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First a word in the beginning

Ancient men had dialogue with tree and
stone and hill.

S_ophizsti;'ation made a technique of it.

I try for that oneness in my poems, but
they also contain bits of promise, some
sorrow and a measure of resurrection.

I am not hack led.

To make new is art's speciality

and man's only hope.
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At sunset

Watched by lovers
And blazing gulls

The

Figure
Silhouetted
On the hill

Will come down at sunset

At days end

Todays end

And hurry with birds

And all sorts of squawking creatures

Across fringe-field
And ditches

To

The

Road

Retreating

To

The

Shrieking

City.




The first morning

I will wake
With your eyebrows
Grey-brown

Almost touching me

Then breathless push you away
As image mates object
Searching

Trees will say yes with strange noise
And

Birds -

Is it yellow the blackbird bil1?
Like liquid mass :

Must her eyes?
Her eyes
Her eyes.




Large the first morning seemed
Each object Tifted somehow

To a special different size.

Airflow over trees' new leaf
Bud-burst caught,
Its blow-Tlines

Changed to fuss-marks billowing.

Beastly crowds sing wingwith noise

A1l chirping, high, intense

And grass-hosts
Wave upon wave advancing
Bear arms

Strike ditch defences

And though I speak with

Cymbal and tongue clack

My eyes and ears

And 0 so swollen smell of the first morning
Are rain-dust

Ghost magnified senses.




A lazy day

Despite handshadle

And Tidcover

The sun madle butter image orange
As all the lazy day

I lay in yarrow-baccy*

Cup-yellow pollen

Stained my fingers

Nodding flower-heads
And grass-blade reeds

Made hiss in slight breeze

Haze thickened to hills.

01d man's baccy
Local name for
Hog-weed.
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Broken blue

Clouds appear
Over

The head of the hill

Blue is going

I heard it said

Wrinkles soon darken
The brow watching
And blue is broken
Cracked patches of it
Falling

Till nothing

Nothing remains

But cloud

At the head of the
Hill

And waste broken-blue
Lying

In the fields

Surrounding.




Deepest red

Pools of pain lie limp

Beyond the bluebell wood.

Bleating Tambs Tlinger.

Winterlike maywhite hedges fall

To hay cut a headshape,

While filling fields

Patch away to distant town

And streams cleave slowly into her hillbrow.

Death's smell wafts downwind
3 And man in his haytime
Turns the dying grass.

The wood where I walk
Is bluebell full.
Is deepest red.

The hill I climbed
Golden
Deep gold.

The path
Dark
Leads from wood to hill

Is dearest
deepest red.




Song roots

In a valley tree
Away from
Growth roughened rock,

A bird grips.

Tree-roots reach
Become thinner

End hairlike.

Who hears this day,
Singing, over
Bones beside rock

And heat shiver?

The bird grips.
Sounds strike bracken
Round stones.

Tree roots the song.

E———



The hump of darkness

Love, 1ift eyes hillwards,

The valley sun casts shadows long,
And wearily the wheel turns

Sad the track

Branch, route-rattle, and all
Are ]eQe] at the crossing

Where the sign-stars are leading.

They layed him in a stranger
In a bag of babbling man,
And

Good God.

In a rod,

A bright and brittle breaker.

And faraway the wail of morning came
A cold crying red dawn

At a wake or a wedding.

Shall we have dancing my laddie?

(continued overleaf)



The hump of darkness (continued)

Shudder and shake a 1imb then

Lively be

Time to go my son.

It's twenty wagons to Zion honey.

To Zion

Crush beat and batter

The length and breadth and depth of it.
Crouch him in the hump of darkness.

Tough and tap it out.




Out of the city

Out of the city, with

f' Stone hands hanging,
sadly
%i I came.
'%‘ Blood
7i In rigid veins of my arms
: Coursed cold,
Pulsed geological
k- Being rooted in rock.
- Did I tell you of the living time?






