

[image: Cover]




The Alexandra Sequence


JOHN REDMOND was born and brought up in Dublin. After taking a doctorate in contemporary poetry at the University of Oxford, he spent two years teaching at Macalester College in Minnesota. He was associated for some time with the poetry magazine Thumbscrew, and has reviewed poetry for the LRB, the TLS, the Irish Times, and the Guardian. He was twice runner-up in the Irish Chess Championship. Currently, he teaches in the English Department at the University of Liverpool.




 


Also by JOHN REDMOND
from Carcanet Press


MUDe (2008)


Thumb’s Width (2001)




The Alexandra Sequence


[image: illustration]


JOHN REDMOND


[image: illustration]




The Alexandra Sequence


[image: illustration]




Alexandra


One


I open a window east of Microsoft Word


— Room! Room! — as the father of winter


opens a door — Give me room to rhyme!—


and in blow the masks of brotherhood with their


ambivalent question, ‘Would you be revived?’


To explicate is to amplify.


— Welcome fools and goats and quacks,


old teapots and chimneystacks! — Into a ... film?


(really: some minutes of shaking


shot on a phone) a shadow, call him ‘Kris Kringle’


or ‘Robin Redbreast’ or ‘The King of The Waxing Year’


navigates the snugs and nooks


and stamps his cane: Welcome dames and dolts


and mules! Welcome trolls and welcome tools! The whole


pub blinks (‘Did he mean us?’) but nobody bails.


Half with hoods up, half with hoods down,


the regular patrons seem at home — Ladies


and gentlemen, good evening to you all ...—


with masked men bursting in (they’ve been there).


As the long-cloaked guisers whoop and wheel


(not always widdershins) — For in comes I,


Father Christmas. Ho Ho Ho!—


grizzled expressions about the jukebox


agree. Now that’s their kind of Santa.


They like him all in black.


Who would not admire a Sun King


dressed in sunglasses and a sunhat?


In here, it is three a.m. with nothing on


but my laptop, its lonely chiaroscuro


landing a stretched-out shadow


along angular moons of IKEA.


A refreshing tilt of the screen


carves out of darkness a wrist, a face,


laminates my lack of sleep with the back-lit


pastel icons of Skype and Spotify:


this is togetherness as seen from


the crow’s nest. — And if you don’t believe what


I say, in comes St George to clear the way! —


For a moment, the upload freezes


so the only thing still moving is


a deliquescent blue, a tadpole


chasing its tail. I rise from the screen


and slat back my windows.


The rave in our car park


has been building for hours. A few


stairwells over, the new arrivals


have invited tout le monde to


roar at each other. — Man, this is fucked up!


Sick party, man, sick! — Gold neck-chains,


a girl with Playboy bunny-ears,


over-loud, over-spilling. I suspect


my genteel neighbours spy with me


—You know me, man, I’m the best


in the world, the whole wide world! —


as shapes get magnetised ever more


boisterously to one corner or another


of our little no-space. I dial 999


but the voice at the other end is crisp:


‘We are not in the business of shutting


parties down.’ I snap the phone down. Jesus!


I need to remember I’m not in Minnesota


anymore. I need to move, to modify,


(and as for motivation) I need room, room ...


Wheeling about a boozer in the near-past,


these pixils offer, if not salvation, then


a renovation of life that is slovenly,


lo-fi. The action (boy kills boy, boy


revives, boy kills boy, girl receives


all the money) has the look of


any true religion: a lobster in a liquidiser


(you might ask: is it turned on?)


St George clouts The Turk — I’ll make mince pies


of him! — The Turk smites St George (to


execute, to vivify) and, when The Doctor


falls in (every movement of the camera


a swirl of murk), Miss Funny, Jack Finney,


and Lucifer boom: Mince pies hot!


Mince pies cold! Send him to the devil


when he’s nine days old! Below me,


the inevitable fight erupts; people spin


away to mobile phones, a flow


of bodies across the car park


rippling into a bottleneck opposite.


I ring again — Can you see any knives? —


Not from here, but it looks


serious. — We’re coming! — A siren


in minutes. After they ring me back


to buzz them in, two policewomen


confront the revellers. — Take a step back! Step


back! — That will teach them, I think,


and, touching my Blackberry, begin


to film. An athletic twisting shape


elbows the chunkiest cop in the face


so that, in toppling, she stares up


in my direction. Backs slide off


the fronts of cars, a larger van offloads


more law, and shadows flee to the guilty


stairwell. Knock Knock. — Open the door! —


The mummery concludes; they pass around


a hat — All silver and no brass! —


In the window St George is a-flicker:


Once I was dead and now I am alive,


blessed be The Doctor who helped me revive!


We’ll all be brothers and fight no more,


we’ll all shake hands like we did before.
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