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NEW POEMS
FINISTERRE

This was the land’s end : the last fingers, knuckled and rheumatic,
. Cramped on nothing. Black !
Admonitory cliffs, and the sea exploding
With no bottom, or anything on the other side of it,
Whitened by the faces of the drowned.
Now it is only gloomy, a dump of rocks—
Leftover soldiers from old, messy wars.
The sea cannons into their ear, but they don’t budge.
Other rocks hide their grudges under the water.

The cliffs are edged with trefoils, stars and bells

_ Such as fingers might embroider, close to death,

dlmost too small for the mists to bother with.
The mists are part of the ancient paraphernalic—
Souls, rolled in the doom-noise of the sea. : ‘
They bruise the rocks out of existence, then resurrect them.
They go up wirhout hope, like sighs. !
I walk among them, and they stuff my mouth with cotton.
When they free me, I am beaded with tears. s

Our Lady of the Shipwrecked is striding toward the horizon,
Her marble skirts blown back in two pink wings. '
A marble sailor kneels at her foot distractedly, and at his foot
A peasant woman in black

Is praying 1o the monument of the sailor praying.

Qur Lady of the Shipwrecked is three times life size,

Her lips sweet with divinity. - :
She does not hear what the sailor or the peasant is saying—
She is in love with the beautiful formlessness of the sea.

. Gull-coloured laces flap in the sea drafts
' Beside the postcard stalls.
The peasants anchor them with conches. One is told »
“ These are the pretty trinkets the sea hides,
Little shells made up into necklaces and toy ladies.
They do not come from the Bay of the Dead down there,
But from another place, tropical and blue,
. We have never been to. - :
. These are our ¢crépes. Eat fﬁgm before they blow cold.” =~
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When he smoked
insects fell instead of ash.

. When he laughed he spoke
and through his ears kept watch.

When he ate ;
the food formed whole again inside him.
His two hands shook and met

each other’s estranged limbs.

As he lived

knowing the insects breathed A
he let them breathe again. - adee

KEITH BARNES.

MOUNTAINS

I an.a fly if these are not stones,
Ij these are not stones, they are a finger—

¥

Finger, shoulder, eye. - g D
The air comes and goes over them as if attentively,

Content with the inheritance, ,z'

Having no need to labour, only to possess the days,
Only to possess their power and their presence,

E@Smiiing on the distance, their faces lit with the peace
" Of the father's will and testament, :

3 tﬁ’earfng flowers in their hair, decorating their limbs
With the agony of love and the agony of fear .
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he did not have the fears of the sane;

They were there yesterday and the world before yesterday, ©

‘and the agony of death,;




