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By the Round Pond









You watch yourself. You watch the watcher too –


A ghostly figure on the garden wall.


And one of you is her, and one is you,


If either one of you exists at all.







How strange to be the one behind a face,


To have a name and know that it is yours,


To be in this particular green place,


To see a snail advance, to see it pause.







You sit quite still and wonder when you’ll go.


It could be now. Or now. Or now. You stay.


Who’s making up the plot? You’ll never know.


Minute after minute swims away.






























The Christmas Life




‘If you don’t have a real tree, you don’t bring the Christmas life into the house.’


Josephine Mackinnon, aged 8












Bring in a tree, a young Norwegian spruce,


Bring hyacinths that rooted in the cold.


Bring winter jasmine as its buds unfold –


Bring the Christmas life into this house.







Bring red and green and gold, bring things that shine,


Bring candlesticks and music, food and wine.


Bring in your memories of Christmas past.


Bring in your tears for all that you have lost.







Bring in the shepherd boy, the ox and ass,


Bring in the stillness of an icy night,


Bring in a birth, of hope and love and light.


Bring the Christmas life into this house.






























30th December









At first I’m startled by the sound of bicycles


Above my head. And then I see them, two swans


Flying in to their runway behind the reeds.







The bridge is slippery, the grass so sodden


That water seeps into my shoes. But now


The sun has come out and everything is calm


And beautiful as the end of a hangover.







Christmas was a muddle


Of turkey bones and muted quarrelling.







The visitors have left.


Solitary walkers smile and tell each other


That the day is wonderful.







If only this could be Christmas now –


These shining meadows,


The hum of huge wings in the sky.






























If I Don’t Know


(for Louise Kerr)









If I don’t know how to be thankful enough


for the clusters of white blossom







on our mock orange, which has grown tall


and graceful, come into its own







like a new star just out of ballet school,


and if I don’t know what to do







about those spires of sky-blue delphinium,


then what about the way they look together?







And what about the roses, or just one of them –


that solid pinky-peachy bloom







that hollows towards its heart? Outrageous.


I could crush it to bits.







A photograph? A dance to summer?


I sit on the swing and cry.







The rose. The gardenful. The evening light.


It’s nine o’clock and I can still see everything.






























Haiku: Looking Out of the Back Bedroom Window without My Glasses









                     What’s that amazing


                     new lemon-yellow flower?


                     Oh yes, a football.






























Idyll


(after U. A. Fanthorpe)









We’ll be in our garden on a summer evening,


Eating pasta, drinking white wine.







We won’t talk all the time. I’ll sit back,


Contemplating shadows on the red-brick path,







And marvel at the way it all turned out.


That yellow begonia. Our gabled house.







Later we’ll stroll through Kingsgate Park.


My leg won’t hurt, and we’ll go home the long way.







Asked to imagine heaven, I see us there,


The way we have been, the way we sometimes are.






























Being Boring




‘May you live in interesting times.’ Chinese curse












If you ask me ‘What’s new?’, I have nothing to say


Except that the garden is growing.


I had a slight cold but it’s better today.


I’m content with the way things are going.


Yes, he is the same as he usually is,


Still eating and sleeping and snoring.


I get on with my work. He gets on with his.


I know this is all very boring.







There was drama enough in my turbulent past:


Tears and passion – I’ve used up a tankful.


No news is good news, and long may it last.


If nothing much happens, I’m thankful.


A happier cabbage you never did see,


My vegetable spirits are soaring.


If you’re after excitement, steer well clear of me.


I want to go on being boring.







I don’t go to parties. Well, what are they for,


If you don’t need to find a new lover?


You drink and you listen and drink a bit more


And you take the next day to recover.


Someone to stay home with was all my desire


And, now that I’ve found a safe mooring,


I’ve just one ambition in life: I aspire


To go on and on being boring.
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