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  Winter morning


  Shyly coated in greys, blacks, browns 


  to keep us out of sight of the cold 


  we werent expecting this this morning: sun


  and shadows, like a summers evening, like summer


  teasing. And not quite under the shelter on


  the northbound platform, an old man, the sun


  behind him, just his crown ablaze; and heading


  southbound, a woman inching ever nearer


  the platform edge, the light a tear


  across her midriff, ribcage, shoulders, closer


  and closer that dearest thing, completeness,


  all her darkness light at the one time.


  


  Misadventure


  Nothing again to show for his weeks work


  he rises early on the Saturday vowing


  I will achieve one thing today


  and drives up to the plant-hire by the station.


  Back home and all set up, he squeezes the handle


  of the high-pressure patio cleaner. There,


  to his surprise, a fat dash where hed fired.


  He squeezes it again, more firmly; draws


  a line so clean, so neat, from one side to


  the other, hes a Moses, then from slab


  to slab he paces, making sure to judge


  the distance to perfection: not too close 


  the jet, he learns, is strong enough to unpick


  mortar  not too far lest it merely tongue


  the surface. Finished, he stands to admire


  the patio newly-laid, the shining stone.


  But seeing his mud-stippled feet, he turns


  the nozzle on them and  amazed  beholds


  a brand new pair of tennis shoes emerge,


  with snowy laces; then puts one foot up,


  like someone being shod, to clean his sole,


  each pimple and impression, then the other,


  then sets about his shins, his calves  hes soaked


  anyway  to purge dirt from each trouser-leg


  and bellywards, as if the vigour might


  unlard him, then across his heart, as if


  the keenness of the water could absolve it;


  and higher, to the brain, its dump of dud


  connections where, quite reasonably, he places


  the nozzle in his mouth and pulls the trigger


  


  Fabric


  She was kind  still I wished I hadnt called her


  (wed been out together only twice)


  in those first moments after Id been told


  my grandmother had died. Wed just been chatting,


  yet it felt wrong putting such old,


  experienced feelings next to ones so fresh.


  At midnight on our third and final date


  I stepped inside her Edwardian conversion


  to find a stripped-pine, bookless space complete


  with kitchen like an operating theatre,


  bathroom more a boutique marble quarry


  and something too near horror at the thought


  that she could live like this, unstoried, bar


  a silk dressing gown, floral and antique,


  I noticed as I closed the bedroom door


  and grasped, then, like the answer to all grief,


  all absence, till the sleeve ran through my fingers


  like fine, unsunned sand as I reached for her.


  


  For a bridge suicide


  From four, six, eight feet, maybe even ten,


  waters a giving, all-embracing thing.


  Above that, it begins to darken, starts


  to slap, to harden, till by fifty or sixty


  limbs get broken. Still, even at that height,


  you feel if you just got your entry right


  you could elicit softness, could slip in ...


  And yet, for all that, theres a point


  when waters transformation is complete,


  a point at which the whole of the earths surface


  is uniformly unforgiving. As


  she neared the top of the bridges central stanchion


  this was the point she recognised. And let go


  


  The promise


  Unoccupied, unbothered, it lay back 


  the famous Finnish plywood armchair 


  like an easy throne. In books Id long admired


  its elbowed arm-rests, the kinked seat unscrolling


  at either end; here though, in the flesh,


  the birch-ply shocked me, looking so inert,


  all dull and sunless, like some demonstration


  of what the years can do to an idea.


  And what an idea it had been, this mixing


  of curve and coolness; what an end, such promise


  of give, of comfort, undelivered.


  


  Crocuses


  All year we breathe the earth before exhaling.


  And what comes out is colour 


  buttercup, purple, lilac, white 


  and all the vowels.


  Its how we make the world,


  this tone, this note we hold


  until it kills us, till


  our first-born come, the daffodils.


  Look at them with their round-mouthed, plainsong faces 


  open so, such anyhowness


  


  The top field


  One thing only could we give them: sleep.


  Not that we knew that, when the stable-girls


  accepted, saying OK, you can fetch


  the horses from the top field in the morning


  and booked themselves a lie-in. No, that night,


  and as we picked our way up through the woods


  at half-six on that Friday, we were chosen,


  and the world with its jodhpured, confident thighs


  seemed closer: here was life, we three felt, leading


  the line of steaming and half-sleeping horses


  down from the mist-filled field towards the stables.


  But as we reached the last turn, where the path


  widened, a pulse ran through the horses,


  inexperience, or breakfast, bowling


  them on, and galloping now, and then gone,


  one big bolus of horse bottle-necking


  the open gate, some slipping through though  one,


  a chestnut pony, like an upright piano,


  skating into the far wall which collapsed


  matter-of-factly, softly, the horse lifting


  his head to see three sprinting girls as he


  lay dying from internal injuries,


  we would learn, back at school for the spring term.


  
  


  Misadventure


  
    RICHARD MEIER lives in north London

  


  with his wife, daughter and son.


  Misadventure is his first book.


  OEBPS/html/docimages/cover_ader.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
Richard Meier

Misadventure

PICADOR





