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Egret in a Ploughed Field

At the close of day | watch an egret
nail a soft landing in a ploughed field and earth
The shallow sky. The ground is scoured where she falls, a soul
Turned, like a pocket, inside out, and the bird wanders
the black rows, scoring them loosely with its one bright
note.

She makes an inverse music, it seems to me,
plucking the furrows
For what they may yield, an improvised notation
That erases itself writing itself down, singing the earth back
silently
into the belly of a bird, a reverie

[n negative, which wakes the dawning dark
all the way back to its beginning again. The bird’s random
waltz
Down unwalled streets goes on—this little
Night music, these white field notes that pull up day’s ends
by the roots
and leaf out the night—



Until the darker music, furloughed
here by day, swells and the bird fades, swallowed
By what she'd divined. And she leaves the darkness more
luminously dark
Around the hole she cuts in it, flying blind
the ploughed field home to roost.
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Catullus, at dusk,

heartbroken and lustful, tries
his hand at haiku

You crashed my house. You
Smashed my household gods. So where
Am | now you've gone?
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House of Thieves

| live in a house of thieves.

They steal my toast. They steal
My time. They steal my mornings
And they steal my nights. They steal the best of me,

And they steal the worst,
until I do not know how much is left of me
And what it's any good for. But I'd be no other man than this.
This looted self, blessed by theft,
this harbour for love’s v.« -5t scoundrels.
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The Kingfisher

For Maureen Harris

And so each bird throws the idea of herself
ahead of herself, up the river—
A line of spiritual thought without a sinker—
And flies after it. As if the actual could ever hope to reel
the ideal in. But so it is
That awareness of the Azure Kingfisher—a dark electricity,
aplump
Trim elegance of intent—reaches you on the riverbank
that last warm Sunday of autumn, split seconds
Before the bird; so that when she passes you at light
speed, her name
is already a bright blue phrase on your tongue, is already
the unresolved cadence of your second self.
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Lotus Pond

For Sarah

If you want heaven, start in mud.
Begin transfiguration
Where you're stuck. Take your pilgrimage standing
Up to your ankles in sludge. And if the ground binds
and if your boots stick, and if you step
Out of them when you set off; if the odour
On a summer’s day, when the water ebbs, is noisome
where you begin, so much more pure

Your thoughts will be when they flower,
so much sweeter the garden’s scent when
You breathe it in, so much more like birdsong
Your voice when you begin at last to speak. Start underwater
if you want the sky. Start in the abject
Underworld, if you want the lighted Earth; start among
The throng of ears that cannot hear. Sink in detritus, seed in
the strife that your life, and every life,

Falls into now and then: Serenity
springs from squalor; love is anly tove if it
Can bear the badlands out. These wastes—geed for nothing
more substantial—
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