
Daddy  
 
You do not do, you do not do 
Any more, black shoe 
In which I have lived like a foot 
For thirty years, poor and white, 
Barely daring to breathe or Achoo. 
 
Daddy, I have had to kill you. 
You died before I had time— 
Marble-heavy, a bag full of God, 
Ghastly statue with one gray toe 
Big as a Frisco seal 
 
And a head in the freakish Atlantic 
Where it pours bean green over blue 
In the waters off the beautiful Nauset. 
I used to pray to recover you. 
Ach, du. 
 
In the German tongue, in the Polish town 
Scraped flat by the roller 
Of wars, wars, wars. 
But the name of the town is common. 
My Polack friend 
 
Says there are a dozen or two. 
So I never could tell where you 
Put your foot, your root, 
I never could talk to you. 
The tongue stuck in my jaw. 
 
It stuck in a barb wire snare. 
Ich, ich, ich, ich, 
I could hardly speak. 
I thought every German was you. 
And the language obscene 
 
An engine, an engine, 
Chuffing me off like a Jew. 
A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen. 
I began to talk like a Jew. 
I think I may well be a Jew. 
 
The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna 
Are not very pure or true. 
With my gypsy ancestress and my weird luck 
And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack 
I may be a bit of a Jew. 



 
I have always been scared of you, 
With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo. 
And your neat mustache 
And your Aryan eye, bright blue. 
Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You— 
 
Not God but a swastika 
So black no sky could squeak through. 
Every woman adores a Fascist, 
The boot in the face, the brute 
Brute heart of a brute like you. 
 
You stand at the blackboard, daddy, 
In the picture I have of you, 
A cleft in your chin instead of your foot 
But no less a devil for that, no not 
Any less the black man who 
 
Bit my pretty red heart in two. 
I was ten when they buried you. 
At twenty I tried to die 
And get back, back, back to you. 
I thought even the bones would do. 
 
But they pulled me out of the sack, 
And they stuck me together with glue. 
And then I knew what to do. 
I made a model of you, 
A man in black with a Meinkampf look 
 
And a love of the rack and the screw. 
And I said I do, I do. 
So daddy, I'm finally through. 
The black telephone's off at the root, 
The voices just can't worm through. 
 
If I've killed one man, I've killed two— 
The vampire who said he was you 
And drank my blood for a year, 
Seven years, if you want to know. 
Daddy, you can lie back now. 
 
There's a stake in your fat black heart 
And the villagers never liked you. 
They are dancing and stamping on you. 
They always knew it was you. 
Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I'm through. 
 



 
Edge  

 
The woman is perfected 
Her dead 
 
Body wears the smile of accomplishment, 
The illusion of a Greek necessity 
 
Flows in the scrolls of her toga, 
Her bare 
 
Feet seem to be saying: 
We have come so far, it is over. 
 
Each dead child coiled, a white serpent, 
One at each little 
 
Pitcher of milk, now empty 
She has folded 
 
Them back into her body as petals 
Of a rose close when the garden 
 
Stiffens and odors bleed 
From the sweet, deep throats of the night flower. 
 
The moon has nothing to be sad about, 
Staring from her hood of bone. 
 
She is used to this sort of thing. 
Her blacks crackle and drag. 
 
 

 
The Arrival Of The Bee Box  

 
I ordered this, clean wood box 
Square as a chair and almost too heavy to lift. 
I would say it was the coffin of a midget 
Or a square baby 
Were there not such a din in it. 
 
The box is locked, it is dangerous. 
I have to live with it overnight 
And I can't keep away from it. 
There are no windows, so I can't see what is in there. 
There is only a little grid, no exit. 
 



I put my eye to the grid. 
It is dark, dark, 
With the swarmy feeling of African hands 
Minute and shrunk for export, 
Black on black, angrily clambering. 
 
How can I let them out? 
It is the noise that appalls me most of all, 
The unintelligible syllables. 
It is like a Roman mob, 
Small, taken one by one, but my god, together! 
 
I lay my ear to furious Latin. 
I am not a Caesar. 
I have simply ordered a box of maniacs. 
They can be sent back. 
They can die, I need feed them nothing, I am the owner. 
 
I wonder how hungry they are. 
I wonder if they would forget me 
If I just undid the locks and stood back and turned into a tree. 
There is the laburnum, its blond colonnades, 
And the petticoats of the cherry. 
 
They might ignore me immediately 
In my moon suit and funeral veil. 
I am no source of honey 
So why should they turn on me? 
Tomorrow I will be sweet God, I will set them free. 
 
The box is only temporary. 
 
 

Elm  
 

for Ruth Fainlight 
 
I know the bottom, she says. I know it with my great tap root; 
It is what you fear. 
I do not fear it: I have been there. 
 
Is it the sea you hear in me, 
Its dissatisfactions? 
Or the voice of nothing, that was you madness? 
 
Love is a shadow. 
How you lie and cry after it. 
Listen: these are its hooves: it has gone off, like a horse. 
 



All night I shall gallup thus, impetuously, 
Till your head is a stone, your pillow a little turf, 
Echoing, echoing. 
 
Or shall I bring you the sound of poisons? 
This is rain now, the big hush. 
And this is the fruit of it: tin white, like arsenic. 
 
I have suffered the atrocity of sunsets. 
Scorched to the root 
My red filaments burn and stand, a hand of wires. 
 
Now I break up in pieces that fly about like clubs. 
A wind of such violence 
Will tolerate no bystanding: I must shriek. 
 
The moon, also, is merciless: she would drag me 
Cruelly, being barren. 
Her radiance scathes me. Or perhaps I have caught her. 
 
I let her go. I let her go 
Diminished and flat, as after radical surgery. 
How your bad dreams possess and endow me. 
 
I am inhabited by a cry. 
Nightly it flaps out 
Looking, with its hooks, for something to love. 
 
I am terrified by this dark thing 
That sleeps in me; 
All day I feel its soft, feathery turnings, its malignity. 
 
Clouds pass and disperse. 
Are those the faces of love, those pale irretrievables? 
Is it for such I agitate my heart? 
 
I am incapable of more knowledge. 
What is this, this face 
So murderous in its strangle of branches?— 
 
Its snaky acids kiss. 
It petrifies the will. These are the isolate, slow faults 
That kill, that kill, that kill. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Moon And The Yew Tree  
 
This is the light of the mind, cold and planetary. 
The trees of the mind are black. The light is blue. 
The grasses unload their griefs on my feet as if I were God 
Prickling my ankles and murmuring of their humility. 
Fumy, spiritous mists inhabit this place 
Separated from my house by a row of headstones. 
I simply cannot see where there is to get to. 
 
The moon is no door. It is a face in its own right, 
White as a knuckle and terribly upset. 
It drags the sea after it like a dark crime; it is quiet 
With the O-gape of complete despair. I live here. 
Twice on Sunday, the bells startle the sky— 
Eight great tongues affirming the Resurrection 
At the end, they soberly bong out their names. 
 
The yew tree points up, it has a Gothic shape. 
The eyes lift after it and find the moon. 
The moon is my mother. She is not sweet like Mary. 
Her blue garments unloose small bats and owls. 
How I would like to believe in tenderness— 
The face of the effigy, gentled by candles, 
Bending, on me in particular, its mild eyes. 
 
I have fallen a long way. Clouds are flowering 
Blue and mystical over the face of the stars 
Inside the church, the saints will be all blue, 
Floating on their delicate feet over the cold pews, 
Their hands and faces stiff with holiness. 
The moon sees nothing of this. She is bald and wild. 
And the message of the yew tree is blackness—blackness and silence 
 
 
 

Words  
 
Axes 
After whose stroke the wood rings, 
And the echoes! 
Echoes travelling 
Off from the centre like horses. 
 
The sap 
Wells like tears, like the 
Water striving 
To re-establish its mirror 
Over the rock 



 
That drops and turns, 
A white skull, 
Eaten by weedy greens. 
Years later I 
Encounter them on the road— 
 
Words dry and riderless, 
The indefatigable hoof-taps. 
While 
From the bottom of the pool, fixed stars 
Govern a life. 


