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               A LAST LOOK

            

            
               
                  You are already leaving, the hills are closed

                  And this the goodbye after the last goodbye,

               

               
                  A last look back at the sprawling riverbed

                  Where what you had looked for stepped clear into view

               

               
                  – There that midday, at pause among the willows,

                  Embodied shade, drawn out of indistinctness

               

               
                  To form and colour, solidly visible,

                  Confirmed by air and water in its daydream.
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               THE COIN CABINET

               
          (five trays)
        

            

            
               
                  1

                  Two calves’ heads face to face, between them a tree.

                  A youth holding in a horse stung by a bee.

                  A parsley leaf. A corn-ear. A bunch of grapes.

                  An Amazon. A nymph whom a satyr rapes.

                  An opening rose. A swan flourishing its wings.

                  A prow. A tripod. A lyre with seven strings.

                  A crab, its pincers poised to repel attack.

                  A stag crouched with a clawing lion on its back.

                  A charioteer and team as they win the race

                  And take the prize. A spring, Arethusa’s face

                  Freshly shaped in the water as it wells up.

                  Horse-tailed Silenos seated, tilting a cup.

               

               
                  2

                  A dolphin-rider above a curling sea.

                  A girl, half-stripped, in the branches of a tree,

                  Straddled by a bird, a bullock’s head below.

                  Wrestlers grappling. An archer stringing a bow.

                  A double axe-head. A wheel. A vase. A lamp.

                  Thetis veiled, reclining on a hippocamp.

                  Herakles with the lion in his stranglehold,

                  Lovingly locked. A horned griffin guarding gold.

                  A turtle with spread flippers and studded shell

                  Paddling onward, aslant in the glassy swell.

                  Pan fagged with hunting, leant on a crag to rest

                  And turning to catch the breeze across his chest. 3

               

               
                  3

                  A gathered apple. Date-clusters on a palm.

                  Athena at war, her shield on her raised arm,

                  Spear poised. A brandished trident. A thunderbolt.

                  A cow scratching its muzzle. A prancing colt.

                  A ram. A tortoise. A bounding hare. A dove.

                  The sun-god’s car, an eagle planing above.

                  A scarab-beetle. Two writhing snakes. A frog,

                  Softly defenceless. Unleashed, a hunting-dog

                  Seizing a fawn by the throat. Three seals at play.

                  A perched owl staring beside an olive-spray.

                  A feathered daimon. Gorgon baring her teeth.

                  A strutting cock. A pomegranate. A wreath.

               

               
                  4

                  A sea-eagle plucking its prey from the waves.

                  The head of a Maenad, wild-haired as she raves.

                  A Hydra. A Chimaera. A winged boar.

                  A soaring Pegasos. A squat Minotaur.

                  A Sphinx half-sitting, her slenderly curled haunch

                  A-quiver. Phoibos waving a laurel branch.

                  Hyakinthos kneeling, in his hand a flower.

                  Four horses at the gallop: one surge of power;

                  A snapped rein trailing, the turning-column down.

                  An old man with puckered face and balding crown.

                  Young Hermes gazing beneath his hat’s broad brim

                  At the new shades that gather to follow him. 4

               

               
                  5

                  Two girls who carefully lift an amphora.

                  A discus-whirling boy. A crescent and star.

                  The head of Zeus, thick-bearded, intently calm.

                  Poseidon, a wave-worn cloak across his arm.

                  A sea-perch raising its spiky length of fin.

                  A close-fleshed tunny, tight in its oval skin,

                  Hauled from the water. Eight-armed, a cuttle-fish.

                  A priestess by her altar, holding a dish.

                  A tensile vine. Dionysos, grave and slack,

                  Stretching comfortably on a donkey’s back.

                  Demeter crowned with harvest, veil loosely furled

                  To greet her daughter, back from the underworld.
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               IONIAN

            

            
               
                       O estuaries, anchorages

               

               
                                             that bay

                  where the fresh meeting the salt water

                  ran cold above it,

                  and the swimmer there

                  churning the levels together

                  started with his movement

                  – by some chemistry –

                  a precipitate,

                  clouding about his limbs.

               

               
                       O harbours, hinterlands

               

               
                                             a broken

                  sarcophagus on the foreshore;

                  a line of arches, weatherworn,

                  striding with vain purpose

                  into the wood

                  – too easily whetted

                  a taste for elegy,

                  the greeds and cruelties

                  long gone elsewhere.

               

               
                       O ragged coasts, rough capes

               

               
                                             the boat riding

                  offshore where no beach opened

                  – heave of water

                  against the abrupt stone,

                  a pine grove where cicadas

                  scratched their song so loud

                  by hot mid-morning

                  that the sound came

                  distinct across the surge.

               

               
                       O fellow-travelling creatures

               

               
                                             dolphins

                  within the prow’s torn backwash

                  rising alongside,

                  embodiments of the wave

                  – suddenly outside it

                  and ahead in varied play,

                  the propulsion without visible cause;

                  so, stationary-seeming

                  as if stamped in silver.

               

               
                       O evidences of passage

               

               
                                             ruts in rock,

                  a coin, a figurine,

                  potsherd litter, an amulet

                  pulled from riverbank gravel

                  – less these leavings

                  than the journey retrieved and known,

                  sea true to its old epithets,

                  day measured by the sun

                  lifting and sinking.
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