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  You Are Now Entering Europa




  

    

      The grass moves on the mass graves.




      How many divisions has the grass




      At this discreet perpetual exercise?




      The fallen leaves are frozen now,




      The windfalls bitter. No one writes




      And I forget. I mark the days.




      The grass moves on the mass graves.




      I tell myself I have my work




      When what I have is paper and a clock.




      The grass is in the street, the street




      Is at the door. I may not be disturbed,




      You understand, I have my work,




      So near to its conclusion now




      That I will never finish it. The grass




      Is at the door, is on the stairs,




      Is in the room, my mouth, is me,




      While I mark off the days and think




      How blest I am, to have my work,




      To tend the graveyard I become.


    


  




  







  Dead Ground




  

    

      In these hidden fields of heart’s desire




      The sheep are a rare historical breed




      Who wait like royalty in exile,




      Dim and fearful, crowding to the fence




      For counting. There’s an orchard




      Drowned in waist-high grass,




      That no one visits, where the apples




      Make their red appeal but fall




      On one another, meant




      For painting, not for eating.




      Down these unadopted roads




      You trespass in imaginary country




      Where secretly the money lives,




      The Lord’s anointed. Down this street




      Came Hampden’s men, defeated




      In a hedgerow skirmish –




      Old, unhappy, far-off things




      Domesticated here




      As fictions to be real in.




      How did it come to be




      So thoroughly possessed, this land,




      This corner of a long-gone yard,




      This tumbled wall of flints




      That will be built again, but taller




      And as though deep time




      Itself might be acquired?




      Likewise the hidden pool




      In there among the girlish birches,




      A silver blink that now you see




      And now you don’t,




      That opens to the dreaming eye




      A place within a place, a mirrored room




      Where things are otherwise,




      Except that in your case it won’t.




      See here, the forking




      Of this path among the hawthorns




      At the loamy patch where fungus




      Levers up its cock too perfectly




      Between the frosty leaves. It must be art,




      The never-was and never-will,




      Where ownership is all there is.




      You are yourself possessed,




      Except you call it geography –




      And all that you have ever known,




      These shut-down shires,




      The liberties you think you claim




      By searching out the detail




      In the detail, and the nowhere




      Of your six-foot plot




      Itself, ends here,




      This clearing in the greenwood




      Where the devil sits




      Enthroned on smoking ash




      To count the takings.


    


  




  







  Zorn




  

    

      Somewhere in the house, I howl.




      Of this much I am certain, though




      These days I no longer hear.




      It’s only me again. Meanwhile




      I watch and do not watch




      The evening freight trains pull away




      In almost perfect silence, gliding




      At the low, inexorable speed




      It’s tempting if not yet compulsory




      To think is that of history,




      A word we’d long supposed




      Was exiled to the snowfield of itself,




      When all the time the patient trains




      Were overhauling us to fill




      This yard as big as Luxembourg,




      Locked down in night and fog.




      But what do I know? Only that




      They roll into the tunnel, after which




      No further reference is made.




      There is a pause. It’s me again,




      There in the attic, the cellar,




      Sealed between the walls, a howling




      Absence of the sort you often find




      In older houses such as this.




      If I were me I shouldn’t dwell on it




      But learn to count my blessings,




      Carefully and often, just in case.


    


  




  







  The Chase




  

    

      Hell might have a Function Room like this,




      Where gravy fights it out with Harpic:




      A mock-Tudor Midland roadhouse,




      Thirties-built to meet the passing trade




      Long since diverted down the bypass,




      It fell on hard times, then on harder ones




      And kept on falling through false floors,




      Down shafts of optimistic Anaglypta,




      Past the cheap and cheerful weddings,




      Underbooked conventions, lingerie events




      And charismatic preachers braving out




      The years God turned his face away.




      The old place stands in hawthorn scrub




      Beside the nibbled Chase, its car-park




      Dogged by doggers. It must long for arson.




      What it gets are damaged veterans




      And others of uncertain provenance,




      Would-be Werwolfs, left behind




      To serve the cause from bunkers dug




      Beneath allotments their St George’s flags




      Announce are Ingerland no more.




      There will be those who speak, who bring




      Fraternal greetings from ‘our Flemish friends’




      And those who listen with a hope so long




      Deferred it is immortal. What began




      One pale late summer evening here




      Will end when darkness brings instructions




      To prepare for the eternal Soon,




      The ur-time worshipped in the true




      Theology where things are otherwise.




      But in the meantime minutes must be taken,




      Grist to the banal resentments,




      Nudges, localized atrocities, as omens of




      The greater cause, and let no one forget




      That there are windows to be licked




      And public discourse to be joined




      Until, on average eighteen seconds in,




      The call’s cut off at Radio Chase (‘It’s where




      The middle of the Midlands is’) again.




      These are the relatives you never see now




      Since your parents’ generation died.




      You do remember, yes, the awkwardness –




      A funeral tea held somewhere like the Chase,




      That might have even been the Chase,




      A flyblown nowhere, birches, ponds,




      With HGVs parked up in laybys full of rubbish




      And a sense that give or take this could be




      Any time since 1931.




      And someone’s husband joining you outside




      To smoke, assuming you’d agree




      With his shy-smiling bigotry about




      ‘Our friends from the subcontinent.’




      You can’t remember what you said. You can,




      And it was nothing, while he stood his ground




      There in the carpark, and if he sensed




      That you were clenching with embarrassment




      You couldn’t tell. He’d made his point,




      While you declared you’d better make a start




      And he advised what roads you should avoid,




      And never blinked, while here in hindsight




      You’re still blinking at the shame of it




      When accident has brought you back




      Down these unfashionable routes,




      And then contrived the need to stop




      And get a sandwich.




      Sunday afternoon




      In Albion’s excluded middle.




      The meeting is concluding on the far side




      Of the corridor. The literature is all there




      At the back beside the runes and ornamental




      Daggers that make lovely gifts. To say it takes




      All sorts may be a fallacy, but here they are




      And here you are, again. The sandwich comes.




      You watch them load their tat and nonsense




      Back into the knacker’s van. You are confused




      By a persistent disbelief that this




      Can be the case, this levee of Poujadists




      Dawdling by their cars till those with homes




      To go to go there, and those with holes




      Hole up to count the days till their black sun




      Rises on this honest plain of Midland




      Ash and spoil and their inheritance is saved
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