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I am afraid to own a Body —


– Emily Dickinson


Soul…is always in front of a mirror


– Thomas Moore


This is the light of the mind, cold and planetary.


– Sylvia Plath





And in our idleness we compare hands



He says, exorcism


improves flexibility of the hands.


Hands clarify,


throw light.


I say, but hands are heavy-duty.


They drag their body behind.


And did he know, first cousin to a hand


is not a foot but a rake. (Let the earth prepare.)


He says, to focus the disintegrating mind


you must place two fingers


on the person’s eyes


before you raise the eyelids.


I say, my fingers


are too stiff


from questions.


He says, it’s a spiritual emergency.


He keeps a collection of items his clients


have spat out. Keys. Nails.


I say, I keep


a magnifying glass to study


my hands, their wrinkling –


a new ordinance of skin.


He says he saw four strapping men


struggle to hold down a young girl.


I say, I held my father close


those last minutes before his hands


dropped like starfish


learning the ocean.





Dough must not not enter the body



i.


One summer


she learned how to eat.


Not to swallow, just spit – crouch


with jam pastries and a paper bag.


She ate herself down to the cellar,


each night painted a portrait


of a harlot with lopsided hat


that grew with each mistake:


one botched eye had to go,


hidden by an extended brim.


Daytimes, balled against ribs


of a wooden rowboat, she’d drift


with the current, invisible


to shore, trying to occupy


less space yet at the same time


disturb it more. For wasn’t that


the communion wafer’s trick


on the tongues of the pious?


To dissolve. Disappear.


Do the holy work.





The Attitudes



Insipid are the moonbathers


for their light spills in small places.


Torrid are those who amass


for their trinkets will devour.


Vapid are the earthmongers


for their deals trample the nestfallen.


Rigid are those who embellish


for their fables will encrust.


Sordid are the soulscammers


for their workday sees no dusk.


Candid are those who lactate


for their largesse is passed on.


Rapid are the waterstabbers


for their targets leach away.


Sacred are those who clamber


for their vertigo instructs.


Intrepid are the scargazers


whose bodies weep for an end.





Moonbather



She is slink and fall.


A trespass in the orchard


that wrongfoots the trees.


Her darkness is famished.


She needs the kind of moon you


grind in your teeth


the kind of moon that never consoles.


How she wants to feel sorry for


you feeling sorry for her


and all the light you fail to exchange.


Under sombre whims


her reason is permeable.


See how readily she strips down


and becomes moonlogged –


innermost and full of retraction.


She wants the kind of moon


that saturates,


the kind that rains calamitous pieces.


Will you try to save her? Of course.


You’ll drop footholds and rungs.


You’ll call from your sill:


sister sister shake out your limbs.





Divine non-intervention



It sours your day.


Leaves a bad smell in the stairwell.


What supreme being? Unless still


lounging on Mount Olympus,


dysfunctional. Certainly mauled by all sides.


Pulled apart like moth wings.


Expanding to the required diameter.


Or none at all.


Each time you reach for the remote


you’re trapped alive. To be frank,


the headlines alarm. It seems


the almighty’s doing improv now.


Mother of god, you say,


lighting a candle when clearly


the only remaining option


is to address a responsible adult.


Mother of god. What on earth


were you thinking?


Carrying him


until he emptied you?





Eternal Life: The Case for Plastic



I’d argue the vindication lies in the samples of plastic:


Exhibit 3, this vial of ethanol used on Henry VIII’s flagship


Mary Rose when hauled from the Solent and soaked


constantly to prevent sudden drying of ancient wood.


By extension, the testimony against Ellen Frühling,


socialite aged 74, who maintains she’s had no work done,


despite shored-up cheeks and absence of crow’s feet


that suggest the intervention of Exhibit 8b, hyaluronic acid,


injected subcutaneously by a skilful aesthetician. May I


further draw attention to this colour photograph (Exhibit 15)


of a large red amaryllis, moulded from extruded thermoplastic


and standing guard over a just visible, though tiny, mound


in a Spanish mountain cemetery. Notice the flower’s mouth


peeled back to tonsils and crimson voice box, its tongues
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