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hoy oot north. dial.


 


n. 1. one rejected, cast out, expelled, used-up, disposed of, redundant, evicted


2. coins thrown to guttersnipes from a wedding car


 


v. 1. to make redundant


2. to throw coins from a bridal car


3. to expel revellers
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1968–1978


High on the Walls


The Order of Chance


Dancing Under Fire



























Birthplace Bronchitis







For Robert Pickard and John Wilson









The old men cannot walk up banks


without leaving brown hockle on the path.







They spend their days at pigeon ducketts


watching tumblers and trains.







They’re on the sick


and cannot leave their pain.







The thudding industrial hammer


is not much harder than the men it has made.







Our fathers are coughing up its grimy phlegm


and we will know the taste.



























Unemployed









A building site next to a factory


where lasses hang haranguing oot the windows


who yee! getcha keks off!


The foreman is a big fat cunt


and doesn’t need labourers.


Brian tried the joiner foreman,


a little fat get with glasses.


The bastards.






























Scrap









hoo kid


fancy yasel?







aye


howay ootside







scrap lads, who’s jumpin in?







kick ees heed in


gerroot yi twat


stick it on im


kick ees pills


boorim in the nakaz man


wipe ees face wi ya raza


smash the get







are nar thats noron


sharrap oral kill ya







twat







fluffy bum


puff


shite hawk







suck ees plums


boot im one


bottle im







here’s a horny


the whore







scarpa lads






























The Horny Blues







For Franky, Grailly, Donna and Mel,


in a pub, or in a cell









Av got the horny blues, av got the horny blues


if you’re ganna be naughty, ya ganna get the horny blues







When you see the meat wagon you got to stop shaggin


if you’re doing some screwin, you’ll hear the whistles blowin







You get the horny blues, you get the horny blues


if you’re ganna be naughty you’re ganna get the hornys after you







Smokin of the herb, drinkin of the wine


you’re sure to be disturbed by PC49







You’ve got the horny blues, the horny blues


if you’re ganna be naughty you’re ganna get the hornys chainin you







They’ll take you to the cell and black in your eye


satisfy those hornys too







If you’re ganna be naughty ya ganna get the horny blues.







Start up a barney, they’ll bring in the army,


kick you in the teeth, cause it makes them feel so sweet.







You get the horny blues, you get the horny blues


if you’re ganna be naughty you’re ganna get the horny blues






























Penny Blacks and One Pound Deals









Hey flea don’t dig too deep


Pickard’s brains are well scrambled


without causing leaks.







Stick to the scalp, lop,


and don’t bite the same spot twice.







Listen nit, while I’m a joy-merchant


don’t worry the punters.


If we meet fuzz, dance like fuck.







I’m getting to like you


but don’t feel tied;


if you fancy new pastures


giz a knock,







I’ll lean on a crumpet


and suggest a hump,


while you leap.



























Shag









canny bird owa there


sharrap man yi think of nowt but tarts


divin kna tho


wouldn’t mine a bash arit


hoo pet can a tek yi yem?


am a big streng lad


al luk after yi







a kna, ya not owld enuff ti suck a dummy


hoo lads he’s scored


what’s ya name pet


howay gis a kiss


gis a bit feel pet


di yi fancy a meat injection


well jump on the end i this







suck me plums


gis a suck off







yi comin for a walk wis


will gan owa the quarry


a knas a short cut


leave is alen







sharrap oral belt yi







grab a


gis a bit feel


pull a doon


lets have a bit tit


howay man am forst


am warnin yis al git the coppas







pull a doon


rip a skort off


are man quick


stick it in the get


howld a doon


she winit keep still


a winit be a minute, pet


gan on man gan on







that’s nice







howay well


it’s me next






























Willy Wank









A black jerkin,


black as a doorway’s shadows.


I stand there trying hard


to fuck a bird upright,


sucking at her neck


and fingering her twat.


She sniggers when I snap her bra.


  Then fuck! A polis!


What’s your name?







  Willy Wank, I shout,


pushing past and wiping spunky hands on him.



























Puberty


by Edward Munch









      don’t creep away from my cock


let’s watch it grow


        let’s sing songs


                   to my cock


            & make your breasts bigger







we’ll unfold your arms


         & lie them akimbo







      we’ll uncross your legs


            lie on the couch


      and watch your hair sprout






























Coast Line









sandcastles built to smother you


with kisses on the nose and lips







sandcastles spread across the beach







crumble my turrets with your toes


wash me with your foamy sea,







make starfish my towers


while I bucket you with waves



























First Fuck









split she was


lay there two ways







shagged we had


and breast apart







one nipple fingered soft


felt like porno pictures


looked they should







fucked we had


and pissed happy glad






























Me Your Ape









because you always wished for my silence


you said it did you good to hear my quiet







and I not knowing would make no noise


always wanting to say to you







you would be happy, smile, and wet your eyes,


I’d speak, and you’d hit me, hard, across the mouth



























So Sad









so sad


to be


so sad







tho still


she wrote







smiling


she did not


part her lips







but widen







reading


I gloated


on those sounds







singing


so






























City Song









an engine’s echo


clatters through the streets







bud of a rose opened


in my room overnight


before my mind


took account of time







drunks puke through iron gates







the call of girls


whose echoes giggle


after gifts of love


from shadows


who share their loneliness


to taste their naked bliss



























Adultery









sitting in firelight


your face a shadow







the little gold glint


of your ring






























Factory









fingers of a hand


that whisper softly


at my nape’s hair







smoke blowing


in the winds of engines



























Shipyard









Your eyes narrowed when we kissed


unlike streams


like rivets


about to be welded


into a ship’s side



























The Tongue









the tongue hollows caves for the lips


(a bottom lip stroked her uneven teeth


lightly as finger to knife)







the smooth soft surface licked


teeth touching teeth






























The Bodies are Touching









the bodies are touching


what is the matter?







where is your mind now?


what does it matter?







something is sleeping


where the mind wanders







it wanders away


let the mind stray







it gives back a pain


it sucks and is suction







the bodies are touching


                 touching



























New Body









as you stroked my leopard’s coat


I was a tiger







as you felt my bear’s claw


I was a snake







as you combed my cat’s fur


I was a fish







as you built me a lion’s cage


I was a worm







as you stripped mountains


I was a stream







as you crept tunnels


I was the sun







as you thought warmth


I was snow







as you expected thunder


I was calm







as you drew blood


I was stone







as you expected shape


I was air







as you looked


I was invisible







as you felt


I was near







when I appear


you tremble






























Refreshment









clear bubbles of joy


burst between us







come in our hair







a Halloween wind gust


of owl calls and dog howls







rips at The Ship


in at a twist of the Tyne



























Bunk









stars glitter in the industrial valley


and ships’ horns have the mellow tones of an owl







lap    lap lap


drunk and huddled together


lap    lap lap


at the river together







voices drift


mist on the river







drunk and huddled together


voices part on the river


soft hair warm breath


my hands on your breasts


your dress unzips


bare by the river together







lap    lap lap


huddled together






























Wings









butterfly folding


soft limp wings


on my cock







lips wet


with my seed







a bubble adrift


I spoke







words broke


my circumference



























I Dreamt I Died









you were there


and everyone and thing


as it was before







you were graceful


showed no sign of tragedy







I dreamt you felt a slight contentment


words and glances of condolence


made you smile







the funeral brought tears


but it’s a solemn ritual


and we even weep for fallen enemies






























Rural Sex









fingers stretch across


whirlpools of ice







her black hair


and the water swirling







     In a premature February warmth


     a prancing pheasant sang.


     In full coloured plumage


     he glints a sprig.







     His first Spring


     and the sun sucks at his sex


     like death.







     He quails for a mate.







     Blood beads cowp


     from his beak






























Murmurs









you come again this spring


throwing off sleet oppressions


your familiar warm weather gestures


seem new







sleep explodes deep inside us







my fingers


become butterflies







strange words


travel to my balls







sensual animals move


in a swarm







of warm sensations



























Snake Dawn









a blackbird


sang


the sun







raised towards it


balanced on my waist







she woke


we kissed


I’ve been bitten by the snake


my tongue hissed






























Storm









surrounded by horses


heads shaking and rearing







I hold her small tit







there is no way past


legs thrash



























Forbidden Birth









baby-juice


spluttering and bursting







I suppose inside is dark


because of you







your first sight still the womb’s first light


fresh with blood of you







I thumb her navel


and spread my fingers






























To My Unborn Child









our heads met


when both of us


bent to kiss


your mother’s womb


you bent on opening it







and I, pressing her closed


with my lips







then I found you had been there


all time before me



























The Gift









the total of everything


is nothing


please take this gift


shadow of the poplar


on the red brick opposite







embryo


how you slip through


no shape


no name


no time to







we had been


in each other’s dreams







how we build


and fall


and run







money


if you take all


take none



























Fire of Reflection









the cot on the wall vibrates


its side against ours


he enjoys the ride


the fire’s reflection


begins the poem



























The Bairn









you can’t stop sleep Matthew,


there’s no shaking it off







each lash weighs a ton


and to keep apart


needs more than fun







pillows keep draughts off


as workmen leave geet gaps


in the cell







I tuck you in,


your sweater’s too small.


Twice tonight you’ve sneezed.






























Matthew









Matthew


hands of a newt


drums the box


and flutes.



























The Game Bird







For my child









As I walked across the fells to Hangman’s Hill


a family of partridge burst from my feet,


the young half flew, half ran


their mother feigned lame.







Returning, the same family flap,


but this time I chased the chick


and caught her.







As I stroked her head she squeaked


and from the corner of my eye


I saw her mother, lame again


to tempt me.







My hand open she dived for the heather


and vanished.


I would have brought her home for you


but feared her death


and your sorrow afterwards.






























Death is an Owl









Death is an owl


that comes sweeping to me


she took nine months


to swell in the belly of her mother







I stood on a clear night


and saw heaven


the star you and I inhabit







my voice echoed in the alley


and the chill of winter


made me shiver



























Beauty We Made You









beauty we made you


only two months


I can’t do without you







I knew that the first day,


suckling







Connie’s hair curls over her tit


tickles your face


your brother’s warm hand


smile again






























Gateshead









sea monsters chalked on the asphalt floor


stride the alley


as though it were a long cave







we sit half way up on the pyramid to our back door


sun swallowed in the coke oven flame







mammal bodies swim beneath the flapping clouds


that women hand in zig-zag lines across the lane







there are beasts with wings in the cellar


beaked and mucky faces contemplate each other







the children have built a toad-run


we sit and watch the sun down







there is nothing else


to do



























Next Door’s Bairn









waking at four to your cries


I’ve grown to expect you


with wall shaking trucks







that simple cry of need







awake, hungry, your heart opens


and is filled







I count your howls through thin walls


when television and stereo cease







rain shuttles in the gutter







bairn   a singing star


quivering lark


over the roofs and slate drains







walls


and the need to break them







I feel your weight


suspended in my arms


your calls soothe and settle







awake and cry


my ears are tuned


and mummers satisfy







thrush of tyres on the street







you howl


my typewriter snaps a beat







others hear us


through windows and walls of strange rooms


they tap their feet


some even move their lips


and speak







sing on and scream


I’ll stay awake


and we’ll assume the shadows


in their dreams






























Guy Fawkes









dragons disperse tonight


like split mercury


amongst the houses
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