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          The Water Clock
        

               
          for J.
        

            

            
               
                  I will construct for you

                  Out of the words I think

                  Will work best this clock

               

               
                  Whose running depends upon

                  A steady flow we shall call

                  The imagination at work.

               

               
                  You need not be alarmed.

                  You will not be consumed

                  In a whirlpool of speech.

               

               
                  This clock is scheduled

                  By the simplest means,

                  A hole sized just so,

               

               
                  No bigger no smaller

                  Than that which the ink

                  Of this pen runs through.

               

               
                  Only what truly matters

                  Will be given clearance,

                  And this you may compose

               

               
                  Into whatever shapes

                  Will bring you nearer

                  To what you wish reached.

               

               
                  Do not think this comes

                  Without you pledging faith.

                  You must be prepared.

               

               
          
        

               
                  A level must be reached

                  Before the fulcrum slips,

                  And the hour is chimed

               

               
                  In so clear a pitch

                  You will think such sounds

                  Are made in heaven.

               

               
                  There is no beguiling

                  This level, not even

                  With mimicry of form.

               

               
                  You may pretend noon

                  But a shadow spreads

                  From where you stand.

               

               
                  And besides, be warned,

                  The horsemen will know

                  And will stay unmoved.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Night Patrol

            

            
               
                  What is there on a deep night in August

                  That conspires to lay a simple trap

                  Of moonlight, an empty road, a forest?

                  Why must a soldier guard his moving thought

                  Against conceit or against emptying

                  Into the imagined a last bullet?

               

               
                  The heavy insects knock against the wood

                  Of his gun as though in the instrument

                  Of death there is always a hidden light.

                  Behind a thicket the nocturnal beast

                  Drinks from its own shadowy reflection,

                  Its nostrils quivering at the coolness.

               

               
                  At each step he takes the soldier creates

                  A pocket of sound, a barren crater

                  Into which dust, pebble and stone spill back

                  As if to say, Who makes the silences?

                  Who is architect to these silences,

                  To all silence, if not a silent god?

               

               
                  The beast lifts its shadow from the water.

                  Listens. A ripple spreads along its flank

                  And through the fabric of all that listens.

                  The smooth leaf parts company with the branch,

                  And the owl blinks. The bearer of the gun

                  Absorbs through his body a disturbed earth.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          The Return
        

            

            
               
                  Shopkeepers and jewellers

                  Stand in the doorways,

                  Their eyes full of whispers,

                  Their hands full of light.

               

               
                  I sustain such weight

                  Earth will not sustain.

                  The ground falls away

                  At each step I take,

               

               
                  As though to begin with

                  My feet had sight,

                  My feet were winged

                  But are now made blind.

               

               
                  Women in bright colours

                  Carry baskets of fruit.

                  I smell their ripeness,

                  The mingling of odours.

               

               
                  A bracelet slips down

                  The length of a raised arm.

                  I surrender to a city

                  Buried beneath a city

               

               
                  Where the morning bathes

                  The room in clean light –

                  The immaculate chisel,

                  The clairvoyant brush.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Woman Running
        

            

            
               
                  Where is the woman running to,

                  And who do you suppose she thinks pursues her?

                  The branches of the trees scratch her pretty face

                  And she can barely see as she stumbles

                  Over, across the broken world.

               

               
                  She has by mistake slipped into time

                  Where she is made love to without love.

                  A chill wind shrinks her heart to a pebble’s size.

                  She is told that she must be always brave,

                  Always a companion to stone.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Dead Lovers
        

               
          … Maestro, chi son quelle

Genti, che l’aura nera si gastiga?
        

            

            
               
                  The stones hold the ringing

                             Of our steps clipped with steel

                  And the leaves our whispers:

                             They seek our blossoming.

               

               
                  But earth turns with coldness

                             Against husbanding sun.

                  Snow caps the bitter fruit

                             We grow to nothingness.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Caligula’s Death
        

            

            
               
                  They who need a clock

                  To tell seasons apart,

                  Who cannot plant a seed

                  And withhold all passion,

               

               
                  Who gather at noon

                  To slaughter a word,

                  Who wear a stiff collar

                  While poisoning a river –

               

               
                  Through them I journey

                  As I would a valley.

                  I have no argument.

                  I bear no enmity.

               

               
                  I slay only the loved.

                  Their tears are my own,

                  And their blood remains

                  On my hands forever.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Coast

            

            
               1

               
                  We moved among delicate instruments,

                  Taking for a theme the sovereign light,

                  The scrimshaw, the parliament of water.

                  We then sought a division between things.

               

               
                  Once divided, truth divides forever.

               

               
                  We abandoned the angelic forms, smashed

                  Against the wood our heavenly quadrant,

                  Struck aimlessly from island to island.

               

               2

               
                  We embraced without shame what was simple.

                  We wept to see the wild geese heading home,

                  The small blue flowers we could never name,

                  The women so ripe in their summer clothes.

               

               
                  The compass we held true is stopped inside.

               

               
                  We worship as pure the broken circle.

                  A blind foghorn sounds our way toward shore,

                  The old bleached houses dispossessed of love.

               

               3

               
                  A band marching in circles slays a tune.

                  A megaphone blares garlands of welcome.

                  What should we return to, and what survives

                  Of love? And who are the boys skipping stones?

               

               
                  The shallow waters keep our image moored.

               

               
                  We were proud scavengers once, and we come

                  As ghosts here, savages brandishing grace,

                  With nothing to give but this our silence.

               

               4

               
                  Speak kindly of those we have abandoned,

                  The innocent who in their madness strayed,

                  Who mistook for seraphim a bright lamp

                  Beneath the waters camouflaging death.

               

               
                  Such tenderness the depths would not abide.

               

               
                  There was nothing could be done to save them.

                  We trembled as the gulls swallowed their cries,

                  And as the distance took what else remained.

               

               5

               
                  Who shall carry them across the harbour,

                  These stranger particles that seek congress?

                  We say words alone keep our nature whole

                  Against the hard weathering of fractions.

               

               
                  So what now siphons our breath from inside?

               

               
                  There is no way home, and the petty schemes

                  Are brushed aside, and the horoscopes too,

                  The mock images, the lights on the shore.

               

               6

               
                  As with fish entering the broken hulls

                  Or the blind eel tunnelling through the weed,

                  So shall we make darkness our corridor.

                  We will by dead reckoning tempt fortune.

               

               
                  Go, catch the slightest air should any come.

               

               
                  It is better so than light which is false,

                  Better the rougher shape, the ruined voice.

                  Ask nothing more, as more would madden us.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Heat and Light

            

            
               1

               
                  Things appear, glow, suddenly vanish.

               

               
                  A tree, for instance, can be so intense

                  It appears surrounded with dark light,

                  And just as the mind is trained to it

                  The prospect of certainty is yanked away,

               

               
                  A cut sapling gripped in the hand

                  And swung through air.

               

               2

               
                  The distant explosions of a star –

                  The boy and his magnifying glass

                  Could set this whole scene ablaze.

               

               
                  The trees drop their leaves prematurely.

               

               
                  The path each leaf follows in motionless air

                  Is skilled by shape and weight,

                  In this stillness is itself wind.











OEBPS/9781784107000_cover_epub.jpg





OEBPS/iii_01_02_online.png





