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            For Margaret

         

      

   


   
      
         
             

         

         
             

         

         
             

         

         
            I am listening to the tap shoes

            you should have been given as a girl,

            your feet finding you just in time, time

            to shuffle, to brush back on your heel

            and ease out into the buffalo, the swing

            of those long, stage-crossing strides

            you could never quite suppress, even

            on the tut-tut-tut of the library floor.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               
          
          Ladywell
        

            

            
               
                  It busies up out of the summer night

                  the moment we turn off the TV: birling

                  of water that was the Mesolithic

               

               
                  for survival, word of mouth from

                  the first foragers to the flint traders

                  on the ridgeway: Drop down

               

               
                  to the spring line! Where the Romans

                  were glad enough to drink too,

                  though she seemed more maenad

               

               
                  than nymph, this spirit even the ice

                  could not still, driven as the white petals

                  that broke from the blackthorn.

               

               
                  The monks tried to gentle her, Our

                  Lady’s Well, as they drew the water

                  for their beadhouse on the hill.

               

               
                  Generations came down to drink

                  after Mattins, or to fill the font

                  for a christening. But what ravels

               

               
                  under the siltstone arch will pass

                  the Atlantic through the harebell

                  and still not rest.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               
          
          Lesser Celandine
        

            

            
               
                  The leaves take up their spadework

                  in the dead of the year, subsisting

                  like cottagers on their flitch of bacon

                  on the sugars stored in the long fingers

                  of the roots, the figs they don’t give

                  for frost.

               

               
                                        They farm the first sunlight,

                  gathering enough from the darker bands

                  in the spectrum, the red and the blue,

                  to forge their own sunrise, those blades of gold

                  Wordsworth imagined firing a workman

                  
            worthy to be sainted, the first to
          

                  set the sign-board in a blaze.

               

               
                                                     Canny blades,

                  though, that fold over the flowerhead

                  in wind and rain, one with the labourer

                  huddled under his coat, the bee’s first nectar

                  as precious as body heat, all the generations

                  of survival as our face of the earth finally

                  turns towards the sun.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               
          
          Snowdrop
        

            

            
               
                  Think of it waiting

                                          the hard weather out

                  keeping that lilt to

                                          itself, that tremor

                  in the close court

                                          of the bell

               

               
                  Think of the stillness

                                          in the sober sides

                  the steadfast silence

                                          of the meeting house

                  Quaker heads bowed

                                          in patience

               

               
                  Think of the lightness

                                          it has held in trust

                  that wingbeat of green

                                          the petticoats show

                  when the stiff skirts

                                          lift at last

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               
          
          Daffodils
        

               
          variations on an image from Michael O’Higgins
        

            

            
               
                  Something is fettling

                  in the summer heat

               

               
                  smoothing into the crease

                  of a muzzle

               

               
                  whittling to the tip

                  of an ear

               

               
                  a long head raised

                  underground

               

               
                  looking to leap from

                  year to year

               

                

                

               
                  Something is bridling

                  at the winter cold

               

               
                  the stamp of a hoof

                  in the hard earth

               

               
                  the changle of a bit

                  in the frost

               

               
                  some deep chest drawn

                  into harness

               

               
                  when all impetus

                  is lost

               

               
                  Something is pulling

                  into the late spring

               

               
                  neck upon neck

                  bent to the shaft

               

               
                  and the same sweat

                  on every one

               

               
                  the horse’s heads

                  of gold

               

               
                  that draw the chariot

                  of the sun
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‘Garfitt has mastered the art of connecting every sound and image
in a poem with the action that propelled it into being.

ANNE STEVENSON

ROGER GARFITT

CARCANET





OEBPS/new_logo_1_online.png





