
T W O P O E M S B Y D A V I D P U N T E R 

Poem for Kiyo'ko 

O v e r f u l l m o u t h of golden teeth, one 
S l igh t ly rot ted at the centre; fresh f rom 
Nagasak i , your face folded i n glazed paper. 
W h e r e w o u l d y o u lead me, K i y o ' k o ? B l i n d l y 
U n d e r the t remulous fountains cou ld your 
Gold - l ea f body cu rve ; or is it for the snap 
A n d pur i ty of b reak ing a n d bloodless 
F lesh that I h o l d you , the d ragon king 's 
Peri lous a n d abandoned daughter? H o w 
D o y o u dare, m i m i c k i n g o l d J a p a n o n this 
Slender bridge, your feet captured l ike birds, 
A n d a l l the ye l low history of slaughter 
I n your carven nose a n d the slashes 
A t your temples? Perhaps y o u can t u r n your wrists, 
Endless ly; where I t ouch y o u there are 
Si lver flakes m a t c h i n g perfectly the whor ls 
O n m y finger-tips; before the b lood comes. 
A n d here, w i t h ice-cream, your immacu la t e 
A n d punct i l ious husband, casual gesture, 
Po in ted jacket : your smile a n d the exact 
Inc l ina t ion of your neck as y o u b o w before 
T h e gulls a n d bombers c o m i n g gives the l ie 
T o gu i l t ; the m u r d e r b o r n of perfect innocence 
M a t c h e s the smooth fa l l of your satin. 



The World's Neck 

T h e north-west coast of A l a s k a , 
B r igh t a n d green w i t h summer, beside a 
Surpr is ingly n a r r o w channe l , the water foaming 
A n d speeding th rough the B e r i n g Strai t , tossed wh i t e ; 
I have brought y o u here to show y o u 
T h e wor ld ' s neck; w i thou t this flow of wh i t e joy 
T h e shape of the oceans w o u l d change, for i t is 
O n l y here that water curls upwards , 
Crosses the bar, rears a n d shouts. A s we wa tch , 
A radio floats by, a n d then a pale blue 
V o l k s w a g e n , i n w h i c h there is, perhaps, 
Someone shouting. W e are so near the edge, 
B u t out of danger, speech d rowned , 
K n o w i n g the sea w i l l freeze l ike a postcard 
If we want i t t o ; beside the shape to end 
A l l shapes, o n this ridiculous s trand, 
W e are futil i ty 's jesters. 


