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			To my sister Gail, 
for her constant encouragement of my poetry, 
and because she is written deep into these pages 
and my life.

		

	
		
			     

		

	
		
			Mugabe

			Famine starts

			at the heart

			of a man.

			There is an

			absence there;

			a hole

			no-one can fill.

			And yet

			he does not look ill; 

			his thinness

			is invisible.

			So too, the swollen belly,

			the navel that protrudes;

			grey skin, huge eyes;

			all in a military disguise,

			giving the salute

			to crowds who approve.

			At the head of the motorcade;

			in a family near you.

			Starve the opposition –

			is what men like him believe,

			whether dictator 

			of a country, or a 

			semi-detached in Leeds.

		

	
		
			Malediction

			He is the hollow, cast-off 

			skin of a puff adder 

			that crushes 

			beneath your fingers.

			He is the promise 

			of a storm, 

			black sky, 

			withholding thunder.

			He is your view 

			from the beach –

			a giant blue wall of wave

			with a shark in it.

			He is what remained 

			in the air

			when the twin 

			towers fell.

			He is the Casspir

			that shot its hard-shell 

			path through every 

			township.

			He is 

			the absence 

			of a warming 

			fire.

			He is the last place 

			you want to be.

			He is the last person

			you want to see.

			You wait.

		

	
		
			Body Blow

			I have absorbed

			them all.

			Where other people

			are kissed,

			I am a repository

			for the fist.

			My body 

			is a bruise.

			I have nothing more

			to lose,

			nothing to gain;

			I have absorbed

			them all,

			like rain.	

		

	
		
			This is the poem in which I left you

			This is the poem in which I am still alive.

			This is the poem in which I left you –

			the white gate clicked softly shut behind me;

			the yew tree hung low over the driveway.

			Your dog came running: “Jump in,” I said, 

			and opened the door. The cat in her basket

			on the back seat trilled a welcome,

			the car hummed over the speed bumps,

			the horses in their field whickered to each other:

			she’s leaving, she’s leaving, she’s leaving,

			they said quietly. My horse was already gone, 

			already unloaded from a clean trailer

			and led into a clean stable. Safe. Nobody 

			dragged me back through the gate, 

			nobody cracked my head between the 

			door and the jamb, it is the poem in which I had 

			already started the car and driven away.

			It is the poem in which I am still alive.

		

	
		
			Evil

			Evil has an ordinary face;

			it takes place in ordinary houses.

			We cannot see through those doors

			or their concrete floors.

			It happens to hopeful girls

			at bus stops, with violin cases.

			To girls in red football shirts,

			to boys on Chapel Green.

			They are the unseen, they have 

			been smudged from the glass.

			Yet they will not let us pass,

			their hands pleading: Do not forget.

			Evil’s ordinary face appears in court:

			his sentence is short.

		

	
		
			My own private Idaho*

			The frozen lake, 

			the frost-rimed pines,

			the clear blue skies	

			were far from home.

			The power failed,

			the heat flew out,

			the stars were cold.

			Our cabin crouched 

			beneath the pines,

			The baby cried.

			The Mormons came

			to pray for us

			and chop our wood.

			The baby cried,

			I tried to find

			warmth in our 

			small house

			and care in 

			the world,

			but by the lake

			a swastika flew,

			a skinhead shot 

			two lovers, white 

			hand clasping brown.

			The baby cried.

			We could not stay,

			we knew.

			*1992 film by Gus van Sant

			  

		

	
		
			I thought I would tell you

			I thought I would tell you

			I went around all day

			being beautiful.

			Men dropped things

			and stared.

			Accidents happened

			while I waited at the lights.

			A man caught my eye

			and brought his coffee

			to sit by me:

			I didn’t see. 

			You once caught me

			in a bear-hug and

			told me I was an angel,

			and all my breath

			left my lungs 

			in one whoosh.

			You told me the

			small things that mattered,

			the thoughts of your heart:

			I thought I would tell you

			how that still smarts.
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