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Dedicated to my mum and dad – where joy first began





Fathermade, Muttermatter



Fathermade, mothermatter,


a seahorse hauled the ocean’s load.


Mothermustered, fatherraider,


a lens scanned the sun’s lost ode.


Pappamundi.


Motherust, fathersplatter,


a desert’s negative exposed.


Fathershared, motherbloomer,


the body’s shuttlecock de-rosed.


Mammapupa.


Fatherblustered, motherfeather,


the Turin Shroud was cloned.


Mothermad, Fathereacher,


our one sparse ship shed its node.


Patermapper.


after Gail McConnell




“Carnival is not a spectacle seen by the people; they live in it, and everyone participates… While carnival lasts, there is no other life outside it. During carnival time life is subject only to its laws, that is, the laws of its own freedom.”


                                                                 – Mikhail Bakhtin





The Doppelgänger



There’s nothing more symmetrical


not even his interior. He sits facing


A man who is nothing but vapour


twins’ the Doppelgänger thinks,


The Doppelgänger learns from the


measure himself for the eating.


says, ‘like two vats of pasteurised milk


two priests fighting over the same Bible’.


be okay, but there is only one flood


one side for the light, the other for


through his corpus like a badly orientated


forged himself. When the Doppelgänger


space; when he dreams, he ricochets his


This is how it feels to have twice as much


The Doppelgänger looks through the


his organs glistening like a city of


‘how about




than a Doppelgänger;


inwards like a haunted mirror.


has no cause to vape. ‘My life has had


‘and my thoughts the crew of the Medusa’.


snake, lies down next to himself to


‘I sometimes feel I’m being watched’, he


teaching each other how to sour’. ‘Or like


If there were two Deuteronomies it might


& the Doppelgänger always fills twice :


the absorption of light. He has a waterline


banknote. Sometimes he worries he’s


gets into bed, he tells himself to make


monsters from the amygdala to the cortex.


of everything & be half as full as anyone.


hospital glass, at himself under the knife,


glycerine. ‘You’re doing okay’, he says,


me?’





The Machine



Lying asleep walking


Last night I met my father


Who seemed pleased to see me.


He wanted to speak.


       – W.S. Graham


1


Dad, what are you doing with the machine?


You should have no need of it now you’re dead.


This is my son you never met, connected


This side of rust. What force of dream


Allows the three of us to push a machine up a hill?


It’s only to the base of the hill we need to go.


My brother goes ahead, ill-endowed with purpose,


As you stop us with a nerved hand, cubed with gold.


Why are we standing here, the three of us,


You fourteen years dead & my son still a boy?


Can you come back now? We’ve been waiting for you.


I told my son the story of you & the stale milk.


He’s happy I think, but there’s been a blank piece


For as long as you’ve been gone from this place.


It was Christmas Day when you climbed that tree


With a hipflask of vodka & a Holla to the wind.


What are we doing with this machine in any case?


As acid as sap the rust has ceased.


It’s stranger than blood that you had to meet


Your grandson across the picket fence of sleep.


The three of us hold on to the machine.


It doesn’t lose purchase on the slope.




2


Dad, where are you taking the machine now?


Is this death when you keep the machine for yourself?


You’ve made us redundant in this landscape, bleatfast with snow.


We watch you attach the machine to a motorway


And punch a first from the window as you speed into orbital.


The machine you’ve taken gave us such purpose.


What are we supposed to do now?


The keys are clenched in my son’s tight fist.





A poet & two translators



A poet shouts at the stars; two translators open a window with a finger to their lips. And so, a partnership begins; the translators want to stretch themselves, the poet wants the world. ‘Two translators are better than one’, he thinks, ‘just to be on the safe side.’ When the poet begins to write prose the two translators call a meeting. ‘This changes our contract’, the first translator says, ‘like you, we didn’t get into this for money.’ The poet puts a hand in the sharing nuts regardless of the many dactyls that have greased them. The translators bristle, like canvas tents from the 1960s. The second translator leans in, ‘how many words are you thinking of writing?’ ‘Thinking of writing’, the poet says, ‘is like dreaming of sex or dancing with smoke.’ After two more drinks the translators come around to the idea, ‘will your prose be visionary, prompting us to invent a new bullseye in our target language?’ The poet sighs. ‘I’m writing the history of places that never existed. You might never see me again. I will send you a chapter each month, wrapped in calico. Ignore the postmark from Swindon.’





Ghosts at sea



Ghosts at sea specialise in eating other ghosts.


It’s the way it is, just like business.


A career charting a life like a dreadnought


without a captain, steering itself like a magnet


through the Bering Strait of fifty years,


finding its outpost in photographs. Time to live?


But how do you practise what was only a shadow?


How do you dance on an island?


It’s time to take a slow lunch outside a window,


watching the street, everything you didn’t know.





Meeting Mark Fisher



‘The slow cancellation of the future has been


accompanied by a deflation of expectations’


       – Mark Fisher


Sometimes I meet Mark Fisher down the pub. ‘The good thing about hauntology’, he says, ‘is that no one really dies, they just live on, in a present which doesn’t happen.’ Fisher looks so normal, with his baggy jeans and Stooges T-shirt. Last time we met he recommended Japan Tricky Burial : all on the same evening. I spent the next three weeks typing text messages, wtf Mark, this stuff is awesome!!!, before realising I don’t have his number. Instead, I write things down that I want to ask him next time we meet : if culture is moving sideways will it fall off the edge? If we’re haunted by unrealised futures do we live in a past of dreams? The landlord accuses me of talking to myself. Yesterday someone told me Mark Fisher had died. It occurs to me he’s been a ghost all along. Now it’s only a matter of time until we meet for real.
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