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it is beginning, just fingerings


At my knots,


Then will come rippings, and drenchings of 


                     world-light


And my naked joy


Will be lifted out with shouts of joy –


And if that is the end of me


Let it be the end of me.


From Orts by TED HUGHES
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Sequence




Empty street beside the railway at night,


Spot-lit pigeons pecking at dropped bones,


Low houses lean in like a family


Portrait. Clapped-out van pulls up, the music


Playing loud. Drunken laughter from inside.


Woman clambers out with swollen suitcase


And goodbyes them all. She stops at her door


Looks up for a moon she can’t see. Her eyes


Rank milk. The good times cling to her shoulders.


Long features, like a stretched mirror.


There, on the doorstep, she has the flooding


Sense that she is nothing but a sequence


Of events remembered differently by


Everyone involved. What she does not sense


Is the queue of silhouettes, stood behind,


Who pick up their right hands when she picks up


Her right hand and kick out their left legs when


She kicks out her left leg. When she calls out


To a great power she does not yet believe in


And asks to be opened, they raise their


Voices in solemn chorus behind her.













Body




The way she saw it, it was hers to hate.


Baggy jeans, shirts that came down to her knees


Or tops so short she couldn’t stand up straight.


Grown-up voices crossed the street, girl you’ll freeze.


Pale neighbours, their own lives being routine,


Swivelled when she passed, rattling their keys.


She liked it when it hurt. Liked playing mean.


She liked being where no one else would go.


She liked to not remember where she’d been.


At home later, she watched the water flow


And answered all their questions without words.


Some things are better picked before they grow.


She grabs fistfuls of belly fat. It hurts.


She wishes she could cut away her hips.


Instead, she goes to work, salutes the birds.


Pissing it down, her last cigarette rips.


Hot chocolate in a big cup, tiny sips.


*


Down by the cliffs, her woman in her lap.


All day for loving. Watching treetops float.


Light pushes through them. Sucking at the sap.


The chalk is damp. The cave a singing throat.


Scattered driftwood. Their faces bowls of light.


They ride each other’s currents. Doze and gloat.


They crest the hill at last, their vision bright,


Their knees race the pedals the whole way down.


Reaching for each other. The tyres bite.


Sat around at dusk. Her body’s her crown


Shining for the laughing friends beside her.


The fire kisses back. The sun goes down.


Whole crew chipping in for pills and cider.


Talk in abstract image, gently leaning,


Dancing till the outside is inside her


At last, no one else is intervening.


Her body is just sound. Without meaning.













Mountain road at midnight, Crete




I headed out into the night


jasmine on the wind.
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