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From MARXISM FOR INFANTS



(1977)









A note on sex and ‘the reclaiming of language’




The ‘Savage’ is flying back home from the New Country


in native-style dress with a baggage of sensibility


to gaze on the ancestral plains with the myths thought up


and dreamed in her kitchens as guides


She will be discovered


as meaning is flocking densely around the words seeking a way


any way in between the gaps, like a fertilisation


The work is


e.g. to write ‘she’ and for that to be a statement


of fact only, and not a strong image


of everything which is not-you, which sees you


The new land is colonised, though its prospects are empty


The ‘Savage’ weeps as landing at the airport


she is asked to buy wood carvings, which represent herself












Making a Liberty Belle


my exercise book of twenty


years ago says neatly, I guess


copied out of an Annual:


‘to make a Liberty Belle


White Ballet


Skirt with a


Layer of Blue Net


Dotted with


Silver Stars.


Back and Front


Panels Red White


Striped Cotton.


Tie Bandolier of White Stuff


Over One Shoulder


and under opposite, write


word “LIBERTY” in Indian


Ink. Cut headdress from


Gold or painted paper


Cornet of same


with screw


of orangey-red paper inside


to represent the Flame’












she’s imagining her wife & how will she live her? when


the wife goes off to endless meetings in the rain


she’ll say aah I admire her spirit, bravo la petite


& when her belly swells into an improbable curve


the she-husband will think Yes, it was me who caused that,


and more generously, Biology, you are wonderful












postcard: ‘I live in silence here


a wet winter the baby’s well


I give her bears’ names   Ursula


Mischa   Pola   Living alone makes


anyone crazy, especially with children’


I live in silence here


the tongue as a swan’s neck


full and heavy in the mouth


speech as a sexed thing


the speaking limb is stilled












She has ingested her wife


she has re-inhabited her own wrists


she is squatting in her own temples, the


fall of light on hair or any decoration


is re-possessed.   ‘She’ is I.












There’s nothing for it   Your ‘father’ and I


Biologically, a lack   The child tries manfully


He calls it special seed but he gets confused at school


An unselfconscious wife is raised high as a flag over the playground and burns up












I heard the water freezing in a thousand launderettes


with a dense white shudder


I heard the roar of a thousand vacuum cleaners


stammer away into uncarpeted silence


today it is all grandiose domestic visions truly


in St Petersburg now Leningrad we have communal kitchens


the cooking is dreadful but we get to meet our friends









An infant


who lives in ‘feminism’ like a warm square


who composes ‘pushes hair back wearily’ on a bicycle


who has always been older than twenty-eight and is half-killed in oldness


who doubts daily and is silly for something or other


who comes in the shut house where she is


whose face is floating in its still sleep skin


whose face is features under clear water


whose days come bursting purely to her surface


who is watched asleep in a hawk’s heart


who is hovered over in a passion


who is new enough not to mind that


who is perfectly right enough to be generous


whose fingers have a fresh will


whose face is all its future












it’s November, child, and time goes


in little bursts    a warm room


clean and squeaky as an orange pip


in a wet landscape












You have a family?    It is impermissible.


There is only myself    complete and arched


like a rainbow or an old tree


with gracious arms descending


over the rest of me who is the young


children in my shelter who grow


up under my leaves and rain.


In our own shade


we embrace each other gravely &


look out tenderly upon the world


seeking only contemporaries


and speech and light, no father.












hold fast in arms before astonished eyes


whom you must grasp throughout great changes


constant and receptive as a capital city





	is now a fire

	  now a frozen hand





	a rainstorm

	  white birds





	a rotting log

	  a young boy





	a savaged sheep    

	  an indifference





	 

	 





	a kind of seriousness,

	  a kind of rage







and through each transforming


yourself to be not here whose


body shapes a hundred lights a


glowing strip of absence, night’s


noisy and particular who


vanishes with that flawless sense


of occasion I guess you’d have if


only I knew you at first light


leaving ‘the wrong body’, old, known












such face bones honeycombed sockets


of strained eyes outlined in warm


light aching wrapped in impermeable


coating of pleasure going off wild


on the light-headed train   ‘will write


& write what there is beyond anything’


it is the ‘spirit’ burns in &


through ‘sex’ which we know about


saying ‘It’s true’, I won’t place or


describe it   It is & refuses the law












assume a country


held by small walls


assume a landscape


with lakes & the need for protection


assume a house


with shut doors and a fire


the house in the landscape


which roads irradiate


the hand that rocks the cradle


erect at every crossroads


*


not liking as mirrored


but likeness, activity


a whole life for likeness


after the silence


and does try and will try


and the past weight and the future










From NO FEE



(1978)









In 1970




The eyes of the girls are awash with violets


pansies are flowering under their tongues


they are grouped by the edge of the waves and are anxious to swim;


each one is on fire with passion to achieve herself.












Affections must not


This is an old fiction of reliability


is a weather presence, is a righteousness


is arms in cotton


this is what stands up in kitchens


is a true storm shelter


& is taken straight out of colonial history, master and slave


arms that I will not love folded nor admire for their ‘strength’


linens that I will not love folded but will see flop open


tables that will rise heavily in the new wind & lift away, bearing their precious burdens


of mothers who never were, nor white nor black


mothers who were always a set of equipment and a fragile balance


mothers who looked over a gulf through the cloud of an act & at times speechlessly saw it


inside a designation there are people permanently startled to bear it, the not-me against sociology


inside the kitchens there is realising of tightropes


milk, if I do not continue to love you as deeply and truly as you want and need


that is us in the mythical streets again


support, support


the houses are murmuring with many small pockets of emotion


on which spongy grounds adults’ lives are being erected & paid for daily


while their feet and their children’s feet are tangled around like those of fen larks


in the fine steely wires which run to and fro between love & economics


affections must not support the rent


I.     neglect.     the house









Work


For a time self-evident light all tremendously clear


to be sat down under in abstract triumph, still shaking with


luck and nearly-wasn’t; later a flood of in this case loosestrife


dead wood dead children billowing in moondaisies set to


piped music tears and dreadful violence, only tolerable years later


through aesthetics to make red noons of what was at the time real blood.


So it goes on asserting the unbearable solid detail as real work, Lissitsky:


‘work must be accepted


as one of the functions of the living organism


in the same way as the beating of the heart


or the activity of the nerve centres


so that it will be afforded the same protection’


and no sleep pricks out clear and small


people in landscapes who are pushing up around the sides of larger things.


Dear attention; fix that point precisely where


landscapes first got peopled & painting set off on a series of humane


journeys south to Venice; so for saints to be warming their hands at lions


on khaki mountains; netted camels to be arching home midfield,


black light and cliffs of rain to be taking their time across horizons


and an evil to heave itself out of a brown pond, foreground, unobserved.


Look out, saint. Not to be your own passions’ heroine


else, invented, you’ll stick in them. So, telegram: forget.









Not what you think


wonderful light


viridian summers


deft boys


no thanks










From DRY AIR



(1985)









Versions of three poems by Friedrich Hölderlin


The Ages


You towns of Euphrates!


You streets of Palmyra!


You forests of pillars


in wastes of the plain


what are you? You passed


beyond breathing, your crowns


snatched by smoke, by


divinity’s flame.


Now I sit under clouds


each has its own peace


under well-arranged oaks


on the heath of the deer


and strange and dead to me


the souls of the blest.


(‘Lebensalter’)









Each day I take . . .


Each day I take a different path


now to the river, now the wood


or to the rocks where roses are


I climb the hill where I look out


but find you nowhere in the light


my beauty, and my words are gone


into the air. Our words were right.


Yes, you are far away; your face


and clear sounds of your life are lost.


Where are the songs that brought me peace?


This man’s grown old; the earth lacks grace.


Go well. Each day my restless mind


goes out to you, is turned away.


My eyes strain after you to see


lightly straight through to where you stay.


(‘Wohl geh’ ich täglich’)









Home


Happy the sailor, home to his still river


from far-off islands where he’s worked.


I would like a home to reach


though what but sadness have I earned?


You river banks, you brought me up;


now can you calm the hurts of love?


Woods of my childhood, will you give


me peace of mind if I return?


(‘Die Heimat’)









History


can we revolt to con the man


the idiot taurus won’t let be


the candour of the marzipan


hermaphrodité’s silvery ways


night took us by surprise


sparkling slowly with tears









Our youth and mine


Can years and years of folding in to the rumoured heart of / be in vain? as each


you repeats you in a clearer light, more amazed untiring openings


in the shine of this-face-only, the long astonished soft whistle


at speech known, can the most elaborate


swing out at last into a flat lit day? Say it could –


a tortuous road, that, to go down & back to here, like one of those zen riddles


you can guess the end of anyway –


love looked-for & returning like rain


& as randomly dispersed to a thousand equally radiant faces


as broad and unparticular as grass.


No time or characters in being happy, but each fresh angel’s


the split image of that guest you’d long forgotten, & would have sworn was not


& still the immediate travelling problem, that there really is separation, geography,


& gets no younger (so wearing out in place I don’t look up


but hear the sky raked by fortunates who are going away)


with you in the town of x where myself arrives


a good day later than my body on the train


while my imagination’s entertained itself a whole week in advance


but at the last moment fights shy of getting incorporated –


how then ever to coincide? but sometimes it does work,


namelessly, and that’s alive as can be.


Who ageing through local acts peopled by the persons of the drama


is fixed at the sites of institutionalised pain,


of which yes, you can have as much as you like


you can remember everything said that killed you, you are word-perfect


28 years of rehearsing got it off by heart for you


you examine it each night lovingly where it is all yours all for always


and it is a bright animal that rises in your sleep


each morning it swims neat as an eel between the wet dishes


small face, it will pick you out at the playground gates


or you could take it out with you to meetings, there are crowds


and you can become their violence with an easy permission


and here is the Madonna, she is professionally sad


she has had her day which has quite done for her, the Child


is separate and smiles. And this spreadeagled woman here


is not merely outlined in knives, but has in fact been pierced and has died of that.


Everything you think meets and rushes forward from many different directions


loudly all at once in a glow and a shout, knee-deep in pound notes.
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