Sanies |

all the livelong way this day of sweet showers from Portrane on the seashore
Donabate sad swans of Turvey Swords

pounding along in three ratios like a sonata

like a Ritter with pommelled scrotum atra cura on the step

Botticelli from the fork down pestling the transmission

tires bleeding voiding zeep the highway

all heaven in the sphincter

the sphincter

madddaiide now

potwalloping now through the promenaders

this trusty all-steel this super-real

bound for home like a good boy

where | was born with a pop with the green of the larches
ah to be back in the caul now with no trusts

no fingers no spoilt love

belting along in the meantime clutching the bike

the billows of the nubile the cere wrack

pot-valiant caulless waisted in rags hatless

for mamma papa chicken and ham

warm Grave too say the word

happy days snap the stem shed a tear

this day Spy Wedsday seven pentades past

oh the larches the pain drawn like a cork

the glans he took the day off up hill and down dale

with a ponderous fawn from the Liverpool London and Globe
back the shadows lengthen the sycomores are sobbing
to roly-poly oh to me a spanking boy

buckets of fizz childbed is thirsty work

for the midwife he is gory

for the proud parent he washes down a gob of gladness
for footsore Achates also he pants his pleasure
sparkling beestings for me

tired now hair ebbing gums ebbing ebbing home

good as gold now in the prime after a brief prodigality
yea and suave

suave urbane beyond good and evil

biding my time without rancour you may take your oath
distraught half-crooked courting the sneers of these fauns these smart nymphs
clipped like a pederast as to one trouser-end

sucking in my bloated lantern behind a Wild Woodbine



cinched to death in a filthy slicker

flinging the proud Swift forward breasting the swell of Stiirmers

| see main verb at last

her whom alone in the accusative

| have dismounted to love

gliding towards me dauntless nautch-girl on the face of the waters
dauntless daughter of desires in the old black and flamingo

get along with you now take the six the seven the eight or the little singledecker
take a bus for all | care walk cadge a lift

home to the cob of your web in Holles Street

and let the tiger go on smiling

in our hearts that funds ways home

Serena |

without the grand old British Museum

Thales and the Aretino

on the bosom of the Regent’s Park the phlox
crackles under the thunder

scarlet beauty in our world dead fish adrift

all things full of gods

pressed down and bleeding

a weaver-bird is tangerine the harpy is past caring
the condor likewise in his mangy boa

they stare out across monkey-hill the elephants
Ireland

the light creeps down their old home canyon
sucks me aloof to that old reliable

the burning btm of George the drill

ah across the way a adder

broaches her rat

white as snow

in her dazzling oven strom of peristalsis

limae labor

ah father father that art in heaven

I find me taking the Crystal Palace

for the Blessed Isles from Primrose Hill
alas | must be that kind of person

hence in Ken Wood who shall find me
my breath held in the midst of thickets
none but the most quarried lovers



| surprise me moved by the many a funnel hinged

for the obeisance to Tower Bridge

the viper’s curtsy to and from the City

till in the dusk a lighter

blind with pride

tosses aside the scarf of the bascules

then in the grey hold of the ambulance

throbbing on the brink ebb of sighs

then | hug me below among the canaille

until a guttersnipe blast his cernéd eyes

demanding ’ave I done with the Mirror

[ stump off in a fearful rage under Married Men’s Quarters
Bloody Tower

and afar off at all speed screw me up Wren’s giant bully
and curse the day caged panting on the platform

under the flaring urn I was not born Defoe

but in Ken Wood
who shall find me

my brother the fly

the common housefly

sidling out of darkness into light

fastens on his place in the sun

whets his six legs

revels in his planes his poisers

it is the autumn of his life

he could not serve typhoid and mammon



Arenes de Lutece

De la ou nous sommes assis plus haut que les gradins
je nous vois entrer du cété de la Rue des Arénes,
hésiter, regarder en ’air, puis pesamment

venir vers nous a travers le sable sombre,

de plus en plus laids, aussi laids que les autres,

mais muets. Un petit chien vert

entre en courant du c6té de la Rue Monge,

elle s’arréte, elle le suit des yeux,

il traverse I’aréne, il disparait

derriere le socle du savant Gabriel de Mortillet.

Elle se retourne, je suis parti, je gravis seul

les marches rustiques, je touche de ma main gauche
la rampe rustique, elle est en béton. Elle hésite,

fait un pas vers la sortie de la Rue Monge, puis me suit.
J’ai un frisson, ¢’est moi qui me rejoins,

c’est avec d’autres yeux que maintenant je regarde

le sable, les flaques d’eau sous la bruine,

une petite fille trainant derriére elle un cerceau,

un couple, qui sait des amoureux, la main dans la main,
les gradins vides, les hautes maisons, le ciel

qui nous éclaire trop tard.

Je me retourne, je suis etonné

de trouver la son triste visage.



From Mirlitonnades

ne manquez pas a Tanger
le cimetiere Saint-André
morts sous un fouillis

de fleurs surensevelis
banc a la mémoire

d’ Arthur Keyser

de coeur avec lui

restes dessus assis

plus loin un autre commémore
Caroline Hay Taylor

fidele a sa philosophie

qu’espoir il y a tant qu’il y a vie
d’Irlande elle s’enfuit aux cieux
en ao(t mil neuf cent trente-deux

ne manquez pas a Stuttgart
la longue Rue Neckar

du néant la I’attrait

n’est plus ce qu’il était
tant le soupcon est fort
d’y étre déja et d’ores



