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The Double Wake 

Four months the skies have wept
unceasingly, but today she's back
hoeing again where once were flowerbeds, 

her mourning, after this winter's
second bereavement and as close
to the heart strings, calmer. Twice 

were things to be done, not just dogs
going on with their doggy life, but life
for the participants, tickets 

to be bought, clothes ironed, a coffin
ordered, airports to be faced
where everything you have to do's 

a denial of all you're feeling. Then
the vacuity of flight. By the time
there's time for grief, there's already 

the desolation of grief somehow missed,
that sitting all night with the newly dead
that delivers them their due. But after 

this rain-swept winter when the skies
have loured like Adamastor of the Storms,
the sluiced flowerbeds are stirring 

with tubers she had forgotten, crocuses,
ammonites and grape hyacinths,
and before the oranges have fallen, 

the almond trees are in tiny leaf. 
She's back, communing in the cold
sunlight of the year's turn, in that patch 

cleared of ironical balm — more real
than any words of mine who'd
juggle planets to lighten her double grief.

Sunday Worship

"This casket India's glowing gems unlocks,

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box"

The hypermarket has an in-turnstile
with cameras and uniformed guards, 
and fifty-six exits, leant on 
by the bustling blouses of fifty-six tills.

A coin secures your trolley and you're off 
in a boxed maze, rambling as a golf course
and as planned. How's your handicap? 
Does your consumer resistance stand up

to ambushes laid by Balmoral Tea (one 
pinch per bag per packet in monogrammed 
boxes in cellophane wraps), or Formula One 
Aftershave, or Mayfair Shower Foam,

or Sheba Coffee, (cinnamon-roast,

with a rubber-nippled Ruandan

doll in a turban), or Tropic of Cancer 
Filtertips, or tandoori-flavoured condoms,

or Fatcat Petfood, or Phil A-Tyo lipstick 
(the arousing kiss of slaughtered whales), 
or the sweatshop colours of Indonesia, 
or extra-Virgin-of-Fatima Oils?

Questions not to be asked. What if

the earth turned on its axis, and you 
were banana growers for United Fruits, 
or quota fishermen burning your boats,

or tea-pickers in their drab lines

where a day's wage's less than a loaf, 
and a night's dormitory's for twelve, 
and your children will be serfs in turn?

If you're reading this page, the chances 
are: most of what you eat, 
and much of what you wear, 
feeds off another world out there.

They swell, these temples of gluttony, 
they encircie our once market towns. 
They bring the world to our by-pass, 
and they make us serfs in our turn

to the carve-up merchants who own them 
and the appetites out of control, 
in our search for a meaning to labour, 
in the adverts which measure our souls,

while ancient water courses spring, 
and the miracle of speech remains, 
and childbirth's the joy it always was, 
and the hottest day can't wilt the vines,

and each four weeks the full moon, 
a yard or two along the horizon, 
questions: where in the world

are you going? You're on your own.

Water

This long summer with the oily tips

of lemon trees curling like copper shavings,

I'm getting to know our poço
well. As the valley turns sepia,

and olive trees sharpen their knives,

and the blue gums are shoals of silver fish,

I draw on its quick secrets. At noon, 
the shutter thrown back, sunlight 
arrows down the green whitewash

to a shimmering, infinitely

beckoning circle and beyond

to water snake flashes in an abyss

impossible to climb from. 
Subsisting attuned to a well, 
watching the trees breathe, drinking

in birdsong's a throwback

to develop, so

picture me, with my native off-spin,

bowling a plastic bucket to shatter 
my face framed in the mirrored 
hatch and haul miracle

draughts earth-wards, well

aware if it doesn't flow,

I'm not working hard enough.

Roman Style 

The scythe's discarded blade with its gap tooth
rusts on the veranda. Spring's flowers
are levelled, the field lies bare 

to contours the swallows shave unerringly. 
Our feeling's of summer no sooner come
than gone, but I never cease marvelling 

about the seasons here, how harvest's
but a prelude to Julho and Agosto,
Roman inserted months, when the sun 

scours like a blow torch, and our resort's
once more to our well-spring. It's not
what we are at heart feels different, 

perhaps a little heavier, somewhat
slower to the beach ball, while judges,
presidents, even golfers, are ever younger, 

and no TV adverts target us in their mooning
mock-Hollywood, thank god, for jeans
or face creams or exercise contraptions 

as friends are crossing into the dark,
and it touches family ever closer. So,
the hatch sealed, we've sized up the well 

with a pump buoy, and regale nightly
all we've planted with more than ever
loving and lavish draughts, hoping 

Roman-fashion insure against
something when the scythe rounds
on its owner and the plot lies bare. 

Bacalhau
1.

Another restaurant in Alcabideche! People
keep asking, where's the new restaurant?
and Alice directs them
confidently without having seen it.

Restaurants in Alcabideche are like
chapels in Wales. There is always some
new delicate doctrine
involving fresh coriander and salt cod.

At Christ's birth, codfish loom
on our TVs, glottal as Pavarotti,
roaring Hark the herald etc.
(The turkeys wilt and swoon.)

2.

Bacalhau again! I found it 
in Soho, but  ‘it comes 
from Hull’ said Luigi, his
moustache quivering

at the absurdity: ‘they send

the heads to Portugal.’
I hugged it under my elbow,
a brown paper rugby ball

in a neat net of string, 
and set off across London.

At the F. O.

they were bombing Libya. 
‘One moment, sir’.
It's bacalhau,' I said. 
‘Sir?’
‘Salt dry cod.’
Gingerly, he weighed the device,
gave it a gentle wobble,
smelt it and held it to his ear
listening to the music of the seas.

‘Salt. Dry. Cod, sir?’
'They send the heads to Portugal
under the Treaty of Windsor'.

He kissed the air and a dog,
special breed, tall

as the hat stand ambled

from the office, taking control.

My casket was offered knee high
like myrrh or frankincense

and I thought of the hundred recipes
simmering in the brown egg

— bacalhau

    in the glorious names

of Bulhão Pato, Gomes de Sá,
Batalha Reis. António Lemos,
Zé do Pipo and Brás.

— bacalhau

    with cheese, with onions,

with potatoes and spinach,

with milk, rice, leeks, oysters,

parsley, prawns, flour with egg white

— bacalhau 'with everything'

 in the peasant style
with carrots

in the manner of heaven,
in twists like a corkscrew,
from Trás os Montes

Guarda, Porto,

Lamego,

Ericeira,

Alentejana, even
the despoiled Algarve,
and our winter favourite

· bacalhau que nunca chega,

‘the cod that's never enough’ —
I watched them hatching in the dog's
nostrils, clamouring to spawn in the cold seas
of their birth.

(Ghadafi'd

have surrendered on the instant,
adding his own touch
of tabina and walnuts.)

The Alsatian took a quarter sniff
turning its tail contemptuously. 
Cook, poet, comedian,
I was harmless.

Our government's in safe paws.

(Alice White faults this poem for not including Bacalhau à moda da Guida, as prepared by Margarida Maria da Cruz Mergulhão of Casal Verde, Figueira da Foz.)

� Também incluído na antologia: The Pterodactyl's Wing: Welsh World Poetry, ed. por Richard Gwyn, Parthian, Cardigan, 2003.
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