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               ECONOMICS

            

            
               
                  Everything comes down to numbers in the end.

               

               
                  This morning a blackbird woke me up; five swans in formation

                  trailed their silver chevrons upriver, unbothered by

                  the heron’s slow torpedo; three horses in maroon jackets stood

                  mystified by their own breath. A greenfinch and thirty-nine

                  cows patterned the field; twin black labs trotted through

                  the long grass, jingling, and unearthed a compact of magpies.

                  I didn’t count the dandelion clocks, there were so many.

               

               
                  You ask me would I move to the city to be with you.

                  I’m telling you what I saw; you can do the maths.
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               DEFINITIONS

            

            
               
                  Husband

                  a strong word                   money

                  if he gives it                     security

                  if he’s there                      someone

                  to hold the baby               when you ask

               

               
                  Friend

                  a lame word                     the crow

                  who shows up without asking

                  who empties the washing machine

                  while you cry yourself to sleep

                  who lines up your socks in pairs

                  on the radiator                 so it’s easier

                  to bundle them away when they’re dry

               

               
                  Lover

                  a word not spoken           dealer

                  in tongues                        hands

                  eyes                                 arms
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               RED GLOVES

            

            
               
                  The women are carrying the coffin. Under the fear

                  of slippage they make slow steps.

                  We cannot say that they advance.

               

               
                  More than one woman is weathering – from the cool

                  top of her head to her strained fingers to her toes

                  pushed together in interview shoes – the urge,

                  like a rip tide, to run backwards and away.

                  Today is not a normal day.

               

               
                  How awkward we are.

                  Even were they to confer it would not be possible

                  for these four women to set down their load

                  with elegance. The military could manage it –

                  but military is system, control from above.

               

               
                  The women are moving from within.

                  More than one will go to ground today.

                  More than one will be tugged

                  otherwards. Husbands and children.

                  How requiring, how embarrassable we are.

               

               
                  One is wearing red woollen gloves. She is pressing them

                  to the wicker as though without her hands’ small force

                  the entire construction would fold.
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Filled with controlled intensity, like Sibelius's symphonies.
These poems insist on the complexity of things.
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