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Poetry Makes Nothing Happen



W.H. Auden


Let it make nothing happen more, this year,


                                                                     so that a young girl


whose mail arrives early can read the book she’s waited for


over breakfast and find a poem with blue depths and points


of light which she tastes in the back of her throat on the way


to work and walks a little slower than usual so that nothing


happens as she crosses the road because the guy in the 4x4


who was answering a call on his mobile already passed by.


Or so that a fighter sits up almost all night reading Rumi, trying


to understand death and blood, peace and love and sleeps


too late to be ready for the knock at the door so tells them


he’ll follow after because he wants to hold his son and play


with his daughter and nothing happens as he kisses his children


because he isn’t in the car when a government missile hits it.


Or so that a man, sleepless and pacing, picks up a book


from his wife’s bedside and reads a poem casually


but finds lines stuck in his mind like burrs on a wool sock


like when he used to spend weekends relaxed and outdoors


so that he holds back on giving an order and extends


credit on a couple of loans so that nothing happens


to a lot of people that day who carry on going to work


and never even know that nothing happened.





Threshold



Every house has something of a whale at its entrance.


Bleached vertebrae, their jutting transverses


arm-span wide, set at the wall’s base


where long grass cords through their spaces,


perched on the stone post as if about to fly,


or carefully alcoved into the wall.


A scapula buttresses a wall, a jawbone curves


against stone, each whitened and cracked


in alien air, and a weathered pair of ribs arc


over a gate, lost promise of a heart-cage.


When the wind booms through the lane


and the sea bellows over rocks to bite the field-edge,


you could think the bones tremble and shift,


yearn together to take their old places. A spine, a shoulder,


the suggestion of a tail-fluke in the bending trees.





Water Mark



Water geysers from the road, tarmac humped


and cracked as if pushed up by tree roots over years.


It gushes muddily down the road, bubbles


over gutter-dams of twigs and leaves, splits on a bend


to follow the camber, denies the road its definition.


The woman at the water board’s Leak Line


wants to know the name of the road.


It doesn’t have one. I could tell her


how the road rises from the town,


leaving street names behind,


it is a road to somewhere or from


elsewhere, how it is a place between.


I could tell her how often I have followed


the road to climb the hill for consolation,


for exercise or delight.


I have managed its bends, driving in a hurry
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