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Commission


Cardiff,


August–November 1890









Perspective


From this gothic bay, flung out


above the hansoms


where O’Driscoll’s pony


rests a ruined fetlock


on a backturned hoof,


I can see St Mary Street run plumb


until, a quarter-mile away,


it curves to kiss itself


beyond the French arcades.


I lead each client to this


balanced brink; instinctively,


they back away. Revelation-


thin, O’Driscoll’s nag


evacuates the day in coarse, tan


gobs, heady sweetness


mixing with my new bay rum.









Firm


They’re passable, as partners –


Prichard hidebound, wan,


unmacassared; Seddon fleshy,


soft-soaped by his wife,


able botcher of a country church;


both petted daft by flocks


of daughters, fond


of metaphors concerning bees;


temperate in everything


except the riot act


they read our Butetown lad


who grins and wrings the postbag


as he scans the ample camber


of our punters’ wives


from bosom down to bustle.


Myself, I like the boy enormously.









Lecture


Their stipulations tickle me.


This Friday I address


St Mary’s Mothers’ Union


on that frothy text, ‘The Architect


and God’. Mrs Aston’s invitation


on the cream-wove paper,


blind-embossed, was breathless


as the messenger. Each month


I speak to guilds and schools,


but savour most the vestry’s


chaste proximities. I can smell


each just-bathed body, each lavender-


dabbed wrist, the trail of scent


a woman draws from throat


to chest. Ladies, I’ll begin; I take


the swallow as my starting point.









Salvage


Abercarn the godforsaken.


They asked me for a church;


what their blistered spirits


longed for was a monument


to firedamp and flood,
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“A brilliant tale of Victorian Gardiff’s dark new city, its deaths and
entrances, its muck and hustle, where the departed mix
with the newly minted.” - Peter Finch
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