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                  a bowl of small apples on an unvarnished table

                  blister pack of pills with no pills popped out

               

               
                  the balloon string tied to the tree in the yard

                  coffee in a small white cup – the silence of the house

               

               
                  as it comes into being each thing creates

                  a ripple in its own reality

               

               
                  the almost-silence of cycle tyres

                  pinecones on the pavements in the older end of town

               

               
                  the sound of a sturdy stick as it hits a tree’s sturdy trunk

                  a warm wind hindering the hedge sparrows’ flight

               

               
                  each thing will create the rhythm

                  its own existence requires

               

               
                  the yellow robot mower cuts a track through the grass

                  the swallow swaps its place on the fence for a position on the clothesline

               

               
                  a half-dozen blue mattresses stacked up on the pavement

                  kids on the zebra crossing in their rucksacks and sneakers

               

               
                  the existence of reality makes space

                  for the reality of existence

               

               
                  a line of bikes in the bike-rack,

                  12and the line of bike-shaped shadows

               

               
                  watering can on a garden wall

                  dock leaves thickening at the edges of the pavement

               

               
                  there is no single way in which

                  a single thing will take form

               

               
                  in a narrow window, a spindly plant

                  on the pavement, a box of unwanted unwanted books

               

               
                  the shallow sudsy water in the stainless-steel sink

                  new ivy on the old fence panels

               

               
                  a thing makes its own statement;

                  the statement is itself a kind of thing

               

               
                  the dry grass flutters in a flimsy wind

                  the almost-hiss of cycle tyres – the smell of new tarmac

               

               
                  the robin on the gate which, as we notice it, will be gone

                  a woman at a bus stop with a parcel in her hands

               

               
                  a thing makes itself available;

                  its availability is itself a kind of thing

               

               
                  a rubber ball rolling in a widening spiral

                  a cactus just visible through the small frosted window

               

               
                  the greys and off-whites of the heron’s feathers,

                  the greys and off-whites of the clouds

               

               
                  the imitation of a thing

                  is a kind of thing

               

               
                  clumps of cut grass dampening in the drizzle

                  13the windfalls somebody has placed on the wall

               

               
                  along the street somebody sings from a window

                  sunlight comes like a sludge of slow thought

               

               
                  a thing is, to some

                  degree, imprecise

               

               
                  the semi-circular curve of a squirrel’s back;

                  the semi-circular curve of a squirrel’s tail

               

               
                  the cardboard boxes in the rain

                  tumblers of wine on the kitchen table

               

               
                  a thing finds its place

                  in the common imagination

               

               
                  a rectangular envelope on a rectangular doormat

                  the drawing of an umbrella in the steamed-up window

               

               
                  puddles in the tarpaulin

                  our pockets full of conkers

               

               
                  things are as much in the mind as outside of it

                  a thing is its own outline

               

               
                  a rumble of rainclouds, a marshy meadow

                  the apples that were difficult to pretend to enjoy

               

               
                  small kid scooting through the fallen leaves

                  the shadows of the jackdaws in the vivid green lawn

               

               
                  nothing gets going

                  without a nudge 14

               

               
                  after the rain, the branches hanging closer to the pavement

                  six electric scooters toppled in a heap

               

               
                  in a vase on the bookshelf, the papery grasses

                  sitting by the window writing short scrawly letters

               

               
                  the exactness of each abstraction

                  fits the span of each specific thing

               

               
                  a lemon on a breadboard – a small serrated knife

                  our shadows becoming sharper as the pavement dries

               

               
                  in the wide enamel pan, the potatoes sliced thin

                  the radio saying something we can’t make out

               

               
                  a thing exchanging

                  itself for its space

               

               
                  the sneakers somebody kicked off by the door

                  the short candle’s narrow flame

               

               
                  an apple cut cross-wise

                  bulbs in a bowl of soil

               

               
                  as we traipse out into the rainy yard,

                  a sparrow cocking its head
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            October

         

         
            
               
                  a woman in the doorway, holding her palm out into the rain

                  in each window of the apartment block, a tall yellow flower

               

               
                  on my desk, the stalks of the apples I ate yesterday

                  in a curving brick wall, a curved wooden door

               

               
                  is it that we return to a thought,

                  or that the thought returns to us?

               

               
                  a curving line of mushrooms in the grass

                  pigeons on a flat felt roof

               

               
                  almost as we’re watching, the bunch of tomatoes becoming plumper

                  the heap of shabby mattresses behind the hotel

               

               
                  the more sporadically we follow the path a thought takes,

                  the deeper the thinkiness we drag ourselves into

               

               
                  the books of which we leave the last page unread

                  new green shoots in the parsnip garden

               

               
                  hire-bike on its side in the grass

                  spots of rain on the page as I’m reading

               

               
                  the mind gets into a melodic lull

                  and can’t sing its way out

               

               
                  a bicycle chained to a bicycle chained to a bicycle;

                  on the path the two slugs sliding towards one another

               

               
                  two women grabbing the bricks from the skip

                  and carrying them home on their bikes 16

               

               
                  the way our thoughts might veer between

                  the pragmatic and the predetermined

               

               
                  sunlight deflecting off the blade of the kitchen knife

                  shrunken woollen sweater.

               

               
                  saucepans hanging from a line of hooks

                  hidden in the undergrowth, two blue gas canisters

               

               
                  the pulse of perception;

                  the rhythm of understanding

               

               
                  clusters of fungus

                  a hack saw blade snapping

               

               
                  the sound of a pencil as it rolls across the table

                  a single leaf falls, like an afterthought

               

               
                  the method of mistaking

                  magnificence for meaning

               

               
                  train ticket floating in a puddle

                  sitting on the bench as the fog blows in

               

               
                  the sudden hush when the path

                  curves off into the woods

               

               
                  our moods move too slowly

                  for the seasons to shift them

               

               
                  the soil soaks up the oak leaves

                  17a long log rots

               

               
                  we’re unwinding a ball of kitchen twine and heading out into the woods;

                  on the path two slugs sliding away from one another

               

               
                  as the mind moves between the memory and the moment,

                  it puts us, at times, in both places at once

               

               
                  through the woods the echoes of cars I can’t see

                  books beside the bathtub

               

               
                  the buzz we get when we come out of the woods

                  and recognise where we are

               

               
                  the thought that thought is a kind of

                  geometry without objects

               

               
                  a woman sitting astride a wall

                  with an apple in either hand

               

               
                  in the car park, the squirrel the colour of the tarmac;

                  in the woods, the squirrel the colour of the earth

               

               
                  thought as a kind of

                  permanent autumn

               

               
                  a conversation between two women at their upstairs windows

                  on opposite sides of the street
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