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            2nd January

         

         
            Reading by the candle of life we complete his ledgers

            John Berger

         

         
            
               It was just evening

               on a coastal path

               in the country where

               you found a home

               to live through.

               The view was what

               you’d notice in it:

               vines, roots, dirt,

               stories – touchable

               and tended to.

            

            
               I could have met

               you at the turn,

               talking of love

               with a labourer.

               I would have known

               you, secretary, by

               that ‘I don’t know

               but I imagine so.’

               Your doubts held

               hope like January.

            

            
               You might have

               stopped to voice

               the soil’s unheard

               work, draw its

               fruits beneath

               a borderless blue10

               and listen as if life

               depended on it

               (far oftener than not,

               it does, you knew).
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            Animal Alphabets

         

         
            We do not need more data, but more mind.

            George Santayana
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               Al – for better

               days, I’ve bought

               you a book

               that can be read

            

            
               only after

               you’ve learnt

               what can’t

               be said.
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               Bent swift,

               like speech,

               the otter

               lands in water.

            

            
               No words

               can reach

               a body’s

               candid awe.
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               We fed the snout,

               and growing quiet

               its waxy lips

               took life in hand.

            

            
               Where’s the mouth?

               So starts our quest

               to understand

               on all six legs.
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               Most all delights

               are dolphin-like –

               in but leaping

               barely known.

            

            
               Bright thing, listen:

               let’s age again

               and heedlessly

               mislay the nouns.
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               I mislabel

               the old branch.

               It is a marled stag

               with cross.

            

            
               Overhead: a happiness.

               This sun parcels

               out ten steps

               to the rocks.
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               At the deep end

               of a field:

               this rabbit

               blows a kiss.

            

            
               Low in the den,

               her cautioned life

               snugs a deft

               ear to russet.
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               No, patience

               isn’t enough

               to save us all,

               but entrance

            

            
               to vegetable sense:

               low and rough,

               an old canticle

               to greenéd must.
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               I was a boy

               laid sudden

               as a starlet

               gone to ground.

            

            
               It is a joy

               to be hidden,

               disaster not

               to be found.
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               A language

               doesn’t grow,

               but is equal

               of its habitat:

            

            
               a land’s age,

               the hedgerow,

               a lark’s calling

               tit-for-tat.
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               And what did

               you want?

               To call up my

               beloveds,

            

            
               E che cosa

               volevi? 

               Chiamare i miei

               amati,

            

             

            
               to feel the air

               belaboured

               on the earth

               beloved.

            

            
               sentire l’aria

               elaborata

               sulla terra

               amata.
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               Like, for example:

               Holofernes –

               with his heed

               unto hir toun

            

            
               she wente,

               with his head

               exampled

               as her truth.
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               Vampire Lyric,

               you’ve howled at

               every door

               but mine.

            

            
               Now wick of

               song, go down

               for the good

               of rhyme.
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