BABY

for Luba

"I am real!" say your milky smiles,

the rich stench of your stools,

your earnest single-minded sucking.

What microchip can match

the finesse of your responses,

the delicate fragility of

your chips of fingernails?

Then sleep - what sleep!

So total, so abandoned,

fists playing a phantom flute,

breathing like cat's stealthy tread.

Light! exploding into splinters of dazzle.

You narrow eyes - how earnestly you grapple with

this strange new yielding envelope,

sensation-crammed.

Giants around you, a seething metropolis within.

Your soap-bubble smile floats up,

bursts on those colossal features.


                HANDS
How we pour in our desires, frustrations,


our lost gold coins,




My little sister’s eyes are dead,

aborted dreams!




but she makes pictures in her head,

and when the wind blows through the trees

Will this infinite exciting universe of


I wonder what my sister sees.

sounds, sights, smells, sensations




be kneaded by those crumpled fists into

“I feel the wind as well as you,



frames, windows,




so my trees wave and shiver too,

stoppered vials,




and when their leaves are blown about

laser-lazy disks




I like to hold my fingers out

and all the brittle paraphernalia of


and catch them as they float away.”

our object-weary world?





I love to watch my sister play

and use her fingers. “They are eyes,”

she says, “for me.” And then she tries

to make me use my fingers too

for seeing things. I wish I knew

The feel of things as well as she,

whose fingers really seem to ‘see.’

My little sister’s name is Rose,

but she has never seen a rose.

What is the picture she has made

inside her picture-making head?

It must be smooth and soft and cool,

’cause that is what her fingers feel

or ‘see’ with every gentle touch.

I wish my hands could see as much.

THE VILLAGE

At rest? It seems so to

the casual traveller

spun from the passing M50

into this quiet oasis.

Farmland deep-tilled and set between

two streams, the sour Glynch Brook

and reedy Leadon.

A buzzing school, a church,

scatter of houses old and new

and trees, shadowed lanes,

a brooding peacefulness.

And yet the place - Redmarley d'Abitot -

belies this cloistered calm.

The church, whose mote-filled susurrent nave

strokes jangled nerves to stillness,

bears witness to a flayed, tormented saint.

Outside, the very air five centuries ago was loud

with clash of arms and cries of dying men

in Tewkesbury's Bloody Meadow,

and Severn's stream ran red.

Here too the fertile marl has drunk of blood . . .

A gaunt shape, clad in rust-red armour,

helmeted skull, iron noseguard,

deep-set Norman eyes,

looms over Gloucestershire.

Sir Gaufred claims his barony.

May the centuries set these blood-stained ghosts to rest!

Another comes, this time to claim a bride,

the man from Broadheath, he

whose airy harmonies could exorcise

Gerontius' troubled soul,

who poured "the best of me" into that mighty mould

and cast in sound a lasting monument.

The children play, the fields yield up

their harvest. Elgar lives.

Where now lies d'Abitot?
