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Here on this ring of grass we have sat together…


The trees wave, the clouds pass. The time approaches when these soliloquies shall be shared.


Virginia Woolf
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WAVE … CLOUDS PASS





Regarding a Cloud


In the ground is an eye,


satined and turtled,


regarding a cloud.


It studies the scene


from a patch in the earth


and reflects: I am part of that sky.


Just a picnicker’s spoon


with no handle, exposed


by a scalping of growth,


and it’s upside down,


mortared in mud – as jewels


were set in the eyeholes of gods


till they fell from the temples.


No-one thought twice about


gouging them free.


But it must be earthed here,


as Antony says, to ‘amplify


concentration’


holding the trees in its stare,


balancing us on its shell.





Promise


The earth is scanty over London


clay, sour with runoff, a swollen underpass


of beige.


I hoped it would be sweet enough


for planting but already I’m forgetting


the purpose of my dig.


As a child I’d fossick


at the beach or down the garden,


reluctant – family photos show – to pose,


back turned against the camera, absorbed,


uncovering what lay below


not far below.


Now pebbles come to light,


they bob up like small heads.


I shuck them free of soil, saved


from the stew of bones, sewer pipe,


hardcore, next door’s


tossed-over glass.


With thumb and fingertips


I clean a clutch of gluey eggs


– such promise


in their ovoid forms, damp


shells – although the shine’s ephemeral:


they never feel like stones.


As shingle used to


yield its netsukes,


and sand its curios,


so even this poor ground is inexhaustible.





The Long Goodbye


You always had a way with clouds,


as if they’d started life with you, coddled


in your arms, reared out of bonfire


smoke or hay-steam from baked fields.


Landscape painters looked to you to catch


the best effects, clouds like leopards,


lions, the great processions of a Byzantine


October. Now there’s little call for craft.


Or colour – years since you bore flowers


and drifted suns of pollen on the earth.


Tip up your grizzled chins and sky-watch.


Suck on your many pipes and offer me


bassoon pronouncements


on the drought, a fray of cirrus,


freakishness of hail, last hurricane.
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