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Epigraph







The map of spring must be forever redrawn.


AIMÉ CÉSAIRE     


























Notes





Weeds and Wild Flowers, which grew out of a number of conversations with Jessica Greenman, is not an illustrated book. It is two separate books, a book of etchings and a book of poems, shuffled together. What connects them both is their contention that flowers are recognisably ourselves elsewhere; but whereas the etchings express that thought dynamically in the postures of the pictures, the poems make fun of it, using the names of flowers to summon up the flora of the psyche. My hope is that the experience of reading and looking at the book will be a slightly unsettling pleasure, like walking through a garden at night, when the plants come right up to the edges of their names and then beyond them. It is not, for that reason, a reliable guide to wild flowers, though it may be a reliable record of someone’s wild or wayside selves.


ALICE OSWALD 


 







 







 





It’s difficult to say whether my response to flowers or the process of etching itself is the more profound. Etching requires immersion in acid, called ‘biting’, to produce a plate from which the prints are taken and the original drawing is reversed; the negative becomes positive. The flowers themselves act on my mind in a way that reminds me of being similarly submerged; they bite into me. There is always a terrible worry about foul biting, which is when you have failed to de-grease the plate properly and the acid crawls under the bitumen surface which has been smoked in flame, and eats it away. A whole plate can be destroyed, and that happened in fact with a pansy print that cannot be featured here. The etching I do involves engulfment in a powerful external force (nature, acid) for a long time: I can stare at a flower for weeks, and the ferric chloride takes many hours to work on the metal. What then emerges is a very precisely corroded line that contains everything I’ve been looking at; the culmination of what has been absorbed. The mirror-image aspect has some relevance to my relationship with Alice and her poems; varied but exact.


JESSICA GREENMAN
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Stinking Goose-foot









Stinking Goose-foot has grown human.


It could happen to anyone.







Has no bath.


Keeps his socks in a bag


that he hangs on a nail by the door.







And his wife in the earth.







In the wet season, in the wasteground,


poking around with a spade, you’ll see him


put slugs in a bag.


Which he pops in his mouth.







Or at puddles he stands


soaping his hands, but his breath


smells lonesome


his toes are decayed underneath.







He loves sitting up late,


eating sweet biscuits,


unbinding a bandaged foot


which scrunches and itches.







And the little mealy lines of his veins


show what a trouble it’s been


to be quite this strange. 







How it stretches his neck


to peer here and there as he goes


slowly along the back lanes


when apparently he’s got webbed toes.







All he knows is his hands,


when he creeps and leans on his cane,


seem as old as the lanes


but as strong as good twine
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