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               The Hawk in the Rain

            

            
               
                  I drown in the drumming ploughland, I drag up

                  Heel after heel from the swallowing of the earth’s mouth,

                  From clay that clutches my each step to the ankle

                  With the habit of the dogged grave, but the hawk

               

               
                  Effortlessly at height hangs his still eye.

                  His wings hold all creation in a weightless quiet,

                  Steady as a hallucination in the streaming air.

                  While banging wind kills these stubborn hedges,

               

               
                  Thumbs my eyes, throws my breath, tackles my heart,

                  And rain hacks my head to the bone, the hawk hangs

                  The diamond point of will that polestars

                  The sea drowner’s endurance: and I,

               

               
                  Bloodily grabbed dazed last-moment-counting

                  Morsel in the earth’s mouth, strain towards the master-

                  Fulcrum of violence where the hawk hangs still.

                  That maybe in his own time meets the weather

               

               
                  Coming the wrong way, suffers the air, hurled upside down,

                  Fall from his eye, the ponderous shires crash on him,

                  The horizon traps him; the round angelic eye

                  Smashed, mix his heart’s blood with the mire of the land.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               The Jaguar

            

            
               
                  The apes yawn and adore their fleas in the sun.

                  The parrots shriek as if they were on fire, or strut

                  Like cheap tarts to attract the stroller with the nut.

                  Fatigued with indolence, tiger and lion

               

               
                  Lie still as the sun. The boa-constrictor’s coil

                  Is a fossil. Cage after cage seems empty, or

                  Stinks of sleepers from the breathing straw.

                  It might be painted on a nursery wall.

               

               
                  But who runs like the rest past these arrives

                  At a cage where the crowd stands, stares, mesmerized,

                  As a child at a dream, at a jaguar hurrying enraged

                  Through prison darkness after the drills of his eyes

               

               
                  On a short fierce fuse. Not in boredom –

                  The eye satisfied to be blind in fire,

                  By the bang of blood in the brain deaf the ear –

                  He spins from the bars, but there’s no cage to him

               

               
                  More than to the visionary his cell:

                  His stride is wildernesses of freedom:

                  The world rolls under the long thrust of his heel.

                  Over the cage floor the horizons come.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Macaw and Little Miss

            

            
               
                      In a cage of wire-ribs

                  The size of a man’s head, the macaw bristles in a staring

                  Combustion, suffers the stoking devils of his eyes.

                  In the old lady’s parlour, where an aspidistra succumbs

                  To the musk of faded velvet, he hangs as in clear flames,

                      Like a torturer’s iron instrument preparing

                      With dense slow shudderings of greens, yellows, blues,

                         Crimsoning into the barbs:

               

               
                      Or like the smouldering head that hung

                  In Killdevil’s brass kitchen, in irons, who had been

                  Volcano swearing to vomit the world away in black ash,

                  And would, one day; or a fugitive aristocrat

                  From some thunderous mythological hierarchy, caught

                      By a little boy with a crust and a bent pin,

                      Or snare of horsehair set for a song-thrush,

                         And put in a cage to sing.

               

               
                      The old lady who feeds him seeds

                  Has a grand-daughter. The girl calls him ‘Poor Polly’, pokes fun.

                  ‘Jolly Mop.’ But lies under every full moon,

                  The spun glass of her body bared and so gleam-still

                  Her brimming eyes do not tremble or spill

                      The dream where the warrior comes, lightning and iron,

                      Smashing and burning and rending towards her loin:

                         Deep into her pillow her silence pleads.

               

               
                      All day he stares at his furnace

                  With eyes red-raw, but when she comes they close.

                  ‘Polly. Pretty Poll’, she cajoles, and rocks him gently.

                  She caresses, whispers kisses. The blue lids stay shut.

                  She strikes the cage in a tantrum and swirls out:

                      Instantly beak, wings, talons crash

                      The bars in conflagration and frenzy,

                         And his shriek shakes the house.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               The Thought-Fox

            

            
               
                  I imagine this midnight moment’s forest:

                  Something else is alive

                  Beside the clock’s loneliness

                  And this blank page where my fingers move.

               

               
                  Through the window I see no star:

                  Something more near

                  Though deeper within darkness

                  Is entering the loneliness:

               

               
                  Cold, delicately as the dark snow,

                  A fox’s nose touches twig, leaf;

                  Two eyes serve a movement, that now

                  And again now, and now, and now

               

               
                  Sets neat prints into the snow

                  Between trees, and warily a lame

                  Shadow lags by stump and in hollow

                  Of a body that is bold to come

               

               
                  Across clearings, an eye,

                  A widening deepening greenness,

                  Brilliantly, concentratedly,

                  Coming about its own business

               

               
                  Till, with a sudden sharp hot stink of fox

                  It enters the dark hole of the head.

                  The window is starless still; the clock ticks,

                  The page is printed.
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