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 The Roseate Buddha 

 

My statues are often covered in gold leaf. 

I donôt mind that: 

I suppose it says something about the belief I hold ï  

That we can beautify imperfect things. 

It also shows, 

Though,  

How I am esteemed by the worldly  

Whom I wish to lead away from the world.  

There's some irony there,  

You might say, 

And some failure. 

 

I much prefer to be known like this, 

In bare stone  

Which weathers as the winds blow  

And is softened by sunlight at the end of the day. 
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A Child Like This 

 

In ten yearsô time 

A child like this 

Will stand here. 

 

His name will be new 

But his job will be the same 

(He came to sell bracelets and beads) 

And so will his needs 

(In Thailand it is always time to eat). 

He will greet you still with no words, 

And his face and his baubles  

Will be as bright. 

But his shirt now, 

That will be gone. 

Beaded and braided will last the years 

The fast colours of his hat 

And his clear bright eyes 

Will last the years. 

The shirt though will long have faded  

And been tossed in the mess of garbage  

We passed 

At the foot of the hill. 
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                                 Long-tailed Boats 

 
The Gatling Guys, 
The rat-a-tat pack, 
Tocketing takers 
There and back. 
 
There is where the empty beach lies in the long curved twilight of the day 
Leading into night and the open sea 
With the moon seen through trailing palms  
Like the half-closed eyes of a woman waiting.  
 
Back is to the rising village on the early shore beneath the hanging cliff  
Coming slow and green into the sunshine  
With deep night falling behind the pinnacle of rock 
Like a black hood eased off  
And the men unloading their nets half-asleep.  
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If You Come Back in Ten Yearsô Time 

 

Iôve heard of a head being cradled 

But this is absurd. 

Youôd better listen to me right now. 

If you come back in ten yearsô time  

It will be too late for me to talk: 

Iôll only be able to brood. 

So youôll have to walk to another shrine 

If you want to hear wise words. 

Mine will be tightly locked in wood. 
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                Maybe Next Week 

 

Lumps of raw beef 

Hang in a bag on the motorbikeôs horns. 

Youôd expect them to bleed down its flanks 

And drip in the dust; 

But the day is too dry. 

  

The wreck of a bike totters 

On the hard road 

In the hot morning sun,  

And must soon be led to the knacker's yard.  

 

Maybe next week we'll see a cow  

Leaning in the road  

With a plastic bag of pistons and gears 

Hung from its handlebars 

And a trickle of oil on its ears. 
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      Santa Among the Antiques 

 

Let me out!  

Let me out of here!  

Let me out of here before I melt in the heat 

Of the demon's leer  

And the curl of the elephant's trunk. 

 

My snow-boots,  

Tramped on by elephants' feet 

Won't see the day out...  

 

Is there no way out of here?  

 

You who have stopped in the street, 

You know me,  

As a child you knew me,  

Waited for me through many a longing night  

While the white frost sparkled on your window  

And hid my coming from your sight.  

 

Now I, too, look out and wait, 

Forlorn and out of place  

In this hot shop. 

But you only stand and gawp at my plight 

While I warp in their wooden scorn.  

 

Through the grime of this glass 

On the other side of the road,  

I watch the tight-bound traffic pass 

The kindly Colonel Sanders 

With a face as white as mine  

And a white beard more pointed than mine. 

He too looks on,  

Looks down through his glasses with a frown, 

Unhappy as I am; 

For he in his turn is looked down on  

By the guardians of the golden temples of Siam 

Arrayed along the river behind,  

And he shrinks beneath their sneer. 

 

Get us out of here! 
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Tastes Pretty Bad, Actually 

 

Factually this is sort of correct: 

I do smoke a pipe; 

But it tastes pretty bad actually 

And it makes me wheeze. 

And this bonnet is hot on my head 

And these beads are hard round my neck. 

If you buy some of those (please) 

I can go into the shade 

Knock out my pipe 

And have a ciggy instead. 


