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               WEAVELEY FURZE (1)

               for G.H.

            

            
               
                  So: to keep going on the glum route-march,

                  a mile’s trudge in the summer across fields

                  where either a dropped match

                  or the farmer on purpose burned the crop

                  crisp black; or else sunshine, that nothing shields

                  us from; or else dumb mischief; till we stop

                  at a thin gate with a rope latch

                  fraying from the top.

               

               
                  The Glyme and the Dorn, not even half full

                  are not so much as half heard, yet the trees

                  make their leaves voluble

                  as they wobble like water overhead.

                  Down here, sticky brambles with homebound bees

                  inheriting their commonwealths, instead

                  of this binding, unenforceable

                  contract with the dead

               

               
                  that no one can believe in any more,

                  spread at their own speeds; now at your deaf side

                  I lessen the uproar

                  but can’t pretend the noise has gone away.

                  Someone has cut logs into sticks, and tied

                  them in faggots, and left them: you could say

                  they’re sound, or rotten at the core,

                  mugging pure dismay:6

               

               
                  ghastly, ghastly. Maybe it’s just the heat,

                  or the staginess of advancing years,

                  but the young do seem to bleat

                  (I’m younger; I’m not young) a deadly din

                  round and about us now while, unawares,

                  something expires. Still there’s nothing to win:

                  the courage, just, to leave your seat,

                  take breath, and begin.

               

               
                                                                                      2015
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               THE DROVERS’ ROAD

               
                      wonders that have happened 

                  On wet roads where men walk

               

            

            
               
                  Bad weather for a fortnight now.

                  I scramble uphill in mud

                  over the steep field, as below

                  me among trees the Glyme floods,

               

               
                  catching daylight and trapping it

                  far down from here, down and away,

                  while my feet slide and slip out

                  of step – too long, then suddenly

               

               
                  too short a stride, and all

                  the effort not to fall, but just

                  keep upright, keep moving, until

                  one way or another I get past

               

               
                  the ground where it turns to river

                  and put the shoes I stand up in

                  back on the drovers’ road. There

                  ought to be ghosts: the put-upon,

               

               
                  labouring every day for ever

                  and poor in death even, who go

                  ahead with all their lives lived

                  out once on the terms given, 8

               

               
                  cold, in boots that are letting in,

                  up and down the muddy road

                  that they don’t know how to leave,

                  and mightn’t leave, if they could.

               

               
                  My own people were labourers;

                  beside them, I’m a rich man; I

                  stumble my way along the verge

                  and nobody beckons me across.

               

               
                  There’s nothing from them as they trudge

                  away from here and back, many

                  with less than they brought, and many

                  with not even that much.
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               THE GIFTS OF FORTUNE

            

            
               
                  Flashes of daylight on a screen-glance of sun;

                  the ambient new smell, and silence well paid for

                  as a body snoozes its untold planet-time

                  in the middle of things, costly things everywhere,

                  bespoke, agleam, the things instead of love;

                  not to last, like prayers that are vain: Let

                  
            the work of my hands be broken. Let the doors
          

                  
            stand open and the cold come in.
          

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
10
               CINEMATIC

            

            
               
                  Too late, but not too late for me to hide

                  these sorry features further in the shade,

                  as huge projected faces loom and slide

               

               
                  away into their screen; I want to go

                  where images and ghosts stagger and slow,

                  past time that passes over or below

               

               
                  my heart shunting its blood too late; and as

                  the screenlight glances from her now, she is

                  beautiful like a star in the silent pictures,

               

               
                  all eyes, all eyes, and twice her lifesize tall,

                  falling away from me, into nightfall.

                  A shadow leaves its shadow on the wall.
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               AVENTINE

            

            
               
                  In a garden beneath dusty orange trees

                  the little sparrows are three-quarters dust

                  as they loiter near, then dance away from these

                  teenagers kissing as if this was the last

               

               
                  evening on earth – I don’t know where to look,

                  still less to pick up just where I left off

                  in the other century; but I’ve kept safe

                  all the way up, in a bag slung on my back,

               

               
                  two glasses, here, and this chilled bottle.

                  I pour it, we drink, and stare straight ahead:

                  I know your eyes so well that I daren’t look

                  when I say I’ve come straight from a funeral

               

               
                  and here we are, somehow; somehow I’m back

                  at six in the evening, in Rome instead,

                  raising a glass with you. And then I turn,

                  as our wine lights up like the sunset-burn

               

               
                  over an ashy path I climb and climb,

                  and see your face: we’re not at the right time,

                  or any time, but our hands touch. When we kiss,

                  shyly at first, nobody notices.
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               AT THE END OF THE WORLD

            

            
               
                  Why it should be Portballintrae, I don’t know, yet

                  here we all are, sharing this last afternoon,

                  hundreds of us; maybe no one has stayed inland.

                  As I lean on a railing with a good view up the coast

                  it strikes me as odd that everything doesn’t happen at once,

                  time rolled up, and all that: but clearly it’s going

                  to be gradual, an outdoor movie, starting

                  with this big-scale light-show, the sky a single

                  baby-blue all the way up, and then the sun

                  fixing itself in an unsophisticated yellow

                  to the one spot; as though it had thought better

                  than to make a fuss, the sea has no waves, and if

                  you look long enough, has become transparent;

                  no boats out there, I notice, though behind me cars

                  are still arriving, people parking where they like

                  and coming to watch. Nothing has actually happened

                  as yet, and it’s hard to stay in the right mood, with dogs

                  sniffing each other up, and the children getting bored,

                  while just to one side of me a gaggle of the saved

                  have run out of things to pray, and are singing instead.

                  Did they expect this exactly? Probably not,

                  though a few, I see, have thought to bring sandwiches:

                  I wonder if my Aunt Lizzie is even now at work

                  in heaven, preparing welcome plate after plate of

                  sausage rolls, shortbread, big sponges and traybakes?

                  I hope so. Nobody is managing very much

                  in the way of conversation, and I suppose we are all

                  trying to concentrate, in our own ways, though that 13

                  can’t go on forever. The sun now is the sun

                  in a painting; the breeze drops, picks up again,

                  drops; I’m looking at my watch for some reason,

                  then back at the view, which hasn’t really changed, and

                  is starting to seem a little bit bland: I’d have liked

                  something more vivid, Blakean, but everybody seems

                  happy enough. I think they’re still selling ice-cream.
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