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‘English poetry has found a new hero and nobody will be able to read or write verse now without the black shape of Crow falling across the page.’ Peter Porter





‘Each fresh encounter with despair becomes the occasion for a separate, almost funny, story in which natuaral forces and creatures, mythic figures, even parts of the body, act out their special roles, each endowed with its own irrepressible life. With Crow, Hughes joins the select band of survivor-poets whose work is adequate to the destructive reality we inhabit.’ A. Alvarez
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Publisher’s Note





The 1972 edition of Crow includes the following seven poems which did not appear in the original edition of 1970:






     Crow Hears Fate Knock on the Door


Crow’s Fall


The Contender


Crow Tries the Media


Crow’s Elephant Totem Song


Crowcolour


Crow Paints Himself into a Chinese Mural






























Two Legends







I




Black was the without eye


Black the within tongue


Black was the heart


Black the liver, black the lungs


Unable to suck in light


Black the blood in its loud tunnel


Black the bowels packed in furnace


Black too the muscles


Striving to pull out into the light


Black the nerves, black the brain


With its tombed visions


Black also the soul, the huge stammer


Of the cry that, swelling, could not


Pronounce its sun.





II




Black is the wet otter’s head, lifted.


Black is the rock, plunging in foam.


Black is the gall lying on the bed of the blood.







Black is the earth-globe, one inch under,


An egg of blackness


Where sun and moon alternate their weathers







To hatch a crow, a black rainbow


Bent in emptiness


                              over emptiness







But flying






























Lineage









In the beginning was Scream


Who begat Blood


Who begat Eye


Who begat Fear


Who begat Wing


Who begat Bone


Who begat Granite


Who begat Violet


Who begat Guitar


Who begat Sweat


Who begat Adam


Who begat Mary


Who begat God


Who begat Nothing


Who begat Never


Never Never Never







Who begat Crow







Screaming for Blood


Grubs, crusts


Anything







Trembling featherless elbows in the nest’s filth






























Examination at the Womb-door









Who owns these scrawny little feet? Death.


Who owns this bristly scorched-looking face? Death.


Who owns these still-working lungs? Death.


Who owns this utility coat of muscles? Death.


Who owns these unspeakable guts? Death.


Who owns these questionable brains? Death.


All this messy blood? Death.


These minimum-efficiency eyes? Death.


This wicked little tongue? Death.


This occasional wakefulness? Death.







Given, stolen, or held pending trial?


Held.







Who owns the whole rainy, stony earth? Death.


Who owns all of space? Death.







Who is stronger than hope? Death.


Who is stronger than the will? Death.


Stronger than love? Death.


Stronger than life? Death.







But who is stronger than death?


                                                       Me, evidently.







Pass, Crow.






























A Kill









Flogged lame with legs


Shot through the head with balled brains


Shot blind with eyes


Nailed down by his own ribs


Strangled just short of his last gasp


By his own windpipe


Clubbed unconscious by his own heart







Seeing his life stab through him, a dream flash


As he drowned in his own blood







Dragged under by the weight of his guts







Uttering a bowel-emptying cry which was his roots tearing out


Of the bedrock atom


Gaping his mouth and letting the cry rip through him as at a distance







And smashed into the rubbish of the ground







He managed to hear, faint and far–‘It’s a boy!’







Then everything went black






























Crow and Mama









When Crow cried his mother’s ear


Scorched to a stump.







When he laughed she wept


Blood her breasts her palms her brow all wept blood.







He tried a step, then a step, and again a step—


Every one scarred her face for ever.







When he burst out in rage


She fell back with an awful gash and a fearful cry.







When he stopped she closed on him like a book


On a bookmark, he had to get going.







He jumped into the car the towrope


Was around her neck he jumped out.







He jumped into the plane but her body was jammed in the jet —


There was a great row, the flight was cancelled.







He jumped into the rocket and its trajectory


Drilled clean through her heart he kept on







And it was cosy in the rocket, he could not see much


But he peered out through the portholes at Creation







And saw the stars millions of miles away


And saw the future and the universe










Opening and opening


And kept on and slept and at last







Crashed on the moon awoke and crawled out







Under his mother’s buttocks.






























The Door









Out under the sun stands a body.


It is growth of the solid world.







It is part of the world’s earthen wall.


The earth’s plants—such as the genitals


And the flowerless navel


Live in its crevices.


Also, some of earth’s creatures—such as the mouth.


All are rooted in earth, or eat earth, earthy,


Thickening the wall.







Only there is a doorway in the wall—


A black doorway:


The eye’s pupil.







Through that doorway came Crow.







Flying from sun to sun, he found this home.






























A Childish Prank









Man’s and woman’s bodies lay without souls,


Dully gaping, foolishly staring, inert


On the flowers of Eden.


God pondered.







The problem was so great, it dragged him asleep.







Crow laughed.


He bit the Worm, God’s only son,


Into two writhing halves.







He stuffed into man the tail half


With the wounded end hanging out.







He stuffed the head half headfirst into woman


And it crept in deeper and up


To peer out through her eyes


Calling its tail-half to join up quickly, quickly


Because Ο it was painful.







Man awoke being dragged across the grass.


Woman awoke to see him coming.


Neither knew what had happened.







God went on sleeping.







Crow went on laughing.
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