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               Glitch

            

            
               
                  More than ample, a deadfall of one metre eighty

                  to split my temple apart on the herringbone parquet,

                  and crash the OS, tripping an automated shutdown

               

               
                  in this specific case and halting all external workings

                  of the heated, moist robot I currently inhabit.

                  I am out cold for some time, and when my eyes roll in

               

               
                  you’re there to help me over to our bed, as I explain

                  at length how taken I am with the place I’d been,

                  had been compelled to leave, airlifted out mid-gesture,

               

               
                  mid-sentence, risen of a sudden like a bubble

                  to the surface, a victim snatched and bundled out,

                  helplessly, from sunlight, the usual day, and all

               

               
                  particulars of my other life fled except the sense

                  that lasts for hours of being wanted somewhere else.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               To the Woman at the United Airlines

Check-in Desk at Newark

            

            
               
                  Shonique, I am in time, and I know your fight

                  is hard: the fight is hard for everyone alive

                  and all those bodies in Departures

               

               
                  are naked under clothes and scarred –

                  that granted, even deeper scratches welt

                  and heal in days though still they smart

               

               
                  on contact, and I never really cared

                  for the terms I struck with earth,

                  more total war than limited skirmish.

               

               
                  I seethe, Shonique; I drink; I smoke weed

                  and seek relief from mental anguish;

                  the peopled life, car horns sounding down

               

               
                  on Houston. All three kinds of knowledge

                  fox me: outer, inner, pure mathematics –

                  but I understand your relatives are dying also

               

               
                  and I know the days are slow, the years fast,

                  that these are facts, however surprising.

                  Like you, I think the worst is yet to come;

               

               
                  plus, there’s time lifting everything in sight,

                  Shonique, pocketing orchids and mothers,

                  the little white pebbledashed bungalows – 

               

               
                  you in your small corner and me in mine.

                  Let me be clear and accommodative, more like

                  water than ice; and raise my hands to show

               

               
                  I mean no harm, and that I’m stupid,

                  and malicious, and if I’m trying to be fearless

                  I know it gives me no right to act like this.

               

               
                  What’s understood is I’ll be filed beneath

                  The Pricks, and fair enough. Very seldom

                  do I note the world wears a single face

               

               
                  with endless variations, and even then,

                  Shonique, it tends to be a face like yours,

                  one particularly fine. Speaking of which,

               

               
                  your fluorescent orange lipsticked lip

                  curls up at me with such distaste I have to sit

                  down now on my case at the rush of shame I feel:

               

               
                  and also love; and of course lust, hate, remorse.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Fathers

            

            
               
                  We set a saucerful of water on the kitchen sill

                  and check it before breakfast for three days straight

                  until it’s all evaporated. I think it’s more like that.

               

               
                  
            But don’t you understand that Jesus lives in the sky?
          

                  I think the moon is blown out, and the trees plucked

                  off the birthday cake and put back with the batteries,

               

               
                  and all the country of you divided up into the tiniest

                  of slices. But what I’ve got is microwave popcorn

                  and this ability to whistle every number one single

               

               
                  from 1987 onwards. There’s no use getting all het

                  up: I give you a bed for your tiredness: I give you

                  some bread I have toasted and buttered: I give you

               

               
                  a stretch of the earth, baked hard, where we follow

                  the shiny beetle hauling the shield of himself into noon.

                  I can tuck a cloud under your chin. If it’s an advert

               

               
                  the product is love. If it’s an element, water. If it’s

                  not consistent, that’s part of its charm. If it’s a bomb,

                  it’s a beautiful dud, and I love you, she says, this much.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               The Good Son

               in my heart there was a kind of fighting That would not let me sleep

            

            
               i

               
                  Remember me! demands the father’s ghost,

                  and the deconstructionists gloss

                  that last request as ‘Bring back my phallus’ –

                  re-member me, as it were – and even after

                  Hamlet Sr stage-whispers his Adieu!

                  he hesitates, and asks his son again –

                  Remember me – since he can’t help himself –

                  and Hamlet swears it on heaven and earth,

                  and is, by convention, meant there and then

                  to whip out his sword and avenge – but instead

                  he sits at the desk and unfastens his satchel

                  and takes out a pad and a quill to begin

                  getting it down in all its squalid detail,

                  which the Elizabethans deem a scandal. 

               

               ii

               
                  But we did. We paid upfront and understood

                  that all accounts would soon be met

                  and every tab discharged in full.

                  Every loss incurred a debt

                  and hard to get the registers to balance.

                  This side of Cookstown Gospel Hall attests

                  in foot-long gothic font –

                  For the Wages of Sin is Death …

                  and a few yards round the corner,

                  nailed up in Monrush to a telegraph pole,

                  unfaded in its crude red,

                  white and blue lettering on plywood –

                  Murder in Texas gets the electric chair.

                  In Magherafelt you get chair of the council. 
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