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'... and the last word shall want a word'

		

	
			THE RED

		

	
		
			LOOKOUT

			He threw up his black boot, and the yellow instructions, striped by this time, descended the resurrected mountain slopes into Good Wood and gathered. Don Quixote was nowhere to be seen. Nevertheless, the boot, possessed of a seemingly endless derring — do and a fucked old poker face, achieved great success in later life, and finally got itself retired into a joy drum while it guarded an ancient enquirer. What say we enter into a dialogue? It doesn’t need to make sense. Come on. We could talk to the stars, or write them? Could we not respirate, or partake of a new cheese, or stop when we stop? These quibblings thrill me. As only ... it’s so like Brautigan’s library of unread books: something taps out a message about bullets and an insane artiste ... anyway, all that aside, everything’s so terrible today I feel like a one-legged ant trying to surmount the heights of Oxford at Balliol College trying to impress a beautiful Professoress - as if people had sexual feelings: it would  be good to talk, but I long ago dissolved into the eyes of your sea blue wiseness, and forgetting pre - forgathers those clouds of recollection as the kids kick footballs and the woman asks jolly questions. I was never at the right time but remember the intense astonishment of the dead, and a woman, thirty or so, crying beside the Empire State. In Huntly I ... tea, poached eggs, and bacon. Colour. Something’s missing, but the sunburns energetics into the bean leaves, with its intense, staring, and nuclear joy.

		

	
		
			THE INNOCENT AGE

			(Death Entrances)

			They had encountered some

			Extraordinary curves that day,

			That day of the light bulb.

			They saw the garden,

			Filled with silence,

			And the carefully planted,

			Beautifully orchestrated

			Silver trays. It was

			An innocent age: the pistons of night

			Hammering in the ice-breaking ships:

			The	men  with hats,

			And the elegant elegance;

			The roses arriving, the white gloves,

			The notes, the invisible servants.

			They didn’t speak -

			It was like Nothing

			Made eloquent all that whirring,

			The delicate necks,

			The pecks,

			The graceful gracenotes,

			The impeccable suicides,

			The transoms - and all the

			Dreadfully right things.

			The Englishness of it all!

			But there were other things in the mirror -

			And time was time,

			Blood blood,

			Marvelously manicured, marvelous,

			That age  with its eye,

			Huge as a house, and watching.

			He washed his hands in eyeballs.

			The next day

			They filtered the sounds,

			And spoke in miniature whispers,

			Motor cars began purring

			Until it was my birthday,

			And I shuddered out of the love cave:

			It was a great coming,

			And everywhere, out of chaos,

			Out of time,

			And out of the tunnel of night -

			The thundering engines of sentience:

			Writhing and beating in the beating light.

		

	
		
			THE RED

			The blocks of red on red on red by black around by black by black by line by line by round. The red in red of red in red where black by back the white around. Around the bound about the white the red more red comes up the red. It rears its head. The eye the see the sight to see. The eye the see the light the sight.

			And light,

			The light not light not bright not dim not sun. The sun not round not up not down. The blue not there not green not grey. The grey ungrey not grey not black. The up not down the down not up.

			And the black not black not black on night. The light alight but light not light.

			The clock is dead.

			The clock awake alive like head. The head like blood like hot is red.

			The squares the slabs the reds the blocks are chops of chunks: the chunks the chunks the bits. The monks. And the red the red and round the black. (There is no black).

			To you my red my square my thing: I fall and blubber like a sun-struck king. 

			The red on red of red the blocks. The orange the green the blue. The see the sight the steel the grey. The shape the tall the dark the great. The high the high. The finger like a finger on the sky. 

			The eye the seen.

			The green.

			O my blocks my reds my reds my blocks: orange is not is gnomes is gone.

			And the red in red. (There is no red) The square that’s not that’s never that’s there. If red be red not is not green: 

			Then red on red of red is you my thing. And if that is you by blocks by black are red around. And black is black as black is black.

			 And red is red is red.

		

	
			GARETH FARR’S WASP FACTORY
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