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Carving this same face
out of soap, each morning
slightly less perfectly.

Shaving

O practical 
potato,
vegetable
most like earth,
among elegant asparagus,
egg-headed aubergine
you are unpretentiously
spud.
Tasting only of stone
you have nothing to hide,
are merely functional
a most purianical root.
O wave your green þags
democratic potato,
you the equal 
of any other 
potato.

Ode to the Potato

With age you learn to love it
for itself and not the company
it keeps. The hint of a cofýn
in the clean cool sheets becomes
a plus, the tugging up of quilt
is suddenly a joky nailing down
of lid. Even when the eyes slide
shut, this too, becomes a wish:
the little daily death of sleep
beaming us forward in time, 
if not, this time, that far.

Ode to Bed

Orange is also things: hazard lamps
that hang in citrus trees, still glowing
when the worldôs gone grey. They guide
our pale moth-hands through dusk:
the torch of a valencia, a smaller-wattage
tangerine, a navel like a big bed-lamp
that hoards the light, and gives it back
all night, or till weôve peeled the last
thick scab of orange hide, and sucked
our juicy luminescent ýngertips, 
and cleaned the whiter rind
thatôs wedged beneath the nails.

Orange

All things we eat are made of sun
And rain and earth and sweat of Man. 
Thank none but tillers of the soil,
The ýshermen on watôry ýelds,
Fishwives who gut the ýnny dead,
Bakers who daily knead our bread.

All food upon the common dish,
These meagre loaves, these gaping ýsh
that feed our shipbourne multitude
Fall from the hands of mortal Men,
Being nothing less than miracles
As great as any claimed by Him.

Hereticõs Grace, 
from ôBataviaõFor Lisa

Watching the miles between us grow below
through perspex windows, counting the growth
of hours through the window on my wrist,
arriving to miss you in the warmth of night, 
your presence implied in small and single things,
even the least thoughtful objects conspiring now
to offer help: the night-stilled water, 
oil-smooth in the sump of the sea, the usual perfumes
of jasmin and frangipani in the hot dark air, 
exotica of louvres and palms, a bathroom 
ýlled with sweet promptings, a satin bed
on which I sleep to seek your textures out,
wanting to wake with you in jet-lagged afternoons
of thin-sliced louvre-light, dreaming your taste, 
and knowing the world of helpful things
is nothing but that empty hotel robe that hangs
behind the door and also holds your shape and waits.

Crossing the Equator




