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I Liberties, the White Wish Part 1

‘That vertue therefore which is but a youngling in the contemplation of evill,

and knows not the utmost that vice promises to her followers, and rejects it,

is but a blank vertue, not a pure; her whitenesse is but an excrementall

whitenesse …’





1. For charity, she crawls through a soft rut

For charity, she crawls through a soft rut
rating the speed of the clip; mare’s
tails race rattling her, her eyes drip their fuel
into the gaping bed of yellow rape and its cobalt border

that swims with estrangement.
Within a bank of weeds cold as snapped beans, each
digit of its growth tipped with arctic green, her hand
is dry and whitened by his hand. From the rampant manger

where this slope is bound, by the chrome-white of the
river bend, he feeds her, his hand turning to bone on her
tongue. Then brown-out of traffic, tracks grey and curl,
both above and within these weeds a change to latency:

to fear by the molars a white latch, terminate
spasmic wildness. She hates and washes her
body’s frenzy for splashes of vice in white
jetting from the mouth of his horse.

[3 ]



2. White bubbled and spread in the hazard field

White bubbled and spread in the hazard field,
blowing a perpetual accident into a unifying
glass container. Which claimed further space

through news of her inclination. Station empty
beyond dust scattered into excremental
billows. She goes there, she cannot get in it, it is

a breaker to her. Moving towards
an apology for blankness as waste
if not wasted in a metastatic trance, 

floating poison towards what’s oblique. We wish.
It’s something. White cracked and scattered,
its permanent dissipation was though loss

at least within her and her wreck
loved its unity, its contours
moving over themselves gave her rise.

[4 ]



3. Frost cells freeze hillocks where they

Frost cells freeze hillocks where they
crest, panoramic weed, cold as halogen scratches

on the bulge of her lactating eye.
Wanting fails to blow off a gas it

codes weeds as public travesty, or buckle the
silver band of a member river. Privacy, mocked,

re-clips her stomacher breathing as she does so
raggedly. Smooth skin filaments, admit it;

mud freezes the empty ankle tracks
where she was grabbed and returned later limping.

The old men on staff, released from their duties,
lock up oars, wait, mock her quiet version

from the porches. There is no settlement before.
Even now shoved by laxity of conceit: the plunge, from

barbs of sick weeds and wet
soil this erotic longing is tilled,

pooling at a ha-ha before that bank of weeds.

[5 ]



4. Peace where her wound is, flapping like a fried egg

Peace where her wound is, flapping like a fried egg.
It puckers toxic bubbles whose odour leaks 
spreading a memory over hyper-yellow spikes of ambition. It 
makes nothing of her, nor of the face frozen in wood.

Because we relish process, washing her inbuilt concept
box she must pace through process. Her wish
to seep patiently into that burst flesh be remedy
to its skittish sickness, she does not.

Instead, saw grass sucked through hopes
of earning a changed virtue by loyalty. To vanish
into it laboriously—an incessancy that seems
different, a clip to limp the gold flow.

To fake testing as alibi for lust. Where suns blaze
they boil cells holding the bud open, beautify
a toilsome wound. Peace which drew her to its
bright flesh pulps and pulses with no entry.

[6 ]



5. White Wish

Condescend to acknowledge joints
still glowing yellow-hot though no
longer dangerously, sad
not for him but for his manger stormed, burnt
for its fresh endless stocks. I say so though
I no longer believe it and that wish puckers
like a blister in my multiplex gut.
If it bursts when cool untie the expert,

who believed in it, cheaply. See how milk
pours from the cold solder,
we are never afraid or eaten with loathing.

[7 ]



6. The Former Character

With child in the back, where are her
clippings of virtue in mind. As ragged
as slips they torment that mind
blowsy with a wish on her
only son, who gets scraps off
the marbled bed-book.

Indeed each time I come here I hope
I come into the body into which I am
stricken like straws into brick;
laying an ambient carpet not
with marbled yellow of my fat but
with my virtue, in mind;

by gluttony for fluids alone this hand
rubbing the white throat flat into
oblivion. I couldn’t say.
Needless to say he is always also here.

Inscribing on ideal dissolution by
inexorable physical power, my hero.

[8 ]


