Kelvin Corcoran



Other Books by Kelvin Corcoran:-

Robin Hood in the Dark Ages (Permanent Press, London, 1985)

The Red and Yellow Book (Textures, London, 1985)

Qiryat Sepher (Galloping Dog Press, Newcastle-upon-Tyne, 1988)
TCL (Pig Press, Durham, 1989)

The Next Wave (North and South, Twickenham & Wakefield, 1990)
Lyric Lyric (Reality Street Editions, London, 1993)

Melanie’s Book (West House Books, Hay-on-Wye, 1996)

When Suzy Was (Shearsman Books, Kentisbeare, 1999)

Your Thinking Tracts or Nations (West House Books, Sheffield, 2001)



Kelvin Corcoran

New and Selected Poems

Shearsman Books
2004



First published in the United Kingdom in 2004 by
Shearsman Books

58 Velwell Road

Exeter EX4 4LD

www.shearsman.com

Copyright © Kelvin Corcoran, 1985-2004. All rights reserved.

The right of Kelvin Corcoran to be identified as the author of this work has been
asserted by him in accordance with the Copyrights, Designs and Patents Act of
1988. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.

ISBN 0-907562-39-9

The four illustrations in the section from Your Thinking Tracts or Nations are all by
Alan Halsey, and are copyright © Alan Halsey, 2001. They are reproduced here by
kind permission of the artist and of West House Books, Sheffield, publishers of
Your Thinking Tracts or Nations.

Cover illustrations:

Photograph of a painted wooden ceiling in George Mavros’ house, Ambelakia,
by Melanie Warnes, copyright © Melanie Warnes, 2004. Rear cover photograph
of the author by Melanie Warnes, copyright © Melanie Warnes, 2004.

Acknowledgements:

Poems in this volume are drawn from books previously published by West
House Books, Sheffield; Shearsman Books, Kentisbeare; Reality Street Editions,
London; North and South, Twickenham & Wakefield; Pig Press, Durham;
Galloping Dog Press, Newcastle-upon-Tyne, Textures, London; and Permanent
Press, London. the author wishes to thank their publishers, Alan Halsey, Tony
Frazer, Ken Edwards, Peterjon Skelt, Richard & Ann Caddel, Peter Hodgkiss,
xxxx and Robert Vas Dias for their support. My Life With Byron is published with
agreement from Rod Mengham of Equipage, to whom thanks are due. Parts of
My Life With Byron appeared in earlier forms in Oasis.

Poems from Against Purity have been published in Oasis (edited by Ian Robinson),
Shearsman (edited by Tony Frazer), Great Works (edited by Peter Philpott),
Crossing the Line, a first anthology from the reading series (selected by David Miller)
in Painted, spoken, no. 6, GutCult — A West House Anthology (edited by Alan Halsey)
and kultureflash edited by Barry Schwabsky).



Contents

Against Purity (New Poems, 2004)

From the Harbour

Ino

Myriorama

A Shelley Poet

Season of Broken Doors
Singing Head

Helen

From the Harbour

The Empire Stores

Against Purity
Against Purity
Common Measure
MacSweeney
Melanie, I've been thinking...
MIROLOYI for Doug Oliver
Four Monologues:
Leukothia
Pytheas
The Ingliss Touriste Patient
Helen Mania

from Your Thinking Tracts or Nations (2001)

Picture Three
Picture Six
Picture Eight
Picture Eleven

My Life With Byron (2000, previously unpublished)

And Such Other Cudgelled and Heterodox People

The Ludicrous Placation of Ghosts

Catalogue of Ships

Ambelakia

The Objects Were Not Paid For Or Got For a Fixed Price
The ivy on the wall lifts in one wave

11
12
15
18
20
21
22

25

31
32
34
35
36

38
40
42
45

51
53
58
62

67
72
74
75
77
78



They knew what hit them 79

Late at night another station fades in 80
Early morning frost this morning 81
Disclaimer: ByronNever-Went to-Ambelakia 82
from When Suzy Was (1999)
Hotel Byron 85
The Book of Answers 88
In the Red Book 89
The Literal Poem About My Father 91
When Suzy Was 94
God Is Not a Ventriloquist 97
The Name Apollo 98
The Roadside Shrine 100
Catalogue of Answers (excerpts) 103

from Melanie’s Book (1996)

Wait for the light 111
The family radio was smaller... 112
My arsonist neighbour 113
Earth at night 114
In the middle of the journey 115
There I'm thinking with my hands 116
In the dark car staring 117
Night rushes in at window 118
The river rose in the night 119
One night we walked... 120
In the dream I was driving... 121
Cruising away from England 122
By the harbour an offshore island 123
Athens 124
Athlone 125
Hilversum 126
Home Service 127
from Lyric Lyric (1993)

I run to some farr countrye 131
I could write through the table 132
In the turquoise mines 133
I took advice, travelled north 134
Tocharian the I-E enclave 135
The garden surrounds me blowing 136
Music of the Altai Mountains 138
I think it’s your eyes that do it 139
John, that passionate man, in his action tower 140
Tony and Liz 141



Deep waves form in mid-ocean 146

Inside Britannia 148
there was no body, no crime 149
I live above the shop 150
They limit public thought 152

from TCL (1989)

Crowd driven in the deficit 155
The Strange Visitor 156
Work Song 158
Not the Sole Relation of Human Beings 159
Shakespeare clouds bank abstraction 160
Watching the honeysuckle pour 161
Sitting in the bank I hear 163
Cleaning out the household rubbish 164
You can’t always pull things in 165
Under the shadow of how it happened 166

from Qiryat Sepher (1988)

I dreamt my house a film 169
Nobody thinks hard enough for poetry 170
Qiryat Sepher 171
Adorno 172
I get sick of this common secrecy 173
Not the chocolate box pictures but the village and I 174

from The Red and Yellow Book (1986)

she smashed the glass 177
You should know voices when you hear them 178
the last poem 179
Iwas with my mother 180
snow falling in pop songs dumb dumb 181
from the Red and Yellow Book 183

from Robin Hood in the Dark Ages (1985)

Deeds 189
Descartes 190
de Kooning’s face the chalk of March 192
You can tell it’s dry the lawn’s 192
Robin Hood 193
driving through the dread night of shire politics 194
A Slogan Will Not Suffice 195
In the spring of cash R.A.F. boys probe the hills 196






My Life With Byron

(2000)

65






And Such Other Cudgelled and Heterodox People

Climbing the liquid stairs of drink
we go  are you there Alan

in the English good night

where Byron glides unwritten.

*

Across empty England tilting under cloud
towards a new order and petrol thirst,

trees lift like visions at the margins of fields;
an innocent history passing with ease

as if the rural poor lined the road, waving.

Blasted through a slot together landscape,

with no essential link between these lives

— easy as speed, didn’t feel a thing —

dead winding gear, wooded fields, barracks towns,
figures moving together in a film.

To answer the young lord’s questions:

we can commit a whole country to its prisons,
depopulate and lay waste all around us and
restore Sherwood forest as an asylum for outlaws;

in the English good night, where Byron glides unwritten.

*

In the cold eye of the lake

light dissolves around the trees,
a boy, free as a fish, dives
dreaming of the sea.

*

Lyres on earth cast like nets

to catch the living god

but to stand beneath these walls
and fall into those hands is terror.
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The beginning is music, a strange thing;

in the shade of power we found ruin and delight,
crossing Paynim shores, Earth’s central line,
through an invisible door.

Over the dark sliding wave

into half the world unknown,
with liquid nerves in charged air
we sought the god of birds.

Saw the blue cape afar

said his heart, tamed to its cage

all summer long;

milord is dreaming an island of light.

*

“Iran to the end of the wooden pier... the dear fellow
pulled off his cap and wav’d it.. God bless him for a gallant
spirit and a kind one.”

*

After an interval of years, this composition to one far and firm;
events left me for imaginary objects, an imaginary England.
Do you remember when we were out with the Luddites,

from airy hail about the county, about the forest and villages?

But buzz buzz eager nations, not with human thought,

no new land nor fair republic, no deep sea music sounding,.
Events left me in the umbrage of green shade,

my dear Hobhouse, return to that country.

In that completed state words are things,

the electric chain we darkly bind about ourselves.
From this tower of days I see the pathless woods
and the waters washing empires away.

*
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excuse the scrawl, fresh morning at daybreak
boat starting for Kalamo . . blue upon blue these mountains,
the Turkish fleet gone, the blockade removed

the air fresh but not sharp, we sailed together,

the song we sang was — a nation to be made,

when the waves divided us we made signals

firing pistols and carbines, tomorrow we meet at Missolonghi

if at the head of some one hundred boys

of the belt and of the blade, that I may

(calculate the cost of keeping one man in the field for one month
the sale of the Rochdale manor?)

we bore up again for the same port

excuse the scrawl ..
frosty morning that means to be of promise,
that I may get the Greeks to keep the field

the final port or [word torn out with seal]

who will stick with the Greeks now?

the Lempriere dictionary quotation Gentlemen
or those who do not dissemble faults or virtues?
(when I was in the habit)

I reserved such things for verse

Aboard the Florida in an oblong packing case lined with tin,
organs and intestines in earthenware jars
— this heart should be unmoved —

The case stamped with seals of the provisional government,
painted black and submerged in a barrel of spirits
—worm, canker, grief —

Hobhouse went aboard at London Dock Buoy,

the undertakers were draining the barrel
— life blood strike home —
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Though assured “it had all the freshness and firmness of life”,
he declined this last view of his friend
but later identified him by his foot.

And John Clare, wandering down Oxford Street,
saw the funeral train and a girl sighed — poor LB —.

*

To answer the young lord’s questions

Saturday night at the trough

they talk about technology,

new magic make you work harder,
their veins corrupted to mud.

I can hardly make the words out,

I never saw such things in the provinces of Turkey;
men sacrificed for cheap exports,

for Spider-work to bloat others.

The magistrates assembled,

troops ransacked homes around Newstead;
men, guilty of poverty, wanting to dig

but another owns the spade.

This mob enabled you to defy the world;
the poor pitched against the poor

must learn flexible work and slut-time,
must learn global economy.

Capital tips off the edge of the world

to strike the old deal still in place,

a life above ground or boundless waste;
here we go, here we go, here we go.

Breakers of frames, iconoclasts incandescent,

let me be among you about the county;
snap their heads awake
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with the politics of paradise.
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THE LUDICROUS PLACATION OF GHOSTS

Beyond my hand and the round eye of light,
Byron, Jane Harrison and my mother
stand in the mist of Niagara Falls.

They stare at the wall of water falling,
decked out in the tourists black poncho,
the water falling a thousand feet.

In the great rush she looks at me
with such courtesy for the living,
then steps into the beaded air for ever.

*

His shoes were black and shiny,
he danced across the Irish Sea in 1946.

Spic and span drill in the holy orphanage and British Army;
I'm not making up a word of this.

How wide’s the Irish Sea?
How deep the coastal shelf?

They will not eat blonde food,

think of Dumuzi, his snake hands
his final descent,

—dig a trench to the west of the tomb—

They will break a contract of shadows,
they long for morning air, on the street,

to walk and let them live in us,

—look along it to the west,

pour down water as purification, then myrrh—
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Some sounds some burdens can release,
—do not name the dead—
some sounds some burdens can release,

—but they will have blood—

They know there’s nothing like the world,
they cannot make up one word of it.
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CATALOGUE OF SHIPS

Aboard the Princess Elizabeth, the Lisbon packet
for the Vathek theme park.

Aboard the frigate Hyperion,
big sun bright sea the land of.

Aboard the Townshend packet,
Captain Bucket at your service.

Aboard the Spider for Prevesa,
Missolonghi over the water, low in the mouth.

Aboard the Pylades, quick step to Smyrna.
Aboard the Salsette, salt it for the Hellespont.

Aboard the Hydra, transport ship
stuffed with Elgin’s plunder.

Aboard the Volage, sweet frigate.
Aboard the schooner Bolivar, oh my Bolivar.

Aboard the Hercules for Cephalonia,
an unnamed mystico, an unnamed bombard, fit for song.

Aboard the Florida, down the blackhole
all the way to Hucknall Torkard

Where Cain stands in a spotlight
and nothing flows from liquid space.

I walk with dust in peopled darkness — come.
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AMBELAKIA

All afternoon the birds of Ambelakia sing
and the air is the shape of itself

rising in one breath to Olympus and Ossa;
that light should have substance and sound.

The Common Company of Ambelakia founded 1778,
founded on madder, sheep blood and method,

the red dyed cotton of the first co-operative.

“We have decided to renew our company,

spreading a table for all . . in the dress of communication . .”

Schools Libraries Hospitals Mansions Welfare

In 1811 Ali Pasha, sociopath and maverick,

admirer of Byron’s ears, raided the village.

By 1820, with the rise of Manchester as king,

the fall of the Bank of Vienna and the war of greater powers,
the beneficent society collapsed.

Remember the Common Company of Ambelakia,
the first industrial co-operative.
Remember schools; libraries; hospitals; mansions; welfare.

The painted ceilings and walls of the houses

depicted real and imagined cities,

young girls gazed down from balconies

and the world abounded with birds and flowers,

as the high meadows with aconite, anemone and cyclamen.

The full moon is high tonight,
the spring sky milky with stars;
other villages cast like sparks
shine out across the valleys.
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THE OBJECTS WERE NOT PAID FOR OR GOT FOR A
FIXED PRICE (Elgin)

As they lowered the last metope marble rain fell on their
faces,

“Telos.” The Disdar stepped into history and with him
the five (Clarke)

girls crying for their sister, the ravished one, ready for
shipment

in the lower town, filling the air with lamentations.
(Douglas)

The events dictate a mythology of fact and we wait for
the girl

to return in Spring. “Milor explored in the bowels of the
earth to

dig them up.” Milor stole gods to that coast of no return,
to the (Benizelos)

shadow world below this light; the triumph of Eng-a-lish
classicism. (Byron)

Milor ripped the Panathenaic frieze from the walls of the
cella

where the goddess dwelt. It is the procession of all her
people

translated into stone and she the city incarnate. “To
realise its

meaning we must always think it back into its place.”
(Harrison)

Of the money Elgin received half repaid to the
government in debt;

the objects thus an integral part of the British Museum
collection. (Smith)



