
Nude in a Fountain 

 

Clip-clop go water drops and bridles ring -  
Or, visually, a gauze of water, blown  

About and falling and blown about, discloses  
Pudicity herself in shameless stone,  

In an unlikely world of shells and roses.  
 

On shaven grass a summer's litter lies  
Of paper bags and people. One o'clock  

Booms on the leaves with which the trees are quilted  
And wades away through air, making it rock  

On flowerbeds that have blazed and dazed and wilted.  
 

The light perches, preening, on the handle of a pram  
And gasps on paths and runs along a rail  
And whitely, brightly in a soft diffusion  
Veils and unveils the naked figure, pale  

As marble in her stone and stilled confusion.  
 

And nothing moves except one dog that runs,  
A red rag in a black rag, round and round  

And that long helmet-plume of water waving,  
In which the four elements, hoisted from the ground,  

Become this grace, the form of their enslaving.  
 

Meeting and marrying in the midmost air  
Is mineral assurance of them all;  

White doldrum on blue sky; a pose of meaning  
Whose pose is what is explicit; a miracle  

Made, and made bearable, by the waters screening.  
 

The drops sigh, singing, and, still sighing, sing  
Gently a leaning song. She makes no sound.  

They veil her, not with shadows, but with brightness;  
Till, gleam within a glitter, they expound  

What a tall shadow is when it is whiteness.  
 

A perpetual modification of itself  
Going on around her is her; her hand is curled  

Round more than a stone breast; and she discloses  
The more than likely in an unlikely world  

Of dogs and people and stone shells and roses. 
 

extract from a poem of Norman MacCaig in 'Collected Poems' - published by Chatto and Windus 


