
   [image: cover]


   
      
         [image: alt]

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            Season Songs

            TED HUGHES

         

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            To Carol

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         

            Spring 

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               A March Calf

            

            
               
                  Right from the start he is dressed in his best – his blacks and his whites.

                  Little Fauntleroy – quiffed and glossy,

                  A Sunday suit, a wedding natty get-up,

                  Standing in dunged straw

               

               
                  Under cobwebby beams, near the mud wall,

                  Half of him legs,

                  Shining-eyed, requiring nothing more

                  But that mother’s milk come back often.

               

               
                  Everything else is in order, just as it is.

                  Let the summer skies hold off, for the moment.

                  This is just as he wants it.

                  A little at a time, of each new thing, is best.

               

               
                  Too much and too sudden is too frightening –

                  When I block the light, a bulk from space,

                  To let him in to his mother for a suck,

                  He bolts a yard or two, then freezes,

               

               
                  Staring from every hair in all directions,

                  Ready for the worst, shut up in his hopeful religion,

                  A little syllogism

                  With a wet blue-reddish muzzle, for God’s thumb.

               

               
                  You see all his hopes bustling

                  As he reaches between the worn rails towards

                  The topheavy oven of his mother.

                  He trembles to grow, stretching his curl-tip tongue – 

               

               
                  What did cattle ever find here

                  To make this dear little fellow

                  So eager to prepare himself?

                  He is already in the race, and quivering to win –

               

               
                  His new purpled eyeball swivel-jerks

                  In the elbowing push of his plans.

                  Hungry people are getting hungrier,

                  Butchers developing expertise and markets,

               

               
                  But he just wobbles his tail – and glistens

                  Within his dapper profile

                  Unaware of how his whole lineage

                  Has been tied up.

               

               
                  He shivers for feel of the world licking his side.

                  He is like an ember – one glow

                  Of lighting himself up

                  With the fuel of himself, breathing and brightening.

               

               
                  Soon he’ll plunge out, to scatter his seething joy,

                  To be present at the grass,

                  To be free on the surface of such a wideness,

                  To find himself himself. To stand. To moo.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The River in March

            

            
               
                  Now the river is rich, but her voice is low.

                  It is her Mighty Majesty the sea

                  Travelling among the villages incognito.

               

               
                  Now the river is poor. No song, just a thin mad whisper.

                  The winter floods have ruined her.

                  She squats between draggled banks, fingering her rags and rubbish.

               

               
                  And now the river is rich. A deep choir.

                  It is the lofty clouds, that work in heaven,

                  Going on their holiday to the sea.

               

               
                  The river is poor again. All her bones are showing.

                  Through a dry wig of bleached flotsam she peers up ashamed

                  From her slum of sticks.

               

               
                  Now the river is rich, collecting shawls and minerals.

                  Rain brought fatness, but she takes ninety-nine percent

                  Leaving the fields just one percent to survive on.

               

               
                  And now she is poor. Now she is East wind sick.

                  She huddles in holes and corners. The brassy sun gives her a headache.

                  She has lost all her fish. And she shivers. 

               

               
                  But now once more she is rich. She is viewing her lands.

                  A hoard of king-cups spills from her folds, it blazes, it cannot be hidden.

                  A salmon, a sow of solid silver,

               

               
                  Bulges to glimpse it.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               March Morning Unlike Others

            

            
               
                  Blue haze. Bees hanging in air at the hive-mouth.

                  Crawling in prone stupor of sun

                  On the hive-lip. Snowdrops. Two buzzards,

                  Still-wings, each

                  Magnetised to the other,

                  Float orbits.

                  Cattle standing warm. Lit, happy stillness.

                  A raven, under the hill,

                  Coughing among bare oaks.

                  Aircraft, elated, splitting blue.

                  Leisure to stand. The knee-deep mud at the trough

                  Stiffening. Lambs freed to be foolish.

               

               
                  The earth invalid, dropsied, bruised, wheeled

                  Out into the sun,

                  After the frightful operation.

                  She lies back, wounds undressed to the sun,

                  To be healed,

                  Sheltered from the sneapy chill creeping North wind,

                  Leans back, eyes closed, exhausted, smiling

                  Into the sun. Perhaps dozing a little.

                  While we sit, and smile, and wait, and know

                  She is not going to die.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               He Gets Up in Dark Dawn

            

            
               
                  To misted stillness.

                  First thrush splutters and chips at the thick light.

                  Suddenly the room leaps, blue-lit. Was it lightning?

                  Then the crumplings and the bamboo splittings

                  In echoey heaven-corridors, of close thunder.

               

               
                  He listens for the rain and it starts.

                  Taptap on the roof. The birds too,

                  Gurgling and exercising their highest and their lowest

                  And all the twisting stairs from one to the other,

                  Singing in dark holds of young leaves and unopened blossoms,

                  Not knowing who lives in the house, or who has lived,

                  Or what year this is, or what century this is.

               

               
                  Through thick vapour swaddle

                  Violet lightning shakes its shutters

                  And thunder trundles its drums from the highest attic

                  Of heaven to the lowest, furthest basement.

                  He stands in the open door and cannot go fishing.

               

               
                  He sits hearing his kettle. Lightning again

                  Tosses the kitchen, the birds bustle their voices

                  Squibby-damp, echoless, but not daunted

                  Out in the nodding, dripping, flickering, blue garden.

                  The thunder splits and lets its domes collapse.

                  Ginger, his cat, tenses and rises listening

                  To the step by step approach of the thunder 

               

               
                  As if ghosts were creaking all over the house.

                  His head sleeks very slender, with ears

                  That want both to prick listening and to flatten.

                  Thunder unloads its last stamping arrival

                  As the lights jump in and out – the sky is falling –

                  He flattens –

               

               
                  His master explains with quiet, meaningless words.
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