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               Things Present

            

            
               
                  All things being done or undone

                  As my hands adore or abandon –

                  Embody a now, erect a here

                  A bare-backed tramp and a ditch without fire

               

               
                  Cat or bread; and no shoes,

                  Honour, or hope, him – whose

                  Progenitors back to the sea-salt

                  Bride-bed to cradle assoiled 

               

               
                  Honour of its shifty eyes, and hope

                  Of its shaky heart-beat, and step

                  By step got into stout shoes beneath

                  A roof treed to deflect death. 

               

               
                  My sires had towers and great names,

                  And that their effort be brought to an edge

                  Honed their bodies away, dreams

                  The tramp in the sodden ditch.
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               Everyman’s Odyssey

            

            
               
                  Telemachus, now to remember your coming of age.

                  Years your trust was open as the doors of your house

                  To the boisterous princes, all so phrasing your mother,

                  So cushioning the going of her feet with the glow of their eyes,

                  Who brought such trinkets, and hoisted the jugglers and the dancers

                  Onto the protesting trestles of your tables.

               

               
                  Your mother, white, a woe freezing a silence,

                  Parried long their impertinence with her shuttle,

                  And such after-banquet belching of adulation

                  Through your hoop and handball years. O Telemachus

                  Remember the day you saw the spears on the wall

                  And their great blades shook light at you like the sea.

               

               
                  If these memories move at all in your ghost

                  This last must open up a wound: recall that year

                  You sulked among the suitors – too big for their comfort

                  And yet too few for their fear. Your father’s honour

                  Was a sword in the scabbard of your body you could not draw,

                  What patience you had a slow bird quartering the seas.

               

               
                  But avenge yourself on recalling that. I would hear

                  How the father arrives out of the bottom of the world.

                  I would see one of the beggars that brawl on my porch

                  Reach hands to the bow hardly to be strung by man –

                  I would see these gluttons, guests by grace of their numbers,

                  Flung through the doors with their bellies full of arrows. 
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               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. 4

               

               
                  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.  
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