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Steering north-eastward from the Crozetts, we fell in with vast meadows of brit, the minute, yellow substance, upon which the Right Whale largely feeds. For leagues and leagues it undulated round us, so that we seemed to be sailing through boundless fields of ripe and golden wheat.


On the second day, numbers of Right Whales were seen, who, secure from the attack of a Sperm Whaler like the Pequod, with open jaws sluggishly swam through the brit, which, adhering to the fringing fibres of that wondrous Venetian blind in their mouths, was in that manner separated from the water that escaped at the lip.


As morning mowers, who side by side slowly and seethingly advance their scythes through the long wet grass of marshy meads; even so these monsters swam, making a strange, grassy, cutting sound; and leaving behind them endless swaths of blue upon the yellow sea.


 


HERMAN MELVILLE, Moby Dick 





















Klee/Clover









Nightwatch after nightwatch


Paul Klee endured


‘horribly boring guard duty’


at the gasoline cellar


and every morning


outside the Zeppelin hangar


there was drill then a speech


tacked with junk formulas


he varnished wings


and stencilled numbers


next to gothic insignia


a private first-class


with a lippy dislike


of their royal majesties


and Flying School 5 (Bavaria)







he wrote home to Lily


it’s nice this spring weather


and now we’ve laid out a garden


between the second and third runways


the airfield’s becoming


more and more beautiful










each time a plane crashed


– and that happened quite often


he cut squares of canvas


from the wings and fuselage


he never said why


but every smashed biplane


looked daft or ridiculous


halfjoky and untrue


– maybe the pilots annoyed him?


those unlovely aristos


who never knew they were flying


primed blank canvases


into his beautiful airfield






























History of the Tin Tent









During the first push on the Somme


a temporary captain


in the Royal Engineers


– Peter Nissen a Canadian


designed an experimental


steel tent


that could be erected


from stacked materials


by an NCO and eight men


in 110 minutes





 




so the Nissen hut is the descendant


and enriched relation


of the Elephant and other


similar steel structures


that were adopted then adapted


for trench warfare







sheets of corrugated iron


beaverjoints purlins joists


wire nails and matchboard lining


were packed into kits


so complete societies


could be knocked and bent


into sudden being


by a squad of soldiers with a truck


a few tools


and a pair of ladders







barracks hospital


mess hall and hangar


– chapel shooting-range petrol dump &c


they were all bowed into shape


from rippling thundery


hundredweight acres


of sheet metal


Europe became a desert


so these tents could happen


though they now seem banal


like the word forever





 




all over England


on farmland and airfields


these halfsubmerged sheds


have a throwaway permanence


a never newpainted


sense of duration


that exists anywhere


and belongs nowhere


– ribbed basic


set fast in pocked concrete


they’re almost like texts


no one wants to read


– texts prefabs caves


a whole aesthetic in reverse






























Linda Nicklin









Even as we sat together


in the very first class


I knew she came from a place


– meaning a warp of culture


some ideal actual space


I’d never actually been near


at least not on this side


of the Irish Sea







and so without desire


with a frugal disinterest


I began to draw a picture


– touching and naïf


of a market town in Lincolnshire


that she didn’t want to leave


the draper’s shop


where she bought those skirts


that geranium frock


the jackets like school blazers


– two pubs a chapel


a skewed spire


and some brick houses


in each interior


the alum verities of dissent


– starchcoloured wallpaper


a view of Mablethorpe


maybe the Authorized Version


– it was dull


it was a bore


no crack


no folklore


and all the while the enormous


flat wheatfields went on


and on … I imagined more


and then I didn’t


for at 18 you don’t want


that awful middle-England stasis


– the Saxon handpainted names


on each glazed shopfront


the hardware the bakery


those unbearable empty


shimmering crazed landscapes


where every road says simply


there’s no escape


stay decent stay here


– but she’d caught a bus fifty miles


into the next county


and now I’m unpicking a guilt


about working her name


into a thin realist


irrecoverable timespot


a sort of lifesculpture


– with her definite chin


her short dark hair


that almost parched skin


she could have been


a kind of weekly cousin


whose name rang true


like the milled rim on a coin


as it hit-hits the counter






























The New Year









Because it’s next door


to Blenheim Palace


– that hollow stagey


sandstone hatbox


this screened mansion


ought to be called Malplaquet


and the next one down


Ramillies


– a doucer name than either


but so what?


I don’t care


about the War of the Spanish Succession


these estates


or their loyalty to the crown


and the latest drugrelated


offence by a member


of the Marlborough family


leaves me cold


– but as I walk with friends


past enfiladed trees


here in the tame Cotswolds


it’s not the office plot we’re seeding


that makes me anxious


– not the way the pheasants cronk


in this chill demesne


its tiny Tibetan deer its folly


the fake Roman bridge


– it’s not these I think


that worry me


but my own language


my one language


where each word


strains to utter itself


like a mallety wooden turd


– and just as these trees


are only half a wood


so every sentence


builds itself


on a kind of clearance


builds itself on risk


and an ignorance


of what’s been hacked down


or packed up


– I’ll go back home after a while


like a malefactor


a lost soul who’s stared


into a false battlefield


or that tight terrible hollow


in Gibbon’s prose style
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