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Ommerike was the name given to the American mainland by Norseman of the North Atlantic around the beginning of the eleventh century. In May 1972, Shamdeo, a boy aged about four, was discovered in the forest of Musafirkhana—he had been raised by wolves. The English writer Mary Ann Lamb stabbed her mother to death during a mental breakdown in 1976. In 2013 Hans Lipschis, at the age of 93, was arrested for being complicit in the mass murder of Jews at Auschwitz. Crag Jack was Ted Hughes’s grandfather.
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When you come right down to it, all you have is yourself. Yourself is a sun with a thousand fires in your belly. The rest is nothing.


—Picasso       



























Ommerike









We’re told how a flight of grackles and cowbirds


dropped out of the sky in Baton Rouge, thudded


everywhere on the ground, blossomed into gardenias:







the like of light on all that wan and numinous yellow


had never been seen before. A rainbow jetted up


against a pitch black sky. In a single short stretch







of the entire Arkansas river, a million drum fish


flapped ashore. We are not dead, said the fish, we merely


change state, and some prefer to say that we are dead.







You’re entering, you say, the new nature in which


anything can happen, where fish begin to swim on dry land


and you and I meet and fall, meet and fall…







this could be something we have done before,


each stoop, each step itself, some form of resumption


though the feet are longer, flatter, the feet are longer,







and what we carry, like a greeting, like old pain


kept in a ciborium that holds it as any sealed pot would,


cupped in our hands like a hawkmoth which beats.






























Self-Portrait with Mysterious Figure as Coup de Foudre









Sanctus. I could not tell exactly who or what you were,


were not. I thought you might have been the I, I, I, of the seabird


seeming to ride out the morning’s pale gas, as it seeped, and rose;


or the swathes of light, fretful above the cloud-flown derricks;







or the cloud, see-what-you-will, moving across at such a lick


and seeming to sacrifice itself the minute it was formed


or whatever fugs and currents of the North Atlantic could


reach New York Bay and be lost in its plug-swirl of phosphor;







or the cry vying with truck horn, surge of yell upstaging


the piano scale drifting like time through the open window,


or the motor chug-chugging, the dumped melons trundling


along the wharf as the radio static everywhere seemed to say







that everything was reaching everything—all of these—drawn


into the silence which arches its back and swallows them whole


and mixes them into one, or distils them into the lone figure


standing on the quay, whose hair is blown across her face,







who paces to and fro, and seems to wave but not to wave


and makes the electricity, its charge, its field.






























Self-Portrait with Drag-Field and Dark









There was the dark in you, it hung over your features;


there was the dark I saw and recognised what it was;


there was the dark along the eye-line, the wilt of dark







as if it had branded a mark from inside you blindly


onto your forehead, and settled all along your mouth;


it had settled all along your bottom lip, changed its shape,







as if to inflect your countenance however brightly


your hair flashed and you shone. The dark charged


to barter with the dark in me, you belonged to someone else;







you belonged to someone else, and so did I.


We were caught, it seemed, in the star’s drag-field


which meant the room very slowly started to rotate.







What began was begun at the dun, customary table


where all things must begin. The id seemed to hug


to the dark that could not be shaken from the head, and dragged







you from your costly peace. Nose to tail, the dark


lay docile at our feet, where we sat and granted one another


the cheekbone of our best profile, lit from the same side.






























Self-Portrait with Survivors as Nineteen Selves









But you bring me this wandering-from-the-wilderness


of fractured selves. If it’s forty days it’s been out there


it could be forty years. It could be the survivors







of the crash, the wreckage left ticking in the heat.


Behind, the dust a ghost skittering up. Look how


the selves idle apart, their clothing torn and stained;







there are eighteen, no, nineteen idling apart this way;


Genefer—with specs half broken, shirt torn at shoulder;


Jenifry—whose brain for all its worth sniffs future wafts







of heat—Jenniver—so bellicose, her knuckles raw;


the fourteen others sift from Jenůfa to Ginevra while they


shade a different mood beneath a greenish baseball-peak;







Ginoveva—mildest of all selves, swivels hers around;


she seems uncertain if to stop, or stroll. Or sit.


And this one bringing up the rear—Gwenhwyfar—who took







what all the others could not, and humps the bags;


whose little face is crowned with long, invisible thorns


pressed deep, pressed deep. Who bleeds from her palms.
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