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               I, Giraffe

               
                  Sous le pont Mirabeau coule la Seine  

                  APOLLINAIRE

               

            

            
               
                  I, Giraffe, camelopardalis,

                  once dappled, high on mimosa trees,

                  raft and dam this second flood:

               

               
                  they hammer feverishly beside me,

                  – Lilliputians with their guys and ropes –

                  tautening an ark against the ever-rising Seine;

                  a dilute version of Gustave Eiffel’s tower

                  emerges like Leviathan:

                  a scaffolding to save or break

               

               
                  my neck. Yesterday I lost sensation

                  in my feet but fret not, for this heart

                  has pressure valves large enough

                  to lock down oceans of my blood.

                  Stand proud, my father said, we may be lifers

                  in a zoo but they have made a guddle

                  of this damp city and all the world beyond.

               

               
                  Once, he told me how we all began:

                  Giraffa of the order Artiodactyla

                  were trees that moved and got their spots

                  from strolling through the leaves

                  that left their shade on them.

               

               
                  He spoke of a creature called ‘savannah’,

                  rich in acacia and a delicious

                  whistling thorn; the resident oxpecker

                  which roamed his person like a daemon 

                  for unwanted ticks, the black piapicks

                  that sieved the air for insects.

               

               
                  It has begun to stink. This morning

                  I spied a rat swim past my right hind leg.

                  Small fires dot the cityscape

                  and a man shuffles on two chairs

                  across the deluge. He says: This is a street.

               

               
                  There is no river here. And drowns.

                  A minute iceberg crowns his debris.

               

               
                  Now even the gas lighters have gone

                  and it is dark as the bush at sunset.

                  Paris is a city of pontoons and floating passerelles

                  and I nap uneasily as small punts prowl

                  the outskirts of our zoo. At ten, I woke

                  to see them float the hippopotamus away,

                  his rump bulbous in the moonlight.

                  Yet he could have swum!

               

               
                  Ghosts of my hunted ancestors haunt my dreams:

                  Baringos impressed for buttons, Rothschilds

                  reduced to thread and guitar strings,

                  the bladder of a Hock stitched for a water bag.

                  Parisians! I am a simple reticulated camel-cow

                  and abjure aristocratic forbears.

                  I am not good to eat! Waterlogged and knobbly

                  I shiver as dawn floods the abandoned garden.

               

               
                              *

               

               
                  It is too late. My squire the donkey

                  makes final obeisance in a sympathetic

                  neigh: Passe avant, sieur Sarapha!

                  Move on now to the next world.

                  

                  This earth is all unstitched

                  its colours washed away.

               

               
                  So I swing my head along the arc

                  of all my longing.

                  The rivers’ waters move like wings about me,

                  the days thrash; my single leg

                  – icy, seraphically numb –

                  harrows this flood like a pestle.

               

               
                  I pass; I pass; the days remain,

                  rain-washed, hand in hand.

                  Rivers become the towers,

                  hooves of all the little people

                  bob among the eddies;

                  upended trees, dishevelled wigs

                  root among the waves.

               

               
                  Doused hopefulness

                  of this long, slow life;

                  love comes and goes

                  and goes; the days remain.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          The Parawd o Dustie-Fute
        

            

            
               
                  
            DUSTIE-FUTE
          

                        eftir Eugenio de Andrade

               

               
                  He cam fae a fremmit land,

                  had kent thrist an the watter o Mairch bere,

                  his feet i the wey o the slaw stour o eternitie.

               

               
                  The dour snaw cam eftir.

               

               
                  
            GREATER HORSESHOE BAT
          

               

               
                  
            Rhinolophus feurrumequinum!
          

                  Soon you’ll be extinct as Latin.

                  Your horseshoe noseleaf

                  Sculpts the ultrasound of Gaia’s grief.

               

               
                  
            AYE-AYE
          

               

               
                  To us the Aye-Aye is a no-no,

                  A lemur like a tiny academic:

                  Big starey eyes, bat ears, baldly hirsute, it knows

                  The jury’s out; scary, peaky, rainforest geek.

               

               
                  
            LEAR’S MACAW
          

               

               
                  Lear sketched your blues:

                  Wished you a Boss-Woss, a Pobble or Jumbly;

                  You parrot his limericks humbly:

                  There was a there was a there was a

                  Caged mostly in pea-green zoos.

               

               
          
        

               
                  
            MAN
          

               

               
                  Shaped like a pumpkin

                  Lardy and farty and screwy

                  and a pure mingin killer

                  Makes the ocean floor a bin

                  
            Hypocrite lecteur, mon semblable, mon frère.
          

               

               
                  
            DUSTIE-FUTE
          

               

               
                  Tae apen hauns.

                  As if the wun war the mairvel.

                  Tae straik the outloup o his mane,

                  lently the lent fever craig.

               

               
                  Tae let him lae,

                  still green.

                  Wi the outpour,

                  cream o the well.

               

               
                  
            THE DHOLE
          

               

               
                  The Dhole’s a wild dug

                  That clucks lik a hen:

                  He’s loast his fuckin habitat

                  An the habit o rhyme.

               

               
                  
            THE BLUE WHALE
          

               

               
                  Big on omega 3, I gulp

                  9,000 pounds of plankton per day;

                  Pavarotti of the sea, I belt

                  it out: bray spray, spray prey,

                  outweigh everyone!

               

               
          
        

               
                  
            DUSTIE-FUTE
          

               

               
                  Whan she glowered

                  back intae thi pit

               

               
                  than ma shouders gowped,

                  ilka stab lik thi clash o an aik

               

               
                  ilka faa lik the glisk

                  o lichtnin fused

               

               
                  i the mirk.

               

               
                  Noo the nicht-hawk

                  flauchters thru brainches,

               

               
                  deeback an leesions

                  hap ma hide,

               

               
                  the parawd

                  intae the untholeable licht.

               

               
                  
            THE SNOW LEOPARD
          

               

               
                  What can the leopard tell us of snow?

                  That it is melting away.

                  What does the snow say of the leopard?

                  It has melted away.

               

               
                  
            DUSTIE-FUTE
          

               

               
                  Now Dustie-Fute is Nemo

                  Trees and beasts ex-beau

                  Hot bod hard-got

                  But a liar the light forgot.
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