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The following is a selection of recent poems.


The Second Summer

When we returned

The watermelons were still

Dew-crisp, the ocean still

Rose and fell, rose and fell,

Breathing.



    But

The theatre was closed

So I got a job washing dishes

In a chowder and meatloaf eatery, while you

Patched up the not-dead,

The victims of accidents,

The scalded, infected, infested.





            So

We never quite found time

To lie again naked

On the midnight sand,

Its cool ripples

Hard on our backbones, buttocks, calves,

Staring at stars.




And

Next year you fell

For one of your patients, while I

Found unexpected subtexts

To play Macbeth.


Russian Music

Pastel blue-as-the-sky building

Flecked with cloud-white sills and lintels

- A tiny circular Orthodox tserkov.
From within the darkened doorway

A single spindly soprano voice

Stretches high, higher, highest,

And dissolves

Like black, sweet-smelling candle smoke,

Like gold glimpsed in shadow.

The old woman singer peers at me,

Dark silhouette in the white-light doorway,

Mumbles about ‘akustika .. hear it ..’ and

Offers to sing for my soul.

I pause, unsure. And she, chapless,

Drags back to her lectern.

Later, in Cafe Twenty-Five,

I sip chai with limon
And scald my tongue tip,

While the waitress and her boyfriend,

Knee to knee, eye to eye,

On tall bar stools,

Absorb each other, bashful, knowing,

Basking in pounding sound waves:

‘Take me take me ta-a-a-ake me ...’


Crab Apples

Harvest-homes of pink-cheeked crabs

Weighed down

The huge tree outside our bedroom

Every golden autumn.

Little birds squabbled in the branches,

The long soft grass beneath

Was dappled with dying fruit,

A-buzz with wasps.

But promises cheated:

These dinky apples tasted

Bitter as the experience

We didn’t have. So

Every autumn we hoped,

And every autumn their sourness

Scoured our mouths.

We left them, scrumped elsewhere.

The weather turned –

Drizzles, mist, darkening evenings,

And in the wash kitchen 

Extraordinary contraptions were fixed up:

Whitish muslin bags, heavy

With orange mush,

Slung between weighted stanchions,

Sagged over buckets or tin baths, and

Slowly, out the bottom of the podgy sacks,

Juice dripped like secrets,

Trickled unwilling out

In an alchemy almost sinister.

Christmas: among the mincemeat,

Sage and onion, dark bird-shaped sacks

Dangling from the ceiling’s butcher’s hooks,

In the cool cellar,

A battalion of squat jars

Stood on the stone:

Sunrise-orange jelly –

Sweet as hope.


Pier End Story

Specs smeared by pier end rain spray

Under orange street lamps –

So I hardly saw the gaunt fisherman

Tall under a red sou’wester.

His bulky arms strove

With two taut rods –

‘No,’ he said, ‘You don’t catch much here ...

But when you do – ’

His eyes bulged like saucepans.


Seal

The bloat seal

Floats like flotsam

In the thick brown harbour water.

Children line the jetty edge,

Point, giggle, throw

Scraps of bread

Or other detritus.

The seal’s head

Hardly shakes a lazy negative,

His round oily body

Barely moves. He snuffs

And blows, maintains

A winking watch, till

Tired of being spectacled,

He gives a twitch

Of one webby foot,

And slides slippery away

Into the dark strange sea.


Picnicking

In the littery layby where we picnicked

Under the Tuscan sun,

You dropped tomato gore on my shoe,

Salami bloodstained your chin,

And you hooted horrified

When a clumsy locust-like hovering thing

Clamped on my shirt.




        But I

Was enjoying the graceful murders

Of a dragonfly, darting nimbly

From its grass-stalk hiding-place,

Gliding to stab its poniard

Elegantly into the soft part

Of its victim, deftly crunching off

Its head, sliding secretly back

To its smooth stick in the sun,

Translucent blue as idealism, 





       while

Dry-throat crickets laughed

And laughed and laughed

And laughed.

