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            When the clock strikes thirteen, doubt is not only cast on the last stroke but also on all that have come before. When the clock strikes fourteen, we throw away the clock.

            
                

            

            Thorndike, 1968

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE LECTURE NOTES

            

            
               
                  On their way home through the springy fen

                  one of the pilgrims said: Perhaps the second

                  old man was the real wizard.

                  So the Clerk

                  unhoisted his black sack and fiddled through

                  the lecture notes, well knowing that he’d drifted off by then.

                  He had the knack of silent reading

                  but the other pilgrims hung so close

                  to every flicker of his lower lip

                  for some word which might unmake their bad bargain.

               

               
                  No hope came.

                  Their packmules sank into the verges gradually.

                  The Clerk fell like a dolloped stone

                  through strata of transcendence

                  till he came to rest on that damp territory yclept

                  – he checked his notes – yclept, that can’t be right, The Hall of Swindle.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               ALIQUOT

            

            
               
                  I have watched for a moment, through the basement

                  window of the Catering School, attention

                  paid by the Master as her student

                  scoops a goodsize helping of green peas

                  from an institutional aluminium

                  trough, the deep rectangular kind

                  that rests in a bain marie, and conveys them

                  into another trough of the same kind, itself filled

                  two thirds of the way to its brim with green peas.

               

               
                  Likewise, from the far end of Chalk Farm platform

                  I have seen a tube come in: in the first

                  carriage, resting against the backbolster

                  a woman, resting against her shoulder an uncased cello:

                  in the first vestibule of the final carriage

                  a young man, also keeping a cello upright.

                  Detached, they must have been, from their respective

                  orchestras, and coalescing only

                  in my vantage point, experienced nonetheless.

               

               
                  There is one huge vat in the world overbrimming with green peas,

                  one great orchestra overflowing with cellists:

                  when the partitions are lifted momentarily

                  the fact of partitions seems the ridiculous thing:

                  then when the tube pulls in, or the student

                  completes his task to the Master’s satisfaction,

                  they rattle down: and the natural unit

                  of peas goes back to being the serving,

                  each orchestra reconvenes in its own allocations.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               PROPANE CALENDAR

            

            
               
                  Supersize plant can’t

                  Negotiate built road with deftness

               

               
                  Moved at night instead

                  Through purposeways in corn

               

               
                  Alight with warning, no, for

                  Comfort of the handler

               

               
                  Who glances up

                  Sometimes and grins or

               

               
                  What, like leading a barn on a

                  Leash. A little fog

               

               
                  Collects around its

                  Trim from his high cab

               

               
                  The driver rasps a hooter

                  Nothing sleeping stirs

               

               
                  Stage right the second

                  Juggernaut the dawn comes on

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               ‘CERVANTES RANSOMED…’

            

            
               
                  Cervantes ransomed

                  worked at pissant clerk jobs in Toledo.

                  His non sword arm wouldn’t lift

                  above the horizontal.

               

               
                  In the roadside dust

                  he undid and enjoyed a whole white onion.

                  His saddlebag

                  of purchase orders,

               

               
                  timber, rope, tar, barrelled

                  cheese in brine

                  was being slit apart

                  by two lunks who had no idea

               

               
                  about the proper way to open saddlebags.

                  He probably

                  had some commission somewhere on his person

                  which would clear things up.

               

               
                  Right after he had finished with the onion.

                  It clung behind his breath

                  the way a proverb would,

                  a double-edged or self-refuting proverb.
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