adorn our dining tables with
vases of fresh-cut scarlet lips,
rigid male thrusting,

and it doesn't put us off our food.
So why, he asks, are men

to hide their precious decor, tucked
sideways into trousers, dishonoured
and neglected?

D: Perpetua

I read snatches of his diaries.
About his daughters. Perhaps
most chilling is his matter of
factness. The briefness of his
records: Date. The hole he
enters. How long he spends.

