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Earth Tremor in Lima

The eartHurchedtoday

In the earliest of light

And my hotelroomwindow trembled to come in.
| started awake and felt robbed

Of my weight:

| was a grain

Between the grinding stone above

And the groaning stones beneath.

| wasalsorobbed today

Of my watch, snatchedithout hatefrom my wrist
(To feed, | try to think, a family)

In the throng,

In the press of need,

Notwithstanding it was Palm Sunda

And | outside a church.

| was robbed of my worth today.

| look at the blood on my wrist

And |, too, tremble,

At thethought of what might have been
If the stones had chosen to fall on me,
If the people had chosen to fall on me.



Gold Mask

Squat pat,

I choose to ignore

Your hot hate

Behind the plate glass
Of your display case

In the Museo de Oro,
For your timehas passed
And will return no more

But you make me uneasy

Though it seems you are contained
Gold-blind as | am

| can still see

Throughthe slits in your eyes
Casqued darkness and dreams.

Since it isgold-bright inyour closerealm

We are unlit

And your image gleams on the inward glas
You see only yourself.

(We arefaint ghosts

Beyondthe shimmering pane
Barelyshowingagainstheblack)

Inside your helm

You bide your time

For you believe that one day

Our time toowill become old,

And pass.

Then theglass will crack

Each pane will crak,

And your goldentime will comeagain.



Lima Airport

Shoeboys scamper like glossy monkeys
In the forest of passenglegs.

When they sedirty shoes

Theyhop andgibber and poin

Beggng the feet ingle,

Thepeopleabove,

To stop.

Kneelingthey minister,

And throughthe day

As they scrapand wipe, brush and buff,
The hues of their labour

The signs of theitrade

Steal over their skin

Up to the Ihe of their bootlack hair.
Thus they take upon themselves

The stains of thevorld.

At night,

Before tley skitter irto their blankets,
| think theydo not wash,

But burnish themselves,

And go to bed

Shining.

Andes fran the Air

Like the blunt black whales

In depths of shifting water

Booming their loneliness across the dark and heaving miles
In search of other whales

The mountains,

Lifting their dark and heavy heads
Through the surface of bright clouds,
Sing endlesslyo each other

In the falling sun,

In thefalling, thin and brittle sun,

But can come no closer

For all their calling.



Boat on a Jungle Path

Boat, are you abandoned?

But how did you get here,

Where you should not be,

A mile from the river?

Yes, it rans heavily in season,

But that surely is no reason for your lying here
Thwarting my march:

You cannot have drifted

So far,

From the dusidark riverbank

With its green, green grass,

To arrive here at dawn on this path.

You look, cone to think of it, like a long white husk

Yellowing in the stripes of the early sun,
Something that began in the trees

And was already gouged

When it fell tothe ground

And filled with rain.

Has neone told you yet

That you are meant to hold water out,
Not in?

Your are made to float,

Not sink in the greenness of this track
As it grows uparound you.

To learn that lesson you must go to the river
And lie against the bank

With its green, green grass below the water li
Where no grass should be,

The curving lank where the water thins

And wavering grasses,

Drowned by thenissingrain,

Wait to become rivewrack.

What a strange pladgthis,
Where the rivers grow grass,
And the trees,

Boats.



Charcoal

Great black hive of bees

Ten feet tall

With a thik buzz of smoke around it
And a keeper stirring it to anger
With his stick.

How many years

Are swarming up over the trees
Never to settle

Again?



The River

| was piscoed the night before

And woke sour

So would not walk

At such an early hour

To seethe Bora

Who were like the Yaguae had already seen
But wore bark instead of leaves and lived
Much

Further away. Besides

Which

If we were going to see Indians

| wanted them tdbelive,

Not specimens pinneolit,

Grinningto please

In aspacebetween huts

By avolley from ourwarningdrums
Arrowing over the trees.

We went instead

Laterin themorning,

To see the river,

Which was real,

Was not drummed up nor pinned down,
And did not paint its smooth brown face.



Jungle Trees

Jungle treedlo notlive

Until they are thirty feebr morein theair,
Then they live

Suddenly.

Look at those thin, white, dry trunks
Thin sticks ready to break,

And look, look

At the bursts of greenfirthat soaabove,
Firework foliage,

Leafbomb and blossorahell.

Only the ashes fall to earth,
Servingto shore ughe thin white trunks
And let the show go on.

Let the show go on!



Macaws

Donot be fool ed

And look for others like them in the trees.

They arenot from round here,
Canodt be found here

In the empty treeound the camp.

They were aught and carrieddm far downstream

To add a touch of colour to the bar,

A talking pointon boozynights

But, like floozies painted and perched to dry,
Theybdébve tainted the place,
Added some sleaze anthde ita joint.

Whoever brought them here bungled:

They ought not tthave been portered to the park
To please the guests

But left at ease,

At rest,

In the jungle,

Shining against the dark.



Jungle Paths

Her husbandvalked o hours to work

Every day.

We too had walked two hours, to get there,
Down dark jungt paths,

And were proud untive heard her safin Qechua),
6Every day. 6

What he needed to grow would not grow there,
Where we were,

On the river.

She was small, and her children were small,
And her husband no doubt small,

But milesare miles

After all.

Thechildren clung, and waited,

Their skin like the river,

Their eyes darker and clearer than the river

But light at the edges like the river.

We watched them play

With theballoons we had brought,

Children and balloons the only bright things in the dust;
And they waited

Until they toomustwalk two hours to work

Every day.



Butterflies

Some butterflies have purpose,
And wing straight

Like homeward birds

At dusk.

This morning as we drifted and fished from the boat

In the dank shadows under the trees

An orange fleck shimmered sharp from the other bai

And journeyed on a line just over our heads
Thendropped from sightamongtheleaves.
Another,

Too far behind for sight

So | do not know how steered,

Took the same tight path

Nearmy rodds tip

Into the green and the shadows ofegre
They would be together when they stopped.

(Others merely flutter, or swirl in columns

Like those pale yellow scraps there

In the smooth scoop of the smooth brown bank,
Fighting for air as if fearful of drowning in earth.)
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The ones | want to photogra rarely settle:

The great gleaming blues

(I cannot give their colour more than that
Nor their namgi

They, too, have aim, and will.

They do not flutter, nor swirl, nor swerve,
But flap without pairor panig

Calmly,

And their flight is not like flidnt,

More a dol phinés ¢
Through the heavy air,

Driving down the r
Through the fine lianas.

There was one on a leaf,
Closed,

But | leant todar forward,
And it went.

| was not sorry:

Folded and still,

It was not the same.
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Boy Seated

In front of the boy

And below

His family bendsover an outside table
Trying to make do

With the oddsand-ends of their life.

He does not see them,

Nor us, pryingoetweerthem

Zooming in on theitittle concerns,

And overlooks even the bobbing blaokads
Of his passing friends

Kicking a ballon the flat rivetbank,

A spinning ball that trails thin streamers of cries
Through the evening air

And holds the players in its threads,
Pulling them this way and that.

It is the river that he watches
Slick againstits bank

And bendingout of sight,
Theslow, wide, sliding river
Down which he will one dago.
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The Well

No more thara hole in the earth
From which they draw their water
You lean over

And look down,

Ontothis fly-blown surface
Hopingto see yarself as you are
In this differentplace.

But this is no mirror,

Your face does not appear:

It is amottledwindow whereyou see
Through the scurdarkly

But all too clear

The lot ofthe peoplevholive here.

You are invited to fill youmwaterbottle
For thehottoil backbut,

Too patrticular for thidife,

You recoil.

Perpendicular tdhis life,

You do not seén this watemwhat you are
But, starkly,

Whatyou are not.
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Beyond Ticlio

Beyond Ticlio there is a falling.

All the colours fall:

The thik blue of the sky settles,

The heavyblue of the firmament settles,
Leaving onlyfundamentabrey.

Rock becomes sail,

Brunt black mountains soften,

Melt into hazy hills

And the hills run to faded water.

The colours of Ticlio lose their weight and line
As oil becomes wash,

Essence, tincture,

Outline, fill,

Chiselled rock, calmer clay,

Blunt ard sharp statements, conditional
And strife an agreement of elements.
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Goatherd

The raggd boy herded his goats

With sharp stones

Flunk at their flanks

To stoptheir stray,

To keep themaway

Fromthe hotel flowerson their gras&d banks
And thecarsflying past

Goaded by granite
They weae quick to learn.

There are harder ways to herd goats
And drearier.

Their coats were pehed and dusty,

All of them;

And the boytoo looked over his shouldéor stones
Telling him which way to turn.

At Huancayo, Eastera®urday

Arriving after dark

We daspour bags before us down the street
Against the light touch of dirty fingers,

The clean touch of razors.

The people hurry in the patchy glopm

And clutch themselves

From the touch of light

The keen blades of night air.

They hurry too next morning,

Hurry enormously (there can be nobody left inside)
For a town where there is nowheneichto go;

But today they are open in their haste,

And smilewidely,

And there is food everywhere.
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Convento de Ocopa (1725)

The cool, creaking rooms

Of the monastery at Huancayo
Are filled with the fading relics
Of jungle forays.

What must thereassed and shiningiountain folk
Have thought of the things

Their priests brought back to them

(Costume and creature,

Weapon and tool)

In those dark and distant d&ys

In the Meeting Hall

Where prayers were saio helpdecide
Who shouldwind downstrangemountain paths

Soupa

And to whatdeptls beyond,
Heavy stoolsquat solid against white walls
And the ghosts take turns to sit.

In the narrow Library

Where even the floorboards dare not speak
Heavy books brood stolid against white walls,
Mouldering remains
Ofmissi ons into menb6és mi
What must the mountain folk

With their creased and shining faces

Have thought of the things

Their priests brought back to them

From those dark and secret plages

If this is sapa

Piled high with luevas
What do you get
When you ask

For eggs?
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