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About the Book

James Lasdun’s new book of poems, his first since his acclaimed collection Landscape with Chainsaw, applies his characteristic blend of the celebratory and the elegiac to a rich variety of new themes and old obsessions.

At once personal and political, Water Sessions brilliantly registers the shock waves of global tumult in the most intimately domestic of settings, while at the same time constantly feeling its way outward through private experience into the larger arenas of social and civic drama. Fathers and sons, men and women, desire and repression, art and silence, form the book’s central polarities. Recurrent motifs of water and gardens give its wide-ranging subjects a satisfying coherence while also supplying its sometimes darkly urgent poems with a note of intense lyrical beauty.

Much praised for the wit and tensile strength of his line, Lasdun moves in this volume from the tight formality of ‘Stones’ through the highly original patient/therapist dialogue form of the title poem, to the exuberant free verse of ‘Dog Days’, with a versatility and intelligence that ensure his standing as one of the most gifted poets writing today.


About the Author

James Lasdun was born in London and now lives in upstate New York. He has published two collections of short stories, three books of poetry and two novels, The Horned Man and Seven Lies. His story ‘The Siege’ was adapted by Bernardo Bertolucci for his film Beseiged. He co-wrote the screenplay for the film Sunday (based on another of his stories) which won Best Feature and Best Screenplay awards at Sundance, 1997. He is the recipient of a Guggenheim Fellowship in poetry, and currently teaches poetry and fiction workshops at Princeton. In 2006 he won the inaugural National Short Story competition with ‘An Anxious Man’.
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THE SKATERS


Their town’s the quaint one:

the board won’t let it sprawl

more than a half mile from the green’s

little pool-table of grass and shiny tulips

where Santa lands in winter and the teens

play hackysack all summer. There’s no mall,

no motel either,

which is just what they want;

they voted for the good life there;

they can afford it: no fastfood chain, no sixplex,

they’ll quietly brag; no trailer park, no air-

or groundwater-fouling autoshop or plant …

You’ll find all that here

in the next town along.

You’ll know you’ve reached us when you pass

a smooth vast meadow with a thousand white pipes

curved down like candycane, venting the gas

from their buried garbage. Then all the usual wrong

do-able by men

to a stubborn landscape,

to settle it and make it pay,

goes reeling by; the usual aching and craving

risen on blasted granite and raw clay.

They point their finger and they call it rape,

and maybe they’re right,

though from some viewpoints, folks

might think them hypocritical,

like how they bring their kids to the new Kiwanis

ice-rink – the kids all slim and tall

from too little junk-food (one of our little jokes) –

every damn weekend.

Not that they’re not welcome –

anyone can come here that wants:

here’s failure without the allure, here’s the mirage

gone from marriage; beer guts slung over pants,

butts like boulders in spandex, hard mouths home

on weekend parole;

here the abused and creased,

the maimed-in-spirit, the tainted

(what by, no-one remembers or cares any more)

totter out on their blades to get reacquainted

with sheer effortless rapture, or at least

the idea of it:

that frictionless surface

gets scratched and bleared up before long,

then turns to a thick, grey, gravelly slurry

which, we have to admit, is easier-going,

maybe because it reminds us of us,

though for a moment,

the page of ice still bare,

we’re just like them again: all flow,

our stumblings still not written, the world so primed

we’re back believing where we want to go

we’ll get to, just by wishing ourselves there.




INSTEAD


Having already thwarted

your wish to explain,

your need to call to account,

by being his own judge, jury

and executioner,

the man with the heavy backpack

boards the crowded train

where a half awake

assortment of private lives

jostling towards completion

on their own terms, at their own pace,

are about to become the point he was trying to make

when he lost his thread,

putting it this way instead.




THE BLIGHT


What’s there to say? We didn’t care for him much,

and you can’t exactly commiserate

with someone you don’t just not love

but almost (admit it) hate.

So the news just hung over us

like the dud summer weather we’d had –

rain since June, the lawn sodden,

garden a bog, all slugs, late blight so bad

our sickened Beefsteak vines, our Sweet One Hundreds,

San Marzanos, the lot,

yellowed half black before the fruit had set,

which, when it did, began to bloat and rot

before it ripened – but like I say

(and not to speak ill of the dead)

we just didn’t care for him,

which is probably all there is to be said.
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