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            Shortest Day

         

         
            
               Recently a woman told a group of people they should be prepared

               because I am the kind of person likely to get close up to your face.

            

            
               The sky is losing light very fast like a patient bleeding out on a table.

               I perform a series of regular movements listening to the wind.

            

            
               The wind has a lot to say. It is long-winded. Old roué. Old reprobate.

               Never knowingly not taking its valedictory lap around the garden.

            

            
               It used to be infinitely sad in this empty kitchen and the skittering

               of the leaves at its edges would have driven me out beyond the brink

            

            
               but it’s ok now. The radiator’s on and outside has cornered the market

               in confusion. When I came back from my short walk earlier

            

            
               you asked was the post box full like you were worried those letters

               wouldn’t fit. The wind is having a laugh. Ha ha ho it goes

            

            
               like a dead judge back from the grave for one final filibuster.

               I have never knowingly got up close to anyone I don’t know’s face.
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            Lazarus

         

         
            
               The little fly you squashed and put into the ashtray

               —how it walked out later that same day, bold as

               you like across the carpet, cold-shouldering your

            

            
               botched attempt at homicide with the aloofness of a

               hired gun to the extent you broke into guffaws then

               fell, stricken, to your knees and sobbed, forgiving

            

            
               every one of your murderous intentions, forgiving

               yourself, letting the patch of sun claim its prize.
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            Maples

         

         
            
               we have them on all sides surrounded

               we make eyes at yellows and reds

               we crumble bits and inhale maple dust

            

            
               one woman walks by with a dog in a pram

               the dog husks Montand’s nostalgic

               classic Les Feuilles Mortes

            

            
               and three old men nod

               they have been ceremoniously buried

               up to their chins in spiky little leaves

            

            
               but make no fuss

               puffing on pipes they cannot remove

               bald heads blessed with twigs and detritus
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            Conversation in Leamington

         

         
            
               I had breakfast with father

               four weeks into the first stage

               of grief. We discussed politics,

               pork medallions. I told him his

               choisya was in full bloom.

               Later I took to my bed

               for the usual three-hour lull.

               I regretted the mass of

               quandaries I could have

               touched on but shelved.

               For what? For why? I could

               have cried out—father, where

               am I now, with you gone? I’ve

               crossed the Rubicon but I don’t

               have a map and that bird you liked,

               the little one, it’s always off-kilter,

               always in a flap, with a coloratura

               that pays no heed to the basics

               of pitch and melody and daily since

               you went I narrate everything I do.

               And I walk on my hands a lot,

               in the garden, like a crab—and the lists,

               my God, father, the lists I keep: flower names,

               trees, female mystics, the villages

               of Warwickshire and one that

               grows longer as we speak:

               burnt tongue, slapped cheek,

               railway spine… all the arcane ailments

               I swear I’ve got. Yesterday I saw two horses

               on Blue Cedar Grove. Two—on a road

               never normally troubled by anything 14

               larger than a wolfhound, but why tell you that?

               Why recount and recount as if in the grip of

               emergency… the visit to the windmill, the stray

               lupin, the fact there’s a village called Wormleighton

               —where does it stop? Could I tell you so much

               I’d narrate myself out of existence—return, like you,

               to a purer state? Beyond exposition. No need

               of that. Somewhere between an oscillation

               and laughter.
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