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FUR COATS IN TAHITI

























O









A wistful nocturne is cycling


idly across the ceiling


by the rose and the cup of water;


the rose, the against whom rose is


whistling O Magnum Mysterium.
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The lemons are an Easter fruit and the Virgin


is a dissonant appoggiatura G-sharp from the altos; a bum note


that, with the oranges in blossom, indicates renewed life.


Beata Virgo stands out against a consonant backdrop


with great care on the polished surface of the table.







Blessed is the Virgin who at five in the morning,


at the umpteenth stroke of midnight


cycles across the ceiling towards a crack


of light between the door and the night and the day


that animals ut a-ni  -  ma  -  -  li  -  a


should see the new-born Lord


lying in a manger.
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ANY FOOL









can count the seeds in an apple but


what emerges most forcefully from Edwin Mullin’s


handsomely illustrated book which might never


have come to public notice if it hadn’t been for the efforts


of, on the one side, the harbour and on the other, anything


he could lay his hands on climbing into the basket


of a hot air balloon but that’s not the best way the best


way to predict the future is to invent it


and the best way to remember the past is to invent it


and the best way to live in the present is less carefully


one way’s in a jar with a tiny wooden spoon or in a hat


my granny wouldn’t have been seen dead in a Chinese landscape:


craggy mountains, bamboo houses, rivers, weeping willow trees – the lot


then a necklace of green black and finally a sea shell yes


finally a joss stick but any fool can count the apples in a tree or a seed


and any fool can count on God on the fingers of one hand




























CUMBERLAND









Summers in the mountains and tundra


are short







And so some summers the fist unfolds


and some summers not







In Cumberland the fist unfolds in bracken fronds and foxgloves


illumination pink




























THE TINKLING CHARM OF GOLDFINCHES









has just hoisted a Schoenhut


upright toy piano







to our first floor


bathroom window







using a system of pulleys


and winches




























ASH









It seems to hang lifelessly now in midsummer leaf


but here comes the wind


moving through the fields of barley


like a pack of hounds on the trail of a day







when the same tree was loud with an anxiety


of winter thrushes which, as I approached,


made it breathe in and then just let go,


giving everything up; the full deck of cards spread out across the sky.




























H.C. KIND MAN









The years pass simply: blue, white, yellow.


Feet become mushrooms


often intractably


and an apparent banality circles around my thoughts


completely moving the shoes


to Vienna


said Vienna


the city mourns in the violet clumps.







It is again a merry again and again


out: shedding mountain encyclopaedias


somewhat left of my suspect bicycle


or snow on hot bread waking


with an inclination for the punchline solemn


and pleasing for the other whoms behind the sofa


wherein Dandytum the son of a shoemaker


rules out all the larger travellers


with a strong interest in smearing.







Nut marks foam in the garden


when the early cock is to meet the day


like a red tongue that cock cries red


it is a red tongue and the tongue


snaps out at the roof


snaps out at the root


and the eyes open again and again and we couple the horses and cattle


down in the damp green clover for sweet slow juice lurking


all somewhat shower-romantic


in the highest tree tops’ open latches


and with it the first lark’s


squatting gush


as nature shows up time and again


and is met with hostility.




























THINGS







In the blossom with reading glasses. The idea of sitting in the blossom, amongst the plum trees. The idea of the bees and a glass of beer. The idea of ‘no ideas’. The idea of ‘things’. The septic tank, the curve of the road and the idea of traffic. The farmer and his ideas. Amazed sheep with big vertical lift off ears. Sheep and the idea of big ears and amazement. Bees buzzing. The sounds of ideas buzzing above my head. The idea of my head. And passing crows. The idea passing overhead of passing overhead. Counting plum trees and the ideas of counting. Plum trees and crows passing overhead. And the shit lying soft in the septic tank.




 





Bringing me beer, the idea of that. And my sun hat, midges, beard. Walt Whitman dropping in with a few words. No ideas exactly, just a few things to add. Dandelions and blossom on the floor. The idea of the orchard floor. The ground beneath us and gorse in the distance. The idea of distance and yellow. Trousers in the shade, the idea of shade, the idea of ‘in the’. The idea in the trousers.




 





Fungus in the grass. The idea of spreading. A robin’s song. Deckchairs on the move. William Carlos Williams coming to sit in the orchard. The idea of ‘the’ and ‘my’. Hark at him. At the idea of harking. The idea of his/her orchard. The Orchard Upstairs. Penelope’s idea. Up the ladder to the idea of The Orchard Upstairs. The house casting a shadow. 17.43. Half way across the lawn. The idea of the lawn cast across the lawn.




 





The idea repeating itself. The idea of the thing repeating. The pleasure of the idea of spaghetti though the world may be ending is ending the idea of ending is ending in endless repeats across the lawn in triplicate the idea of ending in triplicate and anchovies. The idea of anchovy sauce and mackerel and spaghetti, the curve of the road in duplicate. The endless complaint of sheep. The unsatisfactory nature of life right here and now. The idea of that. And what did you expect exactly? Bees humming certainly. The idea of humming certainly. Amazement. The expectation of amazement. And beyond the idea of expectation, the comfort of moss beneath the feet. Feet in the idea of moss the idea of that. Das ding in sich. Yes. Lesser Celandine. But. Lesser than what?




 







The idea of


primrose being


thrown at the bank







Geworfenheit
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