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Eurydice


1 Was it that long ago you died?


2 Pray for us sinners, that we have climbed


3 The shutters falling


4 After, it is you who lie in the hollow of my elbow


5 Slowly and patiently we have forgotten it all


6 You never told me how boring it is to be mad


7 Leaving the bright town to the desert





8 A garden, as a child might draw it


9 I wrote to you last March in Madrid


10 Thick fog. I walked down the way of all flesh


11 Your smile fades and the garden is now dark


12 Death is not the end; some doors are never fully closed


Coda With two bags where his two hands were
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From a Notebook











What can we do to this word?


Only when you start to write


The poem like a landscape under


    fog     The grain of the paper


Why not possible to make a poem


    like a study for a painting?


Some brilliant areas of detail and


    the rest nothing, plastered, scrubbed out,


full of details that will not


    exist without the reader to make


them. A poem that is only


    a farrago of hints.


Who owns the copyright to an erratum


    slip? Nuance     Stubbs and his horses




























The Thing











My favourite B-movie, one of those designed


    to pass the time, rather than say anything,


is a sci-fi romp set in Tudor England


    (‘Look, sire! The monasteries… They’re… dissolving!’)


where Lionel or John or Drew Barrymore


    in padded jacket and transparently false beard


strides up and down the same grey corridor


    that would be stone if it wasn’t cardboard







and Douglas Fairbanks Jr. or Sr.


    has a swordfight with Walter Brennan


and Margaret O’Brien or Maureen O’Hara


    has this great moment – it’s my favourite scene –


        when she sees The Thing and stops, leans


        back, puts her hands to her cheeks, and screams.




























The Water Cycle: Variations on a Theme







I want… I want everything I’ve ever seen in the movies!


Leo Bloom, The Producers (1968)





I


Trevi Fountain








In 19 BC, Agrippa built


the aqueduct that would eventually


bring water here. He guessed the iconic image


of Anita Ekberg bathing, he dreamed


of her matronly breasts, he fucked her in his dreams,


Agrippa did – the bastard. Others come and throw a coin


as a charm to return here, thinking unconsciously:


‘Maybe the next time she’ll be here.’


And they don’t see that she is here, bathing,


that her breasts mother the dreams of the eternal city.







after the Spanish of Martín López-Vega











II


Los Angeles Storm Drains








In 1930 AD, the Army Corps of Engineers built


the drainage system which takes


run-off water here. They guessed the iconic image


of Lee Marvin hunting, they dreamed


of his riveted face, they arm-wrestled him in their dreams,


the A.C.E. did – the bastards. Others come and take a photo


as a charm to protect themselves, thinking unconsciously:


‘Maybe the next time he’ll be here.’


And they don’t see that he is here, hunting,


that his face patrols the dreams of the city of dreams.














III


Bethesda Fountain








In 1837 AD, John B. Jervis built


the aqueduct that would eventually


bring water here. He guessed the iconic image


of Zero Mostel capering, he dreamed


of his balloon gut, he bought 50% of ‘Springtime for Hitler’ in


his dreams,


John B. Jervis did – the bastard. Others come and throw a coin


as a charm for financial security, thinking unconsciously:


‘Maybe the next time he’ll be here.’


And they don’t see that he is here, capering,


that his gut scams the dreams of the Big Apple.











IV


Channel Tunnel








In 1988 AD, Elizabeth II and François Mitterrand built


the tunnel that would eventually


keep the water away. They guessed the iconic image


of Tom Cruise on a runaway helicopter, they dreamed


of his six-pack, they hid their faces behind latex masks in their


dreams,


Mitterrand and Liz did – the bastards. Others sit in a boring train


as a charm for European unity, thinking unconsciously:


‘Maybe the next time he’ll be here.’


And they don’t see that he is here, posing,


that his six-pack hides the dreams of the Entente Cordiale.














V


The Atlantic Ocean








In 130,000,000 BC, the Atlantic Ocean built


the shores that would eventually


divide the waters from the waters. It guessed the iconic image


of Jaws in semi-temperate currents, it dreamed


of the shark’s teeth, it saw the fin carving the water in its dreams,


the Atlantic Ocean did – the bastard. Others sunbathe


as a charm for saving an arm or a leg, thinking unconsciously:


‘Maybe the next time it’ll be here.’


And they don’t see that it is here, biting,


that its teeth cut the dreams of Amity, New England.
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