
        
            
                
            
        

    
	THE BAY OF NAPLES

	(1986-1988)
 

	“What though Cimmerian anarchs dare blaspheme Freedom and thee”

	
‘Ode to Naples’ — Shelley
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	Valentine 

	 

	there are spaces we cannot reach
in the heart of the circle the words grown viscous
tasting of sherbet vanilla praline nuts
a whole cosmos turned to toffee by the
clowns.  your sector dismisses you.  waves
you goodbye.  old-fashion burble procreates
a past the single arrow qualifies.
such attachment.  such astigmatic vision.  regard
flies everywhere, bouncing off the surface
of the globe.  she is nowhere constituted and bits
hang off her all the time.  if we do not grip
the cobalt, we slide off the edge.  for
where our present is is strictly speaking
irredeemable.  terms jostle.  within
the elastic limits speeches slide collide
bumping against the steel skull-cap it’s
undeniable the step is gone.  all’s to do.  is
dusted off our loss & panic slither,
reclaims our corralled selves maybe not feed
the gorging beast whose hungry flanks
rub up against our metal bars.  collapses.  free
falls.  a stranger beckoning,
fluttering in the turning leaves.  within
the heaped-up coals the finger points no
place, no movement.  it happens here,
arrow, cobalt, bullet-bunch
no other valentine 

	 

	 

	 


 

	[image: Macintosh HD:Users:iralightman:Desktop:After Corot.jpeg] 

	 

	 

	After Corot

	 

	stacked

	at the end of the earth 

	ocean

	washing away 

	regardless

	 

	past caring

	still pink   still blue

	idiot

	light persists

	now leaving
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	Egypt 

	 

	they pursue space
in tatters of a kingdom
colour begs the shadow
falls precisely on Zait
at its apex four
thousand years 
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	The Green Chateau 

	 

	c’est l’arbre de Jesse
there is rarely any light
the stone is lit in whiteness, a
burning interior light
the blue is all the seas you dreamed &
never saw in the Atlantic
seals & foghorns, rocks that ribboned plimsolls
Charon’s dog.  Of course
there wasn’t any chateau.  Not there.  &
the card you sent did not arrive, still
blue, the pointed, perfectly
butted stone frame holding
not the thing but the
inner sound of blue    a broken form 

	behind the light 
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	At the Bottom of the Garden 

	(without a Henry Moore) 

	 

	so intimately framed
the best conversations fly solo 

	glancing off the plane
untamed glance oblique colour 

	passing between the scones 

	enjewelled
brushing the air 

	 

	(place that window a little
further over) in the
sticky crooks of elbow reprieved the 

	trace of where we’ve been, slanting the 

	English diagonal
disastrous as Laurence Olivier in 

	Wuthering Heights 

	 

	what
might this conditional country 

	be    you fly
late & edgy, the exacting
condition daily they
bud & leaf
carpeting the unlovely pavement 

	 

	hovers
un- caught un-
spoken the fellowship of
repeats & thoughtful timidities 
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	Talking about Art 

	 

	there are so many
temptations in
‘a stop the mind makes
between uncertainties’ these
conversations, the fellowship of not knowing
where we travel ‘abrupt
connections with the remote’ few 

	continuities
change in the household
an absence of heart-line
a pair of wounded cats
none truthful
who asks to be the centre of the world 
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	Day Dreams 

	 

	make of me what you will 

	that may be red glowing 

	green over me 

	 

	blue shields my eyes 

	horizon sheers
night stocks slice dusk 

	 

	dampness smokes through 

	the art of loving are you 

	hard at work being modern 

	 

	or full pelt backwards 

	never let up
hatband nostalgia 

	 

	bedecking the major feeling 

	speak to yourself so
old-fashion I
 

	could give you love
in a million pieces 
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	Still life in the Restaurant 

	 

	I am inside
nothing will stay still 

	below a long way down 

	the sea judders
pinned
in violent proximity 

	mother & daughter snarl 

	thoughtfully
parsley
puts out a leaf 

	 

	immobile as a paralysed bather 

	 

	a letter from Princeton!
a typewriter without exclamation! 

	a lover to lunch! 

	 

	normal hazards 

	of a poet’s day 

	facing the paper 
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	Mr and Mrs 

	 

	these jagged passions trample
like points of polka-dot
under the frosted hyacinth scents
the blue light of the jacuzzi
couple leashed in
permanent rental
in the tender solace of cats
silver-chewing
marked by the cusp of Sagittarius
— put a nice suit on —
— have your eyes straightened —
soon
anemones thin to paper-stars
bright blue broken willow-pattern home
always tethered the
doorstep says nothing 
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	Jealousy
 

	rust    tawny    flaming

	rib-cage aswirl

	crisp bicycle-clip

	crimping surprises

	icy-glowing

	framing a blur
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	Interior with figures 

	 

	how many times you looked and walked away 

	one figure standing
one lying
lamp-light life
in the interior, short
on air bathed in
suffused pink
from horizon to vertex no ducking out 

	the mirror-sneer
wrap-around exposure 

	 

	won't fit
hanging off the edge of this here blue
close the blinds 
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	Passion
 

	comes deeply framed 

	rat-a-tat-tat
an ear
to each hand
arm under arm
leg swinging
to leg
precisely 

	 

	red flows back
to the frame the
drum still beats
until the
trumpet kills lucidly
marvel
how it’s hung 
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	Clean sheets 

	 

	so much greening
it must be the spring her 

	small eyes perfectly equipped 

	for seeing what she needs 

	 

	who am I to say
do not who never could 

	launder well
a happy home

	 

	stretches down the
narrow urban garden
swaying lightly
with the breeze 
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	Reading the Letter 

	 

	it is all I wear
don’t deny me
blood spills
from the split gum
the sharp angles
the sober perfume
the crystal knocks
never forswear 
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	Anecdotes 

	 

	once you were blue to me 

	green in a swirl
blue-bobbing fringed 

	in retroussé pink
sun sweetly setting
such amorous clouds 

	 

	oh baby I got weary 

	blabbing after
now who’s
driving into town 

	 

	a trickle to the chin
slavering lips
waiting pink trolleys, always
that old touch
never-ending anecdotes nobody,
no one at all, my beauty 
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	Counting the days 

	 

	the wide lilac sky holds off before opening-time 

	putting my hands in my pockets dull pounds & 

	pansies the story of polka-dots &
stockings red slashing the border-post
no kids under three in the township
counting the days
crying for food —
we
good-heartedly feature Latin America
‘the most exciting continent’
our pain is / best / most personal / most 

	delicious no
one takes that from us
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	Hopes at home 

	 

	growing smaller for
there are the blackest depths 

	to these edges hangs a
question-mark the
relentless fall
of gravity 
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	The Moon 

	 

	takes a taste of green
samplered
where waves stitch into the bay 

	will later return
bears our hoping      becomes the light 

	settling over the ridge
the place you might get to
on days when weather withdrawn 

	to a cool swell permitting
grey into blue into green into 

	aquamarine bleeding off under the 

	white lace trim 

	 

	it was a sunset
but only the kind that reminds you to rise 

	parting to return
up a beaten path past thorn, rock, wall to the 

	last settlement    reading the turf    lost 

	like the rump-of-flock call ricochets
return 

	 

	cut out of the sky
the mountain-table gave up its
gathered darkness, solace
against their light watching
Endymion in his pelt
my fingers wrapped in base curls 

	 

	there were polka-dot figures
neatly draw-strung
I gave you the key    you pocketed the gate 

	saying
— it is a holy place
I cannot leave — pell-mell backwards 

	 

	was the Leper wrong to reject God — 

	the dark mountain between us
you devoured all in your green light 

	you took all for your settlement 

	thorn rock wall path turf mountain-top 

	 

	only the sea-waves
stitch into the bay
grey into blue into green into
aquamarine bleeding
under the white lace trim 
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	Goodbye to the Bay of Naples 

	 

	it was    we thought    blue
I thought    one might have said
a great slab crouched the centre of my soul
or where my soul would be if
souls there are I ached all over
truly blue if you were numb
or if it’s pain that travels light-years
mapping a cold stellar distance where
we guess at origins
hot to tell beyond invoking nameless
right up to the funny-bone
I do not know
— you should have seen the way she held
such torsion and such teeth
beneath the abstemious gift of eyelashes
one cannot but admire
or so they say curious
how electricity works 
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	In the Bay of Naples
  

	a line to your vision
slipping to the edge
they rear & hound
kept to that curve
aquamarine control
shock of display 
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	After dinner 

	 

	In a drift of eagles
compliance lay on my lips
to heal and to host
the harm held
in a gift of lilacs
(the natural ability)
the cracked crocus
reason framed
in a hand-mirror
the young self-healed
a power of angels
dance and declare war
I can and am able
I breathe and it’s chosen
the reluctant head pinned
this terror of words 
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	In the Public Garden 

	 

	because you catch a train do not think you will arrive 

	for the line may be blocked by seventy oaks
because you arrive do not think you will be met
for the capital may be under siege
suppose you atrive, suppose someone meets you
do not think the garden is open
for when the earth gapes visits grow scaffolds
bandaged and limping leave the century,
follow the river
open yourself to the politics of parks
life sidles off while you instruct your companion in the 

	architecture of evenings
search for an exit observe the
prohibitions in conservation areas
do not feed nettles or bears, the
palings will go when the harvest
is yielded
write back to the river from the south
bank read a passing gasometer it is
your life you may have to quit
a pavilion hails — ask for the moment
merriment deepens    dusk    entretien
minutes ready they
will serve and exchange you
pulsing and steady no bus no name no number
carrying this starved body electric
hunch through early May 
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	In Alexander Street
 

	I spend my time talking to you
my days are dotted with beginnings & endings of 

	sentences spoken 

	or dreamed
I do not know you
we have never been to France together / football / 

	theatre / collected stamps 

	cooked together
we have never made love &
certainly have no children
I have no idea where you buy your socks silver heart 

	companion of the streets 

	let’s keep it that way I can
just about place one foot after another
so long as the sky keeps up gleaming
I should know danger when those muddy
purples and blacks slip over our eyes
I will undaunted the life of pavements
at each socket street-life to the
derision of sirens correct my pace
somewhere a door opens
a bar to lean up against
even with no sense of direction
I can steer from there 
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	In a Hot Country 

	 

	petals step their fragrance off the shelf
stamens shoot their tongues licked in dusty air
unstoppered don’t see don’t hear
till colour fades & question why
can’t it be recollection only
filed knowledge lodged in
memory circuit down these wiped
neural pathways why not the past
when future it is not and take
its tenses from arabic lore of sun-dials
water-wheels and shadow-clocks
scything a wilderness for bread and wine
lodging where your name and number are
is no acknowledgement for
somewhere in that break is our existence
above the shredded promise of a home 
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	The Cylinder, the Sphere, the Cone 

	 

	beyond the faded bedspread of the day 

	in dreams we reconstitute the world 

	tongues catch the early-morning breeze 

	a benison reframes the heart
appetite renewed we burl ourselves 

	somewhere a door closes faultlessly 

	they play ducks & drakes
what was a house of many
becomes a house of few 
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	Epilogue: Down in the valley 

	 

	(from the Exhibition of New Paintings, Waddington Galleries, August-September 1988)

	 

	time is a river
without any banks
the river flows to me 

	a wide sweep of blue 

	coiling its way
deep-set between green 

	the hills beyond
a dark arc
semi-circle of night 

	 

	four years pass
my bark floats
under castle walls
circling back
a nation without
holding us back
five more years
coiling away
deep in the frame 
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