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               Home,

            

            
               
                  like pigeons do. We follow

                  the pull of sockets deep

                  in our thick, wet heads,

                  our sodden radar: warm,

                  warmer, colder, warm.

                  The yearn, that sub- or ultra-

                  sonic wumph from tail

                  to beak to gut, that hits

                  whenever we face due you

                  or you-by-near-enough.

                  The clunk, that eight- or cue-

                  ball of yes dropped snug

                  into the centre pocket

                  behind the eyes. Half-

                  recognised, we follow

                  what recognises us

                  by the usward trail it lays:

                  breadcrumb, breadcrumbs, dust.

                  Guided, or strung along, amazed,

                  stumbling home. Tug, tug.
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        The glass is falling hour by hour, the glass will fall forever,

But if you break the bloody glass, you won’t hold up the weather.
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               The Somnambulist

            

            
               
                  Caligari. Even if

                  I’d seen the film

                  – no one there had,

                  except for you, handsome but shy,

                  and The Hulk explaining Prynne

                  in the kitchen doorway to a cornered Harley Quinn –

               

               
                  your darkened sockets felt-tipped into

                  diamond points,

                  haunted look

                  and turtleneck would always add

                  up to nobody’s first guess.

                  Edward Scissorhands without the scissors? Unless

               

               
                  I’d lied and yelled Great costume! Yes

                  
            I’d recognise
          

                  
            you anywhere
          

                  we never would have met. We slept

                  together once, or almost slept.

                  All night I watched your broken, unplugged TV set

               

               
                  paint shadows longer than the walls.

                  At dawn you cracked

                  the blind. Your eyes

                  and clanging headache had you running

                  straight to the bathroom cabinet.

                  Charivari comes from karebaria,

               

               
                  Greek for migraine, ‘heavy head’.

                  It’s a parade

                  of noise and hate,

                  rough music, metal banging metal,

                  a chorus raised to shame a real

                  or imaginary figure of disgrace.

               

               
                  When the angry townsfolk chase

                  the dark-eyed man,

                  he runs until

                  his heart gives out. The final reel

                  reveals it’s all a dream, the face

                  belongs to someone else. I still don’t know his name.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               The Oneiroscopist

               
          Edith Rimmington, Dulwich Picture Gallery
        

            

            
               
                  The diving helmet is a perfect fit.

                  If anyone could make it work, then it

                  had to be you, despite the length of this

                  (tell me the tactful word, Edith – proboscis?)

                  this seabird’s beak, projecting from the hull

                  of your salt-white and pecked-clean seabird skull,

                  a plaguemask for the drowning and the dead.

                  I dreamt this figurehead became your head.

               

               
                  I like this one, you said. You like the dark,

                  and birds in galleries, and bones in galleys.

                  British Surrealism, a Noah’s Ark

                  of you-like animals. I kept a tally.

                  Three skeletons on that wall over there

                  are you. Six cats. The feathered blue giraffe

                  is you. Those crows. The goose with lilac hair.

                  I almost said, I like your soul, your laugh,

               

               
                  a flood of gush. I would have tried to tell you,

                  but leaning on this picture frame, we slipped

                  into its silent world, where words like soul

                  sound too sincere, or else too counterfeit;

                  curse words, old oaths to summon up a deluge,

                  finding only one of us equipped.

                  You’re snug and dry inside your soundproof bowl.

                  The diving helmet is a perfect fit.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Monkfish

            

            
               
                  It’d always be late. High on Red Bull and Blue Planet,

                  Attenborough levelling her mind, she’d call

                  me again, still up at four in the morning,

                  not tearful, just earnest and wired, calling

                  for no reason, no better reason than to share

               

               
                  her latest newly memorised litany of names.

                  
            Lophius, or monkfish, or fishing frog, or
          

                  sea devil. Revision. Of course she was fine.

                  She told me, the worst time, that she empathised

                  with its teeth. The teeth will become temporarily

               

               
                  
            depressed, so as to offer no impediment
          

                  
            to an object gliding towards the gut.
          

                  God knows why I’d pick up. Pity, or pride

                  in my own selfless patience? She the seashell

                  held to my ear, I’d listen then half-listen

               

               
                  like the line I pictured in the air between us;

                  neutral, intermittent, static. Cagey about being,

                  but reluctantly talked into it. The body,

                  
            given time and a stable bed, will change
          

                  
            and blend with its surroundings.
          

               

               
                  Given time, I thought she’d learn to fit

                  in, tone down the strangeness,

                  or even occasionally sleep, to call

                  someone else, anyone – Samaritans, Nightline,

                  the talking clock… standard network rate. Your call

               

               
                  is a low, keening sound. Your call

                  is inaudible to divers. Your call

                  is inaudible to all the undrowned.
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