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Part 1

			White Room

			



	

White Room

			The perfect stranger sleeps

			So retreat to your own small room

			Contemplate a simple bed

			And the whiteness of the wall.

			Acquaint yourself

			With the guillotine of silence.

			 

			Flick through a bygone picture book

			That may evoke Chagall’s Big Circus

			Joyful in nursery colours

			With acrobats and dancers

			Vivid and vulnerable

			Poised between triumph and fiasco.

			Now sip water from a stone jar.

			This is one way to do it

			But there are others.

			



	

Whimsical

			Wind hums

			In the wire.

			Rain heals.

			 

			Wake onto three rooms

			Green, pink, yellow.

			How whimsical we become

			 

			Sealed from a month’s labour

			Among limpid colours.

			We are housebound

			 

			A warm nonsense of a spring

			Obliterates

			The dead land season

			 

			While a much-loved kitten

			Stalks the remaining ghosts

			To extinction.

			 

			This year we grow godetia

			By the hundred

			And quaff cocktails.

			 

			A nocturne serenades

			Sea-gifted fossil shells

			Polished driftwood

			 

			And a serene Grecian head

			That guards your stocking

			Discarded on the stair.

			



	

The Redshank Speaks

			What race is this

			hard wintering along the spray line

			speaking stone?

			 

			Only a man

			booted in the salt marsh.

			His head is lodestone

			and all knowing.

			The heart is amber.

			His eyes drip obsidian.

			 

			An epoch before remembering

			this place was cataclysmic

			mountain building

			beyond human resonance.

			 

			And still he shudders

			sees it all, sees me

			nails it all together.

			 

			Migrant to Triassic muds

			my beak nails only the worm.

			My cry gathers the moment

			and beckons him on.

			



	

Stuck

			This coast is a risk

			and the mud endless

			but the bold still plod out

			to the godwits on Black Rock

			as if the moon had cast aside her tides

			—and stick.

			 

			Between stately piers

			the rented town snoozes

			in dove-grey lodgings

			and waits for news.

			The brown sea slinks in

			like a pawnbroker on dope.

			 

			It’s not indifference

			nor too much crazy golf

			or want of a red flag

			that tranquilize

			but the sheer regularity

			of a local desperation.

			 

			Local radio will name them

			before the dog is walked.

			Before winter there will be jazz

			and fewer police

			milling among the donkeys.

			Helicopters will fly away



	

and leave enough stuckness

			for a long career

			as a landlubber

			at the Lugano Rest Home

			the needle exchange

			and the walking soccer club.

			 

			At the end of a routine year

			for a sleepy town

			comes the gift of a flugelhorn

			that resolves cacophony

			to a strangled purity

			you would not believe.

			 

			The unwebbed are doing OK

			and most heads bob above water

			even on a spring tide.

			



	

On White Sheet Down

			To look down on a field of flax

			is sky enough

			so what are they all doing

			looking up, just looking,

			planted knee deep

			in scented grass?

			 

			They all look so ecstatic

			and flight crazy,

			stone deaf as Icarus

			in a maelstrom of lift

			that kites the buzzard

			and the hard white glider.

			 

			This is a great day out

			that slips to stasis

			like failed flamenco.

			Blood earth is felt in the toes

			while heaven teases

			by way of the clouds.

			 

			Is there no pity?

			Such weight of yearning

			might crush us all.

			Will no one sprout wings

			for the tremulous breeze

			and simply let go

			 

			to nudge out

			to meet the moment

			—the moment

			before reflection?
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