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Sitting on a wooden gate,
Sitting on a wooden gate,
Sitting on a wooden gate

He rode in day-dream cars.
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He locked his body with his knees
When the gate swung too much in the breeze.
But while he caught high ecstasies
Life slipped between the bars.

The poor peasant talking to himself in a stable door—
An ignorant peasant deep in dung.

What can the passers-by think otherwise?

Where is his silver bowl of knowledge hung?

Why should men be asked to believe in a soul

That is only the mark of a hoof in gutter gaps?

A man is what is written on the label.

And the passing world stares but no one stops

®
To look closer.
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Between my finger and my thumb

The squat pen rests; snug as a gun.

Under my window, a clean rasping sound
When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:

Z%:S:\_mﬁ digging. 1 look down

Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds

Bends low, comes up twenty years away

Stooping in rhythm through potato drills

Where he was digging.

The cold smell of potato mould, the squelch and slap

Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge



Through living roots awaken in my head.

But I've no spade to follow men like them.

Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests.

I'll dig with it.
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Heads bow, trunks bend, hands fumble towards the black

Mother. Processional stooping through the turf

Recurs mindlessly as autumn. Centuries
Of fear and homage to the famine god
Toughen the muscles behind their humbled knees,

Make a seasonal altar of the sod.
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Live skulls, blind-eyed, balanced on
wild higgledy skeletons
scoured the land in *forty-five,

wolfed the blighted root and died.
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Then, stretched on the faithless ground, spill

Libations of cold tea, scatter crusts.
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Some day I will go to Aarhus
To see his peai-brown head,
The mild pods of his eye-lids,

His pointed skin cap.

In the flat country nearby
Where they dug him out,
His last gruel of winter seeds

Caked in his stomach,

Naked except for
The cap, noose and girdle,
I will stand a long time.

Bridegroom to the goddess,

She tightened her torc on him
And opened her fen,

Those dark juices working

mo



Him to a saint’s kept body,

Trove of the turfcutters’
Honeycombed workings.
Now his stained face

Reposes at Aarhus.
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.. .to make germinate

The scattered, ambushed
Flesh of labourers,
Stockinged corpses

Laid out in the farmyards.
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A landscape fossilized,
Its stone-wall patternings
Repeated before our eyes

In the stone walls of Mayo.
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1 can feel the tug

of the halter at the nape
of her neck, the wind
on her naked front.
Little adulteress,

before they punished you

you were flaxen-haired,
undernourished, and your
tar-black face was beautiful.

My poor scapegoat,

I almost love you
but would have cast, I know,

the stones of silence.
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This centre holds
and spreads,
sump and seedbed,

a bag of waters
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and a melting grave.
I grew out of all this
like a weeping willow
inclined to

the appetites of gravity.
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And you, Tacitus
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Come back to this
‘island of the ocean’
where nothing will suffice.

Read the inhumed faces

of casualty and victim;
report us fairly,
how we slaughter

for the common good

and shave the heads

of the notorious,
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how the goddess swallows

our love and terror.
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How culpable was he
That last night when he broke

Our tribe’s complicity?
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