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On the Keys of the Typewriter called EMPIRE

A Poem of Thanks to Dr Brendan Fleming,
declaimed after his lecture on Margaret Gough
at a Lunch for the Matinée-Soirée Society
in Jack Straw’s Lane, Oxford

Nigel Frith

She typed the words of Moore and Yeats
In the Street of Ebury,

And all unknown she beat the keys

For the lions literary,

Margaret Gough, who took on Frith,
But kept obscurity.

Now Brendan dug with a scholar’s spade

In the past where the keys prevail,

And brought Meg Gough my grandmother,
Back from beyond the pal

He found on EMPIRE's keys she’d typed
Her own Ebury Tale.

He found in print she’d won her place
Among the minstrelsy,

Which urged me to respect her words
When unexpectedly

She said, “You’ll be a writer then,”
And gave the keys to me.



