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Oran


(Camus)





The city itself, one has to admit, is ugly. It appears calm and quiet, but after some time the way it differs from many other centres of commerce becomes clear. Imagine – if that’s possible – a town with no pigeons, no trees, no gardens, where you never hear the flusker of birds’ wings, or even leaves rustling. A null, neutral place, where the changing seasons can only be told by looking up at the sky. A gentleness in the air tells you spring is coming – baskets of flowers brought in from the suburbs line the pavements. Spring is an opportunity for dozens of small businesses to fly their flags. During the summer the sun bakes the houses till they’re like dry bones, and it smears their walls with an ashen dust. You can only live in the shadow of closed shutters. Then in the autumn mud pours from the sky. Good weather comes only in the winter months.
























The Island in the North Sea


(Rilke)









Each farm squats inside a circular dam


like a fort a bawn a crater on the moon


bashed by storms each garden looks the same


and has it rough like an unloved orphan







who counts the bodies of drowned fishermen and grieves


as the islanders they keep indoors and stare


at crooked mirrors that show nicknames fancy things


among the delph that stacks each dresser







after tea some youth might take a dander


and rasp a tune on his harmonica


– its tacky girning he picked it up







in a foreign port some dockside bar


– then a sheep scumbles up a dyke a


gross hirpling dopey ominouslooking sheep






























The Cigarette


(Ponge)





Let’s first try to catch the atmosphere – smoky, dry, tousled – no unkempt – that flows from the white or yellow cigarette poised just below this abyss that grows out of its tip.


Then let’s try to see it as a person in its own right: a little torch, less luminous than perfumed, from which a finite number of tiny ash flakes are dropping in a rhythm that has yet to be determined.


Last thing, its passion: this burning button, peeling off its silver scales – a button sleeved by its most recent scales or flakes.
























The Albatross


(Baudelaire)









Marilyn and the cassowary bird


– its head’s protected by a bony helmet or casque –


they both know what the other bird’s about


– idle gliding comrade of endless


voyages over tradescarred seas


where mariners counting the sea’s clock


skrimshander whalebone or tempt him onto the deck


where with two left feet he paddles


on the dry boards – boards as stiff


as the ship’s biscuit they chuck


at him – as well try swallow grey coke


or clinker – now some tar smoking a clay pipe takes


it and gives his long bony beak


– his glossy beak – a hard poke


another splays his feet out and hops


with as much grace as a sack


of old potatoes caked in mud


then laughs at the poor craychur he’s mocking


– yes we know that the poet any star like Marilyn


and the cassowary too resemble the albatross


– whole crowds rough as those jack


tars squatting on sunscrubbed boards yak


away at them all – then with gossip and innuendo


– how they roll their tongues on the name Monroe –


they lay each in turn on their back


and rip out their guts






























The Storm


(Montale)









Les princes n’ont point d’yeux pour voir ces grand’s merveilles,


Leurs mains ne servent plus qu’ à nous persécuter …


                                       Agrippa D’Aubigné, ‘A Dieu’







The hard leaves on the magnolia


they’re ruffled by thunder


then thumped by hailstones







(crystal and archaic the sounds


that chink in your nocturnal cabinet


and that grain of sugar


– a tiny lump of sleep yolk


stuck in your eyelid’s shell


is all that’s left of the gilt


inlay on mahogany


on badly scuffed leather bindings)







then the lightning makes trees and walls


famous for a moment


– marble a grain of manna


discandied I mean destroyed


– oh it’s carved inside you


sister that sermon


you preach against me


it ties us closer than love can


– now the rude crash quiver


of timbrels (tumbrils I nearly said)


over the black ditch


then the fandango’s yukky clatter


and some gesture that gropes or teases


– a little trailing capillary


                  as you turned you pushed


your smoky hair with one hand


and waved roughly with the other


                 then the darkness pitched on you


 






























Belongings


(Khazendar)









Who entered my room when I was out


and moved the vase on the mantelpiece just a tad?


who skewed that print – a Crusader – on the far wall?


and those pages loose on my desk


they’re a shade dishevelled aren’t they?







of course someone’s read them


and my pillow’s never been dented this way


– not by any lovely head


that stray shirt I’d never leave on the floor


– some shit’s dropped it







so who came into my room? who?


and who’ll put the vase back exactly


as it was? who’ll


straighten the mailed knight in his corner?


and who’ll restore to my shirt and pillow


their full rights as citizens


of my single room?






























Don’t


(Heine)









Don’t mention it ever


– not when we’re lying in bed


or eating dinner


– not when I’m making a meal


of your wet cunt


don’t mention Deutschland to me







all that’s been written and said


about homeland family slums


– I’ve gone right the way through it


so don’t tell me I want to go back


– all the cards are there on the table


but the table’s a long way away







we’re just taking a holyer


for the rest of our natural lives


– like a tight big apple


we’ll eat up ourselves and this city


so don’t mention the skyblue Rhine


or that gospel tribe in the oakgrove






























Unavoidable


(Goethe)









Who can say to the birds


shut the fuck up


or tell the sheep in the yow trummle


not to struggle and leap?







you think there’s no manners on me


when I act like a lout


but it’s the shearer who tugs at me


– that’s what it’s about







who can stop me chucking words


onto this heavenly white page?


– Hafiz it’s such a struggle


being in love at my age






























The Skeleton


(Verlaine)









Two pachles both stocious are lurching back


over a battlefield – they’re doubles of our old friend


the miles gloriosus and they look bulky like sacks


so maybe they’re Hessians who like Jack Falstaff


are – mortal men sir – full of sack


and sorry the war has staggered to an end


but then they see this gnawed daft


– nit of a translator says deboned – skeleton


lying there among the puddles and shellholes


the mud the debris the bust or abandoned weapons


– like a trapdoor its mouth gapes open


as it lies there static a bleached symbol of ending


then Captain Bones cranks up and addresses our two squaddies


– more to come – tell the ranks – more great more dulce days! 
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