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Pruning in Frost









Last night, without a sound,


a ghost of a world lay down on a world,







trees like dream-wrecks


coralled with increments of frost.







Found crevices


and wound and wound


the clock-spring cobwebs.







All life’s ribbon frozen mid-fling.







Oh I am


stone thumbs,


feet of glass.







Work knocks in me the winter’s nail. 







I can imagine


Pain, turned heron,


could fly off slowly in a creak of wings.







And I’d be staring, like one of those


cold-holy and granite kings,


getting carved into this effigy of orchard. 






























A Greyhound in the Evening after a Long Day of Rain









Two black critical matching crows,


calling a ricochet, eating its answer,







dipped


  home







and a minute later


the ground was a wave and the sky wouldn’t float.







*







With a task and a rake,


with a clay-slow boot and a yellow mack,


I bolted for shelter under the black strake dripping of timber,







summer of rain, summer of green rain


coming everywhere all day down


through a hole in my foot.







*







Listen Listen Listen Listen







*







They are returning to the rain’s den,


the grey folk, rolling up their veils,


taking the steel taps out of their tips and heels.







Grass lifts, hedge breathes,


rose shakes its hair,


birds bring out all their washed songs,


puddles like long knives flash on the roads.  







*










And evening is come with a late sun unloading a silence,


tiny begin-agains dancing on the night’s edge.







But what I want to know is


whose is the great grey wicker-limber hound,


like a stepping on coal, going softly away … 






























The Glass House









The glass house is a hole in the rain,


the sun’s chapel,


a bell for the wind.







Cucumbers, full of themselves,


the long green lungs of that still air,







image the fruits of staying put,


like water beetles in woodland puddles


and hoofprints.







And I


am a hole in the glass house,


taking my time between the rows.







The leaves, the yellow blooms, the pots


vanish through a loop of thoughts.







Then far off


comes the cluck-sound of this green can


dipping and spilling …


and dipping again. 






























My Neighbour, Mrs Kersey









That noise, Mrs Kersey – were you listening?


A tin roof warping and booming …







Our sitting rooms connect like shears


into the screw-pin of our fires.







We share a bird’s nest in a common chimney.


If I’m right, you breathe, Mrs Kersey,







close as a dream-self on the other side.


This wall, if you just rubbed an eyelid,







is a bricked-up looking glass.


And wind across that roof’s a loss







of difference to whatever’s moving


privately through our heads this evening.







Like the clicking of my jaw,


the tic-tac of your solitaire. 






























Sleep









Now our close heads, like under a gravestone,


are intact and locked. We turn,


in the thrift of sleep, each to his own;







negotiate, in the same place,


one feat – the sucking and blowing


eight hours of air at a steady pace.







Imagine – you who can leap a gate


feet together with one hand on the bar


and swing to a halt for a second as you float …







in many kinds, in cobwebs, under wings,


on paws, in shells, the breathing enters you


into a unity of drowsing things;







and when I wake, the only sound’s a sequel


of absurd tasks – this heaviness of air


and how you roll it uphill and downhill. 






























Poem









You ask me why did I lie down


and when and never rose again.







I of the bluebells


laid on a succulent mattress, frown.







And ask me when shall I get up


and blink and see my friends again.







I run my fingers round my lip,


transmuted to a bluebell cup.







A spider swings from bloom to bloom.


A fungus detonates and slowly


leaf contusions rot to rheum.







And every which way my fly-about eyes


catch this and that and my half-replies,


seduced by visions, vaporise.







It’s when you’ve gone,


(the quiet woods creaking after rain),


my voice, a pollen dust, puffs out


the reason I remain:







here I give up the difficult dice


of friendship and I crook my knees


into a zed beneath the trees.


I watch in miniature of man


such intricate affairs as these,


these bluebells tussling for the sun.
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