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from THE HAWK IN THE RAIN





















The Thought-Fox









I imagine this midnight moment’s forest:


Something else is alive


Beside the clock’s loneliness


And this blank page where my fingers move.







Through the window I see no star:


Something more near


Though deeper within darkness


Is entering the loneliness:







Cold, delicately as the dark snow


A fox’s nose touches twig, leaf;


Two eyes serve a movement, that now


And again now, and now, and now







Sets neat prints into the snow


Between trees, and warily a lame


Shadow lags by stump and in hollow


Of a body that is bold to come







Across clearings, an eye,


A widening deepening greenness,


Brilliantly, concentratedly,


Coming about its own business







Till, with a sudden sharp hot stink of fox


It enters the dark hole of the head.


The window is starless still; the clock ticks,


The page is printed.






























Song









O lady, when the tipped cup of the moon blessed you


You became soft fire with a cloud’s grace;


The difficult stars swam for eyes in your face;


You stood, and your shadow was my place:


You turned, your shadow turned to ice


       O my lady.







O lady, when the sea caressed you


You were a marble of foam, but dumb.


When will the stone open its tomb?


When will the waves give over their foam?


You will not die, nor come home,


       O my lady.







O lady, when the wind kissed you


You made him music for you were a shaped shell.


I follow the waters and the wind still


Since my heart heard it and all to pieces fell


Which your lovers stole, meaning ill,


       O my lady.







O lady, consider when I shall have lost you


The moon’s full hands, scattering waste,


The sea’s hands, dark from the world’s breast,


The world’s decay where the wind’s hands have passed,


And my head, worn out with love, at rest


In my hands, and my hands full of dust,


       O my lady.



























The Jaguar









The apes yawn and adore their fleas in the sun.


The parrots shriek as if they were on fire, or strut


Like cheap tarts to attract the stroller with the nut.


Fatigued with indolence, tiger and lion










Lie still as the sun. The boa-constrictor’s coil


Is a fossil. Cage after cage seems empty, or


Stinks of sleepers from the breathing straw.


It might be painted on a nursery wall.







But who runs like the rest past these arrives


At a cage where the crowd stands, stares, mesmerized,


As a child at a dream, at a jaguar hurrying enraged


Through prison darkness after the drills of his eyes







On a short fierce fuse. Not in boredom –


The eye satisfied to be blind in fire,


By the bang of blood in the brain deaf the ear –


He spins from the bars, but there’s no cage to him







More than to the visionary his cell:


His stride is wildernesses of freedom:


The world rolls under the long thrust of his heel.


Over the cage floor the horizons come.



























Famous Poet









   Stare at the monster: remark


How difficult it is to define just what


Amounts to monstrosity in that


Very ordinary appearance. Neither thin nor fat,


   Hair between light and dark,







   And the general air


Of an apprentice – say, an apprentice house-


Painter amid an assembly of famous


Architects: the demeanour is of mouse,


   Yet is he monster.







   First scrutinize those eyes


For the spark, the effulgence: nothing. Nothing there


But the haggard stony exhaustion of a near-


Finished variety artist. He slumps in his chair


   Like a badly hurt man, half life-size.







   Is it his dreg-boozed inner demon


Still tankarding from tissue and follicle


The vital fire, the spirit electrical


That puts the gloss on a normal hearty male?


   Or is it women?







   The truth – bring it on


With black drapery, drums and funeral tread


Like a great man’s coffin – no, no, he is not dead


But in this truth surely half-buried:


   Once, the humiliation







   Of youth and obscurity,


The autoclave of heady ambition trapped,


The fermenting of the yeasty heart stopped –


Burst with such pyrotechnics the dull world gaped


   And ‘Repeat that!’ still they cry.







   But all his efforts to concoct


The old heroic bang from their money and praise


From the parent’s pointing finger and the child’s amaze,


Even from the burning of his wreathed bays,


   Have left him wrecked: wrecked,







   And monstrous, so,


As a Stegosaurus, a lumbering obsolete


Arsenal of gigantic horn and plate


From a time when half the world still burned, set


   To blink behind bars at the zoo.






























Soliloquy









Whenever I am got under my gravestone


Sending my flowers up to stare at the church-tower,


Gritting my teeth in the chill from the church-floor,


I shall praise God heartily, to see gone,







As I look round at old acquaintance there,


Complacency from the smirk of every man,


And every attitude showing its bone,


And every mouth confessing its crude shire;







But I shall thank God thrice heartily


To be lying beside women who grimace


Under the commitments of their flesh,


And not out of spite or vanity.



























The Horses









I climbed through woods in the hour-before-dawn dark.


Evil air, a frost-making stillness,







Not a leaf, not a bird, –


A world cast in frost. I came out above the wood







Where my breath left tortuous statues in the iron light.


But the valleys were draining the darkness







Till the moorline – blackening dregs of the brightening grey –


Halved the sky ahead. And I saw the horses:







Huge in the dense grey – ten together –


Megalith-still. They breathed, making no move,







With draped manes and tilted hind-hooves,


Making no sound.










I passed: not one snorted or jerked its head.


Grey silent fragments







Of a grey silent world.







I listened in emptiness on the moor-ridge.


The curlew’s tear turned its edge on the silence.







Slowly detail leafed from the darkness. Then the sun


Orange, red, red erupted.







Silently, and splitting to its core tore and flung cloud,


Shook the gulf open, showed blue,







And the big planets hanging –


I turned







Stumbling in the fever of a dream, down towards


The dark woods, from the kindling tops,







And came to the horses.


                                  There, still they stood,


But now steaming and glistening under the flow of light,







Their draped stone manes, their tilted hind-hooves


Stirring under a thaw while all around them







The frost showed its fires. But still they made no sound.


Not one snorted or stamped,







Their hung heads patient as the horizons


High over valleys, in the red levelling rays –







In din of the crowded streets, going among the years, the faces,


May I still meet my memory in so lonely a place







Between the streams and the red clouds, hearing curlews,


Hearing the horizons endure.






























Fallgrief’s Girlfriends









Not that she had no equal, not that she was


His before flesh was his or the world was;


Not that she had the especial excellence


To make her cat-indolence and shrew-mouth


Index to its humanity. Her looks


Were what a good friend would not comment on.


If he made flattery too particular,


Admiring her cookery or lipstick,


Her eyes reflected painfully. Yet not that


He pitied her: he did not pity her.







‘Any woman born,’ he said, ‘having


What any woman born cannot but have,


Has as much of the world as is worth more


Than wit or lucky looks can make worth more;


And I, having what I have as a man


Got without choice, and what I have chosen,


City and neighbour and work, am poor enough


To be more than bettered by a worst woman.


Whilst I am this muck of man in this


Muck of existence, I shall not seek more


Than a muck of a woman: wit and lucky looks


Were a ring disabling this pig-snout,


And a tin clasp on this diamond.’







By this he meant to break out of the dream


Where admiration’s giddy mannequin


Leads every sense to motley; he meant to stand naked


Awake in the pitch dark where the animal runs,


Where the insects couple as they murder each other,


Where the fish outwait the water.


                                                The chance changed him:


He has found a woman of such wit and looks


He can brag of her in every company.






























Egg-Head









   A leaf’s otherness,


The whaled monstered sea-bottom, eagled peaks


And stars that hang over hurtling endlessness,


   With manslaughtering shocks







   Are let in on his sense:


So many a one has dared to be struck dead


Peeping through his fingers at the world’s ends,


   Or at an ant’s head.







   But better defence


Than any militant pride are the freebooting crass


Veterans of survival and those champions


   Forgetfulness, madness.







   Brain in deft opacities,


Walled in translucencies, shuts out the world’s knocking


With a welcome, and to wide-eyed deafnesses


   Of prudence lets it speak.







   Long the eggshell head’s


Fragility rounds and resists receiving the flash


Of the sun, the bolt of the earth: and feeds


   On the yolk’s dark and hush







   Of a helplessness coming


By feats of torpor, by circumventing sleights


Of stupefaction, juggleries of benumbing,


   By lucid sophistries of sight







   To a staturing ‘I am’,


To the upthrust affirmative head of a man.


Braggart-browed complacency in most calm


   Collusion with his own










   Dewdrop frailty


Must stop the looming mouth of the earth with a pin-


Point cipher, with a blank-stare courtesy


   Confront it and preen,







   Spurn it muck under


His foot-clutch, and, opposing his eye’s flea-red


Fly-catching fervency to the whelm of the sun,


   Trumpet his own ear dead.



























Vampire









You hosts are almost glad he gate-crashed: see,


How his eyes brighten on the whisky, how his wit


Tumbles the company like a lightning stroke –


You marvel where he gets his energy from … 







But that same instant, here, far underground,


This fusty carcase stirs its shroud and swells.







‘Stop, stop, oh for God’s sake, stop!’ you shriek


As your tears run down, but he goes on and on


Mercilessly till you think your ribs must crack …







While this carcase’s eyes grimace, stitched


In the cramp of an ordeal, and a squeeze of blood


Crawls like scorpions into its hair.







You plead, limp, dangling in his mad voice, till


With a sudden blood-spittling cough, he chokes: he leaves


Trembling, soon after. You slump back down in a chair


Cold as a leaf, your heart scarcely moving …







Deep under the city’s deepest stone


This grinning sack is bursting with your blood.






























The Man Seeking Experience Enquires His Way of a Drop of Water









‘This water droplet, charity of the air,


Out of the watched blue immensity –


(Where, where are the angels?) out of the draught in the door,


The Tuscarora, the cloud, the cup of tea,


The sweating victor and the decaying dead bird –


This droplet has travelled far and studied hard.







‘Now clings on the cream paint of our kitchen wall.


Aged eye! This without heart-head-nerve lens


Which saw the first and earth-centering jewel


Spark upon darkness, behemoth bulk and lumber


Out of the instant flash, and man’s hand


Hoist him upright, still hangs clear and round.







‘Having studied a journey in the high


Cathedralled brain, the mole’s ear, the fish’s ice,


The abattoir of the tiger’s artery,


The slum of the dog’s bowel, and there is no place


His bright look has not bettered, and problem none


But he has brought it to solution.







‘Venerable elder! Let us learn of you.


Read us a lesson, a plain lesson how


Experience has worn or made you anew,


That on this humble kitchen wall hang now,


O dew that condensed of the breath of the Word


On the mirror of the syllable of the Word.’







So he spoke, aloud, grandly, then stood


For an answer, knowing his own nature all


Droplet-kin, sisters and brothers of lymph and blood,


Listened for himself to speak for the drop’s self.


This droplet was clear simple water still.


It no more responded than the hour-old child










Does to finger-toy or coy baby-talk,


But who lies long, long and frowningly


Unconscious under the shock of its own quick


After that first alone-in-creation cry


When into the mesh of sense, out of the dark,


Blundered the world-shouldering monstrous ‘I’.



























Meeting









   He smiles in a mirror, shrinking the whole


Sun-swung zodiac of light to a trinket shape


   On the rise of his eye: it is a role







   In which he can fling a cape,


And outloom life like Faustus. But once when


   On an empty mountain slope







   A black goat clattered and ran


Towards him, and set forefeet firm on a rock


   Above and looked down







   A square-pupilled yellow-eyed look


The black devil head against the blue air,


   What gigantic fingers took







   Him up and on a bare


Palm turned him close under an eye


   That was like a living hanging hemisphere







   And watched his blood’s gleam with a ray


Slow and cold and ferocious as a star


   Till the goat clattered away.






























Wind









This house has been far out at sea all night,


The woods crashing through darkness, the booming hills,


Winds stampeding the fields under the window


Floundering black astride and blinding wet







Till day rose; then under an orange sky


The hills had new places, and wind wielded


Blade-light, luminous black and emerald,


Flexing like the lens of a mad eye.







At noon I scaled along the house-side as far as


The coal-house door. Once I looked up –


Through the brunt wind that dented the balls of my eyes


The tent of the hills drummed and strained its guyrope,







The fields quivering, the skyline a grimace,


At any second to bang and vanish with a flap:


The wind flung a magpie away and a black-


Back gull bent like an iron bar slowly. The house







Rang like some fine green goblet in the note


That any second would shatter it. Now deep


In chairs, in front of the great fire, we grip


Our hearts and cannot entertain book, thought,







Or each other. We watch the fire blazing,


And feel the roots of the house move, but sit on,


Seeing the window tremble to come in,


Hearing the stones cry out under the horizons.



























October Dawn









October is marigold, and yet


A glass half full of wine left out










To the dark heaven all night, by dawn


Has dreamed a premonition







Of ice across its eye as if


The ice-age had begun its heave.







The lawn overtrodden and strewn


From the night before, and the whistling green







Shrubbery are doomed. Ice


Has got its spearhead into place.







First a skin, delicately here


Restraining a ripple from the air; 







Soon plate and rivet on pond and brook;


Then tons of chain and massive lock







To hold rivers. Then, sound by sight


Will Mammoth and Sabre-tooth celebrate 







Reunion while a fist of cold


Squeezes the fire at the core of the world,







Squeezes the fire at the core of the heart,


And now it is about to start.



























The Casualty









Farmers in the fields, housewives behind steamed windows,


Watch the burning aircraft across the blue sky float,


As if a firefly and a spider fought,


Far above the trees, between the washing hung out.


They wait with interest for the evening news.







But already, in a brambled ditch, suddenly-smashed


Stems twitch. In the stubble a pheasant


Is craning every way in astonishment.


The hare that hops up, quizzical, hesitant,


Flattens ears and tears madly away and the wren warns.







Some, who saw fall, smoke beckons. They jostle above,


They peer down a sunbeam as if they expected there


A snake in the gloom of the brambles or a rare flower –


See the grave of dead leaves heave suddenly, hear


It was a man fell out of the air alive,







Hear now his groans and senses groping. They rip


The slum of weeds, leaves, barbed coils; they raise


A body that as the breeze touches it glows,


Branding their hands on his bones. Now that he has


No spine, against heaped sheaves they prop him up,







Arrange his limbs in order, open his eye,


Then stand, helpless as ghosts. In a scene


Melting in the August noon, the burned man


Bulks closer greater flesh and blood than their own,


As suddenly the heart’s beat shakes his body and the eye







Widens childishly. Sympathies


Fasten to the blood like flies. Here’s no heart’s more


Open or large than a fist clenched, and in there


Holding close complacency its most dear


Unscratchable diamond. The tears of their eyes







Too tender to let break, start to the edge


Of such horror close as mourners can,


Greedy to share all that is undergone,


Grimace, gasp, gesture of death. Till they look down


On the handkerchief at which his eye stares up.



























Bayonet Charge









Suddenly he awoke and was running – raw


In raw-seamed hot khaki, his sweat heavy,


Stumbling across a field of clods towards a green hedge


That dazzled with rifle fire, hearing


Bullets smacking the belly out of the air –


He lugged a rifle numb as a smashed arm;


The patriotic tear that had brimmed in his eye


Sweating like molten iron from the centre of his chest –







In bewilderment then he almost stopped –


In what cold clockwork of the stars and the nations


Was he the hand pointing that second? He was running


Like a man who has jumped up in the dark and runs


Listening between his footfalls for the reason


Of his still running, and his foot hung like


Statuary in mid-stride. Then the shot-slashed furrows







Threw up a yellow hare that rolled like a flame


And crawled in a threshing circle, its mouth wide


Open silent, its eyes standing out.


He plunged past with his bayonet towards the green hedge,


King, honour, human dignity, etcetera


Dropped like luxuries in a yelling alarm


To get out of that blue crackling air


His terror’s touchy dynamite.



























Six Young Men









The celluloid of a photograph holds them well –


Six young men, familiar to their friends.


Four decades that have faded and ochre-tinged


This photograph have not wrinkled the faces or the hands.


Though their cocked hats are not now fashionable,


Their shoes shine. One imparts an intimate smile,


One chews a grass, one lowers his eyes, bashful,


One is ridiculous with cocky pride –


Six months after this picture they were all dead.










All are trimmed for a Sunday jaunt. I know


That bilberried bank, that thick tree, that black wall,


Which are there yet and not changed. From where these sit


You hear the water of seven streams fall


To the roarer in the bottom, and through all


The leafy valley a rumouring of air go.


Pictured here, their expressions listen yet,


And still that valley has not changed its sound


Though their faces are four decades under the ground.







This one was shot in an attack and lay


Calling in the wire, then this one, his best friend,


Went out to bring him in and was shot too;


And this one, the very moment he was warned


From potting at tin-cans in no man’s land,


Fell back dead with his rifle-sights shot away.


The rest, nobody knows what they came to,


But come to the worst they must have done, and held it


Closer than their hope; all were killed.







Here see a man’s photograph,


The locket of a smile, turned overnight


Into the hospital of his mangled last


Agony and hours; see bundled in it


His mightier-than-a-man dead bulk and weight:


And on this one place which keeps him alive


(In his Sunday best) see fall war’s worst


Thinkable flash and rending, onto his smile


Forty years rotting into soil.







That man’s not more alive whom you confront


And shake by the hand, see hale, hear speak loud,


Than any of these six celluloid smiles are,


Nor prehistoric or fabulous beast more dead;


No thought so vivid as their smoking-blood:


To regard this photograph might well dement,


Such contradictory permanent horrors here


Smile from the single exposure and shoulder out


One’s own body from its instant and heat.



























The Martyrdom of Bishop Farrar









Burned by Bloody Mary’s men at Carmarthen. ‘If I flinch from the pain of the burning, believe not the doctrine that I have preached.’ (His words on being chained to the stake.) 







Bloody Mary’s venomous flames can curl:


They can shrivel sinew and char bone


Of foot, ankle, knee, and thigh, and boil


Bowels, and drop his heart a cinder down;


And her soldiers can cry, as they hurl


Logs in the red rush: ‘This is her sermon.’







The sullen-jowled watching Welsh townspeople


Hear him crack in the fire’s mouth; they see what


Black oozing twist of stuff bubbles the smell


That tars and retches their lungs: no pulpit


Of his ever held their eyes so still,


Never, as now his agony, his wit.







An ignorant means to establish ownership


Of his flock! Thus their shepherd she seized


And knotted him into this blazing shape


In their eyes, as if such could have cauterized


The trust they turned towards him, and branded on


Its stump her claim, to outlaw question.







So it might have been: seeing their exemplar


And teacher burned for his lessons to black bits,


Their silence might have disowned him to her,


And hung up what he had taught with their Welsh hats:


Who sees his blasphemous father struck by fire


From heaven, might well be heard to speak no oaths.










But the fire that struck here, come from Hell even,


Kindled little heavens in his words


As he fed his body to the flame alive.


Words which, before they will be dumbly spared,


Will burn their body and be tongued with fire


Make paltry folly of flesh and this world’s air.







When they saw what annuities of hours


And comfortable blood he burned to get


His words a bare honouring in their ears,


The shrewd townsfolk pocketed them hot:


Stamp was not current but they rang and shone


As good gold as any queen’s crown.







Gave all he had, and yet the bargain struck


To a merest farthing his whole agony,


His body’s cold-kept miserdom of shrieks


He gave uncounted, while out of his eyes,


Out of his mouth, fire like a glory broke,


And smoke burned his sermon into the skies.








 





















Song from Bawdry Embraced









From what dog’s dish or crocodile’s rotten


       Larder she had come


He questioned none: ‘It is enough


       That she is and I am.’







They caught each other by the body


       And fell in a heap:


A cockerel there struck up a tread


       Like a cabman’s whip.







And so they knit, knotted and wrought


       Braiding their ends in;


So fed their radiance to themselves


       They could not be seen.










And thereupon – a miracle!


       Each became, a lens


So focussing creation’s heat


       The other burst in flames.







Bawdry! Bawdry! Steadfastly


       Thy great protagonists


Died face to face, with bellies full,


       In the solar waste







Where there is neither skirt nor coat,


       And every ogling eye


Is a cold star to measure


       Their solitude by.





























from LUPERCAL





















Mayday on Holderness









This evening, motherly summer moves in the pond.


I look down into the decomposition of leaves –


The furnace door whirling with larvae.







                       From Hull’s sunset smudge


Humber is melting eastward, my south skyline:


A loaded single vein, it drains


The effort of the inert North – Sheffield’s ores.


Bog pools, dregs of toadstools, tributary


Graves, dunghills, kitchens, hospitals.


The unkillable North Sea swallows it all.


Insects, drunken, drop out of the air.







                                                 Birth-soils,


The sea-salts, scoured me, cortex and intestine,


To receive these remains.


As the incinerator, as the sun,


As the spider, I had a whole world in my hands.


Flowerlike, I loved nothing.


Dead and unborn are in God comfortable.


What a length of gut is growing and breathing –


This mute eater, biting through the mind’s


Nursery floor, with eel and hyena and vulture,


With creepy-crawly and the root,


With the sea-worm, entering its birthright.







The stars make pietas. The owl announces its sanity.







The crow sleeps glutted and the stoat begins.


There are eye-guarded eggs in these hedgerows,


Hot haynests under the roots in burrows.


Couples at their pursuits are laughing in the lanes. 










The North Sea lies soundless. Beneath it


Smoulder the wars: to heart-beats, bomb, bayonet.


‘Mother, Mother!’ cries the pierced helmet.


Cordite oozings of Gallipoli,







Curded to beastings, broached my palate,


The expressionless gaze of the leopard,


The coils of the sleeping anaconda,


The nightlong frenzy of shrews.



























February









The wolf with its belly stitched full of big pebbles;


Nibelung wolves barbed like black pineforest


Against a red sky, over blue snow; or that long grin


Above the tucked coverlet – none suffice.







A photograph: the hairless, knuckled feet


Of the last wolf killed in Britain spoiled him for wolves:


The worst since has been so much mere Alsatian.


Now it is the dream cries ‘Wolf!’ where these feet







Print the moonlit doorstep, or run and run


Through the hush of parkland, bodiless, headless;


With small seeming of inconvenience


By day, too, pursue, siege all thought;







Bring him to an abrupt poring stop


Over engravings of gibbet-hung wolves,


As at a cage where the scraggy Spanish wolf


Danced, smiling, brown eyes doggily begging







A ball to be thrown. These feet, deprived,


Disdaining all that are caged, or storied, or pictured,


Through and throughout the true world search


For their vanished head, for the world










Vanished with the head, the teeth, the quick eyes –


Now, lest they choose his head,


Under severe moons he sits making


Wolf-masks, mouths clamped well onto the world.



























Crow Hill









The farms are oozing craters in


Sheer sides under the sodden moors:


When it is not wind it is rain,


Neither of which will stop at doors:


One will damp beds and the other shake


Dreams beneath sleep it cannot break.







Between the weather and the rock


Farmers make a little heat;


Cows that sway a bony back,


Pigs upon delicate feet


Hold off the sky, trample the strength


That shall level these hills at length.







Buttoned from the blowing mist


Walk the ridges of ruined stone.


What humbles these hills has raised


The arrogance of blood and bone,


And thrown the hawk upon the wind,


And lit the fox in the dripping ground.



























A Woman Unconscious









Russia and America circle each other;


Threats nudge an act that were without doubt


A melting of the mould in the mother,


Stones melting about the root,










The quick of the earth burned out:


The toil of all our ages a loss


With leaf and insect. Yet flitting thought


(Not to be thought ridiculous)







Shies from the world-cancelling black


Of its playing shadow: it has learned


That there’s no trusting (trusting to luck)


Dates when the world’s due to be burned;







That the future’s no calamitous change


But a malingering of now,


Histories, towns, faces that no


Malice or accident much derange.







And though bomb be matched against bomb,


Though all mankind wince out and nothing endure –


Earth gone in an instant flare –


Did a lesser death come







Onto the white hospital bed


Where one, numb beyond her last of sense,


Closed her eyes on the world’s evidence


And into pillows sunk her head?



























Strawberry Hill









A stoat danced on the lawns here


To the music of the maskers;


Drinking the staring hare dry, bit


Through grammar and corset. They nailed to a door







The stoat with the sun in its belly,


But its red unmanageable life


Has licked the stylist out of their skulls


Has sucked that age like an egg and gone off










Along ditches where flies and leaves


Overpower our tongues, got into some grave –


Not a dog to follow it down –


Emerges, thirsting, in far Asia, in Brixton.



























Fourth of July









The hot shallows and seas we bring our blood from


Slowly dwindled; cooled


To sewage estuary, to trout-stocked tarn.


Even the Amazon’s taxed and patrolled







To set laws by the few jaws –


Piranha and jaguar.


Columbus’ huckstering breath


Blew inland through North America







Killing the last of the mammoths.


The right maps have no monsters.


Now the mind’s wandering elementals,


Ousted from their traveller-told







Unapproachable islands,


From their heavens and their burning underworld,


Wait dully at the traffic crossing,


Or lean over headlines, taking nothing in.



























Esther’s Tomcat









Daylong this tomcat lies stretched flat


As an old rough mat, no mouth and no eyes,


Continual wars and wives are what


Have tattered his ears and battered his head.







Like a bundle of old rope and iron


Sleeps till blue dusk. Then reappear


His eyes, green as ringstones: he yawns wide red,


Fangs fine as a lady’s needle and bright.







A tomcat sprang at a mounted knight,


Locked round his neck like a trap of hooks


While the knight rode fighting its clawing and bite.


After hundreds of years the stain’s there







On the stone where he fell, dead of the tom:


That was at Barnborough. The tomcat still


Grallochs odd dogs on the quiet,


Will take the head clean off your simple pullet,







Is unkillable. From the dog’s fury,


From gunshot fired point-blank he brings


His skin whole, and whole


From owlish moons of bekittenings







Among ashcans. He leaps and lightly


Walks upon sleep, his mind on the moon.


Nightly over the round world of men,


Over the roofs go his eyes and outcry.



























Wilfred Owen’s Photographs









When Parnell’s Irish in the House


Pressed that the British Navy’s cat-


O-nine-tails be abolished, what


Shut against them? It was


Neither Irish nor English nor of that


Decade, but of the species.







Predictably, Parliament


Squared against the motion. As soon


Let the old school tie be rent


Off their necks, and give thanks, as see gone


No shame but a monument –


Trafalgar not better known.










‘To discontinue it were as much


As ship not powder and cannonballs


But brandy and women’ (Laughter). Hearing which


A witty profound Irishman calls


For a ‘cat’ into the House, and sits to watch


The gentry fingering its stained tails.
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