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  Beauty is momentary in the mind




  – Wallace Stevens




  Je suis belle, ô mortels! comme un rêve de pierre




  – Baudelaire
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  The Roses




  

    Because my father will not stand again


    beneath these swags of Himalayan Musk


    nor stare for hours to see which stems are safe




    and which need tying back, I have it in my mind


    to let the roses pull our house down slowly


    for a hundred years. Then I’ll come back




    to find its wreck of thorns and brick, my father


    lying on the bed in which he died


    and blinking in the petal-scented light.


  




  





  Porcelain




  

    clay rears up


    wavering towards its shape


    headstrong and fragile




    as the new-born fawn


    swaying at her mother’s flank


    uncertain and certain


  




  





  The Grasshopper




  

    Origami made him from a leaf


    folded into minute symmetries




    of eye and wing, long hind legs


    fitted for leaping and music-making.




    One day he elbowed his way up


    out of the mire to sing of love




    and of his perfectly broken heart –


    O, such meagre tinder for a fire!


  




  





  The Chaffinch




  

    His endless chink chink.


    Pity his obsession:


    all he knows is that he is


    and he must say so.


    If once or twice he is amazed


    his song will never vary –


    he cannot rise to art


    and no-one has told him


    he always sounds the same.


    Never bored, he understands


    that moments must be uttered


    and moments do not matter –


    there will always be more


    and there is no death.


    Hear him on his high twig


    in this summer rain.
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