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          Photography
        

            

            
               
                  
            With the time at an hour to lunch,
          

                  
            the restaurant door stands open.
          

                  
            Not taking its welcome for granted,
          

                  
            the sun has stepped in at a diffident
          

                  
            angle – one pace, no further –
          

                  
            and waits to grow slowly less slanted.
          

               

               
                  
            Beyond it, tables are poised.
          

                  
            Laundered and starched, their cloths
          

                  
            give them the calm, reassuring
          

                  
            air of disciplined nurses.
          

                  
            Ranked cutlery, upside-down glasses
          

                  
            and unsoiled side-plates
          

                  
            are serenely composed, enduring.
          

               

               
                  
            All human fuss is backstage,
          

                  
            with the simmering sauces and menus
          

                  
            perhaps even now being written.
          

                  
            What I can see and am smitten
          

                  
            by is a cool, square depth
          

                  
            of shadow and nuance,
          

                  
            fixed for an instant, an age.
            
          

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Arboristics

            

            
               
                  Less limber than a lemur,

                              which enjoys the unfair advantage

                  of an infinitely elastic,

                              imaginary harness

                  as it grope-lopes through the jungle,

                              tugging and twanging branches,

               

               
                  the tree surgeon keeps to one tree

                              at a time, a London plane –

                  from a roadside single file

                              of council-owned London planes,

                  now due for a trim and tidy-up;

                              hence, his swaying and belaying

               

               
                  twenty feet above stopped traffic:

                              just a job; and yet his antics

                  have drawn a circus audience,

                              so daredevilishly he dangles,

                  riproaring with his chainsaw;

                              and we’re both amused and anxious

               

               
                  as we wait below to see

                              the upshot of his lopping:

                  whether some big branch or he

                              will come spectacularly dropping,

                  and our vehicles be free

                              at last to stop their stopping.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Running at the Sea

            

            
               
                  They run at the sea, the sea runs at them,

                  small girl, smaller boy,

                  silhouetted against the setting sun.

               

               
                  They are of the age of jutting bellies

                  and rounded behinds,

                  the rest of them slender, tensile.

               

               
                  When she leans forward to start her run,

                  she’s a hunter,

                  halted, alert, in an African rock painting.

               

               
                  Standing, he’s Etruscan;

                  pointing at distance, in profile,

                  a much-photographed museum Giacometti.

               

               
                  They run at the sea, the sea keeps running at them.

               

               
                  They skip the front rank

                  of minor, expiring waves,

                  crash shin-deep, thigh-deep, into the next,

               

               
                  then either retreat

                  or meet the body-blow of the rollers

                  with a stunned stagger, involuntary spin,

               

               
                  or full, backward collapse.

               

               
                  When the sea withdraws,

                  they leap up and run back to the shore

                  to do it all over again:

               

               
                  the running, the skipping, the crashing and collapsing.

               

               
                  Their voices are too far off to be heard;

                  we hear only the sea

                  running to greet and defeat them

               

               
                  with its eternal turmoil of boom and shush.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Mountains

            

            
               
                  Mountains had crept up

                  under the wing of the plane.

               

               
                  I must have nodded off

                  not to have felt their approach.

               

               
                  Spurning daylight, their darkness

                  was what alerted me.

               

               
                  An encampment of lugubrious

                  giants helmeted in ice!

               

               
                  Our altitude made them crouch

                  but could not diminish their menace.

               

               
                  Sun, commanding from the rear,

                  bestowed superficial glitter.

               

               
                  More, though, it enhanced

                  the sheer drops, chasms, vertigos.

               

               
                  Inhospitable valleys

                  hiding their inhabitants, if any.

               

               
                  Communities of boulders

                  banished to eternal shadow.

               

               
                  Echoes forever waiting to happen;

                  if happening, unheard.

               

               
                  Geology and time

                  at their most savage and slovenly.

               

               
                  Not a region for the tidy

                  or timid mind to dwell on;

               

               
                  nor for a plane to slacken

                  cruising speed over.
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