
the  
Br i ar patch  

J. Kates

The Hobblebush Granite State Poetry Series, Volume V

Hob b l e b u s h  B o ok s
Brookline, New Hampshire

•



Copyright © 2012 by J. Kates

All rights reserved. No part of this work may be used or 
reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written 
permission from the publisher, except in the case of brief 
quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. 

Composed in Adobe Arno Pro at Hobblebush Books

Printed in the United States of America

Cover painting by Jane Pincus
Author photo by Helen Kates

ISBN: 978–0-9845921-8-0

Library of Congress Control Number: 2012938923

The Hobblebush Granite State Poetry Series, Volume V
Editors: Sidney Hall Jr. and Rodger Martin

Hobblebush Books
17-A Old Milford Road
Brookline, New Hampshire 03033

www.hobblebush.com



contents

HOW IT WAS
How It Was  3
Six-Day Wonder  4
Opening Chorus  5
Range  6
If Achilles Were a Point  7
Underwater  8
Glacier  9
December Thaw  10
Close Encounter  11
Advent  12
The Genuine Monets  13
Industrial Steel, Quai d’Orsay  14
Starting School  15
The Dead  16
In Interesting Times  17
The Exile  18

NOW A ND THEN

Now and Then  23
Statement of a Refugee from Babel  24
The Last Great Poet of Sumer  25
No Altarpiece  26
Cnut’s Boatsong  27
The Dying Wolfram Laments His Life  28
The Apologie of John Ketch Esq; July 21, 1683  29
Scholarship  30
Dock Song  31
After Ever  32
Woman of the High Plains  33
Riding the Reservoir  34
Unlawful Entry  35



Relict  36
Stone Rubbing: A Local Graveyard  37
The Ax-Murderer’s Daughter  38
Man with a Gun  40
Faulty Memories of Big Jordy  42
Urban Revitalization  43
Lacrimæ Rerum / Before First Period  44
1972–1989  45
The Translator  46

DESIR ES

Desires  49
Chief Joy  50
The Strings  51
The Consolations of Literature  52
Boston Museum of Fine Arts  53
The Cherubim  54
Life Story  56
To an Irish Landlady  57
Robbing the Bank  59
The New Bridge  60
Away  61
Envoy  62
Dawn Song  63
I Used To Sing  64
When You Returned   65
Weapons  66
Out  67
Air  68

H A RV EST OF THE FIELDS (TR A NSLATIONS)

Catullus #34   71
Horace Ode 1:4  72
Lamentation in Captivity (Richard Plantagenet)  73
Two Songs (Anonymous)   75



Sonnet (Magny)  78
Delfica (Nerval)  79
Blood Orange (Prévert)  80
Madam Midnight (Daumal)  81
Who Is Not Ozymandias? (Saburov)  82
Requiem (Shelvakh)  83
Paradise County Seat (Magid)  84
His Wife Is a Suicide  (Sozonova)  93
Landscape with Ideas from Dostoevsky (Baitov)  94
O Ludmila! (Mirzaev)  95

Notes on the Translations  97
Acknowledgments  99
About the Author  101



3  •

how it was

In the beginning was the word,
and the word was without form and void.
Darkness played on the surfaces of water
while light gathered in the refractions of waves
like a congregation awaiting the hour of worship
or stars lining up into constellations.
Slowly the sun lifted itself over the horizon,
a vast red beast stirred by elements of hunger and love.
Behind it at a respectful distance jackalled a spotted moon
until evenings and mornings circled around each other
like a well-greased bicycle wheel that won’t stop spinning.
Dry earth burgeoned and blossomed,
animals cautiously snouted out from thickets of metaphor
onto the vistas of savannah
and a predatory existence.
The clay shed sand to compose as Adam
who held everything in the palm of his tongue
and named the names of Creation.
Mock orange.
False Solomon’s seal.
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six-Day wonDer

By the seventh day it was all over,
a thing to turn away from
and get some rest, as a kind of favor
for having created the humdrum.

Earth was a matter of fact. Flight,
creeping and swimming were other ways
of running around. The celebrated night-
and-day dichotomy had praise

from man, the delegate, whose chief end
was to make glory of all this
orderly chaos and pretend
that a small part of it was his.

The sun in place, nothing was new
under it. The stars were moved
because there was nothing else to do
but love, and be loved.
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opening chorus

And through it all,
while we waited for the ship to arrive
with a black sail or a white sail,
while we made our own kind of love
in the morning and buried
our dead before nightfall,
the hair on our heads kept growing,
and our fingernails, 
and without thinking
we cut them back, inch by inch,
and fell into bed again, or ditched
square holes in the lengthening shadow,
or stared unavailing at the silent horizon
while the hair on our heads kept growing
and our nails dug 
into our hollow hands.
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Quintus Horatius Flaccus

oDe 1:4

Solvitur acris hiems grata vice veris et favoni . . .

(To Sestius)

Bitter winter this year is finally cracked open
by the south wind. Fishing boats slide down their rails
into the lake. Livestock kick at the barn-door
to get into pastures turning green.

There will be dancing now lit by the moon,
you’ll feel the softened ground shake under the feet
of magical girls circling hand in hand
heedless of distant thunder.

Now is the time to go after flowers, and pick
your sacrifices for the burgeoning year.
Whatever the gods ask for, a lamb or a kid
dedicated to the shadowy groves.

Colorless death kicks in the door of a hovel
as quick as a royal bastion. O my fortunate friend,
the span of life is too small to keep adding hope on hope.
Night crowds in, with its storied ghosts,

and that echoless realm of the dead, where wine 
has no taste and the dice are all blank, and where 
you are indifferent to Lycidas, stud that he is,
keeping the young girls warm. 


