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I will place this paper in your hand


against the times you are alone:





my white one, my whitest one,


my pale, white stone.
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Love Poem









There is no question


of choice, but it takes


a long time.







Love’s vacancies, the eye


& cavity, track


back to embraces







where the spine bends


& quietens


like smoke in the earth.







Your tongue, touching on song,


darkens all songs. Your touch


is almost a signature.






























Poem









When we touch,


forests enter our bodies.







The dark wind shakes the branch.


The dark branch shakes the wind.






























The Elaboration









There was a way out of here:


it went off in the night


licking its lips.







The door flaps like a great wing:


I make fists at the air


and long to weaken.







Ah, to visit you


is the plain thing,


and I shall not come to it.






























The Spell









Each time I sneeze


the devil steps by me.


He pours the hours


into my wrists, minute


by minute.







That dream; in which I inhabit


my father’s shoulder, a stale


whisky smell.







My friends send over their


daughters for safe-keeping. Such


commonplace girls,


all in aprons.







They smile


nevertheless, they manage it.


One is a bird, one a broken stone.






























The Prayer









1


What do you take


away with you?







Here is the rain,


a second-hand miracle,


collapsing out of Heaven.







It is the language of


earth, lacking an audience,


but blessing the air.







What light it brings


with it, how far


it is.







*







I stayed a minute


& the garden


was full of voices.







2


I am tired again


while you are crossing







the river, on a bridge


six inches under water.







Small trees grow out of


the planks & shade the water.







Likewise, you are full of


good intentions


& shade the trees with your body. 







3


Lord, Lord


in my favourite religion


You would have to be


a succession of dreams.







In each of them


I’d fall asleep,







scarred like a


rainbow, no doubt,


kissing the visible bone.






























The Voyage









1


All night water laps


the hedges. I hold you in the middle


of the air.







2


Don’t sleep


all night. It is pitch







black, but since


there is a vista, let







your throat be


the lantern.







3


Since there is


a window, let us







open it.







4


Let us dress


for a voyage. Let me







go out, with


your voice, to call for you.






























Pavilion









The house was in the mountains,


perched on the moon’s wrist.


We sung, we sang.


I have forgot it.







All day you drew ladies dancing on clouds,


one falling into the open mouth of a book.


It was in the mountains


and I prayed for the swan.


I forget it.







The red pavilion, the red pavilion.


A tree climbed back in its leaves.


Love, good morning,


your body was all freckles.






























The Incision









Snow in the brain, under the skin.


Under the covers, bark and a few branches.


Locomotive nature is coming to find us,


waving its amenable flags. Not that


we are not also going out to find


it, but it is hardly necessary:







we always hated to be successful.


This must be a new episode in our lives,


side by side, with a certainty of capture,


while the leaves sink


into our shoulders like language,


words we are rumoured to live in.







And I don’t know you, yawn in the heart,


even when you respect my wishes,


turning back into the steps


of nothing I ever wanted:


there, the lake choked with feathers,


there, the deep wings folded over.






























The Poetry Reading









The green fields. The green fields.


How beautiful they are.


How beautiful they are.







This next poem is about the green fields


Which are to be found in England.


They contain certain small animals


Which have chosen to make their life there.







The public has constant access to them.


Not to the animals, as you might


Understandably think, but to the green fields


In which they have chosen to make their homes.






























Ornaments









Water: you surface by multiplying.


Then the telephone calls start:


one very beautiful backstage actress,


two comparatively straightforward deliveries,


three blind mice.


Condemned or precocious, do you


really look that bad?







And because we are always


at the beach, going into the water,


I come home and stare at your ornaments:


it’s dark and disgraceful


but it makes good sense, especially since


we had the new telephone installed,


the one I hear you hang up on.







I am hung up on you


if you will pardon the expression.


You submerge me like belief, like


tidal waves, and even the home is under.


‘I hardly ever see you these days.


We never talk.’ My excuse,


your excuse; late afternoon, the plans.






























Last Sonnet









There is this photograph of you dancing


which keeps on arriving in the post.


Every morning I send out the dogs,


but they come back whimpering, broken-


boned: i.e.







the mails always get through.


Anne is laughing.


She turned into a tree.


Jane went to Europe,


a death to rocks and flowers.


Carol has had all her hair cut off.







What do you want, waving and


waving, your hands flung


right out of the picture?






























Summer









1


It is so white.







It divides under the snow.


It wakes alone, a sensational pleasure.







2


Supposing this page is a paddock


under snow, or rather supposing


this page is snow







blanketing the paddock


then these lines







must be tracks in the whiteness


left by animals late at night.







Or fences, or trees


just risking the surface.







3


Possibly the bodies of lovers are also present,


though almost invisible to the naked eye.







4


See?







And occasionally, one supposes,


some marriage may be celebrated. 







5


Or, this word may be a boulder,


or this, or this







or this, which is a stone,


on which the poet sits, somewhat alone,


saying, ‘Hell, another masterpiece.’






























It Is Nearly Summer









A rubber duck is paddling up the sky.


The world is a constant amazement,


always on the move.


It is nearly summer. It is nearly autumn.






























On Originality









Poets, I want to follow them all,


out of the forest into the city


or out of the city into the forest.







The first one I throttle.


I remove his dagger


and tape it to my ankle in a shop doorway.


Then I step into the street


picking my nails.







I have a drink with a man


who loves young women.


Each line is a fresh corpse.







There is a girl with whom we make friends.


As he bends over her body


to remove the clothing


I slip the blade between his ribs.







Humming a melody, I take his gun.


I knot his scarf carelessly at my neck, and







I trail the next one into the country.


On the bank of a river I drill


a clean hole in his forehead.







Moved by poetry


I put his wallet in a plain envelope


and mail it to the widow.







I pocket his gun.


This is progress.


For instance, it is nearly dawn. 







Now I slide a gun into the gun


and go out looking.







It is a difficult world.


Each word is another bruise.







This is my nest of weapons.


This is my lyrical foliage.






























The Proposition









the week it


snowed, the day the


footpaths didn’t matter,


I wanted to get







a number of things


straight, but didn’t:


and the next day, when


people were out







again, driving, you said


let’s take ourselves


off, into the country,


to a cave, or that







kind of expedition: I bent,


tentative, over the


table, and cracked my


knuckles: would you







care to be more


precise about whatever


it is you are


saying, I said






























The Cinema









The Americans make many spectacular movies:


the surroundings of the town are beautiful,


the lake is enclosed by trees.







The other night we went


to a realistic, pitiless film. The spectators


cried, ‘Encore!’ Afterwards, we felt


we had risked everything.







Early in the morning, we weighed anchor.


We were on board a Russian steamer,


trying to find our sea-legs.







On shore there were many hardened criminals.


Many fields were under water,


many faces lit by summer lightning.






























The Song









My body as an act of derision,


eating up the answers to life.


There is the bird-song, now,


elbowing through berries while


the hairs in my nose catch


at the little bits of existence.







And I know you go on living


because you need to be cared for.


I embrace you, I kiss you,


trusting in an ordered development,


watching the small explosions


under your wrists.







Oh we survive merely by good fortune,


by random appetite: going


outside to lie on our stomachs


as if we meant to swim in the earth,


floating near the dazed horizon,


giving this music into the light.






























How to Take Off Your Clothes at the Picnic









It is hardly sensuous, but having


eaten all the cold meat and tomatoes


you forget to remove your trousers







and instead skip stones across the river


with some other man’s wife


until, finally, the movement







of a small wind, no larger


than the reach of a finger


& thumb, makes it
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