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Beestorm in West Middlesex









He sat in the solemn office.


It was a poem about bees.


The room was silent and the air


full of unwritten thunder.







It was a poem about bees.


The room was silent and the air


full of unwritten thunder.


The bees exploded on the window-pane.







The room was silent and the air


full of unwritten thunder.


The bees exploded on the window-pane,


a living wreath around the trees.







Full of unwritten thunder,


the bees exploded on the window-pane,


a living wreath around the trees,


which then dispersed like memories.







The bees exploded on the window-pane,


a living wreath around the trees,


which then dispersed like memories.


He sat in the solemn office.







It was a poem about bees.






























After the Bee









It must have been one of the last bees.


It clung to my wrist with its hook feet,


unshakeable, almost comatose,


an unspectacular forest bee,


a shivering burr of black and white.


Then it stung me







and I picked it wriggling off its sting


and dropped it like a nut on the path.


I felt the place, already growing


a sprout of pain. It was nothing much,


more news from the outside, but my breath


couldn’t quite reach







my brain suddenly and I walked on


I walked on into the sunlit trees,


the slats of light and dark. I sat down


on something that wasn’t there. I sat


down again and listened to the buzz


of a last thought







a last thought leaving its empty hive


for the winter. The leaves were falling


up, down and round. I watched one revolve


in the air as if it had no need


to go anywhere. I rose, feeling


my way upward







and climbed up into the canopy


where all the leaves were that didn’t fall.


Below me the crinkled forest lay


turned by small creatures. I was there too,


my body lying on the ground, still,


stingless, hollow, 







not mine after all, killed by a bee.


So this was what I had always feared.


It wasn’t like dying. I could see


behind all those noises that you hear


on walks: that rustle was a blackbird,


that sigh a deer







taking off through the tree corridor


that only they can find. Who’d come back


through the passage from that soft elsewhere?


I was there now. It started to rain,


vaguely, like a feeling. Someone spoke.


I was lost in







the inside of the forest. They rolled


my sleeve up and stung my arm again.


Shadows stood round me. One of them held


my head. A slight shock. You’ll be all right.


Behind them the trees stood, stiff, like men


prepared to wait.






























A Blind Man in the Forest









Yes, I know we’re in the open now.


There’s grass underfoot and the wind is


longer. Let’s sit down. I liked it, though,


in the trees. It was a good, loud place


with plenty of crackling. Did you see


the deer? There it was, going away.







That’s the best thing about coming here:


the scenery doesn’t wait to be


looked at. It gets on. Today the air


was full of falling. I couldn’t see


the leaves coming, so they touched my face


like that, with the forthright gentleness







of a child’s hand borrowing my thigh


to help himself on to a train once.


I can smell autumn. The woods are high


and the sun hovers on my hands, tense.


It’s friendly still but not intimate.


Water is mixing it somewhere. Let’s sit







on these flowers you say are like stars,


very small ones, in the close-cropped grass.


Softer than the stars one remembers,


less prickly. Touchable, though. I miss


distant things. Stars are just an idea.


I live at arms’ length. I feel my way







to where I am. I don’t even see


darkness. I have nothing to look through.


So I let the forest come to me,


like that deer, and go when it wants to.


Without walls it’s an enormous place,


oneself. It’s as big … as big as this.






























Again









A horse was grazing on a dome-shaped hill.


I found myself in a strange place I knew.


The yellowed thicket and the trees were still.







I knew the hawthorn, the choked stream, the shrill


unplaceable cry above, the branch askew.


A horse was grazing on a dome-shaped hill







on grass dusty with heath and tormentil.


Leaves shuffled by my side. A magpie flew.


The yellowed thicket and the trees were still –







there must have been a wind to cause that chill


but nothing seemed to flutter as it blew.


A horse was grazing on a dome-shaped hill







as if it was just waiting there until


I got the point, patient, as I pushed through


the yellowed thicket, and the trees were still.







And next time I come back perhaps I will


at last remember what they want me to.


A horse was grazing on a dome-shaped hill.


The yellowed thicket and the trees were still.






























Diversion









We drove back from the forest. The car


closed in around us, suddenly full


of yellow scent, the apricot smell


of the chanterelles we had picked there.







And our headlamps picked at the verges,


unravelling hedgerows, leafing through


the dead of the kerbside that were now


exhibits of ragged fur, smudges







we left in sweeping on. Then a sign


stopped us at the crossroads and we turned


right, rattling into nowhere, and ground


through the wrong shadows of a long lane.







Illegible landscapes. And we’d thought


we knew the place backwards. It seemed here


we’d found the dark side of Winchester –


a pretend pub, fields too big to fit







the space we’d left in our minds for them.


Then we were on a hill looking down


at the home-made stars of a strange town,


a concave swirl of lights. On the rim







we saw ourselves from above, wild lights


that grew on their own, golden, self-willed.


And here we were to reclaim them, filled


with the smell of today, apricots.






























From a High Place
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