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In the textile gallery, Manchester Museum of Science and Industry

Some of the substances contained in lichen

make bright dye; brush past a lily’s stamen

and your shirt is streaked with red and orange

showing against nap or strong pattern.

In Schunk’s laboratory, flowers grew on desks,

grasses twisted in the many-drawered chests

and, one corner set aside, the place for cotton.

Each strand dropped in a vial specked with forgotten

leaves, stalks, shellfish, reeds and rock

that he hauled back into a finely written log.

Colours the clothmen fought to use in their design

resplendent in granny’s cover for chaise longue

and pelmet. Fabrics cut from plant and man

stretched in ranks of glass case and machine.
The garden sea
the cold air’s met the hot air and now the washing’s all flying

is it dry? the wind like the wind at Tarifa, the promontory

and shuddering windsurfers’ tents and the African ferry

drawing in drawing out away it goes on the edge

of everything. A journey from the crooked paving stones

some hot some cold in the shadow greened with algae

and a dead snail shell the thrush the agricultural smell

the heat the wind the soft sigh of something beginning

ending the garden the children home from school.

First men on the moon

C'mon: jump; there's no

gravity to hold us

down. On the surface,

it is exciting fun:

it's green like cheese;

it's just you and me;

it's walking for free;

it's nothing for tea.

It's climax-anti.

Why did we come?

Why don't we go?

Giant land

It was the cat more than anything.

Children amuse themselves by lifting it,

the king said nibbling a hazel pear

but I could hardly lift a paw.

We were all beaten and me three times.

The riddles, yes, the woman was age,

of course she pulled me to the ground

and the horn contained the sea.

I drank ports dry; exposed the marsh land

putting the eel farmers out of business.

Loki battled fire and it consumed all.

And the boy ran against thought.

That last journey home some by boat

searching for the crag and the landscape

all changed by the dropping water.

The fish putrid in the slop of mud exposed

and the walk to the pier head longer

deep steps on inconstant ground

and the expected fire somehow colder.

Today in my hall, the boys mob and whistle

a farm cat braced against their chests.
