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The Manor Garden









The fountains are dry and the roses over.


Incense of death. Your day approaches.


The pears fatten like little buddhas.


A blue mist is dragging the lake.







You move through the era of fishes,


The smug centuries of the pig –


Head, toe and finger


Come clear of the shadow. History







Nourishes these broken flutings,


These crowns of acanthus,


And the crow settles her garments.


You inherit white heather, a bee’s wing,







Two suicides, the family wolves,


Hours of blackness. Some hard stars


Already yellow the heavens.


The spider on its own string







Crosses the lake. The worms


Quit their usual habitations.


The small birds converge, converge


With their gifts to a difficult borning.






























Two Views of a Cadaver Room







1




The day she visited the dissecting room


They had four men laid out, black as burnt turkey,


Already half unstrung. A vinegary fume


Of the death vats clung to them;


The white-smocked boys started working.


The head of his cadaver had caved in,


And she could scarcely make out anything


In that rubble of skull plates and old leather.


A sallow piece of string held it together.







In their jars the snail-nosed babies moon and glow.


He hands her the cut-out heart like a cracked heirloom.





2




In Brueghel’s panorama of smoke and slaughter


Two people only are blind to the carrion army:


He, afloat in the sea of her blue satin


Skirts, sings in the direction


Of her bare shoulder, while she bends,


Fingering a leaflet of music, over him,


Both of them deaf to the fiddle in the hands


Of the death’s-head shadowing their song.


These Flemish lovers flourish; not for long.







Yet desolation, stalled in paint, spares the little country


Foolish, delicate, in the lower right hand corner.






























Night Shift









It was not a heart, beating,


That muted boom, that clangour


Far off, not blood in the ears


Drumming up any fever







To impose on the evening.


The noise came from the outside:


A metal detonating


Native, evidently, to







These stilled suburbs: nobody


Startled at it, though the sound


Shook the ground with its pounding.


It took root at my coming







Till the thudding source, exposed,


Confounded inept guesswork:


Framed in windows of Main Street’s


Silver factory, immense







Hammers hoisted, wheels turning,


Stalled, let fall their vertical


Tonnage of metal and wood;


Stunned the marrow. Men in white







Undershirts circled, tending


Without stop those greased machines,


Tending, without stop, the blunt


Indefatigable fact.






























Sow









God knows how our neighbour managed to breed


His great sow:


Whatever his shrewd secret, he kept it hid







In the same way


He kept the sow – impounded from public stare,


Prize ribbon and pig show.







But one dusk our questions commended us to a tour


Through his lantern-lit


Maze of barns to the lintel of the sunk sty door







To gape at it:


This was no rose-and-larkspurred china suckling


With a penny slot







For thrifty children, nor dolt pig ripe for heckling,


About to be


Glorified for prime flesh and golden crackling







In a parsley halo;


Nor even one of the common barnyard sows,


Mire-smirched, blowzy,







Maunching thistle and knotweed on her snout-cruise –


Bloat tun of milk


On the move, hedged by a litter of feat-foot ninnies


Shrilling her hulk


To halt for a swig at the pink teats. No. This vast


Brobdingnag bulk







Of a sow lounged belly-bedded on that black compost,


Fat-rutted eyes


Dream-filmed. What a vision of ancient hoghood must







Thus wholly engross


The great grandam! – our marvel blazoned a knight,


Helmed, in cuirass,







Unhorsed and shredded in the grove of combat


By a grisly-bristled


Boar, fabulous enough to straddle that sow’s heat.







But our farmer whistled,


Then, with a jocular fist thwacked the barrel nape,


And the green-copse-castled







Pig hove, letting legend like dried mud drop,


Slowly, grunt


On grunt, up in the flickering light to shape







A monument


Prodigious in gluttonies as that hog whose want


Made lean Lent







Of kitchen slops and, stomaching no constraint,


Proceeded to swill


The seven troughed seas and every earthquaking continent.






























The Eye-Mote









Blameless as daylight I stood looking


At a field of horses, necks bent, manes blown,


Tails streaming against the green


Backdrop of sycamores. Sun was striking


White chapel pinnacles over the roofs,


Holding the horses, the clouds, the leaves







Steadily rooted though they were all flowing


Away to the left like reeds in a sea


When the splinter flew in and stuck my eye,


Needling it dark. Then I was seeing


A melding of shapes in a hot rain:


Horses warped on the altering green,







Outlandish as double-humped camels or unicorns,


Grazing at the margins of a bad monochrome,


Beasts of oasis, a better time.


Abrading my lid, the small grain burns:


Red cinder around which I myself,


Horses, planets and spires revolve.







Neither tears nor the easing flush


Of eyebaths can unseat the speck:


It sticks, and it has stuck a week.


I wear the present itch for flesh,


Blind to what will be and what was.


I dream that I am Oedipus.










What I want back is what I was


Before the bed, before the knife,


Before the brooch-pin and the salve


Fixed me in this parenthesis;


Horses fluent in the wind,


A place, a time gone out of mind.
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