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Four Thoughts from Abroad







1 blue sky in Porvoo…




Blue sky in Porvoo, the cloud pulled thin,


nearly-torn white, and grey for its shapes,







flat, low and yellow behind the church roof,


treaclewood tiles bright with snow,







then blue sky…


Why is it always behind everything,







that drapeless blue?:


that cross, that far, covered hill.





2 deconstructing the Turkish flag over Diyarbakir




A hot heaven, one star and a crescent moon


above Diyarbakir, hung in dark green.







The star fires beside


the moon’s dark-yellow back.







When the sky turns red, and the star


sails into the turned moon’s curve,







You Are Lucky To Be A Turk.





3 execution of a Chinese con man




Man Ling sold drugs


made out of baking ingredients.







People believed him and died.


He was shot by the sea in Baozhong.










He chose a sailor’s suit to die in.


Which shows a kind of care.





4 scene seen from a plane over South Asia




Tiny golden detail.


The plane beats over Belangkor


against the sun’s falling face.







Lagoons and inlets, syrup-twists in rivers,


liquid land and light-loop flicks.


Here and there, drops of lacquered milk.







Ah, it seems the answer to a dream.


Who argue over traffic too,


and fight for lovers.






























A poem from Home and Russia, Number 1







Sputnik over En Zed




The rugby field’s on fire. Its giant Sheriffs,


H and H, stand guard between the darkness


and my dreams. The grownups smoke while we,


whose lives have hardly started, turn and burn


our sausages on green and whittled sticks.







Sparks shanghai the stars. Our mothers’ fear,


discovered in the shiver of their hats,


provokes my cowboy confidence that I,


redhot and wild, keep up this Sausage Sizzle


and the World, ten-gallonned on my head –







whose fatness leaves no room for doubt. But they,


who feel they think they know with age some end


to all this food and fire and light, look up


without the make-believe of hope, and watch


while Something bleeps and blinks through Outer Space.







I’ve ditched my star. The Sputnik jitter runs


in circles round me still, and my corral


is not OK: and somewhere out there, somewhere


out of range it winds its question marks


across the sky, and bleeps at childish law.







The goalposts gleam. We wrap our sausages


in bread and butter. Mother smiles. It’s gone.


My fingers smear and shine. I spin my Colt:


blam-blam! The smoke half-clears. Our red position


glitters and is gone. We drive back home.






























Five P.each Pomes







1 the price of goats’ milk




The price of goats’ milk


has never gone down


in my lifetime.


But there is still hope.





2 gecrong




Byrhtnoth fell.


Splang!


And one by one


his Big Protectors


too.


Crish! Crosh! Crash!


We struggle to stand.


Death is a decline


to the horizontal.





3 flowers




Everybody likes flowers,


even though they were not made for Us.





4 do not




Do not clean


the inside of


a car without


an Elf attachment.








5 I fink




I have a feeling


that Fen End


is finking.






























Two Still Lifes Painted at the Subject







1 Ode to Autumn


for Sarah




A throttled bramble, raspberry horror, jerks


in coldbright wind: and rearing, throe-mad, scores


the weak white sky with thorns. Autumn works


its pogrom: frost-limp nettles, gasping haws,


the red and yellow fit of strangled fruit,


and traitored colours of the fire become


the symptoms of complaint. A bandaged sun


drills glassglare puddles in the rut-mud, numb


and white. And every prickle, stock and root


shakes and shuts. Unknown black birds hoot


the memory of plenty: there is none.







Dull evergreens, expressionless and cold:


bonestraw grassclumps: clouds laid on the sky


like ointment gauze: whipped withies hold


their last giant bowl-leaves hazard-high.


Who has not seen you, stretchered on the wind,


amidst your battlefield? Two silos freeze


faroff in cold-singed fields: and cows present


their frozen rumps, unmoving, to the trees.


The scratching fitful hedgerows, wrack and ruined,


hem the lane: and branchfalls, sodden-skinned,


rimed and rotten, finger where you went.







Who saw you pass this monstrous oak, and take


its crown, with all the cruelty of spring?


It stands here, yellow-palsied, with the ache


of nuded greatness, sadly whispering


its summer roar. Its mighty arms drop yellow


favours on the amputated mush


below: and suddenly, the world teems


with falling splendour, and a falling hush.


The brambles still. The sun lies white and low.


And on one branch, its last leaf gone, a crow


spreads its baffled, wind-nipped wings, and screams.








2 banana




This is the new poetry. I’ll draw


a banana: without one simile,


one onomatopoeia, metaphor,


syllepsis, assonance, cacophony,


oxymoronising,


asyndetonising –


nothing. Just the thing.







Where the poet’s brain


is absent, and the plain


truth may entertain.







This banana is yellow; marked with blue,


brown and black in-pressions here and there;


its thin skin-segment lines curved and skew


along its length; the stalk’s fibrous tear


flattened shrivelledly.


It is a little shiny.







That is poetry,


which is not me.






























Three Site-Specific Poems







1 poem to be read by the fire




we are a little older


since the last time


we laid and lit this fire







consider then


how best to use


our greater experience







in matters of love


and time


amidst the laws of gravity





2 poem to be read at a swimming lesson




breathing here


will be taught


as a skill







thus tomorrow and forever


we will be conscious


of our involuntary airings


of every automatic in and out







which may have


tragic or fatal


psychosomatic


consequences


and lead to madness








3 poem to be read while cycling




Ah the wind in your ribbons


isn’t it grand







like a soul borne on a body


like a polished knight ahorse


a floating fire in a funnel







a small convulsion in one knee


a slight agony


where the pedal and the heel


misalign







isn’t it grand


how we fly


how we fly






























Three Poems Written in Mongolia







1 the Mongolian Women’s Orchestra




enter the Mongolian Women’s Band


with


the years,







whose music, theirs and theirs, like language learned,


inevitable, red and super-sound,


outplays the days the days that made it mine







and beauty beauty adds to it – its stir,


its wink, its melt, and anything that shines –


this is The Horse that Overtook the Wind:







the little men that ride the plain


on hearts that will not race again


whose hoofbeats knock on heaven’s door –


they will not come back anymore







the history of hope is short:


it has one chapter – Youth. I thought


that memories would make me wise


but nothing comes as no surprise







across the windy open spaces


briefly bright their shining faces


do with beauty then are gone –


the horses gallop on and on







and if I played my darndest darndest card,


who have no beauty now, no more, what tricks


I take have not the hearts they had before.







The Horse that Overtook the Wind is done,


and beauty beauty raced it well – its stir,


its wink, its melt, and anything that shines










exit the Mongolian Women’s Band


with


the years





2 bits of Karakorum




fine brown rain falls


out of complicated clouds


on a shiny green tarpaulin


unevenly on the ground







where our plastic plates


blue and pink overflow


their sour vegetables


quietly in a square







singly and in pairs


we are somewhere


out amongst the acres


of everlastingness


picking up bits







our red and yellow parkas


flare not like flames


but chemically


wet and distant


from age


and each other







the rain rustles round my hood


out of the muddying dust I pick


a brimstone clog of burned brick


I am standing where it stood







and I will fall in rotless red


someone waves like semaphore


I don’t know what the world is for


clouds blossom overhead










someone else’s boot


has pushed its print


briefly into


the earth interrupted


with half–


cracked cinders







bits of the city fall


slowly to the ground


when I look up


and turn back


to the van


too slowly to see







bits of pickled cabbage


inch over the plastic edges


of our plates and splash


slowly on the green tarpaulin







clouds rear like empires


above us and quietly


singly and in pairs


we burn the air red and yellow





3 man in a yellow del




What was yellow before I saw this?


And what, Man? Maybe some egg, some sun,


some Hollywoodwork – some half-hack apprentice


thing, before the masterpiece was done:


the looking-end, the start of memory:


and I could hang on both infinitely


as long as they go now away from me.










This del hung on its dummy would not look


so well: nor yet this man in blue; but yet,


like alcohol and acid mixed and shook


to singularity, they breathe the blet


of estern apples on a poet-tree:


and I could hang on that infinitely


as long as it goes now away from me.







And when the best is done before the end,


what is there left but thinking of it? Some


die of this; while other co-extend


the quick-scent of their souls and make a sum


of disparates, and court inconstancy:


and I could hang on this infinitely


as long as it goes now away from me.






























Introduction and Exercise Concerning the Kenning,


After Snorri Sturluson’s ‘Skáldskaparmál’







1 introduction to the kenning
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