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The Forge

All | know isa door intothedark.

Outside, old axlesand iron hoopsrusting;



Inside, the hammered anvil’s short-pitched ring,
The unpredictable fantail of sparks

Or hisswhen a new shoe toughensin water.
Theanvil must be somewherein the centre,
Horned asa unicorn, at one end square,

Set thereimmoveable: an altar

Wher e he expends himself in shape and music.
Sometimes, leather-aproned, hairsin hisnose,
Heleans out on the jamb, recalls a clatter

Of hoofswheretrafficisflashingin rows,

Then gruntsand goesin, with a lam and a flick

To beat real iron out, to work the bellows.
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