Time to Get Here: Selected Poems 1969-2002

IAN PATTERSON was born in 1948 and grew up in Cheshire and London.
He edited or co-edited The Curiously Strong, Greedy Shark, A Vision Very Like
Reality and Holophrase. After a variety of jobs, he now teaches English at
Queens’ College, Cambridge. He has published numerous translations,
most recently Finding Time Again, the final volume of Proust’s In Search of
Lost Time from Penguin. He lives in Cambridge with the writer Jenny
Diski.






Time to Get Here

SELECTED POEMS 1969—2002

IAN PATTERSON

= U



PUBLISHED BY SALT PUBLISHING
PO Box 937, Great Wilbraham PDO, Cambridge cB1 5jx United Kingdom
PO Box 202, Applecross, Western Australia 6153

All rights reserved
© Ian Patterson, 2003
The right of Ian Patterson to be identified as the
author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance
with Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.
This book is in copyright. Subject to statutory exception
and to provisions of relevant collective licensing agreements,
no reproduction of any part may take place without the written
permission of Salt Publishing.
First published 2003
Printed and bound in the United Kingdom by Lightning Source
Typeset in Swift 9.5 | 13
This book is sold subject to the conditions that it shall not,
by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out,
or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent
in any form of binding or cover other than that in which
it is published and without a similar condition including this

condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

ISBN 1 876857 92 7 paperback

SP

135798642



For Jenny






Contents

SECTION ONE 1969-1979

Poem
The Elegy for Spring
Kara Chach
Quiet Arriving
Summing It Up One of These Days
A Happy New Year
Waking Up: 2.10 pm
Politics
Night Ministry
Lullaby
Ritual Slips
Polly Fortune
Red Breath
Hold the Child, Father Sunlight
A Thing of Reason
Pencil
Fatal Congeries
As We Run Out of the Wet
Man
Bound to a Time
Japan is Sad
Sentinel
Requiem for a Brain
Notes
Sparkling Fruit Salts
Kino
Lino

O 0y Ul A W

10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
27
28



Nino
Rhino
Vino

The Yurt: Day One
Tatlin’s Dream

Curiously Strong

Cover Design After the Event

Any Old Iron

Why Motoring Costs Have Soared

Some Comfort

“the audience”

‘Life Dreamed is now Life Lived’ (David Gascoyne)
Derry

The Political Economy of Art

Underground
Looking at Henry
Endless Demands

Intro

Talking ‘Bout Things

Things Reply

Apprehension

Hardly Yippee

We Must Tighten Our Belts
Nothing in my head ...
Light Determines a State of Absolute Rest
Out of Date

It Was a Long Lane

I Felt a Hand Grip My Elbow
In Your Face

Endless Demands

In 1938

29
30
31
32
37
37
38
39
40
41
42
43
44
45
46
47
48
48
50
51
52
53
54
55
56
57
58
59
60
61
62



SEcTION TwoO Roughly Speaking: POEMS FROM THE 1980S

All Our Ends
Still Life
Without Rhyme or Reason
It Had to Be You
The Origins of Love and Hate
Late Capital
Irreducible Blue
So to Speak
Speaking of Life
After Breakfast
Prattle
You Never Said
Time How Short
Red Priest
Interference
Matter and Memory
A Propos
Time How Short
Far and Away
No Resolution
The Night The
Postcards to Spain 1986
1. A Note on Air and Motives
2. Coda
3. Point Blank Future
4. Wish You Were Here
Postcard to Italy
A Reading
L'Histoire
Small Changes

65
66
67
68
69
70
71
72
73
74
75
76
77
77
78
79
80
33
84
85
86
88
88
89
90
91
92
93
94
95



Guinea on China 96

High Time 97
The First Intervention 99
Solo 101
Wherever a Head 102
The Name of Day 104
Say Nothing 105

SECTION THREE 1991-2002

Sestina 109
Tense Fodder 111
The Garden Party 111
No Contact 113
These Days 116
The Wire 118
Less and Less 120
Sleep 123
This and That 124
Lino Cut 126
A Bit Apart 127
Look Back 128
Facing Page 129
Drying Out 132
New York 134
Some Title 135
Much More Pronounced 137
Oh Snooty 155
Oh, To Be in England 157
Pastoral 158
After Pope 159

Laugh Like a Piano 161



Basic White 162

Hardihood 163
Quite Right 178
A World of Love 179
Death of Dance 181
In the Train 182
North 183
Living Here Now 184

Mulch Tumult 185






Acknowledgments

This book includes poems written over the last three decades, many of
them not previously gathered in book form. For their support and for
the first publication of these poems, I would like to record my thanks
to the following:

Peter Ackroyd, Anthony Barnett, Fred Buck, Cambridge Conference of
Contemporary Poetry, Cambridge Poetry Festival, David Chaloner,
Andrew Crozier, Philip Crozier, Nate Dorward, Allen Fisher, Paul
Green, John James, John Kinsella, Tim Longville, Tony Lopez, the late
Barry MacSweeney, D. S. Marriott, Rod Mengham, Drew Milne, Julia
Mishkin, Wendy Mulford, the late Philip O’Connor, the late Douglas
Oliver, Tom Raworth, Peter Riley, Peter Robinson, Stephen Rodefer,
Aidan Semmens, Iain Sinclair and Picador, Martin Thom, Nick Totton,
John Tranter, Nigel Wheale, and others.

Thanks too to Brian Callingham for scanning the cover picture, and to
Chris Emery for his exemplary helpfulness and enthusiasm.






Section One 1969-1979






Poem

to take up a position as
part of the space you perceive
turn your back there is
infinite unconscious where I used
to be standing. into which you might
(if an unwary step back)
from the window, fall. with a rain
slipping sidewise in under your eyelids
sad russell street sloping right away
upwards
a tenure in earth
beside indifferent trees numerous puddles
A rusty wheelbarrow the disordered remnants
of a childhood & one wellington boot
the sky wd not be any sort
of plane surface nor a single depth
no, full of its own angular exteriority
‘a triumph of advanced geometry’ & partly
made of brick, and is how you would see us
even if only
momentarily

[3]



The Elegy for Spring

We have then no mark but
this damp smell which has
enlisted the daffodils the tulips
the wallflowers & the grass
the chestnut trees under
stonework. the guardians of peace
beautiful as a hundred horsemen
dance about the salad/ their red capes.
Have they heard of the Tragedy?
they show no signs of admitting
but “OH! see the arch of the roof
the anger of the butterflies
the knees of the young girls!
dive to them, they are small down there
& your hunger surpasses the sunlight
for merely the look of them ...”
the sky is scarlet &
palpitates at our feet:
the systole is a deceptively gentle action
and as I burn I suddenly realise
being illusory & transitory it is
As interestingly as it began
the music stops. the meadows
float empty &
Is that what the song of the eagles meant?
that these massive caves with
their brick arches are becoming
too hot: I shall get myself
another place to live, where
it will not be you?

[4]



Kara Chach

I

unwithered and gloriously thin-fingered, she is wrapped
completely

encompassing horizon the park the street down to the river,
hoping

what will happen tomorrow. She jumps into the air crinkling

slightly at the edges of choice (‘until the day stone cut scissors’)

who is after all not heroic, about to be beset with years of it, he

had to eat it. The door opens slowly

and putting down my fork to begin the journey.

Well, Dr. Wolfgang, has the hidden? we are still wondering

the flat river the liberty to watch them at war or otherwise, what
have you to tell us?

How believable this scenery is/ ‘The past, the sensations of the
pastl’

but this is only an excuse for something sandier, nearer to love.

How believable this scenery is/ ‘The past, the sensations of the
pastl’

but this is only an excuse for something sandier, nearer to love.

[5]



II

Washing up noises from downstairs light again piles of books all
round the

bed as usual I'm back again and it’s Sunday. The problem of
bookshelves

is still unresolved so I resolve to buy some wood tomorrow get
things sorted

out I seem to have been using up an awful lot of distance lately
like

travelling underground or anyway in a different kind of space
though still

quite credible even attractive if you discount the fear the flat
river

elms and sycamores glowing across permitted possibilities I
traverse in

gumboots nightly. I mean Dragons, really, and the water rising
maliciously

over the edge of the sink washing us out into this strange
country with

nothing but lumpy earth and me dying of heartfailure gesturing
delicately in

the hope of two doves; heroism? it’s not even useful, I must get
down to some-

thing useful, in fact the only known legacy that has come down
to us there

is a common denominator in these ideas. Noises from
downstairs again it’s getting

darker already the screwdriver is too small the knots keep
coming undone the

sauce won’t thicken I seem to have been using up an awful lot of
time lately

like travelling and dreaming about death and buses the past the
sensations of

the past, Dr. Wolfgang has turned into an icon, I think I'll go and
talk to Nick.

(6]



