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            The book of numbers

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Construction with phrases
        

            

            
               ONE

               
                  Whatever I was thinking it was almost right:–

                  literature’s for losers; religion makes us weak;

                  the mind’s a kind of monkey with its teeth all gone.

               

               
                  I’m sitting in the kitchen with a pile of books

                  I thought I’d read but can’t remember reading and

                  I’m wondering what’s for supper ’cause I had no lunch

               

               
                  and when the monkey in the mind pulls up outside

                  and rubs his ribs and sucks his gums and says Aw shucks,

                  we need to talk – what else am I supposed to do

               

               
                  but give him coke and coffee till his words won’t come?

                  The insects in the windows fill the air with thoughts.

                  The clouds are closing in on us. The sun looks lost.

               

               

               
          
        

               TWO

               
                  I’m living in a lighthouse with a girl so tall

                  the heavens round her head surround her thoughts with stars.

                  I’m thinking of the sea-fish. I’m collecting rocks.

               

               
                  The summers last forever here, we like to think,

                  though when we go on picnics we expect some rain

                  and any day she’s out of sorts her windfall words

               

               
                  come blurting out in blusters till her breath’s all gone.

                  The days she takes the car to town my brains feel bruised

                  from wondering how she’ll find her way, and what she’ll spend,

               

               
                  and who she’ll meet for lunch, and when I’m going through

                  her underwear the stacks of cards I find come signed

                  with love and logic, from the monkey in the mind.

               

               

               
          
        

               THREE

               
                  The monkey in the mind expects [no thoughts, no words,

                  no sound, no speech the made-up rules [no rain, no breeze,

                  no dust, no sun] he sets out in his notebook as

               

               
                  his plane takes off [no stars, no fish, no rocks, no light]

                  should some day if he’s lucky and the winds don’t drop

                  [no pull, no rub, no need] be sure to bring about

               

               
                  [no birds, no clouds, no wind, no towns, no trees, no hills]

                  a kind of generous light [no teeth, no love, no sense,

                  no weight, no brains, no breath] like only God could give

               

               
                  [no out, no in, no fit, no feel] where what we want

                  we get [no means, no moods, no books, no kids, no girls]

                  and what we get [no when, no what, no who] we want.

               

               

               
          
        

               FOUR

               
                  I’m trying out a treehouse for my girlfriend’s kids

                  and all my dreams are treehouse-dreams where fraught blue birds

                  interrogate my motives for trashing her flat.

               

               
                  My girlfriend’s kids spend summer-camp discussing how

                  the impact of the accident by which the words

                  enter our actual language might be minimised

               

               
                  by the innate aesthetic grasp which draws the mind

                  to imitate the functions of the parts of speech.

                  The monkey in the mind allows the day to cool

               

               
                  and fixes us a coffee and attempts to talk.

                  The breezes in the leaves create a sense of loss;

                  our moods show through like bruises, and the sun comes close.

               

               

               
          
        

               FIVE

               
                  Whose words these are or how they work or what I want

                  to use them for, or why I’ve come to think it’s more

                  the ritual than the spiritual that bears the weight

               

               
                  of how we square what we believe with how we live,

                  or how it is the static unemphatic fit

                  of word and sound and sound and thought and thought and word

               

               
                  says more about the language than the language could,

                  or if there isn’t some way out of this, or if

                  the silence we return to makes the sound we make

               

               
                  feel freed by the conventions of the way we speak,

                  or what it is I think I’m saying here, means less

                  than less than nothing to the monkey in the mind.

               

               

               
          
        

               SIX

               
                  And while we’re at it, something in my fraughtest thoughts

                  questions the sense we make of what we make our words

                  and grows somewhat insistent that the talk we talk

               

               
                  is formed of nothing firmer than the blasts of dust

                  that rush at us like rumours through the low blue hills.

                  The clouds collect in clusters, and a slow breeze comes.

               

               
                  The monkey in the mind suggests that, most days now,

                  whenever I’ve been speaking I’ve become unclear.

                  I think that what I’m saying with the words I use

               

               
                  is stuff which, by the sound of things, I might not mean.

                  The insects fill the kitchen with their insect talk.

                  Is there more coffee? I think I need more coffee.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Hey, hey
        

            

            
               
                  Think of it as the rubber ball we’ve hidden

                  in the fruit bowl. Think of it as sludgy coffee.

                  Think of it like it’s a bunch of balloons.

               

               
                  Imagine it’s the voices on the recordings

                  we deleted. Think of it as the empty roads

                  you see from the empty train.

               

               
                  Think of it as the lull between your morning

                  at the typewriter and the hour you spend rehearsing

                  what you’ll say you did with the cash.

               

               
                  Think of it as silty coffee. Imagine it as

                  telephone talk. It’s the doodles in the condensation.

                  It’s the bunches of plums overhanging the stream.
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