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‘My fur coat’s sold, oh, Lord ain’t it cold


But I’m not gonna holler, ’cause I’ve still got a dollar


And when I get low


Oh, I get high’


— Marion Sunshine, as performed by Ella Fitzgerald





The Bed Is Not a Window, The Bed Is a Two-Way Mirror



Have we met?


Has sleep, its arguments, ornaments, glyphs,


too brought you here... to wink with me


before we put back our bodies?


Sleep... is jungled by these licks


of tentacles. Sleep


is dragged by bad dreams’ jellyfish. Perhaps


we met. Perhaps you glimpsed a personality.


The poet to the reader: you don’t know me!


The reader to the poet, painstakingly, repeats


you do not know me! Is it affirmation, argument, echo?


This is no relationship! This is escape artistry!





Blowjob



I have been to the weighing


Of souls. I have ridden the velvet


Black horizon of American


Highways, shuttling


A Catholic priest


Towards bellies of stars.


I have seen the planets


Puree into streamers


From the drink


And from the


Speed.


An act of service,


An assessment,


Or even therapy.


Violated eyes that become


Clean with your looking.


Host of the divine bistro!


Actor-doctor with the will


To tease the lamb to Easter dinner!


Sing the newborn from a cave!


What did you expect, a rose?





A Slap In The Face... of Nature



Heat


Bends through the ‘party room


Like a tropical snake. Our drinking amps


The creature’s red, systolic turnings.


We are arriving to night’s final station.


C’mon babies. Time to ride.


A man in a black bear suit sees a woman in a brown bear suit.


Second thought. He doesn’t see her. He has followed her.


Through summer’s fluffy mists, he smelt


Her daybed, sussed the perimeter of her desire.


He’d known of her urine for years. A perfect match.


He zips his fluffy suit, and enters through her window.


Swans drinking white wine


Are just called swines.


He is


Explaining the subtraction


Between event and labour value.


Operette. Acropolis. Fawns fawning.


So bored, I tend the moon’s aquarium.


Tears turn to teeth of serpents


When they reach the water. Now there are lots of snakes.


They arch their delicious heads for breath.


They want to slither back to my eye’s worm-womb,


O linger Sapphos of the lash-line! Please don’t leave!





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/img2.png
< CO(,,’ Supported using public funding by

$ 2| ARTS COUNCIL
%® | ENGLAND





OEBPS/images/img1.jpg
Caviar

Sarah Fletcher

Out-Spoken Press
London





