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The corncrake
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I think I hear him everywhere
But in the evening he’s in that field there
Where they grow the grass for hay, still green 
It takes it’s time due to the cold and rain 
Although it’s been fine so far this summer. 
There must remain a kind of memory 
That breeds in things a reluctance 
So they lie low in cautious bloom. 
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But not so for the corncrake, straw gold
Endangered optimist of long migration  
He kicks up a scene with that racket
The unmelodious exchange he’s learned 
In competition, castanetting, rattling 
A challenge and an invite to all unknowns.
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This was mostly unspoken of course
To that girl who drove a Renault 5
Conducting a study on their decline. 
She was glad I’d heard two different ones
Marked it down but didn’t stay for long
Just wrote her notes and drove off then. 
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I must have wondered what she thought of a boy 
Who’d pitched his tent by the open ocean 
That he’s strange, or perhaps not much at all.
But what was certain was the wave I felt 
Rising, like the Atlantic swell just lifts you
Off guard from cold unfathomable
Wishing I had spoken more, not to her 
Of not being more like the corncrake would have been. 

Zoro
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Well Zoroaster this night
Let me share your loneliness
In candle light
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And imagine the world
Through green glass German lens.
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I remember in Rome
An old professor there
By the Trevi fountain
Old even then said
Sprökel was his name
“You wouldn’t want to end up like Nietzsche
We know what happened to him”
And that was the reason you see
We ought to believe in something
Particularly that God of creation.
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But look Zoro here we are!
Well at least I am still
For now not quite struck down
Forty long years on.
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But perhaps you took the blow for all  
The Christ of the new millennial.

The wind
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The wind is tearing
At the Olive trees in pots
At the grass tussocks
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It tears at concrete
Tormented by memory
Of what has been lost 
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The inhuman things
When it would caress the backs
Of wild boar and bees
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Ruffle musk ox ears
Carry scent of the wolf 
At dusk to red deer.
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The wind tears the roots 
It would end all human things
It would tear their roots.

February
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The rose is asleep
Dreams not even of summer
This rainy morning.
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Flowers in the vase
Have stopped dreaming of summer
This February.

Magpie
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Unforgiving right through 
Sleeked head, the beak is bone
With black nailed keratin
Like polished stabbing horn.
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How that sideways move
One eye to the ground
Suddenly catches you square
Like an inquisitor
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Check mating the argument
Of a life, the way a knight moves
And someone is a pawn
Fatally outmanoeuvred
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As if already measured up
For death or funeral.
Ah but my counter play
Is to hold ground and say:
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“You gave away your intelligence
Something pure and clean
Instead of finding the new
The as yet undreamed or good. 
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But the magpie does not give way
And does not give away its things
And would say like in the parable
To take heed and learn from me.”
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Feathered head, flight of arrow
In the rain and under sun
A shaft of black and white
The indifference goes right through.
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You say I am cursed
For returning nails
But I say I was just
Doing what magpies do.

For Basho
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Three mats in this room
Two recycled silk, one wool
One bed for dreaming.

Eternal
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Night is illusion
Birds singing under these stars
Soon it will be light.

Jupiter or Juno
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Those moons of yours lined up
The big four you hold close
Then far away then close
Would be planets let loose
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But if you let them go free
Where would you be then?
The rest of your collection
Don’t count for that much
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If you add them all up
Just strays you took in   
Who lacked the mass for gravity
To be that influential.
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You should let them go though 
What’s wrong with wandering in deep space? 
But they must have been drawn to something
About you, maybe that strange face
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With its vagrant blood shot eye
Or just the charismatic pull
Of a gas giant super cooled.
I don’t mean to be flippant.
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And do they not get bored
Of the drama, those endless storms
The circular boring carousels
Of being a God, the hyperbole?
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You could be Juno just as easily
And not much would change at all
So this is not meant as some rant
Against toxic masculinity
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It’s just about those elements
Of gaseous self-involved gravity.

Myth of the river
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The river could be Neptune sleeping
His nets silvering the surfaces
A presence soothing undercurrents
The face a mirror, lacustrine
Of white glaucoma-ed sky.
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And if it weren’t for the moon  
Who could be blessed Hecate
Saturnine, invoking those lesser gods 
He would never waken
From his dream of summer.
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And if not for the reed beds
Straw gold with feathered heads
Keeping aleatory time
With the song of the smallest birds
Singing of where a young boy drowned
He could not wake the winter sun.

Nota not so bene 
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To think that we had something that was ours
Formed between us, fashioned unconsciously
Like a child plays at being together
In some physical communist state
Of both one-ness and the separate
To think it’s real even in retrospect
Is the experience of love
Whether lost or not.

Raven
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When you call it must start from those claws
Then work its way up through sinew and bones
And internal organs all so sudden
But the message gets caught in the airway
Like the thought is too big for the voice box
To handle, underdeveloped it must be 
Compared to your big, sloping, earthy thoughts
That nobody at all can comprehend.
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So the sound that comes out is guttered 
Of heavy rain, cut off, what disappointment
Would sound like if it could talk
Which must mean different things to ravens
But to me is a kind of understatement
Like you always want to say something else
But had to make do with the difference
Between what came out and what was meant.
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But making do hasn’t held you back.
You compensate for sure with those moves
You make when letting go of trees 
You’ve held captive and break over the field
Gliding headlong down air drifts then breeze it
Big winged above things which shows you’re possessed
Of magic long coveted by other beings
Then crest the air in a shallow uplift 
To worldwide applause, multiple awards 
So that even the vain sun god himself
Wants to see his reflection in your eye
But nobody knows what you’d see or why.

The daffodils 
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How you got here who can know   
Daffodils on a drift of sand 
Above the tidal ebb and flow  
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Beside the bank of reeds you stand
Looking on the estuary 
Work of a thoughtful loving hand 
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Or nature itself placed you here. 
Hardy, you’ve taken to this ground
And show above the solemn reeds 
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A light that seems to guide the sun 
Return it on this winter day   
Like in a parable or song
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And now it turns to me to say
What last year’s reeds knew all along
‘Begin again, you must, in peace’ 
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For pure love’s sake of one who’s gone 
Who faced the infinite too soon.

Snowdrops
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Snowdrops still return
This rainy February
Many years have passed

Ties
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Just recalled I like to wear a tie
It’s just come back to me
And not since 1965
If it had come back
A good bit earlier
It might have changed a life
But perhaps it’s not too late
For the year 2028.
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Something about the knot
Holds the voice box in place
Like a gallows noose in reverse
Which folds away the anxiety
Of that something hanging
Breathing beneath your head 
Stopping the thing coming loose
A sure sign of the perverse. 
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Vivaldi and two ties for 4 quid
I wouldn’t pay much more for a tie
Unless it’s for a marriage or funeral
Besides I’ll only wear them sometimes.
There was a naked woman on one
It figures but why would you want that
Something hidden away while on full display
At the back, a designer one
I didn’t get it.
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But like all ties if you think.

Couples
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Is there something going on with couples today?
Is it international couples day?
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One just passed elegance defined
In blue jeans back in fashion.
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Another just smiled to each other
Sharing a whole box of ice cream.
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Or have I missed out on some parade?

Seagull
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A frail comma on those dark clouds 
The seagull is disappearing
Billowing down, fleece, I think they’re called
Trying to break through something.    
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Its cohort in a crowd near me 
Full stopping gull calls through the grim
Their sounds bank then dive and sidestep 
People on the clamorous streets. 
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It must want to go on knocking  
Hatch in the sky a hermit’s plan 
Far from memory and its kind
Though falling through vortexes of lines
Soon must come back down to ground.
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I want to telepath advice 
Maybe with some style, soul outstretched
So it wouldn’t matter that I cannot
Speak the language of gulls
And don’t have wings at all.
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Like a kind of outreach program
For the disillusioned gull.

Dawn chorus
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The dawn chorus is just the birds 
Marking spaces with aggression.
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But it could be a performance 
An harmonium of jazz bands
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Or string quartets, and soloists
Let loose like swallow-in-cellos 
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A kind of improvisation 
Of non-capitulation themes 
––––––––
[image: ]


I wish it was something like that 
Marking time in morning darkness.

Improbable
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How miraculous we are
But only compared to other animals.
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Compared to other aliens
We would fall far short for sure if you think.
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Aliens would think us alien
Living destruction to our bloody roots.
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How we live to those aliens
Would fall outside of their understanding
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An outside they would examine
Like we study sub-atomic physics.
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A study in red, the wavelength
Of humans by those improbable aliens.

Rainy day with ice cream 
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I have to admit I no longer care
About the things I used to
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