

[image: ]













JEREMY OVER


Deceiving Wild Creatures









[image: ]


























For Sophie and Finn






















Acknowledgements





Grateful acknowledgements are made to the editors of the following publications in which some of the poems or versions of them first appeared: Hard Times, PN Review, Poetry Review, Shadow Train, The North, Thumbscrew, The Paper, The Shed and Freedom rules: New forms for the making of poems, edited by David Hart (Flarestack, 2004).




 





‘Whip Tim Kelly’ won first prize in the 2002 BBC Wildlife Poetry Competition.



















Contents







Title Page


Dedication


Ackowledgements




  





Epithalamium


…and they lived happily until they died.


Moustachioed


Museum for Myself


A Theory of Grasp


A New Kind of Kiss


Love is not a talent


Badly Charred


Delight in order


Killer in the Rain


A Common Pitfall


Poetry should be made by all (i)


The Lambent Itch of Innuendo


Whip Tim Kelly


Last Gasp, At the


The Waterfall Illusion


The Negatives


Tree/Bush


Blue


American Experimental Music




[image: ]





Tring


The enlargement of the boundaries
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Epithalamium


for Jonathan and Hazel









Rise and put on your foliage, and be seen.


Go in as soon as you are ready.


Our life is short, and our days run


Across streets across countries across reason


And even wolves the sheep forget


How far below thine orb sublime


Described in more detail in


–              Claret


–              Claret


Bath mat – claret


Once lost can ne’er be found again


Arising spontaneously from the


Aga Whistling Kettle Green







Cynthia, O Cynthia, turn thine ear


Phyllis, Tomalin away


You will live half the year in a house by the sea and half the year in


Bali Paprika pillow cases


Catskill Grabber


Blue Tramline


Or branch: each porch, each door ere this


Plain spoon


Spring, sooner than the lark, to fetch in May


It is not snowing yet but it is dark and may snow yet


Some have dispatched their cakes and cream


Before the appointed time







We peer into the future and see you happy and hope


To be unto him/her a loving and faithful


Acrylic Jam Pot Raspberry


Perky little dog barking in a bar







Never such a merry day


The glasses fell and broke


fresh quilted colours through the air                        







                             Joy to that happy pair


Whose hopes united banish our despair


Kingsize – white 






























…and they lived happily until they died.







She knew him at once and fell weeping upon his neck. Two of her tears fell upon his eyes, which immediately grew quite clear so he could see as well as ever. Everything that he had forgotten came back. He brought up the black poodle with the golden chain, and said, ‘this is the villain’. But the duck swam quickly forward, seized her head with her bill and dragged her underwater. Then they leapt over chairs and tables and out of the door and the horse sprang up and dragged the lion away behind him and in his rage he stamped his right foot into the ground so deep that it sank up to his waist. Just then he heard a rustling among the brambles and a golden apple fell into his hand and three ravens flew down and perched on his knee and in a short time she opened her eyes, lifted the lid of the coffin and when they got to mid-ocean, she dropped the nut. On that spot a fine tree sprang up on which the bird rested, then it took them both home where they found their child grown tall and beautiful and the blockhead rode up the glass mountain and ordered more spinning wheels. He was not devoured by wild animals. The grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine and the flies on the walls began to crawl again.

























Moustachioed









Seventy years later and we are still just a vaguely connected


series of squiggles sitting in the California sun,


eating our brown bag lunches in Monterey one day


and Eureka the next.







But this is definitely someone.


This is someone’s dark-haired wife


looking down from her open window


to the public fountains in the square below.


She is waiting for something – perhaps for that moment


when the bloodstained six-inch iron needles are finally lifted


and basketwork becomes music.







Or perhaps something else. In any event Mrs Williams


– for it is indeed she – is falling asleep now and dreaming


her way into an underwater cartoon adventure.


First she mimics the sounds of a passing turtle,


then a whale, a school of silvery fishes,


a jew’s harp, various insects, sirens,


footsteps, fireworks, whaps, slaps


and finally an amoeba spreading


discretely under the lens of a microscope.







Notice the detail, complete down


to the Christmas lights on the shrubbery.


Note too how light from the front door window


spills on to the little front step, underscored


by a quick romping passage on the piano


before the rogue elephant of the orchestra


effs and blinds his way through a sweaty tango;


a springboard of sorts into a steaming bowl of soup


and some rather difficult questions.







Why is it that white and yellow


flowers are the first to appear in spring?


And who do you suppose it was


planted those little seeds of envy in the first place?










I asked David that ‘good fer’nuthin cheap fur coat’.


‘What is all this? Is it really one of those cinematic sea-changes


as described by historians in Chesapeake Bay?


Or is it simply a case of dropping


Martini glasses, one by one, off the edge of the sideboard?’







His hand reached into the bedroom


and rifled through the books with diabolical glee


searching for all the rhythms and symbology, the whole caboodle


and a climactic scurry across the banquet table


towards a mouthwatering tower of cheesecake.







And beyond that, perhaps, some quieter days


where we might go out to the backlot lake


and engage in a spot of illegal carp fishing.
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