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Come Down

Surfacing


Come Down

where a bridge

narrows

the fast-moving river

two movements

contrary and conjoined

when water

rushes against stone

that hands itself

like a passing shadow

over the bright

river surface

racing away

from the shock of self

come and see

stone moon down

like memory

through water cold enough

to drown you

two movements crossing

over cannot

pass but they do

while sky steps

continually out

of the river



 

 

*


Deaf

Are you listening you are

listening to the world

you think but you hear yourself

over and over the dark tongue

of world its hidden places

under trees beyond the lights

darkness falling from your feet

so deep you could fall through it

forever and how loud world

is with night in the trees

like a roost of galahs rising

the dark tongue of world

rising up through you as you

fall dear self dear

lonely self falling silently

mouthing through sound


Lady of the Sea

I

Blue and black

the Virgin sits

in her high

palanquin

she does not

regard us her

regard is drawn

back from us

far back

among the centuries

where she comes

from and where

she is going

already she is

travelling

past us and away

ancient star

flying so slowly

we do not

see her move



II

suppose she

compassionate

uncoiled her serpent’s

arms or let

that black mask

fall could she

move among us

then or what

would be broken

and fired again

what understanding

newly perfected



III

high and far

very high

and far like

the disappearing

note of wind

shrilling between

glass comes

the tone the sweet

stone rings

when you knock

the saint’s open

sarcophagus



IV

Lady in your

ark of rock

you who wear

the white stone

as a wedding

gown Lady

adamant

and personal

we carry you

in the eye’s

reliquary like a mote

or like a beam

that drowning we

could cling to –

Lady stronger

than time stronger than

light we see you

invisible

and everywhere


March Lapwings

Now everything

begins to move

and everything stays

where it is

each ash tree

and each hummock

shifts against

itself even

the grass shifts

and the electric

lapwings cry

change change

because the common

melts and flows

even the earth

flows like thawing

ice how lost

the senses are

in this disturbance

here it comes

again the new

electric cry

change change

as it moves past us


Frankenstein’s Golem

Who is this

moving swiftly

through darkness

in a landscape

not yet given

form by daylight

slipping shapeless

as a shadow

through the dark

and unknown places

wearing night

next to his skin

wearing a pelt

of pine and stone

who is this

atoms seething

on his skin

who passes

through the dark

where he was buried

and from which

he was lifted

not by love

by power alone lifted

from death

and forced to pass

again through his own

dying who

slips away

between rocks (as

waterfalls

electrify

the dark) who is this

on the mountain

where mornings break

on the rocks

orange pink

terracotta

light new

and tenderly wrought?
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‘Sampson’s voice is something new and
it’s a delight to hear it. A joy to read’
W. S. Merwin





