Thrushes – Original – Ted Hughes

Terrifying are the attent sleek thrushes on the lawn,
More coiled steel than living - a poised
Dark deadly eye, those delicate legs
Triggered to stirrings beyond sense - with a start, a bounce,
a stab
Overtake the instant and drag out some writhing thing.
No indolent procrastinations and no yawning states,
No sighs or head-scratchings. Nothing but bounce and stab
And a ravening second.

Is it their single-mind-sized skulls, or a trained
Body, or genius, or a nestful of brats
Gives their days this bullet and automatic
Purpose? Mozart's brain had it, and the shark's mouth
That hungers down the blood-smell even to a leak of its own
Side and devouring of itself: efficiency which
Strikes too streamlined for any doubt to pluck at it
Or obstruction deflect.

With a man it is otherwise. Heroisms on horseback,
Outstripping his desk-diary at a broad desk,
Carving at a tiny ivory ornament
For years: his act worships itself - while for him,
Though he bends to be blent in the prayer, how loud and
above what
Furious spaces of fire do the distracting devils
Orgy and hosannah, under what wilderness
Of black silent waters weep.
Thrushes – My Attempt

Terrifying are the attent sleek thrushes 
on the lawn, more coiled steel than living
 - a poised dark deadly eye, those delicate legs
Triggered to stirrings beyond sense - with a start,
a bounce,
a stab
Overtake the instant and drag out some writhing thing.
No indolent procrastinations and
no yawning states,
No sighs or head-scratchings. 
Nothing but bounce and stab and a ravening second.

Is it their single-mind-sized skulls,
or a trained body, or genius, or a nestful of brats
Gives their days this bullet and automatic purpose? Mozart's brain had it, and the shark's mouth
That hungers down the blood-smell
even to a leak of its own side and devouring of itself: efficiency which strikes too streamlined for any doubt
to pluck at it or obstruction deflect.

With a man it is otherwise.
Heroisms on horseback, outstripping his desk-diary
at a broad desk, carving at a tiny ivory ornament for years: 
his act worships itself - while for him,
Though he bends to be blent in the prayer,
how loud and above what furious spaces of fire
do the distracting devils orgy and hosannah,
under what wilderness of black silent waters weep.
Lois Wilcox		28/09/2022


Commentary 
In my attempt at rewriting, I chose to break the poem up into three stanzas because the first stanza seems to be focusing more on the dark bird imagery associated with thrushes as terrifying creatures. Whereas stanza two seems to have developed into the violent imagery of the corruption of humanity. Then the third was seemingly a conclusion that mankind are egoistic creatures whose seemingly good deeds are driven by sin or selfish desires.
Many of my placement decisions were due to my own extended pauses as I read the poem out loud, which to myself sounded fitting. 
However, my enjambment decision, such as “desk-diary” was due to the repletion of “desk” as I believed it that the next line evolved this image from something seemingly innocent to representing how humanity kills elephants for their trunks. The enjambment of “thrushes”, “living”, and “legs” seems to enforce the imagery of them as unnatural creatures. Whereas the “shark’s mouth” may be a development of how the shark has its own purpose, to the violence of this purpose, which may reflect how humans are seemingly purposeful aggressive creatures. Which is perhaps enforced by the rhetorical question of “purpose?”, as if to question humanities purpose in life.
The metaphor of “under what wilderness of black silent waters weep” may suggest an emphasis on humanities sin and the consequences that await them. Whereas “a poised dark, deadly eye” may be a metaphor for the calculating nature of this inhuman creature humanity has become.
The tripling of “no” and “nothing” may emphasis the asserting tone and point that the poet is trying to enforce. Yet, the single verbs of “stab” and “bounce” add an aggressive tone and the swiftness of the action.



