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My ‘I’ has gone farther and farther away from me. Today it is my farthest ‘you’.


Antonio Porchia, Voices







I do not know which of us has written this page.


Jorge Luis Borges


‘Borges and I’, Labyrinths







Poetry


Let’s say the game is as good as up. Scrawled


more of these than I care to remember?


Certainly to talk about. I’ll write


another soon enough, even though


the word is done at least you know


in the hands of chumps like us who’ve said


what’s what whoever we are but look


in here and see whatever you want.


Who’s speaking this and who’s listening


I pretend I couldn’t give a fuck


but we both know better, don’t we.


Dear reader, just know I’m somewhere here


and feel the shit that drags for all of us.


Everyone and no one. Perhaps that’s enough.




Weirdos


A burp of laughter in the boardroom


or sombre at a birthday party,


we spy each other quick as sweat.


Fitful sleep in the passenger seat?


Check. Introspective in rain like you


forgot your own name? You bet.


Here’s a gin in a whisky tumbler


to us, who sit in the theatre’s


singular dark to watch the full


credits run and beyond; who hear


the fox’s cry in the night and think


it some portent; who seriously


work away at poems, as if poems


might shape strangeness into charm,


or box the latest faux pas we’ve


played over and over and over


in the auditorium of our thoughts


this long deserted night. Day comes


just as surely as we are ourselves,


goggle-eyed and fretful by turns,


weird fish preoccupied with water.




A New City




after Cavafy





So I said to myself: I’ll move to a new city,


a new country, some other place


better than this one. Sometimes I think


I can’t move for my past around here;


the ghosts file through me in every park,


every bar. It’s like the mouldy novel of my life,


and I just keep turning the dog-eared pages.


But I haven’t left – and maybe I won’t ever,


or can’t. This city’s like the smell of smoke


deep in an old jacket; disgustingly nostalgic.


You can hope for things elsewhere, but


then you can hope for a different personality.


If I’ve wasted my life here, I guess I’d waste


it anywhere. So I say to myself, anyway.




What We Were


Here’s the time we got lost coming off the mountain,


me in shorts and you in a down jacket.
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“Formally dextrous... likes to keep the reader on their toes”
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